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Dimitri Sullivan is The
Mortician at the Phantom Creek Mortuary. He’s the go to guy when it
comes to preparing a body for burial. No one can do the job like he
can. Even the worst of injuries don’t faze him. You name it he can
fix it. He’s a miracle worker. However, when it comes to romance
people tend to run from him screaming. Being a Komodo dragon
shifter just doesn’t do it for them.

Mufasa “Miles” Deidrick
is your average lion shifter and a closeted gay man. When his
sister dies unexpectedly his parents are too broken up about it to
make the funeral arrangements, leaving the job to him. He doesn’t
expect to find his mate. Now, he’s faced with a situation he has to
come to terms with. One being that his mate is a man and the other?
He has to come out to his parents. Procrastination won’t help him
this time instead it may only hurt him.






(Warning:
Contains sexual content and explicit language not suitable for
those under the age of 18.)
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Dimitri Sullivan
(Dim-ee-tree, Sull-ivan)

Mufasa “Miles”
Deidrick (Moo-fah-sah, Deed-rick)

Gideon Gray (Gid-eon,
Gray)

Zephyr Delarosa
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Stefan Koryavin
(Steh-fan, Kor-yah-vin)

Draco Codrescu
(Dray-co, Co-dre-scu)
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(Jeri-cho, Pem-brook)
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“I’m
sorry. This just isn’t working.”

If I had a
dollar for every time I heard those words, I’d be a millionaire by
now. You would think people would have the common decency to come
up with a decent explanation when they break it off with you, but
no. It hasn’t happened for me. They always mention my animal form.
So what, I’m a Komodo dragon shifter. Apparently, my other form
scares people. I know I can be a bit intimidating in either form
but I’m not an asshole. It’s not like I’m going to eat them or
something. That isn’t me. The tattoos probably don’t help my case
either, but they never mention them.

The only thing
I want is a chance at a decent relationship, but it seems every
time I try, the other person can’t seem to get past what I am. It
hurts and it sucks but I guess that’s my lot in life. I’m not
holding out hope for a fated mate. It’s been years since I’ve met
any fated pairs and even then they’d already been mated for years.
No new pairings have surfaced in over a century. It’s a bitter pill
to swallow. Especially for all the younger paranormals out there
wishing for mates of their own. It hasn’t happened in a hundred
years so why would it happen now? Yeah, it won’t. That sucks.
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After being kicked out
of my parents’ house at eighteen I spent most of my time travelling
the world until I found a place to call home. Komodo dragons aren’t
known for their parenting skills and even though we’re shifters
with a human half my parents weren’t exactly loving. The adults
usually raise their young until we reach an age where we can take
care of ourselves. After that we’re on our own. I don’t resent my
parents for it or anything. They only did what they thought was
right. Besides, if they hadn’t, I wouldn’t have ended up here in
Phantom Creek with the close-knit group of friends I have.

My friends and
I all work at the Phantom Creek Mortuary. Each of us is a rare type
of shifter you won’t find anywhere else. Well, everyone except
Triton; he’s a god. We each have specific jobs to do. I’m the
mortician. I prepare the bodies for burial. The guys say I’m a
miracle worker because I can take the worst injury possible and fix
it. I’ve never had a viewing where a closed casket was required.
Normally, if the damage to the body is too extensive then the
family will request a closed casket. Which is why I work miracles
when it comes to repairing the damage. Making it so the family is
able to view their loved ones.

I’ve got three
to prepare today. Luckily, I don’t have to do too much repair work
on them otherwise I’d be here all night. After I clock in, I change
into my solid black scrubs and turn on my stereo. Can’t work in the
quiet. The silence annoys me. Pulling out the first client of the
day, Mr. Williams, I get to work. He died of a heart attack, so I
don’t have to do any repairing. Still, I have to embalm him, do his
makeup, and dress him. Donning my gloves, I get to work setting up
the embalming station. Truth be told, I rarely get any paranormals
on my table. When I do though, they become priority as they’re one
of our own. Mostly it’s just humans. I’m not complaining though, it
is how I make a living.

As I work, I
sway my hips and sing along to the music coming from my speakers.
This is the side of me that my romantic interests never get the
chance to see. It makes me think if they’d only stick around a
little longer than they do they’d change their minds about me.
Alas, it’s wishful thinking and is unlikely to ever happen.

My boss and
one of my closest friends, Gideon walks into the room and stops
before reaching me. He raises an eyebrow at me and says, “Madonna?
Really?”

I flip him
off. “Shut up. What do you need?”

“We’ve got one incoming. Triton just went to pick her up.
She’s priority.”

I take the
file from him and say, “What’s her ETA?”

“About an hour.”

Scanning the
details, I notice the family has already asked for a closed casket.
“Closed casket? What happened?”

“Human authorities ruled it an animal attack but it’s likely
it was rogues of some sort. She’s been shipped here from out of
state, so you’ll have your work cut out for you.”

I groan.
“Please tell me they didn’t attempt to do my job and prepare her
body outside of embalming her for transport.”

He sighs. “I
doubt they would’ve, but you never know.”

“Son of a bitch! That’s going to make my job a lot
harder.”

He pats my
shoulder and says, “I have faith in you. You’re the best at what
you do. Oh, one more thing. Her brother will be accompanying the
body. He refused to let her out of his sight, so you’ll probably
have an observer while you work.”

I run my hands
over my face. “Great, just what I need. Some idiot taking up space
in my morgue and watching my every move.”

He laughs and
says, “You’ll be fine.”

“Ha. You say that now. Wait until you come back and find him
gagged in a corner. You know how people are. Asking all those
questions. I hate that shit.”

He shakes his
head and pats my shoulder again. “Well, I’ll leave you to finish up
with Mr. Williams here. Good luck with the Deidrick family.”

He walks out
and I sigh. Just what I need, to have someone looking over my
shoulder while I prepare a body. Let’s just hope this girl’s
brother knows how to keep his mouth shut. I’d prefer not to have to
gag him and tie him to a chair in the corner.

By the time I
finish preparing Mr. Williams and set up the equipment again Triton
has arrived with Ms. Deidrick. I walk over to the door and open it
for him so he can unload her. Removing my gloves and putting on a
new set I nod at Triton. “Hey T, bring her inside. I’ve got a table
ready.”

I turn around
and lead him inside while trying to ignore the delicious smelling
blonde hunk he brought with him. It’s like I stuck my face in a
pack of Twizzlers. Pointing at the table I say, “Put her down here
and bring me a crowbar. Why they decided shipping her in a box made
of plywood was a good idea I’ll never know. Fucking assholes. Poor
girl deserved better than that. Oh, and T? See if Jericho is around
to help move this box out of here while you’re at it. He could use
it when he does a cremation.”

Triton nods
and says, “Got it D. I’ll be right back.”

Once he
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