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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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Instead of summoning a demon, Maddock the Wise has not only brought a human into the realm, but he’s accidentally bonded himself to the dangerous creature! Unable to send Skye back, Maddock must find a way to make their relationship work, but will he be able to let go of the vendetta that has consumed him?

This slow-burn paranormal gay romance contains a bumbling wizard with a big secret, a bewildered human trapped in a strange realm, a dangerous kitty, deadly fog, and a star-studded HEA that will make you smile. 46,000 words or 184 pages.
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Chapter One
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One moment Skye Killoran stood in a mirror-lined gym, the next he found himself in a cramped room stuffed with books, crystals, and candles. The stench of burning herbs and the tang of spilled blood filled the air, making him gag. He stood in the middle of a black pentagram with occult symbols dotting each of the five points. 

“Well, now, you’re not a seven-foot-tall demon, are you?”

Across from him stood a wizard wearing a midnight blue robe, complete with a pointy hat. He also had a long white beard and a staff with a gleaming crystal at the tip.

“Where am I?” Skye asked.

Instead of answering, the wizard turned to the ornate stand beside him. It held one massive book, opened toward the end. Muttering, he ran a gnarled finger over the pages. 

“Hello?” 

Still muttering, the wizard flicked his hand as if to silence him while he continued to scan the pages.

Skye raised his voice and asked again, “Where am I?”

“Silence, you.” The wizard didn’t even look up. 

Was he dreaming? Hallucinating? He’d really pushed hard on that last set of bench presses. Maybe he’d blown out an artery in his brain and this was some kind of weird dream before he died.

Funny that he’d pick something like this for his last fantasy. He’d never played Dungeons & Dragons, but his brother had been obsessed with all things related to the role-playing game. Not only did he dress up to play, but he also had a collection of little figurines and six different sets of dice. 

“Aha!” The wizard thrust one finger into the air while thumping his staff against the wooden floor hard enough that Skye felt vibrations below his feet. “Dogsbane can only be substituted for wolfsbane if the moon is new!” He strode over to a chart on the wall, peering intently for several moments while counting on the tips of his fingers. “Damn you, moon!” He shook his staff at the ceiling and presumably the moon beyond. “One more day and it would have worked.”

“What would have worked?” Skye asked.

“A whole night and three pieces of gold wasted.”

“Would you please—”

The wizard finally turned his full attention on him. Skye wished he hadn’t. His riveting eyes were the color of a violent sea, the kind of eyes that seemed able to flay Skye alive. Before Skye could speak, one end of the man’s mouth curled up in a snarl, showing off tobacco-stained teeth.

“What are you?” The wizard leveled his staff and poked Skye with the crystal end. “Answer me, foul one. What are you?”

“I’m Skye.”

“You are not the sky.”

“My name is Skye.” 

He leaned closer as if to get a better look at him but not so close that Skye could grab him. Not that he would. Who knew what kind of magic the man was capable of?

“Are you a misshapen dwarf? A half-ling who had his ears altered? An oversize vampire?”

“I’m human.”

“Bah!” He poked him again, right in the belly button. “Humans are a myth!”

“I’m not a—hey! Stop poking me.” 

“I will stop when you tell me true!” 

Skye considered himself a patient guy, but even he had his limits. When the wizard kept on jabbing the staff into his stomach and demanding to know what he was, Skye grabbed the staff and pushed back on it, sending the old man flying into the nearest bookcase.

Tomes both large and small rained down, striking the wizard and squashing his hat.

Skye rushed to his side. He’d only wanted him to stop prodding him with the staff. He’d not wanted to injure him. 

“Are you okay?” Skye lifted him to his feet then wrapped his arm around his waist and carry-walked him over to a padded chair.

Crouching down in front of him, Skye held up two fingers. “How many fingers am I holding up?”

Instead of answering, the dazed expression on the wizard’s face cleared like clouds departing to reveal a blue sky. He jerked back and demanded, “How did you escape the circle?” 

“I just walked out.”

“What are you?”

“Let’s not start up with that again.” Skye glanced around, hoping to find water or something to help the old man recover. He saw colorful gourds and rows of dried herbs on strings above a desk but nothing—there. Hurrying over, he grabbed the cup then returned to the wizard’s side. “Here. Drink this.”

