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EPILOGUE

Chapter 1

*COMING SOON*

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events, is purely coincidental.

~~ALL MY LOVE TO CHRYSTAN INMAN AND ALEXANDRA FAGAN FOR LETTING ME KNOW WHEN IT WORKS OR DOESN’T.

MY “NO BULLSHIT” LIFE LINES.~~

"He who fights with monsters should look to it that he himself does not become a monster. And if you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you."

*Friedrich Nietzsche*

A PERFECT STORM 

The axe split the wood with a sharp and satisfying crack. The two pieces fell to the side, and Bennett swept them to the right with her blade.

She didn’t need the wood right now, but there was an itch under her skin she couldn’t scratch. The unknown loomed over her in superiority and smugness. Both pissed her off.

LA Bennett swept her light brown hair from her face and focused on the next timber victim. Dark violet eyes narrowed in concentration as she swung the axe into the wood with a bit too much force. 

The two pieces bounced from their stump; one landed on the top of her left foot. 

Creative profanity filled the air as she propped the axe against the stump and hopped over to the nearest log she often used as a seat.

LA removed her boot and sock while her breath hissed in and out. She’d be fucking lucky if nothing broke. She removed the last barrier and studied her foot.

The imprint of the sadistic piece of wood clearly outlined on the top of LA’s bare foot. None of her toes showed damage, and she thanked whatever deity helped with that.

A lovely deep purple bruise bloomed on her pale skin, and she sighed. No more wood today. Ice and elevate the foot. Easy dinner and early bed. Another scintillating day at House of Bennett.

Her foot throbbed as she slid the sock back on. She didn’t even bother with the boot. It was a smooth walk to her front door, and she needed to wrap and ice immediately.

LA scolded herself at loss of control. Her concentration wavered for a second, and now she hobbled instead of walked. 

“Stupid,” she muttered, as she made her way to the front porch of her two-story farmhouse. Dusk played with the edges of the sky, and La turned to admire the view before she tucked in for the night.

Dark blue and a light goldish hue shifted lazily above her. It appeared as if someone dipped a paintbrush in the clouds and softly swirled the colors together. Not much could keep LA from her sunsets. And certainly not an aching foot.

The air stilled.

LA’s violet eyes widened in surprise and fear.

That itch under her skin? Now stood in her yard. 
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There were three rules LA Bennett absolutely lived her life by. One, she did not socialize. No social media. No parties in town. Zero mingling. Two, she gave anonymously to charities. Bennett needed no “thank you” card or other niceties to remind her to be human. Three, she never allowed visitors. Never.

No people. No people. No people.

She’d been burned young and now believed any contact with others would leave her annoyed, and worse, wanting. Bennett didn’t want to want anything.

First rule protected her sanity. Second rule protected her karma. Third rule protected her peace. 

Nowhere in the “Book of Bennett” did it allow for unknown visitors to pop into her yard and bless her with their incredibly unwanted presence.

Frat boy glanced around in interest, hands on hips. He had the careless look of old money and easy days. Loose light blue jeans and a plain white t-shirt thrown casually over a slight, but muscular body. His light tan skin a natural foil for the pale shirt. 

His mink brown hair curled softly and danced around a profile many would call noble. A slim straight nose next to sharp cheekbones and an even sharper jaw. But lips? Full and pouty. 

LA studied him as he studied his surroundings. This only happened once before, and she’d hoped, how she had HOPED, it would never happen again.

Then he turned, and LA knew she was cooked. 

Silver eyes watched her. Then those generous lips split into a grin and showcased perfect white teeth.

He raised his right hand. “Hello!”

They stood twenty feet apart, but LA felt his entire presence now. He was one of them. Of course he was. Otherwise, how in the hell would he be standing, with all the audacity, in her damn yard and waving?

Weariness washed over her. She didn’t bother to raise her hand to respond, only pointed.

“Barn.”

The young man turned around, and his chiseled jaw dropped. He took his time to study the massive two-story wood building behind him. Painted entirely in black, except for the planks that led to the front door. 

It imposed its will on the land. Crouched beneath a canopy of oaks, maples, and birch. The building seemed to dare the surrounding foliage to do something about its presence. 

But no tree stood within six feet of the building on its perimeter. It carved a spot, literally, and held the ground as if it were a last stand.

