
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Oops! Gargoyle

(Accidental Mates, Book 10)

by Anitra Lynn McLeod

Copyright 2020 by Anitra Lynn McLeod


License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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The Accidental Mates series involves steamy paranormal hunks and the humans who love them. Brimming with hot sex, hijinks, and happily everafters, these fast-paced tales can be read in any order. 
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About This Book
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Determined to leave New York with a big bang, ephemeral artist Collin Tate creates his biggest impermanent art installation on the roof of his apartment building. Only, when the chalk drawing dissolves in the rain and sluices through a stone gargoyle, he awakens an ancient immortal who claims to be his mate. With his life in upheaval, how can Collin help a man who hasn’t walked the earth in 2500 years?



This slow-burn paranormal gay romance contains a tea-drinking artist struggling to survive, a deadly soldier with stars in his eyes, a long train ride, romantic walks through a flea market, and a high-altitude HEA that will leave you breathless. 44,500 words or 178 pages.
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Chapter One
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Just as Collin Tate finished the elaborate chalk drawing on the roof of his New York apartment building, the sky cracked and rain pelted down. Grinning, he lifted his hands skyward, threw back his head and laughed.

For his last night in the Big Apple, he’d wanted to do the biggest impermanent art project he ever would, and he’d succeeded. Each drop of rain changed the chalk outlines, smudging them, obliterating them, merging them together into colors that would never be seen in quite the same way ever again.

Rain continued to pummel the roof, turning the art into rivulets of colors that joined one another as they made their way toward the fearsome stone gargoyles around the edges of the building. 

Collin tracked the largest flow of colored water to the side of the building so he could see the colors blasting out of the mouth of the terrifying wolf man, a creature caught between human and beast. 

A flash of light quickly followed by a crack of thunder made him reconsider being on top of the building during a storm. Dozens of metal vents and old antennas made the place attractive to a lightning strike. But he really wanted to see the colors flying off the roof onto the street below. It was a once in a lifetime work of art.

Determined to leave New York with every possible memory he could, Collin braved the lightning and stepped to the side of the roof.

A great glut of milky multi-colored water flowed out of the snarling stone wolf man, making him appear to be vomiting a pastel rainbow. Below, a puddle formed, spreading the artwork over the alley, turning it from a junky urine-soaked place into something magical, but only for a short time. All too soon the rain overwhelmed the chalk, and pure water obliterated his final work of art.

Pleased, Collin moved back from the edge of the roof. He left the little nubs of chalk to melt away but gathered up his backpack. As he moved toward the exit, he wondered how he could ever leave the bustling city of New York for Ottumwa, Iowa. The only reason most people knew about his hometown was because of Radar O’Reilly from the television show M*A*S*H. In the show, Radar couldn’t wait to go home. Collin, not so much. 

Before he reached the exit for the roof, a tremendous flash of lightning and a crack of thunder spun him around. There, on the edge of the balustrade that encircled the roof, he saw a hand.

Without thinking, Collin dropped his backpack and ran to the edge.

A naked man clung to the short, stout fence.

“Here.” Collin tried to grab his hand despite the fact that doing so would probably pull them both over the edge, but the man wouldn’t take hold. 

Instead, he peered up into Collin’s face and then swung his free arm up, tossing a blade onto the roof. He then grabbed onto the balustrade with both hands and pulled himself onto the roof where he collapsed.

“Are you okay?” Collin squatted on the roof beside him, trying to understand why anyone would climb up the building naked while carrying a sword. Was it a prank? A dare? Or—uh, oh. Collin backed off a little. Maybe he was crazy. Collin had met his fair share of lunatics in New York. Even tucked behind dark clouds, the full moon still seemed to have a commanding grip on the local crazies.

The man got to his feet, sending Collin farther back, away from the only exit off the roof.

The naked man grabbed his sword then turned toward Collin.

Shaking, Collin backed up until he came dangerously close to the edge.

“You have freed me from the stone.” He dropped to one knee and placed his sword point into the roof with his hands clasped around the hilt. He lowered his head. “I am yours to command.”

Collin had thought he’d soon be seeing his insides on the outside, not gaining himself a soldier. Or a follower. Or whatever the man was. The idea that he might be crazy came back, but there was something so formal about him. So...old world. Medieval, even. Like a knight in shining armor who had lost his armor. 

