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Inspiration
My Six Degrees Series is inspired by Greek Mythology, and Frigyes Karinthy’s idea that everyone in the world is separated by six links (six degrees of separation), and that choices made in love, hate, anger, fear, misunderstanding, and so on, shapes our world like a ripple spreading out on a body of water.
About This Book
Macaria is the princess of the underworld, and her father, Hades, would do anything for her. When something happens at the gate into Hades, when Macaria meets Adam, things turn for the unexpected, and no one could have guessed what happens next, least of all Adam and Macaria.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Macaria and Adam’s story, but there is a continuing story arc into book IV. It should be read in series order. Approximately 26,500 words.
| boy in a band | teenage romance | star-crossed | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone | greek mythology |
chapter i | dead bodies
ADAM
I’d had sixteen years of life, and now...I’m pretty damn sure death has pulled me away from the living!
Queue in the reasoning and random.
1- Minor hazy state, enveloping my entire body?
Disconcertingly, yeah.
2- Stationary, upright, macabre bodies in varying stages of deterioration, lined up behind me, not speaking?
I will not be checking any closer than where I’m currently standing, but yeah. The closest macabre body is two feet away from me. It’s an unmoving corpse, with empty eye sockets, a missing head of hair, and a dingy, brown suit.
Not an experience I’d been dying to see. Nope, definitely not!
3- A tang of rot in my nose from the river, the beach, and the dead in my vicinity?
Unfortunately, creepishly, yeah.
Oh, and I should mention that it’s very dark here.
4- Lastly, the real kicker, everything I try to touch on my body is untouchable. If I reach for my house keys, that are always in the right, back pocket of my jeans, there is nothing to feel there, because what I see as my body seems to be invisible in this place.
I cover my nose with my right arm, to fade-out some of the stench. A fail with epic proportion, because the smell is just as rancid, so I let my arm fall weightlessly to my side.
I’m dead and lost in some screwy afterlife of darkness and silence, in the company of myself. Wow, me, myself, and I, and the unresponsive corpses behind me. I’m going to go loco in this place, with no friends or family. No more me being a singer in a band, no instruments, no tiny snickerdoodle cookies, Mom would always make for me.
Why am I the only one who is somewhat whole and functioning in this very, dark place?
I turn and face the corpse directly behind me. “Hey, brown suit, you been here long?”
As I expected, there is no response from the corpse. He, or she, or it – I’ll go with he, doesn’t move his body at all, not even a twitch, and his cracked and bleeding lips stay closed.
What is this place?
I take a good look around.
Above me, there is an infinite, dark sky, but no sun, moon or stars. It looks like a midnight-blue apocalypse.
Suddenly, streaks of red clouds paint the sky, and start bleeding crimson-rain in every kind of direction. The rain falls like hot ash onto my skin, and splashes on what feels like sharp sand around my feet.
I attempt to brush my lip with my thumb, to remove the ash, that tastes like burnt blood, but my hand comes through my mouth, and out the other side of my cheek, like a ghost.
Right, I’m dead and equipped with four senses, and a fifth that is having some mechanical issues!
Whatever this place is, I’m feeling royally out of my comfort zone, and waiting for what exactly? Answers?
I never got the universe’s reasons for life spiel when I was alive, so why would I expect the answers to fall at my feet, now that I’m possibly dead?
A violent, thunderous, cracking sound makes its way through the sky above me. I fall backwards from the surprising noise, onto my denim-clad ass.
Am I embarrassed?
It doesn’t matter, because the bodies behind me haven’t moved. They stand like gruesome mannequins, lined single-file in the sand, as far as my eyes can see.
I look down at my bare feet, that are covered in hot, black sand and ash, that feels like broken glass and ice.
There is darkness in every direction, apart from the blue light emitting off of each of the dead bodies behind me, and the sky above me. The coldness in the air is neither painful nor pleasant, but present, and the silence – that is the worst part about this place. It’s eerie, like a zombie-apocalypse on freeze.
My clothes are the same grungy ones I used for hiking earlier in the day: a band-shirt and jeans.
Where are my socks and boots? I must have taken them off at some point...I can’t remember...the details. I can’t even remember getting to this place, or how I got to the beginning of this line of the dead.
A much brighter light abruptly illuminates the sand at my feet, and an old decrepit looking man in a skiff, at least ten feet long, made of bones and wood, if I had to guess, glides closer to me.
“Next soul, come forward,” the man’s voice says thunderously, like the crack in the sky moments ago.
The man’s skiff hits the shore of whatever beach I’m standing on, and small, sharp bones are visible now with the added light from the man. The bones glitter back at me like scattered diamonds...bird’s bones maybe, because things that fly are now also visible and swarming in the sky above me; thousands of soundless, small, dark dots.
I push myself out of the sharp sand with my hands, and walk away from the vacant stares of the dead at my back, to the man hunched over in his skiff. The man is holding a ragged looking staff, that’s propped in the sand now, like a dart hitting its mark.
“What is your trade for entrance into Hades, Adam of Epsiwes?” The man’s monotonic voice vibrates through my body, like glacial waves making time with the skiff, that rocks lightly back and forth in the river.
The man watches me with dark, expressionless eyes, as he sits and waits for my answer.
“My trade?” I ask somewhat anxiously, because in the river, I see and hear many gray and sickly looking hands scratching at the sides of the skiff, like nails on a chalkboard, like they’re trying to escape the river.
“New to the underworld, are you? Never died before?”
The man’s eyes follow where my eyes are looking in the river, and says, “Do not mind the bodies in the river. Those are the restless souls that have nothing left to trade. They help move my skiff up and down the Styx river.”
The man touches my chest with his sallow, cold, gray fingertips, and his eyes seem to burrow into me quizzically.
I wince backwards a few steps from the bitter cold of the man’s hand, grasping my t-shirt now, without him moving from his skiff.
The heels of my feet dig deeper into the sand, and I feel the piercing of sharp bones under my feet even more.
“It has been a long time since a new soul has come into Hades, and one I have not met before...that is even more astounding. You also have the sight, that is only gifted to a soul once it enters through the Gate of Hades, but here you are, surprising an old man, who has seen and done many things. Where are you from originally, Adam of Epsiwes?”
“Other than Epsiwes, where was I was born?” I ask, as cold breath escapes my lungs, making mist in the air then disappearing.
“I’m not sure what you mean – what is your name?” I ask.
The man removes his hand from my t-shirt, and then the memories of my death come back to me – that stupid snake bit me, and it’s the very reason I’m dead. Why had I gone running so late in the night? Not my smartest move.
“Never have I seen a soul flicker back and forth, from blue to ardent-gold.” The man gives me a crooked grin, revealing a set of chipped, yellow teeth. “And my name is Charon. I am the transporter of the underworld’s dead souls. Do not ask me any other private questions, because I will not answer them.”
“I only asked for your name, not your laundry list of existence, but by all means, ask me anything you like,” I say irritably.
“The trade Adam. Focus on the matter at hand, and not silly topside, earthly etiquette. What will you trade me to get into Hades, to live again? If you choose nothing, you may roam the beach of the Styx river, the river itself, or roam Earth as the dead. Decide wisely, because I cannot give back anything you trade me.”
“Something I will never get back in any lifetime?” I ask, tapping on the top of the skiff’s hard surface with my fingertips, as I contemplate Charon’s request.
“That is correct,” Charon says resolutely, adjusting some of his long, crimson robe over his shoulder, and pushing back his long and tangled white hair from his face.
With a flick of Charon’s hand, the ash-rain stops littering the sand and river, and vanishes like magic.
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