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  Dear Reader,
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This is fantasy. 
There is blood, guts, and gore.
There are children.
There is sex.
This is an MM dark, paranormal romance.
As always, thank you for reading and don't forget to leave a review.
Jae







  
  Chapter one
Ben Folly
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Discovered I was a selfish prick tonight.  
Had one more job to do- Miss Myrna Budro, spelled like it sounded and not the fancy French way, as she put it- passed away at the ripe old age of 102. Wouldn’t have died then, but according to her, her cat, Bubba, tripped her on her way down the porch stairs. 
Miss Myrna was one of Mamie Treble’s favorite people, so the majick summoned me personally to collect her. I ended up with Bubba, who informed me his name was Oscar, and it took me ten minutes to convince him he couldn’t come to the family dinner for my wedding because they didn't allow pets at the hotel, and I’d be back.
It was my first normal job in six months, and I didn't bleed once. 
The last ten dealt with another reaper who was being targeted and we couldn't find the murderer. I liked the guy and wanted to do more to help him, but the majick only allowed me to do so much.
After a quick shower, I threw on the custom-made suit, told Oscar I'd be back, and drove to the hotel, looking forward to family, friends, prime rib, and time with Emile.
Nobody told me Milo was coming. I arrived at the hotel in time to see my fiancé greeting my twin with lips and fingertips. 
My family stood there in silence, watching me watch them. A server walked in, bad timing on the poor guy.
I snagged a champagne flute from his tray and cleared my throat. “To the happy couple.”
Emile lifted his head and frowned as he looked from Milo to me and backed away from my twin, who now knew him as well as I did.
“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Milo.” My twin grinned. “You have good taste in men, brother.”
“You would know.” I downed the champagne while my fathers shook with silent laughter. 
And that’s when my mother pushed through the guests. 
Allegra Davenport was a pallet of dark and pale. Her long black hair bounced with each practiced step that would have made her finishing school instructors proud. Brown eyes flashed black with rage, and her creamy complexion white with tight anger. She unleashed her temper with her left hand across my cheek; the scar from last week’s murder stung. Wet heat oozed down my face. She’d broken the skin. “I didn’t raise you to be a selfish prick!”
She hadn't raised me at all.
I saluted my fathers with the empty flute, turned on my heel and headed back to the lobby; the doorman taking my glass as he let me out. The night air was rife with the aroma of prime rib to be served for the dinner and my stomach growled. Oscar and I would eat take out on our way to Willow Landing. Promised the old man I wouldn’t leave him, and I didn’t break promises.
No one followed me home. 
Didn’t need the conversation, explanations, or empty apologies. 
Mamie promised me a month off in one place my mother and brother couldn’t go. The arrangements were made, and Rissom expected me tomorrow, but what was a day?
Oscar met me at the door of my loft apartment, leaping at me from the back of the recliner.
“Road trip?” I scratched the top of his head and he purred. If only men were as easy to please as Maine Coons.
My bags sat on the bed, and all I had to do was load them in the trunk of my car. I counted spaces for them because Oscar protested when I tried to carry them down. Ended up carrying him, which made him happy.
“We’re going to Willow Landing now. If you don’t want to, speak up and I’ll leave you here.”
Oscar continued to purr as I placed him in the passenger’s seat. 
He understood me. Somewhere along the way, he’d decided furry was better than skinned. Miss Myrna kept him fed, warm, and dry. Oscar didn’t care about anything else except me leaving him alone. That he didn’t like at all.
My cell vibrated in the center console, and the message from my dad popped up on the dash screen.
Mast: Major and I hired someone to stock the fridge at the Abbey, so all you have to do is go. We’ll be there on Friday. It seems Allegra has decided Emile and Milo are getting married tomorrow.


Major: Your mother has lost her mind.