“What is—this is rinse water!” He threw the liquid in Skye’s face then set the cup aside. 

After wiping what appeared to be clear water away, Skye took a deep breath and managed to say without yelling, “I’m only trying to help you.”

“Then tell me what you are.”

“I did.” Skye used the edge of the wizard’s robe to blot the rest of the water from his face. “You didn’t believe me.”

“Bah!” The wizard yanked his robe out of Skye’s hand.

“Maybe I should poke you in the stomach until you tell me what you are.” Skye rose and put his hands on his hips. “How would you like that?”

“I am a wizard!”

Skye didn’t know a lot about mythical races, but he knew wizard was a profession. “That’s not a race.”

“It is so.”

“It is not.”

“It is so.”

Instead of playing at an endless round of so/not, Skye shifted tactics. “Why did you summon me?”

“I have need of a demon.”

“For what?”

“What else?” He lifted his withered hands upward as if the answer were obvious. 

Skye waited for him to go on, but he just sat there, glaring. “Okay, look.” Skye knelt down instead of looming over the poor old man. “At this point, I don’t care anymore. Whatever your deal is, whatever you needed a demon for, it doesn’t matter to me.”

The wizard drew in a great breath and extended his finger as if to launch into a tirade but Skye cut him off.

“The point is, you didn’t get what you wanted, right?”

“This is so.”

“Then just send me back.”

“Send you back?”

“Yeah. Send me back where you got me from.” Skye imagined that after a few shakes of his magic wand or whatever, he’d be right back at the gym. He’d hit the showers then head home for another dismal night of scrolling through his phone, looking for something—anything—to take his mind off being alone.

“How can I send you home when I don’t know where I got you from?” His bushy eyebrows rose in triumph. “You didn’t think of that, now, did you?”

“I told you.” Skye spoke loudly and slowly. “I am a human. You took me from Earth.”

“Earth.” He laughed so hard he had a coughing fit.

Skye helped him lean forward then lightly clapped his back.

“Get off me, you foul beast!” The wizard shoved him with surprising strength, knocking Skye halfway across the room and right onto his ass. “I don’t need help from the likes of you.”

“Fine!” Screw trying to be a nice guy. “I was just trying to help you, old man.”

That made the wizard straighten up. “Old man?” He rolled his eyes then uttered an exasperated sigh. “Nothing but a glamour spell.”

“A what?” Skye got to his feet, but he moved back when the wizard started waving his hands around. White light and silver glitter gathered over his fingers, getting bigger and brighter.

Right before his very eyes, the withered old wizard turned into a handsome young man. Instead of a stringy white beard, he had a smooth mustache and trim facial hair. Longish blond-streaked hair lifted over his head then fell back, giving him the appearance of a sun-kissed surfer, or maybe one of those wannabe folk singers who hung out in the park near his apartment. In the blink of an eye, he’d turned from an annoying old guy into a totally banging sex god.

Skye wished he was wearing anything other than clinging sweatpants and strappy jock-style underwear.

“Glamour,” he said, waving his hand as if it hardly mattered. He rose and removed his midnight blue cloak, revealing a simple beige shirt, brown breeches, and surprisingly sexy bare feet. “No one trusts a young wizard.”

From what seemed a million years ago, Skye remembered his brother saying something similar to one of his friends. Digging deep into that memory, Skye pulled up a tidbit that he hoped would make him sound knowledgeable. “Wizards are supposed to be old,” Skye said.

The wizard lifted one brow.

“It takes a long time to learn all those spells.” Skye remembered his brother saying something else, that even new magical characters were made old...something, something, something. When he remembered, Skye blurted, “Except for elves. They’re born with magic.”

“Hah!” The wizard tossed his head back. “Elves are as mythical as humans.”

After a long moment spent trying to center himself, desperately trying to grasp not only where he was but when he was, Skye asked, “Humans and elves are mythical but wizards, dwarves, and demons are real?”

“Is stating the obvious your strongest skill?” He’d lost the ancient appearance but kept the I-know-everything-because-I’m-old attitude. “If it is, you’re of no use to me.”

“Gee, what a bummer.” Skye allowed sarcasm to drip heavily from his voice. “My goal in life is being of use to you.” 

The wizard narrowed his eyes. “I could kill you where you stand.”

