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~Kai Leakes

      

    


Books by Kai Leakes

Sin Eaters: Devotion Book Series

Sin Eaters - Retribution: Devotion Book Series 2

Rebel Guardians: Sin Eaters Chronicles 1

Co-Authored:

A Christmas Kind of Love: A Sojourner Falls Tale 1

w/ Nikki-Michelle

Anthology Series:

Rococoa Anthology

The City: A Cyberfunk Anthology

Sycorax’s Daughters Anthology

Black Women Magic: Terrifying Tales by Scary Sisters

More Books To Come...

​Author Note:

Originally a rejected short story ‘Oni’s Tears’ was crafted as my first attempt to create an Afro-Steampunk/funk world full of magic, romance, action and adventure. Out of that simple plan also birth the idea of Unity Isles. A town based in reality where the very foundation of the town was based in magic. Many times, I read fantasy tales of people disappearing and falling in time to find a magical true love and adventure. 

In those tales I never saw myself. With this story and the creation of Unity Isles, I decided to create a place for myself, for my Black and POC readers. With this introduction of my world, I hope you as the reader lose yourself in its budding magic. This story will lead you to the world of the paragons, a story that will branch off into its own magical Steamfunk filled world titled, “The Gate Paragon: A Pulse Steamfunk Adventure” coming hopefully next year. The town of Unity Isles will also lead you to other linking stories. Some non-Steampunk and just magical, including a future mermaid tale.

Until then, enjoy and watch out for the gates.

~Kai Leakes
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Prelude: 

A Lost Chapter & Beginning
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Paragon (n) –

A female or male witch/warlock destined to be a keeper of a blessed relic used in creating hidden and protected mystical transportation gates to other worlds for ‘Travelers.’

~*~
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2013...

Time was of the essence and Fanta Awadi-Holiday was as late as anyone could be during a heavy rainstorm. It felt like a hurricane had hit the middle of Georgia. Thrashing water assaulted the side of the window of her simple red Kia Rio. It hypnotized her because it was like the repetitive dreams she had been having these past months of her being stranded in the middle of a sea storm drumming around her and a man. The water washed over the pavement resembling waves. 

Fanta swore that she could smell the brine of the sea in her car. Had it not been for the sharp bang of thunder in the sky, she knew the memories of her dreams would have taken priority. Gripping her steering wheel hard in irritation, she exhaled and continued driving. Ever since she was a child, storms had always made her nervous, and this one was no exception.

Regrettably, Fanta knew that she shouldn’t have flown to Atlanta, Georgia from her home in St. Louis, Missouri. She’d chosen to do so because her brother had gotten sick and wasn’t able to fly down to pick up his son, her seven-year old nephew Deshawn. Also, she was using it as an excuse to visit her cousin Mikayla who was the one babysitting her nephew. But, here she was after renting a car, zipping through Atlanta drivers, who drove as if it were winter time, instead of the dreary spring that it was. 

Fanta looked to the left of her and merged to take her exit toward south Atlanta.

“Grr...why Fanta, why did you have to fall for Kayla’s begging this time?” she griped aloud to herself. 

She was griping because that’s how her cousin influenced her to do things ever since they were children. In thought, Fanta flipped her windshield wipers too fast and continued driving while fussing at no one. Passing drivers may have thought she was going into a road rage rant, but she truly wasn’t. Not at all. 

She was essentially deciding whether to be upset with her cousin for pulling her out of her comfort zone and coming to Georgia, or just choosing to be annoyed. Since it didn’t matter either way, she decided to just vent to no one but herself. Fanta was heading towards a little town, that she knew nothing about named Unity Isles, in southern Georgia on the coastline. Her cousin had asked for Fanta to come down to visit her new B&B and get away from the hustle and bustle of St. Louis. 

It had taken several years, many cups of wine, and being furloughed at her government job for Fanta to say okay to the invitation. She knew nothing of the coastal town called Unity Isles, except from what both she and Mikayla’s Grandmother –through her father’s side, told them. Her family had land that had been passed down through the family in which the B&B sat on. From what she learned, Unity Isles was a sleepy town full of quirky people, charming forests, and lush enchanted emerald land. 