Twin French doors on the second floor beamed out golden light from the interior. Half a dozen ebony lamps decorated the matching French doors and windows downstairs. 

The young man turned back around and opened his mouth. “But...”

“No.” LA pointed again. “Barn. I don’t have it in me to deal with you right now.” Throbbing in her left foot doubled, and she gritted her teeth. “Barn or leave.” She turned to her front door with a slight hiss of pain and limped inside.

LA shut the screen and solid white oak door after. She leaned her back against the sturdy wood and felt the weight of the last week or so settle on her.

She tottered over to the nearest window and looked out. The young man strode toward the black farmhouse with shoulders set and gait steady. It was a nice gait, she mused, then chastised herself. His gait, and everything else about him, needed to exit her property. Tomorrow would be grand for that talk.

LA winced as her left foot found the toe of the discarded tennis shoes she swapped for the brown leather boots. She glared and then kicked them with her good foot.

What a day.

She threw together a grilled cheese and randomly grabbed a bag of chips from her snack tray. LA limped to her couch and angrily shoved an herby chip into her mouth. She washed her foot in the kitchen, and now she would ice and wrap it.

It wasn’t chilly enough for a fire in the fireplace, but she started her little wood stove and fed a couple pieces to the growing flame. The wood caught and pushed its earthy aroma into the large room.

LA studied the imprint and rolled her eyes. What if she lost control again? What if she really hurt herself next time? She wrapped the bandage over the width of the bruise and added ice. Couple more wraps, and she sat back to actually enjoy her quick meal.

Her property off-limits to everyone. The grocery deliveries stopped at the mailbox, a mile down the way. She ordered and paid from her phone, the only electronic device she owned. It was a tool, like any other. When she needed other staples, LA ordered from a retail store the next town over. She added a generous tip every time, and the delivery people fought over who would deliver.

Her beloved mother, upon her passing, left a large inheritance to LA. LA gave all the interest away monthly and left her solicitor instructions about scholarships and grants after she also left the earthly plane.

LA inhaled her grilled cheese and let her head flop back against the knitted olive-green fisherman throw her mother crafted. Its soft rows cushioned her aching head. She closed her eyes and attempted a quick cache cleaning, but it failed miserably.

Who was he? The silver-eyed man housed in her barn right now? LA’s first uninvited guest, many years ago, also with distinctive silver eyes. That’s when she knew for sure, it was going to be a messy situation.

What didn’t LA Bennett need? A fucking messy situation.

She pulled her hair tie from her low ponytail and tossed it on the side table. Then she let her head fall back again. Which hurt worse? Head or foot? 

The small wood cackled in her little wood stove. The wind picked up and blew in soft breezes across her windows. Darkness enveloped the two-story farmhouse and cradled it in the silence. 

Peace, or some semblance of it, settled into LA. She put her small plate on the stained wooden coffee table. Character, her mother proclaimed. That in response to the hilarious adventure in stripping and painting the old piece. Now, some of it was an odd streaky verdigris while other sections held out hope with lightly-stained maple.

LA sat back, once more, and pulled the olive throw over her and propped her foot up on the arm of the couch. She left the lights off, except for one above the stove in the kitchen. The door always left open, in case she needed a snack.

Her bedroom at the top of the stairs and much too far away to give a damn. Sleep would come to her on this old worn couch, another relic from her mother.

Thoughts clashed with each other as if running into old unpleasant schoolmates. The feeling left her edgy and unsatisfied. 

Frat boy stayed in the barn. He would be around in the morning. LA would rather drop a large piece of wood on the other foot than deal with nonsense she was sure he brought with him.

LA’s mind flowed easily over the years and into the past of the first visitor. The beginning, apparently, of Bennett’s Good Time B ‘n’ B, which LA had neither sanctioned nor endorsed.

The visitor was a lovely young woman in her twenties. LA remembered they’d been the same age, at the time. The woman dressed in a pale cyan cotton gown with a darker cloak. She appeared bare-footed but with jeweled barrettes in light brown hair which sparkled in the sun.

Straight nose. Thin lips. Petite with a few curves. Bit taller than LA. And those damned silver eyes.

That’s what caught LA first. The questions she wanted to ask the visitor lined up in her throat and then slid back down. 