“Same.” Skye couldn’t, but the wizard didn’t know that. Psyching out an opponent was a time-honored sports tradition. 

“What does that mean?” His frown deepened, turning his handsome face less handsome, which really didn’t make much of dent in the man’s appearance. Skye really wanted the guy’s superior attitude to make him ugly, but it didn’t. If anything, it added to his appeal. Too much time spent around arrogant athletes, probably. 

“Same,” Skye repeated. “I’m saying the same thing to you.”

“You are threatening me?”

“Yep.” Skye injected the one word with supreme superiority. 

The wizard let out what sounded like a long-suffering sigh. “If I have to take the time to untangle the threads of your threat, it’s not really much of a threat, now, is it?”

Rather than answering the question, Skye decided to throw back some shade. “Are long-winded explanations your strongest skill? If they are, I don’t see how you can help anyone.”

Instead of the explosion of anger he expected, a slow and remarkably seductive smile spread across the wizard’s face.

“You have surprising skill with language.”

“So do you.” Skye could give as good as he got, but he’d rather not fight if he didn’t have to.

“I think you will serve me well after all.”

“In what way?” In an instant, the man’s attitude had shifted, but Skye couldn’t get a handle on exactly what he was after now.

“Oh, I can think of several.” His gaze went slowly from the tips of Skye’s shoes to his eyes, with a very long and lingering glance at his crotch.

“Are—are you hitting on me?” Skye tried to figure out how they’d gone from snipping to seduction but had no clue.

“I’m all the way over here.”

“No, I mean...” Skye struggled to find a way to ask without using slang. “Are you trying to seduce me?”

“Would you like that?” he asked, his brows rising and falling like some kind of forehead wink.

“Would you?”

“Dueling questions would leave us standing here all night.” He turned and lifted a gourd, shaking it so that Skye could hear the liquid inside. “Perhaps we should sit?”

“Where?”

“There.” He motioned to the side of the room. Books half buried a small table and two chairs. “We could drink and talk.”

“Talk about what?” Skye would love to take a load off, but he didn’t trust the wizard’s sudden shift in attitude.

“About what we can do for one another.”

“Sex wise?”

Abruptly, he laughed and blushed, upping his sex appeal by a factor of a thousand. “Are you always this bold?”

“When I play, I play hard.”

“I’ll bet you do.” He grabbed two ceramic cups. “Could you clear the table?”

“Sure.” Skye didn’t turn his back on the wizard while moving the books to the floor and pulling the chairs out. “After you.”

“How kind.” He placed the cups and the gourd on the table then sat down.

Skye turned his chair around then straddled it, resting his arms along the backrest.

A brief frown flickered over the wizard’s face. “Mead?”

“What’s mead?”

“Fermented honey water.”

“Sure.” Normally, he didn’t drink during training, but he wasn’t going to make his next game if he didn’t find a way to get home so it didn’t really matter right now. 

The wizard poured a golden yellow liquid into the two cups then nudged one toward Skye.

“Thanks.”

“Shacaam.” He lifted his cup as if in salute, then consumed it in one swallow.

“Shacaam,” Skye echoed, hoping the word was some kind of toast and not a curse. He lifted the cup to his face and almost choked. It smelled like watered down jet fuel. 

The wizard watched him, one eye narrowed, judging him.

Skye sipped and swallowed, forcing himself not to react. He’d never been very good at poker, but he knew how to keep his face neutral. 

“More?” He lifted the gourd.

“Not just now.” Skye kept his cup in his hands, toying with the rim by rubbing his finger around and around. “What’s your name?”

“I didn’t introduce myself?” He poured another shot of the ghastly liquid into his cup.

“You did not.”

“I am Maddock the Wise.” He offered a modified bow then tossed back his drink.

“Is that your real name or your character name?”

“My what?” 

Too late, Skye realized the question made him sound stupid. “Maddock.”

“Maddock the Wise.”

“I need to use your full name every time I talk to you?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then you have to use mine.”

“You said your name was Skye.”

“That’s just the short version of my name.” Skye dipped his finger in the cup then traced around the rim.

Maddock’s gaze dropped to his finger then returned to his eyes. “Tell me your full name.”

Skye opened his mouth to comply then reconsidered at the last second. He remembered his brother telling him that the only way someone could curse you was if they knew your full name. Whenever their mother got furious with them, she would bellow their first, middle, and last names like a swear. His brother said that was why smart people never shared their middle names.