It was founded centuries ago, by First Nation Indians, free people of color, and runaway slaves who came together to somehow maintain a town that survived many tragedies, Reconstruction, Jim Crow, and then some.

With that knowledge in mind, Fanta smiled to herself. She was embarking on a mini-getaway while being the best aunt in the world. Her agenda was to keep an eye on her nephew once she got there and soak up the history of the town. Although she had been driving for hours on end, she was relieved to get away from St. Louis. This was a good change for her, although she just wanted to relax in Atlanta. 

The prospect of getting rest and not working her fingers in the ground as a Veteran nurse gave her a boost of excitement in the change. Taking the first exit toward Unity Isles, she smoothly moved her Kia through the flooding rains. She was grateful her baby was a manual 4-wheel drive. It made things easier when driving in the rain. As she drove, she furrowed her brow and reached to turn up the radio. Lately in the news, there had been discussions about large cases of people disappearing, either individually or in a group. 

Reports of illuminating pockets of spiral lights were documented as appearing and opening as if a gate leading people through it. It was a strange phenomenon, that several scientists were labeling Trans-mergence or gate traveling. The people who disappeared through it, never returned. The world was going crazy at the possibility of it being aliens, or strange magic. 

When the news of this first started, Fanta thought it was a governmental conspiracy to cover human trafficking or something. But when videos of those supposed gates started showing up in the media – Youtube, blogs, and more – she had no choice but to accept that something supernatural was happening in the world. It didn’t help that her mother had called her and began rambling about the stories she used to tell Fanta and her siblings about magic traveling. In her loving Fulani accent, her mother shared that back in her homeland, family members and others would occasionally disappear in the same manner. 

Her mother explained that the lost were labeled ‘Travelers.’ That according to the folklore in her Senegalese community, ‘Travelers’ were sent back in time to help the ancestors. These tales were formed into songs about the ‘Travelers.’

“Ewoooo...The sun may hurt your eyes, but it will always guide you to where you belong. Shine bright, shine bright. Eyyy...Follow the path, for you are chosen warrior. Shine bright to the ancestors, shine bright. We believe in you so travel on, travelers. Travel on...”

She found herself humming the song, while she drove through a row of bowing wisteria trees, lining the side of the roadway. The dreary rain made the sleepy town of Unity Isles magical to her. Enjoying the scenic drive, Fanta passed several updated Victorian styled shops. To the left of her was a white station house that indicated it was the local post office. 

“This place is so magical,” she said to herself. 

Taking a right, she turned while passing by a modern high school. Rain made the school parking lot seem pristine in its black asphalt. While she drove, Fanta noticed that her GPS continued to freeze, which was strange to her. Eventually, she pulled into an old 1920’s styled gas station market, Tulu’s Gas and Dine, then parked. 

Her GPS had led her to Unity Isles, but as soon as she made it to the center of the town, the pesky gadget became stuck in searching for her cousin’s B&B.Luckily, she spotted an older woman with a dog. Curling plumes of smoke trailed from the elder woman’s lips while she casually stood under a platform which led to the gas station market. 

Climbing out of her car, Fanta stared up at the murky skies, then hurried to fill her car.

“Excuse me ma’am?” she gently shouted to the woman who was staring at the skies.

“This rain is sumptin’ fierce eh? Must be old Mami Wata causing a fuss on the oceans,” the elder woman said with a playful wink and grin.

Fanta gave a light-hearted laugh. Like herself, the older woman had her hair wrapped in an elaborate head dress. Her sepia brown face was contorted in a frown as her russet-tone eyes peered Fanta’s way. Bowing at the side, the woman lovingly pet her gorgeous dog. Its silver black fur and stark blue eyes put Fanta in the mindset that the dog was a sort of wolf breed and that kept her from the wish to get chummy with the dog.
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