“Why are your eyes silver?” LA demanded of the stranger in her front yard.

Then the visitor laughed, and LA would have sworn the birds joined. The sound lilted and rolled along the tree tops. 

“Hello to you, too.” The visitor smiled. 

“No.” LA replied. “Not hello. No hello. Why are you here?” She paused. “And why are your eyes silver?”

“I’ve no idea why I’m here.” The uninvited guest looked around. “Lovely place, though.” Silver eyes met hers again.

“Eyes.” LA, never one to be sidetracked, pointed at the young woman.

“My eyes aren’t silver in nature, so I’m not quite sure.” The woman touched each and shrugged. “Maybe it’s the environment.” She placed a smile back on her sweet face. “I’m Clio. You are?”

“Escorting you to the road.” LA walked over, threaded her arm through the visitors, and took off down the rocky driveway.

“Oh.” The woman peered over at LA. “But I don’t know why I’m here.”

“Don’t care,” LA responded and clenched her jaw.

Clio frowned. “Then how do you know I’m supposed to leave?”

“Good guess,” LA responded, still at a march. 

They reached the road in record time. The driveway a blur from the small highway unless you knew it was there. Bordered in every direction by incredibly devoted foliage.

“You call someone to come and pick you up. I’m sure you’ll both figure this mess out.” LA did her best impression of a smile and pushed the woman toward the property line.

Tried.

LA narrowed violet, and suddenly violent, eyes. “Get on that side,” she hissed and then pushed again.

No go.

The visitor blinked but didn’t say a word. Probably a great idea as LA extolled every invective she could produce.

Five minutes later, LA stood, sweaty and beyond livid. The visitor as fresh as the light pink roses to her right. This was LA Bennett’s land. Bought and paid for by her mother. Bequeathed to her. Who in the hell was this person to desecrate that?

Fury boiled in LA’s chest, deep and hot. “Go to the fucking barn and do not speak to me again.” She turned on her heel and stomped back up the driveway.

Normal people called the police. The police in town didn’t give a shit about her or any of her problems. Hands off seemed to be their way of dealing with an LA problem. And normal didn’t live in her wheelhouse. 

How did that silver-eyed person show up on her property? What did she want? Why was she there? When would she leave?

LA stomped into the farmhouse and slammed the door behind her. It was petty, yet satisfying. Temper simmered right below the skin, and she bit down hard on the tendrils that escaped.

She owned a black temper, or it owned her. The last time she unleashed her blooming rage, age ten, still haunted her. 

LA’s mother, Metis, embodied the cool and calm mother other kids envied. She wore her golden blonde hair up in a loose bun on top of her head. Soft blue eyes gazed out into the world. She never wore pants. She favored soft cotton gowns with shoulder cutouts that flowed smoothly over her arms.

Her mother told LA more than once she appreciated everything she had now because it had not always been that way. LA listened with wide violet eyes and nodded. The child never asked about before, and her mother didn’t elaborate.

LA and her mother made their monthly trip into Locus Grove. It was before fancy cell phones who could be you with one simple nod of the head. Before TVs became smart. 

They needed their regular supplies, and Metis broke out the used van she bought for a song. The old canary yellow vehicle chugged noisily into town, and LA’s mother always laughed and said it was a fine noise.

LA disagreed. It was embarrassing.

Embarrassing to announce their arrival in a town that barely noticed, or cared for, LA’s presence. The only reason anyone wanted to see them coming is if Metis spent money. 

Then, there were forced smiles and open hands.  

LA hated them all. Fake people, she thought. Fake everything.

LA followed her mother into the largest retail store and tried not to make eye contact with anyone. She didn’t care about her own flowery summer dress with purple irises and deep amethyst bellflowers. Nor did it matter her slippers matched perfectly. 

A small sound caught LA’s attention, and she glanced to her left. A sour taste filled her mouth as she looked at Jason George. The larger-than-average eight-year-old ran his hands greedily over a display of magnetic dart boards. The box a siren song to the young man.

LA wrinkled her nose. What kind of kid had two first names, anyway? And Jason always tried to pull her hair, no matter how tightly Metis put it up. He was a big pain.