“I am Nikolaus.” He glanced up into Collin’s eyes. “I am now and forever after, your faithful mate.”

“Mate?” Collin echoed.

“Mate,” Nikolaus confirmed.

“What does that mean?”

“Rain or shine, feast or famine, I will be by your side.”

“Um.” Collin glanced around, expecting someone to pop out and yell psych! But no, he was alone on the roof in the middle of a violent rainstorm with a naked guy carrying a sword. A really hot naked guy. Long black hair, mesmerizing eyes, and—oh, yowza. Collin moved his gaze away from that but couldn’t help thinking the guy had two swords.

“Wait, what did you mean about freeing you from the stone?” Collin’s brain seemed unable to process anything in real time, forcing him to lag behind, like a morning without enough tea to help him get into the groove.

“Your magic freed me.”

“My magic?”

Nikolaus gestured to the roof. “The sigil you made washed through my throat, destroying the monk’s spell.”

When Collin turned his attention to the side of the building, he noticed the gargoyle was gone. Shocked, he looked over the edge but didn’t see it smashed to pieces below.

“Allow me to stand and face you fully.”

“Uh, sure.” Collin moved back another half step, just to be on the safe side.

Nikolaus got to his feet. “Fear me not.”

“That’s kind of hard to do when you have a really big sword.” Against his will, Collin’s gaze darted down to Nikolaus’s hips. He jerked his attention upward. Even though Nikolaus’s expression didn’t change, he knew where Collin had been looking. He probably thought he was a total pervert. 

“I will only use my sword in service to you.”

“You mean...” Collin didn’t know where he was going with that so he changed it into a question. “What do you mean by that?”

“I am yours to command.”

“Like a soldier?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t need a soldier.” Frankly, Collin didn’t need a mate, but he wasn’t about to tell Nikolaus that. He’d rather let the big guy down easily.

“Forgive me for daring to demand answers of you, but what do you need?” Nikolaus asked.

“I need to get packed.”

“Packed?” Nikolaus rolled the word around his mouth, tasting the edges.

“I’m heading home tomorrow.” Well, back to his parents’ home. Collin hadn’t really found his right place in the universe yet. New York had been a wild adventure, one he’d thoroughly enjoyed, but he simply couldn’t afford to stay. Not only that, but the fit hadn’t been quite right. Close, but not close enough. Someday, Collin would find a place to call home. 

“Then I will help you get packed and guard you along the way.”

“Uh...” Collin struggled to find a tactful way to tell him he only had one train ticket. He also didn’t think Nikolaus realized he was naked. “You don’t happen to have any clothes, do you?”

“You need clothing?” Nikolaus nodded resolutely. “I will procure all that you shall ever need.”

“No, not for me, for you.” Collin pointed then blushed. “You can’t go around the city like that. I mean, well, technically you can, but it’s a good way to get picked up by the cops.”

“I have seen cops.” Nikolaus shook his head. “They do not like those who frequent the alley.”

“Yeah, mainly because they’re always pissing in there. Or fucking.” Collin pressed his lips together to stop himself from talking. “Let’s go down to my apartment and see if we can’t figure something out.”

“Yes.” Nikolaus straightened. “I will lead the way.”

“You don’t know where you’re going,” Collin pointed out, following behind him, grabbing his backpack along the way. He hardly had enough room for himself in the little space. How would he fit Nikolaus in there when he was built like a linebacker?

“I know where you live.” Nikolaus’s words almost sounded like a threat. 

“How could you possibly know?” Collin asked.

“I have lived on this building for over fifty years.” Nikolaus entered the vestibule at the top of the stairs. “I have seen you coming and going for the last few months.”

“You saw me?” Collin frowned, following him down the stairs, thoroughly distracted by Nikolaus’s muscular buttocks.

“Though I was trapped in the stone, I was still able to see and hear.”

“You just couldn’t move?”

Nikolaus offered a curt nod.

“How did you get stuck in there?” Collin decided to move right past the weirdness of him coming to life from a stone gargoyle. He’d rather get to the point of—oh, no. People who got trapped in something usually did something to get themselves in that predicament, usually something bad. Collin would have turned around, but the only place to go was back to the roof. Instead, he just kept following Nikolaus down to the fifth floor.

