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About This Book
There is a reason Makiah has been volunteering at Lalamore Hospital, the last several months, and it has nothing to do with fluffing up his college application, for the coming year. And Raina, she hits the one craving Makiah wishes he never had; it’s a blessing and a curse.
Raina and Makiah may not know much about one another, when they first meet, but they do know that neither of them are entirely human.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Raina and Makiah’s story, but there is a continuing story arc into book V. It should be read in series order. Approximately 20,500 words.
| boy in a band | teenage romance | witches | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone | greek mythology |
chapter i | deepworld train
Halloween Night | Last Year
MAKIAH
I fist my left hand and wipe away some of the steam from my dad’s bathroom mirror, in his trailer, feeling the pull of Echophina’s call on me. She’ll surely reprimand me for getting involved with her business, yet again.
I only have seconds before I’ll be pulled through the mirror in front of me, placed on a train, headed for the depths of the deepworld.
I feel myself forcibly turn into shadows, and gust into the mirror in front of me, seconds later. My eyesight blurs-out a bit for a second, as I travel through the mirrors’ coldness, then I focus back on my surroundings.
The train I’m now on is filled with human-like, winged creatures, horned creatures, scaly-skinned creatures, and forked-tongued creatures, beginning some type of demonic-orgy in the corner of the train car, where I’m sitting a few feet away from.
These kinds of ‘get-togethers’ are a typical occurrence on the train to the deepworld. Nothing is off limits to the beings on this train, and I have no way of communicating with these beings, unless they wish to communicate with me, which is just about never. And that’s fine by me.
I look away from the corner of the train car, and find a few black, winged creatures, one of them is the Angel of the deepworld, Ordance; a brother of mine from the same mother, if she can be called that.
Neither Ordnance or I were born from any mother, in the traditional sense, but we were both created for a purpose, two very different purposes.
“Ord, hey,” I call out.
“Nice boxers, Makiah.” I look down at were he is looking, and see that my checkered boxers are very much still on me in the form of a shadow, like a censored shirt on television, but nothing else is covering me. At least Echophina gave me the appearance of boxers, before she summoned me; a summoning I can never refuse.
I look to where Ord’s wings are folded at his front, covering the entirety of his body, from shoulders to feet. His thick, caramel dreadlocks stretch down to the middle of his back, and his skin is several shades darker than my own. My skin color leans into olive territory. If I did the mouth-swab thing, to check what my ‘family’ background is, the test would likely show that I’m from some desert country, like my dad.
I’m a bit of a fabrication in this world, and just a pawn in Echophina’s overarching scheme of wanting control of all things on this planet, that we call Earth. Echophina strives for control, but she doesn’t have complete control the way she wishes. My friends Macaria and Adam being a prime example of that, because of what happened to them this past summer.
“Carrying something...important, Ord?” Ord doesn’t usually carry his large, black wings at his front, unless he’s hiding something.
“Nothing you need to worry about.” Ord disappears from my sights, but I hear him through the noise of the voices on the train, and he says, “Say hi to our mother, won’t you?”
I chuckle under my breath.
Ord hates our ‘mother’ about as much as I do.
The deeper the train goes, the closer we get to deepworld, and the hotter it gets on the train, and the stronger I feel in my shadow form. I need more energy too, because early this morning, I’d saved two people...how the heck had I ended up with the friends I do...fate, I suppose.
The train stops some time later, and me and everyone else on the train walks out into the blistering heat of deepworld, and feelings of hate swirl in the hot air. Hate is the way this place thrives, and few ever make it far on the deepworld train, especially not humans.
Had Ordance been carrying a human...and why...
I walk, following the summoning of Echophina’s humming, and the closer I get to her location in deepworld, the louder her voice becomes in my shadowy ears.
Deep within the center of the shadowy city of deepworld, I finally walk to were Echophina is bathing in a metal bathtub of souls; a murky-purple kind of liquid. It’s as disturbing as it sounds. There is also a circle of gnarly, black trees, that stretch far into the dark sky, surrounding the pool Echophina’s shoulders and below are submerged in.
“Echophina? What is it this time?” I cross my arms over my chest, not afraid of Echophina, unlike almost everyone else who knows of her, or has met her.
Echophina isn’t even technical male or female, but she does prefer the female-form when she’s not protecting herself in shadows. Shadows are conjured by humans and their hateful minds. Always a perfect emotion for Echophina to feed off of...for me to...feed off of.
“You time-traveled, once more. Changed history. What have I said to you about that, Makiah?” Echophina asks, with a low pitch voice, that hits my ears in an uncomfortable way.
“That you would chop off my fingers, if I did it again.”
“And, you do not think I meant what I said?” Echophina’s hair stretches out like shadowy daggers, floating in the air, and her body looks unhealthy skinny and tall.
Echophina starts to stand from the large bathtub of souls, and I quickly turn and reach for one of the towels floating in the air, but Echophina quickly appears before me, with a shadowy dress covering her, for the most part. The dress has a deep plunge in the front, that reaches to her bellybutton, and her hair is no longer shadowy daggers, but her shadowy hair does reach down her body, and to the floor, like a cape of sorts.
“I can’t very well carry out my job without my fingers, now can I?” I could, if I had to, but, of course, I wouldn’t want to.
I clasp my hands behind my back.
“You are not special, Makiah, and I could have you replaced in an instant.”
“You could, but you won’t. You like me too much,” I say with a smirk.
Echophina’s cold finger of shadows glides down my neck, and over my shoulder, then stops. “That is a stretch, Makiah. I do not like anyone.”
I feel the shadows of this place, and I use their energy to wrap myself up in a suit, a suit of shadows. I’ve always preferred wearing suits, since I was about fourteen, because my dad was always in suits. My growth-spurt happened about then too, and I’ve hardly changed physically since then, apart from getting braces last year.
Echophina removes her shadowy finger from my shoulder and says, “Do not let it happen again, Makiah.” Echophina’s black eyes turn hollow in her head, in an instant, like some nightmarish creature, and it startles me, but only for a moment.
“You beckoned me through the mirror for this? To say that?”
“I have work to do now, so run along.”
As is the way of Echophina, her and her shadows are there, and suddenly, they are nowhere to be found.
I think back to about four hours ago...there had been so much blood on the road...I overheard Chelsey
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