The pain in question looked up before LA could look away. A smug smile played over features that would, some-day, become cruel. Dark brown eyes challenged her, and Bennett lifted her head. She’d never run from anything.

Jason’s father picked up one of the dart board sets with a smile and tucked it under his arm.

Then the young man did the unthinkable. He turned, with his back to his dad, and flipped LA off.

She blinked. There’s no way that little asshole...her thoughts trailed off as he lowered and then raised the offending digit again.

LA snarled. But then, she made a silent wish.
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LA remembered nothing but her mother grabbing her, with fury written across her usually-calm face, and swinging LA down in front of her. Metis practically pushed LA out the door as alarms raged, and sprinklers deployed.

Staff and customers raced out the doors as they waited for the nearby city fire station and police to respond.

LA looked around, confused, as sopping wet townies glared her direction. She backed up into the comfort of her mother’s frame and leaned into assuring support.

In the carnage, above the wailing and screaming of the battered store, LA heard him. She twisted her head to the far left and saw Jason’s dad, with a forgotten dart board at his side, with his son.

Jason cradled his right hand with his left. Tears slid down his cheeks as he whimpered in pain. The middle finger, of the right hand, clearly broken.

LA caught her breath. Had Jason broken it as he fled? Turned too quick and maybe caught a display? Thoughts raced through her mind. Whatever the reasoning, the pettiest part of her was glad. Glad the offending finger suffered.

“Stop,” Metis whispered into LA’s left ear.

Before Bennett could ask, two fire trucks pulled into the halfway empty parking lot and unleashed the hoses. Police ushered everyone back to their vehicles and safely away from the scene.

They rode in silence for the first half of the drive home when LA finally spoke.

“Stop what?”

Metis’s hands tightened on the old peeling steering wheel. “It’s not nice to wish someone was in pain.”

LA looked out the window as the trees flew by. “He’s awful.”

“LA Bennett!” Her mother’s sharp tone snapped her head around. She’d never heard the fury and impatience in Metis’s voice. Not until now.

Violet eyes swallowed LA’s whole face. “What?” she whispered, as she clenched her small fists in the lap of her dress.

Metis took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “You don’t have to like him, but you shouldn’t wish him harm.”

LA’s fists relaxed, and she nodded. “Yes, Mother. I understand.”

****
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The next day, a computer arrived at Locus Wood Rural Route 72. Brand new in a box none previously opened.

Metis scowled as she brought it up the driveway and set it up in the small space under the stairs, behind the living room. She turned it on and winced.

LA stayed silent. Mother hated computers. Said they were noisy and full of distractions. She had no choice but to add this to her sacred space as LA would now be homeschooled.

“I don’t understand why!” LA groaned. “I didn’t do anything wrong.” She threw up her hands. “This isn’t fair.”

“Fair or not,” Metis’s calm voice returned, “this is our new routine.”

LA shrugged. To be honest, she was glad to be schooled at home. Away from the stares and strikes of others. She didn’t fit in. Had never come close. Even if she came with loads of money, two parents, and was smart as the devil, they’d still spit on her. LA felt the deep and painful reality for one so young.

But LA hated the computer for everything it represented. Her failure. Metis’s headaches ramped back up. LA finished school work in record time and then unplugged everything to give her mother a rest.

Metis let LA roam around the woods then. Free time from finish of school work to hints of dusk. Her mother worked in her office and only came out at six, when her work day finished.

But LA learned more from the woods than she did any school. The woods taught her patience, resilience, and connection. They fostered her creativity and showed her the natural cycle of growth, loss, and renewal.

Every twig. Every feather. Every rock. A new adventure or an amazing discovery. Or both. 

LA watched wild babies born and celebrated with them at first walk, slither, or flight. She and the woods mourned the passing of the injured or infirmed. 

Sun dappled around her while she hid in shadows and chased butterflies through seasonal flowers. She picked up discarded shells and ivory bones. Threw leaves into the air and watched them swoop back toward her.

LA forced herself to sit in front of the rectangle box with boring facts, but she also had to force herself back to her house when the woods darkened into the evening.

LA flew through the front door, only to see her mother, who studied her, from the couch. Soft blue eyes sharpened as they lit upon her daughter.

“You have twigs in your hair! Again!” Metis motioned in exasperation, but Bennett only laughed. 