“Well?” Collin repeated.

“I will tell you once you are safe, warm, and dry.”

Yeah, that didn’t sound good. Delay tactics meant Nikolaus didn’t want to admit what he’d done to get stuck in the stone. Collin considered running past him, but he didn’t think he’d have the speed to escape his hand or his sword. Instead, he followed along, keeping his options as open as he could.

When they reached his apartment, Nikolaus moved back so that Collin could open the door. His hand shook, making it difficult to get the key in the lock. When he managed, he swung the door open.

“Allow me.” Nikolaus entered first, his sword up and ready, his head moving side to side.

“There really isn’t any place for anyone to hide.” Collin hung up his backpack on the peg by the door.

“A tidy place.”

“Tidy is just a nice way of saying excruciatingly small.”

“One does not need vast space to live comfortably.”

“I suppose not.” Collin urged Nikolaus toward the kitchen so he could step around him. He grabbed a towel from the bathroom and dried his hair, but decided he’d rather change clothes then try to dry them. “Here.” He handed the towel to Nikolaus. “Sorry, I only have two towels.”

“We will share.” 

While Nikolaus dried off, Collin moved to his bedroom. A full-size bed took up most of the space and a bag of clothes took up the rest. He pulled out sweats and a T-shirt, but before he could change, Nikolaus opened the door. 

“Hey! I’m changing.” Collin lunged for the door but he was too late.

“I will guard you.”

“I hardly think anyone’s going to sneak in to my bedroom.” Under his breath Collin added, “Other than you.”

“One never knows.”

“I do.” 

Nikolaus refused to budge from the doorway. He continued to dry his hair, though, completely oblivious to his nudity. Well, just because he was okay walking around bare didn’t mean Collin was.

“Fine. You can guard me.” Collin made a circle with his finger. “Turn around.”

Nikolaus paused, the towel pressed against his long, dark locks.

“If there’s a threat, it would be coming from that direction, so turn around.”

“As you wish.” Nikolaus faced the open doorway while Collin stripped then pulled on dry clothing. He felt much warmer. When his gaze landed on Nikolaus’s backside, he felt positively feverish. After hanging up his clothing to dry, he said, “Okay. Let’s go figure out where you’re going to go.”

“I will go with you,” Nikolaus said, as if that were obvious.

“I can just imagine what the people of Ottumwa would make of you.” 

“Make of me?” Nikolaus rolled the words around his mouth, tasting them as if that could help them make sense to him.

“You’re hardly normal.” Collin cringed. “That’s not—you’re normal, I’m sure, but it’s a small town. Well, not that small, twenty-five thousand or so, but it’s not like New York where you can let your freak flag fly and still blend right in.”

Instead of speaking, Nikolaus just smiled at him. Now that Collin could see him in the light, he realized he had eyes as black as his hair. His whole eyeball was black. No white bits at all. But then, the longer Collin stared, the more he saw tiny dots of white, like stars. Stars swirling around until they became galaxies.

Nikolaus blinked, and the curious vision vanished.

“What are you?” Collin finally managed to ask.

“I am a stone wolf.”

“What’s that?”

“Come.” Nikolaus offered his hand. “We will sit and talk.”

Collin slipped his hand into Nikolaus’s. This time, instead of seeing the stars and the swirling galaxies, he felt them filling him up. He expanded until he was among them, a star of infinite power and light. When Nikolaus let go, the curious sensation vanished.

Needing something to do with his hands, Collin asked, “Do you like tea?”

“I would enjoy having something warm to drink.”

“You’ve never had it?”

“Tea came after my time.”

“After—right.” How long had he been trapped in the gargoyle? Centuries? Had to be. Tea had been around for, well, almost forever. 

In the combination living room and kitchen, Collin put on water for tea while Nikolaus stood a little too close behind him. Collin had never felt claustrophobic in the small space, but with Nikolaus here, he felt as if he were trapped in an elevator between floors. 

“I have some cookies too. Somewhere...” Collin checked the cabinet, found the bag of cookies and put them on a plate. Since he couldn’t think of what to say, he fiddled with the cookies, arranging them in a pattern while the water came to a boil.

