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About This Book
Haylee has recently come home from her all-girls, boarding school, and she’s finally convinced her mother to allow her to start at her brother’s high school...and her brother’s best friend, Devon, just so happens to go there too; her crush since she was six years old, and he was nine.
Tenth grade was supposed to start off without a hitch, but the night before her first day of her new school, she goes to a Halloween party with her brother, Hayden, and his friends...and things get complicated...Haylee and Devon get the brunt of a jealousy-scheme gone wrong.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Haylee and Devon’s story, but there is a continuing story arc into book III. It should be read in series order. Approximately 21,500 words.
| boy in a band | brother’s best friend | teenage romance | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone | greek mythology |
prelude | crosses + blades
ZAGREUS
The sound of knives claw at my closed, bedroom door. I ignore the sound and continue carving the wooden cross I am currently shaping with my small, steel blade.
“Zagreus Hades, I know you are in there!”
“Melinoe, come in already, and stop being melodramatic.”
My sister pushes my thick, mahogany door open, and sits down in front of me, on my stone floor. She has a plate of something in her left hand, with her purple, silky dress fanning out around her, and the ends of her long, translucent-blue hair resting on my floor. Sometimes her hair is short one day, and grown long the next, by her nymph magic.
Karma, her protégé for the moment, walks in behind her, and sits cross-legged on the floor with us. He is dressed in a white, linen t-shirt and a pair of blue jeans, and white hair no longer than half an inch. He almost looks angelic, which is the exact opposite of myself, or my sister.
“Melinoe not wanting attention?! That would be a first,” Karma says in a humors manner, and tries to hold one of his hands with one of Melinoe’s hands, which she rejects immediately.
My sister hates physical contact even more than I do. We have been in Hades for far too long, thanks to our father, Hades.
Mine and Melinoe’s biological father is actually Zeus, but we have not seen him in centuries. Persephone, who is mine and Melinoe’s mother, had a falling out with our father thousands of years ago.
“Karma, be nice, or get out!” Melinoe drops a plate of raw, crow wings in front of me, which makes a loud clatter on my stone floor. “And as for you brother, I would rather be dramatic than a flat, docile board, that does everything our father says to do.”
Was that supposed to sting my ego?
I point the blade I am holding to my chest. “I am docile? If so, I would rather be docile than insane, like you.”
I would actually trade Macaria for Melinoe in a second.
Since Macaria went topside, Melinoe has been pestering me, what seems every hour.
I turn my attention to Karma, and ask, “What brings you to Hades, other than for my sister?” I point the blade at Melinoe, and she twists her lips at me indignantly.
“Your father, actually. Macaria talked his ear off about the Wickly Curse recently, and she wanted him to correct the situation. Now, I get to untangle the loose ends, and then I will be back to my karma business, as per usual.”
Guess I am not the only one sifting through my father’s problems.
“Macaria came back? When?” Why had she not said hello to me? I point my blade back to my work in my hand, and begin carving again.
“Zagreus, our father visited her topside, last week. No need for a broken heart.”
I roll my eyes at Melinoe’s absurd comment. I could not care less, one way or the other. Not really.
“Does Mother know?” I ask Melinoe curiously.
“Yes, and she told him Evie better not be in the ‘visiting equation’.”
“Good, because we do not need a full out war between them, like last time.”
I finish off the small, wooden cross, and attach it to a black-leather necklace band, that I had tied around my wrist.
“Could you be a doll and cook these up crispy for me, Zagreus?”
I lift the plate to my mouth, and blow a stream of fire over the meat, fully cooking it in seconds. This action leaves the inside of my mouth tasting like sweet-chalk and ash, and my body increasing its temperature by several degrees.
“Do you guys want some?” Melinoe asks, taking the plate from me, and placing it quietly on my stone floor.
Hardly anyone eats in Hades, but Melinoe tends to eat more than the rest of the souls and gods residing in Hades, which is a branch of the underworld.
“I am not feeling very cannibalistic at the moment, thanks for the thought,” I retort with irritation.
“You may morph into a raven, not a crow, every now and then, to do father’s bidding, but that does not mean you are one.”
“Revolutionary news, sister of mine, thanks. Now that that has been clarified, can you please leave?” I let my body go slack, and lie back on my cold, stone floor.
The coolness in the stone relieves me of some of the heat that is coursing through my veins. My black t-shirt and black linen pants press into my skin, and also drop my temperature a few degrees.
“Melinoe, come on, we should go.” Karma, always trying to keep the balance. Poor fool. Melinoe is all about the exact opposite of balance. She is trouble, is what she is.
“I cannot believe Macaria is gone. If I cared enough, I might actually miss her,” Melinoe says.
“You do, that is why you are bringing her up at all.” My sister will not go away!
“It is peculiar,” Melinoe says, and takes a bite of the hot wing in her hand. She gives me a thumbs-up of approval for my grilling skills.
“What is?” I ask Melinoe, because she always expects me to entertain all of her questions, and then I close my eyes and place the necklace beside me.
“Since I was born, Macaria has always been there, and now – do you think she is really, truly, happy?”
“Macaria is where she should be,” Karma answers, and I would have said the same thing.
“What are you doing about the Wicklys, Zagreus?” Melinoe asks, through a mouthful of food.
“Nothing...absolutely nothing...do you know what Vyola told me the last time I saw her?” I relive that moment in my head, miserably, and on loop, every day.
“Gossip-me-up!” Melinoe says excitedly.
“She would make me regret ever meeting her.”
I listen to the crackling fires from far below me. They spark up through the various three inch cracks in my bedroom floor, every so often, raising my body’s heat.
“Her little soul cannot even get out of Lalamore. How would she possibly make you regret anything?” I hear Melinoe pick up the necklace I left by my side.
I do not open my eyes, for fear of the contempt Melinoe would give me if she knew what I was thinking, by looking into my eyes. She can usually tell what is on my mind, without me saying a word.
“Do not tell me you are catching feelings, human feelings?” Melinoe asks me, with a flit of irritation.
“Of course not. Why would I be?” I lie.
“Because of the Wicklys, obviously. I know things, Zagreus.”
“Seemingly, that is why no one needs to tell you anything, Melinoe.”
“If we lose another member of the Hades clan, I will – I will lose it! I will give you nightmares the entire time you are topside, if you can dream. I think I will do that to Macaria, that is until our father notices and forces me to stop.” Melinoe taps a finger to her chin, then smiles, a devious smile.
“No one is going anywhere Melinoe, and leave Macaria well enough alone,” I say authoritatively.
Ignoring me she says, “Karma is getting this soul in the humanworld haunted for a good year, it will be glorious – speaking of that
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