“I do! I do! Isn’t it the latest fashion?” LA patted the sticks lovingly and batted her eyelashes.

“For a crazed forest spirit.” 

“Mother.” LA lifted her chin and peered down at her only parent. “I am a crazed forest spirit.”

Metis snorted. “I know, child. I know.”

LA giggled and twirled once more.

“Now go remove those wonderful sticks from your hair and take a shower.” Metis shooed her toward the stairs.

****
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LA still remembered those years fondly. The crazed forest spirit finally graduated high school, a year early, and begged to go to a university in a neighboring state. 

Metis hesitantly agreed and bid her only child goodbye. Six months later, Metis perished in a car crash, and LA, inconsolable and not doing well in school, returned to her roots.

After a loss, no one ever tells you you’ll still see your loved one everywhere. That a small noise can sound like something similar your loved one did. That you want to tell your loved one about your day before you realize they’re no longer there.

LA grieved hard and ugly. She raged and screamed. Yelled to the old gods how unfair her life to lose her mother at so young an age. She ate little and wore herself out daily cleaning every inch of the farmhouse. 

That’s when LA built the barn. In theory, she would be able to spend time in another place where every corner didn’t remind her of her mother. In practice, the yearning to stay in her mother’s home eclipsed everything else. LA couldn’t escape, if she tried.

LA finally settled into an easy routine that asked little. Reading. Walking in the woods. Finding peace in sunsets. She left her mother’s office exactly how she’d found it. LA locked that door and walked away from it for good.

But now? Old wounds opened. LA didn’t want company. Didn’t want the silver-eyed man anywhere near her. Why couldn’t she live out the rest of her days in quasi-peace and semi-normalcy? For once. She asked for so damn little.

****
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LA woke up the next morning with a stiff neck and healed foot. She scowled as she unwrapped the bandages. That was another issue. Accidents spared the forty-year-old resident. LA knew she’d been extraordinarily lucky. One foot in a deep hole could wreck her life.

But that didn’t happen.

Knives, even when she was careless, seemed to miss skin. The earth outside smooth and steady. Even when LA foraged her way through the woods, she remained unharmed. No logs tripped her. Sticks dared not whip her. LA seamlessly moved through the wooded world without a scratch.

But LA lost her concentration one day in the kitchen before her first uninvited guest arrived. Nicked the shit out of her right thumb at the tip. Bled like it had nothing better to do. LA went into a small panic and wrapped the digit repeatedly until it resembled a small mummy.

The day Clio arrived?

LA accidentally sopped water all over her hand and cursed as she unwrapped the unlucky finger. Except...the thumb healed. Smooth and unbothered, LA stared at the good-as-new thumb in shock. 

No coincidences.

LA didn’t hurt herself for fun and see if she healed quicker when Clio stayed, but she didn’t go out of her way to stop accidents, either. Even the smallest cut healed quickly.

No surprise her foot seemed all better now.

LA sighed and shifted from the couch. Would she love to go back to sleep and forget there was a pretty man in her barn with as many questions as she? Yep. Would she do that? Nope. She needed answers as badly as he.

LA refolded the throw and stretched. Another brisk morning meant jeans and one of the many henleys she favored. And those damn brown boots that didn’t stop a wayward piece of wood.

She took a shower, changed, and walked downstairs to at least grab some toast and some type of caffeine before she had a meeting of the minds with her visitor.

LA kept her hair up in a loose bun and wore no make-up. The bra would usually be a no, but she wore one for the sake of propriety. She hated it.

The barn fully furnished with its own kitchen and fridge. Barn Boy would have no problem finding something to suit him this morning. She really would have to find out his name. Barn Boy amused her, but she doubted he would feel the same.

She washed down her toast with a soda and forced herself to walk outside.

At least it was a gorgeous cool morning. Birds sang. The breeze breezed, and LA silently said a prayer of thanks some things would not change.

“Hey!”

There went LA’s peace. She pasted a small smile on her face and met the young man at the bottom of the barn stairs.

He looked refreshed and happy. Even his clothes showed no wrinkles. He probably slept without them.

LA cursed herself, him, and her impure thoughts before she cleared her throat and responded.

“Hey!” 

They stopped a few feet from each other, and LA noticed a couple things she hadn’t yesterday.