“Your cabinets are quite bare.”

“They’re bare because I’m leaving tomorrow.” Defensiveness caused him to spit the words out. Hopefully, Nikolaus hadn’t noticed.

“I should not have said anything.”

“It’s okay.” Collin kept his attention on the cookies while he tried not to panic. He didn’t have enough food in the house to feed himself, let alone anyone else. 

Nikolaus stood still behind him, a man with the patience to wait forever if he had to. Living inside a stone gargoyle had certainly taught him that.

Collin wanted to babble about something—anything, really, but he stifled the urge. Once he had a cup of tea, he’d calm down. He always did. Funny thing about tea. When he needed peace, tea gave him that. When he needed to focus, it gave him that. Collin suspected it had less to do with the composition of the tea and everything to do with the ritual of making tea.

“Forgive me, my liege. I should have first asked if I could help.”

“No—no. I’ve got it.” My liege? Collin didn’t know what to make of the title so he skipped past it and returned to the comforting ritual of making tea. 

From the cabinet next to the stove, he pulled out cups and sugar. From the lone drawer, he pulled out a spoon. Before he opened the tiny fridge, he tried to block Nikolaus’s view with his body so he wouldn’t see it held only condiments and a small carton of cream. Collin placed everything on the edge of the kitchen counter. 

When the water boiled, he filled the cups then put them on the edge of the countertop. What he wouldn’t give for a proper tea pot and all the things that went with it.

“Let’s sit in the living room.” Collin lifted his hand for Nikolaus to go first. He supposed he could have slipped around him but he worried about touching him again. That feeling of the stars and the galaxies filling him up could easily become addictive. Better to keep his distance.

Nikolaus helped him place everything on the coffee table then they settled on opposite sides the loveseat. So much for keeping his distance. The tiny sofa and Nikolaus’s enormous bulk left barely an inch of space between them.

While their tea steeped, Collin struggled to find something to say. “Cookie?” Collin lifted the plate.

“Thank you.” Nikolaus lifted the cookie with one hand and cupped the other underneath while he nibbled on an edge. He pulled the cookie from his mouth, examining it curiously.

“It’s lemon.”

“Lemon.” He nodded. “Citrus. I have heard of this.”

“You must have heard all kinds of things while you were on the building.”

“I learned many things.”

“Including our language.”

“Yes.” He tried the cookie again, savoring each bite.

“You don’t have to worry. You can have the whole plate of cookies.” Collin figured Nikolaus hadn’t eaten anything in millennia. “I’m not that hungry.” He was, but being a good host mattered far more than sating his own hunger. “I think there’s some soup I can heat up.” Collin would have risen to his feet, but Nikolaus’s hand on his knee pinned him to the couch.

“I beg you, my mate, my liege, to enjoy your drink before you concern yourself with my needs.”

“Oh—okay.” Collin felt the swirling galaxies return then fade when Nikolaus took his hand away. “I think it’s ready.” After bobbing his teabag a few times, he removed it. 

Nikolaus watched his movements then repeated them.

Collin added a little sugar and cream then offered the spoon to Nikolaus, who added some to his tea.

“And now, we sip.”

“Sip.”

“It’s hot, so taste only small amounts.”

Nikolaus waited for Collin to go first then he mimicked him. Just as he had with the cookie, he explored the taste of the tea by sniffing, drinking, and savoring.

“Do you like it?”

“I do.” Nikolaus smiled. 

“I’m glad.” Collin waited as long as he thought he could handle. Not in a million years would he have ever imagined he’d spend his last night in New York drinking tea with a man like Nikolaus. “Okay, story time. What are stone wolves and how did I manage to free you?”

After a long pause, Nikolaus settled his cup on the table and cleared his throat.

“We come from the highest peaks of the Alps. Where man and beast both fear to tread.” Nikolaus had a rich baritone voice, the kind that would be perfect for the voiceover on a movie trailer. “We were forged in the heat of battle and sworn to protect our king. When Roderick the Foul could not best us in an honest fight, he hired an evil monk to cast a spell, encasing us in stone.”

Enthralled, Collin didn’t even sip his tea. He could easily picture the craggy peaks of the alps towering above lush fields filled with hay and wildflowers. He saw an army of stout warriors fighting and winning, while an embittered man had a spell cast against those he couldn’t control.