I laughed, shaking my head. Major and Allegra had a fling thirty years before, and Milo and I were born three months later. Reapers and Charon didn’t get along, but Allegra wanted my dad in the worst way. Couldn’t understand why he married Mast.
After Milo and I were born, she took Milo with her and left me with my dads. 
Milo spent most of his life at boarding school and then at university. I spent my life learning my duty. He lived with her for the last five years. I’d lived on my own for twelve. 
We couldn’t be more different. 
How had Emile mistaken Milo for me?
I reached the exit marking Willow Landing from the human world, took a deep breath, and whispered, “Show me the way.”
The veil between shimmered like heat on pavement, and I smiled. “Let me in.”
Palm trees and pines danced in and out of view as the four-lane fought for dominance. The two-lane won the battle, and pines lined the sides of the road. I rolled the windows down and Oscar perked up, his whiskers wiggling as he scented the air.
Instead of city nightlife and the undertones of combustion engines, fresh cut grass and rain perfumed the air.
Willow Landing occupied a different space and time than the human world. It was beside it, and not a part of it.
Humans discovered the majickally inclined and hunted most of us to extinction. Harmonies, in particular, were on the humans’ most wanted list. Their blood sang to the right person, and as humans discovered, it sang when it came in contact with certain objects. Kings, queens, and presidents hired them to find specific artifacts. Then they were killed for doing the job. 
Now, most of them lived in Willow Landing, and the artifacts were housed at the Abbey in Requiem.
Small towns dotted the landscape. Some were crossroads, with gas stations and a post office. Larger ones like Requiem, had colleges and universities. 
Two-thousand miles north to south, bordered by beach and mountains, contained five million people. Humans lived here, too. Sometimes it happened that way. If a child was born and only received blood in their first bottle from one parent, the majick didn’t bless them.
Milo didn’t receive my dad’s blood in his first bottle. Allegra refused to add hers to mine, so Mast did it. 
We both still possessed an animal. My twin managed a cute little rabbit when he changed. I, however, was a white jaguar. 
Sometimes being a bunny didn’t sound so bad if it meant I didn’t have to face murderers. Fights were brutal, and my body was riddled with scars. The toughest thing Milo faced was a hangnail. 
It still made no sense. How could Emile confuse us?
Oscar began to snore, and instead of a furry head resting next to my phone, long brown hair spilled over the seat.
Well, damn. 
“Call Major,” I said, and the dash screen lit up, searching for the bridge to home.
“Hey.” My dad raised his eyebrows at me, and I glanced at him before turning my attention back to the road.
“So, did Myrna have a kid?” I asked as Oscar sat up and pushed his hair out of his face. He smiled at me then, watching me with the same gold eyes his feline had.
“Baby?” Major called, and the phone was moving through the hotel suite I’d rented two nights ago. 
Dads lived in Hell, so I’d expected them to stay at the hotel.
“Ben,” Mast smiled as he came into view. “Oscar!” He laughed. “Good. Mom sent you to find him. She loved Miss Myrna, too. The human authorities discovered she was Oscar’s grandmother and sent him to her. Wondered why he wasn’t with you earlier.”
“He was a Maine Coon earlier, Dad.” I arched a brow and Oscar giggled. “Myrna called him Bubba.”
Laughter erupted from the phone, which had been tossed to the bed, and all I could see was the ceiling. “We’re on our way. Milo and Emile are getting to know each other,” Major said.
“Allegra insisted.” Mast leaned over and rolled his eyes at me.
“Cool.” What else could I say?
“I’m hungry,” Oscar mumbled.
“Hold on.” I smiled at him and then counted spaces for the car and all to the garage at The Abbey. “Dads?”
“We’ll be there in an hour.” The screen blacked out.
“Those your papas?” Oscar asked.
“They are.”
“I don’t got papas.”
“Well, my papas are coming to fix that,” I said as he climbed into my lap before I opened the door. “Right now, we are going to find something to eat.”
“Okay.” Oscar sighed and put his head on my shoulder. Five years of unhappy memories flowed from him to me.
Hadn’t expected to be dad but Oscar trusted me, even after I left him for the stupid dinner.
“You didn’t know I was me,” Oscar sighed.
“No, I didn’t. Wouldn’t have left you if I had.”
“I know.”








  
  Chapter two
Ben
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Abbey House was loud. 
The garage on the right side didn’t lead to the kitchen.
Oscar tucked his nose into my neck to hide as I stood in the foyer large enough to have a sedate gathering of stilted conversation, wishing to go home to my little one-bedroom apartment with a bathroom and a kitchen.
The only thing I liked was the baby grand tucked into the bend of the stairs to my right, and the ornately carved arches leading from room to room.
Artwork from the human world, thought lost, lined the walls, and that was just this room.
The building hummed with awareness, and I placed my hand on the wall by the door while the Harmonies greeted me. Mozart’s “Requiem” played through my mind, and I took a deep breath, letting it out slowly.
A Harmony’s blood never died, even if the vessel in question was long since ash. 
Abbey House was full of artifacts with it. It only took a drop to sing, and the tones blended together into a song.
A long time ago, Harmonies had protectors, and their blood sang to them and a mate. The songs were different. For the mate, the blood sang a love song.
According to my dads, the song for the protector was glorious.
This was mournful. 
It explained the name of the town, though. The town belonged to the dead and their descendants.
The souls settled down, and Rissom wavered in front of me, smiling
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