Her youthful visitor barefoot. A tattoo on his left bicep of an instrument. And a slim gold band around his forehead.

“Didn’t expect me, did you?” His voice light and friendly.

“To say the very least.” LA responded.

“Yeah, me either.” The man looked around. “I was playing a game and then suddenly ‘POOF’, here I am.”

“What’s your name?” The question seemed a good starting point.

The young man turned fully toward her, and LA felt her world swim.

Hyacinthus. Lover of Apollo. Prince of Sparta. Admired by many. Son of Clio. Brother of Rhagus. Killed by Apollo. Turned into a flower on death.

LA dropped down to her knees, winded, and fought for her sanity. The pictures swooped again in her mind, and she pressed her hands to her forehead. Sweat dripped down her face as she fought the onslaught.

“Are you okay?” A worried voice and soft hands tried to help her up, but only complicated the firestorm in her head.

LA winced. “Please. Stop.” Tears slid down her face with memories not her own, and she forced breath into her lungs. When the majority of the recollection passed, LA rocked back on her heels and looked up at the young man in front of her.

He immediately dropped down beside her. “What happened? Are you okay?”

LA tried to shake her head, but it hurt. She took a few breaths and opened her mouth. “You’re Hyacinthus,” she rasped. Eyes still red and watery. “Lover of Apollo. Prince of Sparta.”

“I am,” he verified.

“You’re also dead.”
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LA was a lot of things. Sensitive was not one of them. She could have kicked herself as the silver eyes dimmed for a second, at her words.

“Fuck,” she muttered. “Listen. I only know what I saw. Doesn’t mean anything. Don’t wind up about it.”

The young man sat beside her. “I watched you convulse and spit out my vitals like they were a disease. Do me the favor of no bullshit.”

LA smiled then. “No bullshit.” Now, they both spoke the same language.

“Take a few breaths.” Hyacinthus rubbed her back gently. “In through your nose. Out through your mouth.”

“Yes, prince.” LA shot him a look.

“You may call me Hyacinthus.” He arched an eyebrow, as if he dared her to say different.

LA slowly found her footing. “That’s a lot of name. How about we shorten it? Hya? Athus?”

Her visitor grimaced. “What in Tartarus? Athus? I’d rather you call me prince.”

“No, no. I’ve got it.” LA nodded. “I’ll call you Cyn.”

“Oh. I like that.” The Spartan prince grinned. “And you are?”

“You can call me Bennett.”

“First or last?”

“Both.”

Cyn studied her. “Bennett Bennett? Isn’t that rather odd?”

LA simply stared at the unwanted visitor until he held up his hands and laughed. “Fair.”

They both stood.

“I would like to know what you saw.” Cyn motioned to a set of trees on the other side of the farmhouse with chairs already set up. “Can we have a seat and talk about it?”

LA set up a small gathering area in a petite grove of trees on the other side of the farmhouse. She often sat and pondered life in her little chair. LA eventually added three more chairs, and they made for a cozy tableau.

She walked ahead and halted as Cyn stopped outside the tree line. “Is it okay if I come inside?”

“Come in.” LA beckoned him.

The trees swayed in welcome, and the earth sighed.

LA sat in her oversized wooden Adirondack and motioned for Cyn to have a seat in one across from her. He didn’t move as comfortably now. Ill at ease with the news and environment.

“Who made these chairs?” Cyn motioned to the wood wound around itself beneath him. 

LA shrugged. “Here for as long as I can remember. My mother commissioned them.” She paused. “Do you want something else to sit on?”

“No.” Cyn shook his head quickly. “These are beautiful, thanks.”

There was an uneasy silence, and LA stepped on it.

“When I looked at you, I felt so many things at once. Love, fear, loss, and happiness.” Her violet eyes studied the man in front of her. “I saw your beginning and your end. But here you are.” She took a breath. “Your mother is Clio?”

Cyn nodded. “Yes.” He gave a brief smile.

“Slight woman? Blue dress? Sweet face and melodic voice?”

The smile slid from Cyn’s face. “Do you know her?”

“We may have met.” LA hedged. She shortened her original reply and forged on. “Tell me about Apollo.”

Silver eyes shone in his handsome face. “I love him. He is my everything. We belong together.” Cyn frowned. “But you saw my end. How did I die?”