“For hundreds of years, we stood silent on his castle, but times changed, the world moved on, and the fortress fell into disrepair.”

Collin could not imagine spending ten minutes frozen, let alone hundreds of years.

“An Italian man immigrated to America and brought me here to decorate his building, this building.”

“Did he know that you were in there?”

“He did not.” Nikolaus sipped his tea. “He wanted old world charm to enhance his new property.”

“He already had that with the archaic plumbing,” Collin snarked. When Nikolaus frowned, confused, Collin said, “Sorry. Go on.”

“That is the end of it. For the last fifty years, I have been here, learning the way of Americans.”

“You speak English really well.”

“I thank you.” Nikolaus lowered his head in a modified bow. 

“Well, now that you’re free, what are you going to do?” Collin figured he’d want to go back to his homeland. Nikolaus probably wanted revenge too, but Roderick the Foul was most certainly long gone.

“I am going to protect my liege.”

“Oh.” Collin nodded then sipped his tea. “That’s nice, but he’s probably dead by now.”

Nikolaus frowned, peering at him as if Collin had lost his mind.

“Wait.” Collin lagged behind again. It took a moment for all the things Nikolaus had said to catch up to his brain. “You don’t mean...me?”

“You,” Nikolaus confirmed.

“Uh...” Collin didn’t know what to say. He’d never led anything, not even a group project in high school. He preferred to work alone, to do his own thing. The thought of being a king to anyone terrified him into muteness. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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Nikolaus had begun to doubt he would ever be free. His mind grew numb from inactivity, but then he forced himself to take part in the world. He watched. He listened. He learned. When the walls of Roderick’s fortress fell, he thought he might have been released from the monk’s spell, but the magic held strong.

Yet Nikolaus still held out hope. Every spell had an unwinding for no magic stood forever. Surely the monk had concocted a convoluted path to freedom, but Nikolaus believed that somehow, someday, someone would tread that path and turn him from stone to flesh.

He never would have guessed a sigil.

But the monk had been more clever than that. The symbol had been just the first part of the unraveling. The sigil also had to be forged by a young man who had the same lust as he, the lust for other men. The monk had locked him and the others in stone for being unnatural, so it seemed fitting one deemed the same would be able to free them. And the final piece of the puzzle, the man who freed him had to be a mate for him.

Over the centuries, Nikolaus had learned much of numbers, yet even he couldn’t calculate the odds of one man embodying all those features, but Collin had shown up despite the improbability of his existence.

Freedom and a stunning mate all on the same day? Nikolaus could barely contain himself, especially when his mate turned out to be exceedingly handsome. Smooth brown hair tumbled back off his forehead, highlighting intelligent eyes, and the barest brush of freckles over the bridge of his nose brought his entire face into focus. Best of all, he had a plump lower lip, the kind of lip Nikolaus wanted to suck gently into his mouth before kissing his mate breathless.

Determined not to become lost in his thoughts, Nikolaus turned to Collin. “By freeing me, you have earned the right to command my blade.”

“Yeah, but, well...” Collin shrugged rather helplessly then clutched his cup. “Things are different now. People don’t fight with swords. We don’t have kings. Well, England still has a queen, but monarchy isn’t the same now the way it was when you were alive.” His eyes widened. “Not that you aren’t alive now. You’re very clearly alive. And vital. And—” Collin’s gaze dropped to Nikolaus’s hips before jerking to the cup in his hand. “Please say something to stop me from babbling.”

“I am aware that the world has changed.” Nikolaus placed his hand on his mate’s knee, soaking up the joy of contact after centuries of longing for the touch of another. “I watched while it happened.” Nikolaus had been so long without everyday things that they all seemed new again. A soft place to sit, a warm beverage, and the pleasure of another’s company almost overwhelmed him. “I saw the world change despite only seeing a narrow portion of it.”

“I guess I didn’t think of that,” Collin said. “To see it all in real time. How slowly it must have seemed.”

Time had become a punishment. With his eyes forced open, he had no choice but to watch each day unfold. Nighttime brought relief but then he’d come to the city. As they said, New York did not sleep. Rarely did Nikolaus find himself with nothing to observe.
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