“Apollo.”

The word hung in the air, filled with ugly connotations.

“Not possible.” Cyn’s lips flattened into a thin line, and he leaned forward in the chair. “Apollo would never harm me.”

“Not on purpose.” LA hated conflict. Even second-hand conflict upset her. She chose her words carefully. “You were together. Playing a game with a disc, or something. Throwing it around.”

Cyn’s eyes widened.

“Apollo threw it, and it hit you in your temple. Knocked you to the ground.” LA forced herself to finish. “He couldn’t revive you so he turned you into a flower.” She motioned behind him. “Those are Hyacinths. Named for you.”

Cyn turned slowly in his chair and studied the array dense tubular blooms in pink, purple, blue, and white. The wind picked up a hint and brought the fragrance to the young man. A tear slid down his left cheek. He turned back around.

“But I’m here. Not dead.”

“Where were you before you were here?”

Cyn closed his eyes. “Playing with Apollo.” He opened his eyes. “And a disc.”

“Fuck,” LA muttered. She did not do messy. Be it the gods or the devils or the merry shit in-between. No room at the inn for this bullshit.

“You don’t seem surprised you’re dealing with gods.” Cyn studied her. “Not your first time?”

“This is not about me.”

“Seems to be a bit about you.” Cyn wiped the tear and looked around. “I’m about to die, and yet, here I am, with you.”

“You’re not the only one.”

Both heads turned at the voice of another intruder.

****
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LA had a passing acquaintance with mythology. One of her classmates, completely immersed in world mythology her freshman year, spit out weird facts of Greek, Nordic, Egyptian, and Celtic deities and lore. Fascinating stories but completely cringeable.  

Out-of-control libidos, petty arguments, lifelong punishments, and the arrogance, the ARROGANCE, nearly choked LA. This classmate had a mythological nickname for everyone in class. LA could only vaguely remember “Adonis” and “Kitsune”.

But it wouldn’t take a glance at a book of mythology to admire the deity before her. The name Apollo danced in her head for a brief second and left. Hyacinthus was beyond handsome. But Apollo? There was a reason he was a god.

Apollo stood at least a foot taller than she. Chiseled idyllic body that shone gold in the sunlight. Most of it was on display, as he only wore a small semblance of an ivory loin cloth. Golden curls spiraled around a face carved in beauty from serene forehead to full gilt lips. He carried a gilded lyre in his right hand and stared hungrily at his lover.

“Hyacinthus. Come to me.”

Cyn sat still in his chair, torn at what to do.

“Now.” Apollo’s voice rolled over the land, and the trees strained toward him.

“I...” Cyn looked at Apollo helplessly. He cleared his throat and tried again. “I...” he trailed off with a sigh. “I’m taking a vacation.”

“What?” LA and Apollo’s voice blended together in disbelief. Both studied him.

“A vacation.” Cyn nodded. “A little time away. To think.”

Storm clouds brewed in Apollo’s face. He glared at LA. “You did this,” he growled. “Return him to me. He is mine. Hyacinthus bears my sign.”

LA stood up then. No one issued edicts to her, and certainly not in her damn god-ridden yard.

“Cyn will go where he pleases and act as he pleases.” LA crossed her arms. “You will do well to remember that.”

Cyn sputtered in his chair and started to stand. His face as pale as his shirt. “I think, maybe...”

“You dare defy me?” Apollo’s voice boomed, and his body tensed. “I will take him now,” he vowed, in a low and dangerous voice. “And you, little person, will not interfere.” Silver eyes darkened in warning.

LA ambled within a yard of the god and smiled a smile which would have brought a lesser being to its knees. “The only one going is you.” She held up her right hand, palm facing the god. “Goodbye.”

A small boom shook the earth as Apollo disappeared into the air.

“Did you kill him?” Cyn whispered in horror. Silver eyes huge and frightened in his darling face.

“No, dear. I simply removed him.” LA glared where the god stood. “Good riddance.” She turned back to Cyn. “Are you okay?”

“I tried to tell him,” Cyn sputtered. “I couldn’t tell him I died.”

“Probably reasons for it.” LA rubbed her temples. Headaches were back. Another bonus with visitors. “I’m going to grab a couple pills for this godawful headache. Why don’t you settle back into the barn? Maybe take a walk in the woods? You’re safe here.”

Cyn threw himself at LA before she could summon the strength to push him away. “Thank you! I promise I won’t be in your way.”
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Chapter 4
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Lies. All lies. LA couldn’t breathe without one incredibly pretty prince up her ass. If she wanted to take a walk in the woods, Cyn appeared in an instant. If she thought to split more wood, he offered to help. His “vacation” was her nightmare.

LA didn’t want to stay in the farmhouse. The walls crowded in on her. But she didn’t want to leave those crowded walls as there was a needy semigod prince who wanted her time and attention. This was why she didn’t have a pet.

LA woke up the fifth morning and drank enough caffeine to energize an elephant and stepped outside. Cyn immediately joined her. He wore the same clothes, spotless, as before. 

She motioned to them. “Do you need more clothes?”

Cyn shrugged. “These are always clean in the morning. But, I guess it would be nice to have something different.”

“Great.” LA nodded. “I’ll work on that. Do you know your sizes?”

Clueless look.

“Not a smart question.” LA waved her hand. “Never mind. I’m on it.” She took a deep breath and spoke before she could change her mind. “Care for a walk in the woods?”

Cyn’s entire face lit up in excitement. “Yes, please!” He looked down at his bare feet and then hers. “No shoes?”

“Never.” LA patted his cheek. “Come on. It’s been too long.”

They entered in a path directly behind the farmhouse. Five steps in, and the woods enveloped them. The sun shone through the canopy of trees above them and lit on treasures beneath.

LA stopped at a fox’s den and bent low to peer inside. Three kits wrapped around each other in the dense vegetation. Their bushy red fur bright in the dim light. A series of yips and two barks before mother fox appeared at the top of the small hill.

“Morning, mother fox.” LA reached her hand out and let the female sniff. Mother fox rubbed her face into the hand, and Bennett smoothed back her pretty ears. “You have beautiful babies this spring. Three, I see. Are you doing well?”

Two small yips, and the mother climbed down into the nest and covered her children.

“You talk to animals?” Cyn frowned. “I didn’t think you could do that.”

“You can do a lot of things people say you can’t,” LA replied with a crooked grin. “Such as converse with a mother fox you’ve known since her birth. Her family has lived in these woods for decades. She is as inevitable to me as I am to her.”

“Fascinating,” Cyn murmured. 

They walked a bit farther, and LA grabbed Cyn’s arm before he made a size large mistake.

Cyn’s head snapped up.

Four wood spiders chose this neck of the woods to spin a massive web with funnels and thick pieces cobbled together with varied prey. The web spanned four feet from tree to tree, and the spiders clicked away in the dim light.

“Thank you.” Cyn looked at the immense web and shuddered. “I’d rather not walk into that.”

“They’d rather you not, either.” LA nodded her head to the quartet, and she guided Cyn to the left.

Squirrels and deer approached. Raccoons, up early. Birds chirped prettily back and forth. They found an ovalish opening and settled on the grass inside.

LA breathed deeply. She needed this. The fresh air. Animals. The sun on her skin.

“You seem...happy.” Cyn studied her in the sunlight.

“It’s crazy,” LA admitted. “I feel trapped sometimes. Like I want to start running and not quit anytime soon.” She shrugged and put her hair back up. “No rhyme or reason. Simply instinct.”

“Why don’t you?”

LA glanced up at the innocent question. “No answer for that, as well.” She motioned to him. “And you? Were you happy before? Happy with Apollo?”

“I thought I was.” Cyn plucked a flower from the ground and studied its petals. “A god for a lover. Everything I ever wanted.” He dropped the flower. “But, maybe not.”

“Tell me.” LA scooched over and patted Cyn’s leg.

“Have you ever been turned inside out by an emotion so big you can’t contain it?” Cyn’s silver eyes studied LA. “I know I’m fairly attractive.”

“Modest,” LA murmured, with a nod toward him.

Cyn blushed. “Maybe. And that caused all sorts of issues with males. Some bullied me. Some said they















[image: ]


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
%%

olo
AND HYZ\O‘INTH uUs






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
INMAN BOOKS

INFINITE POSSIBILITIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