“Well?” Maddock asked.

The longer Skye hesitated, the more Maddock’s gaze bounced between his swirling finger and his eyes, and the darker his lips and cheeks became.

Just before he opened his mouth to ask again, Skye cut him off and said, “Skye Killoran.”

Blood drained from Maddock’s face. He moved back and poured himself another drink but didn’t drain the cup. Instead, he clenched it in his fist and nodded.

“Something wrong?” Skye asked.

“Of course not.” Maddock tightened his hold on the cup until his fingers turned white. “Everything is perfectly fine, perfectly fine.”

Somehow, without even trying, Skye had made his situation a million times worse. 
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Chapter Two
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A Killoran. He’d summoned a Killoran. Merciful Gods, save him now!

Maddock had had spells fail—spectacularly so—but never had one seem to fail then turn out to be a blessing in disguise. Only, if he couldn’t keep control over the Killoran, it could very well turn on him. 

“Something’s wrong.” Skye leaned a little closer. “Something to do with my name.”

Was it a test? Perhaps. Maddock wanted to drain the entire gourd dry but refrained. A cup or two to calm his frayed nerves had seemed a fine idea. Strong drink compelled some to talk more than they usually did. But that only worked if the person actually drank. Skye had sipped then fondled the mug. Watching him rub the rim of the cup had a strange effect on him, something that couldn’t be attributed to either the drink or to the power inherent in Killorans.

Still, Maddock had to say something, and he had to say it soon. The last thing he needed was for this beast to become enraged.

“A name is just that. A name.” Maddock turned and considered the nearest books. Where was the one with information on summoned creatures? 

“I should have told you my full name.”

“Full name?” Maddock turned his attention back to Skye.

“Yeah.” Skye stroked around the rim of his cup again, distracting Maddock from his desire to learn more about binding summoned creatures. “I am called Killoran the Bold.”

“Bold?”

“There is little that I fear.”

With a massive chest, powerful muscles fairly bulging all over, and an impressive height, Maddock could certainly understand why. He also found himself vacillating between fear and desire. He’d always heard that Killorans terrified all with their appearance, but since no one had actually seen one in recorded time, perhaps the idea of what terrified people had been different back then. 

“Do you fear me?” The Killoran asked.

Turning to the diplomacy of a bard, Maddock evenly offered, “I respect the power you wield.”

“Same.”

Did the Killoran fear him? Maddock refused to let himself think this monster dreaded anyone or anything. Maddock would have suspected a glamour spell to make the beast more palpable to him, but he’d jabbed him repeatedly with the crystal of his staff. Any such surface magic would have fallen away. This, what sat across from him now, was the monster’s true form.

Yet, he wasn’t a monster.

Could that be part of what conveyed the fear of these beasts, that they appeared so very much like ordinary creatures? If not for the unpointed ears, one could easily imagine the beast as an overgrown vampire or perhaps a half-ling. 

Maddock found his gaze going back to that gently swirling finger, the one that made him think of that type of touch on his body, then yanked his gaze to the creature’s face.

He needed a test. He needed to see if he had control over his summoned beast. Despite the fact the Killoran had broken the circle, Maddock might still hold sway over him.

He put his hands under the table then flicked his fingers toward the creature, urging him to drink.

Nothing happened.

Only, Maddock didn’t think that was a fair test. He’d already shown he didn’t like the taste of the mead. 

He flicked his fingers again, urging him to scratch at his cheek.

The monster’s hands stayed where they were. His cheek didn’t so much as twitch.

Maddock sighed and lifted his drink, sipping lightly to buy himself more time. He didn’t want to become any more inebriated than he already was. He needed to think of what to do. If he had the power to return this creature from whence he came, he would, but he couldn’t. The magic spell he’d found summoned but couldn’t send. He’d never heard of an incantation that could send a demon away. Usually, when a wizard finished with his need of such a creature, he simply released it from his hold. But that was for demons. What if releasing a Killoran allowed it free rein to kill all it saw? 

Although, if things became dire, he could cast him away into the nothingness. He would ready the spell and use it as a last resort.

“Would you like something else to drink?” Maddock offered.

“Water?”

“Of course.” Maddock rose and retrieved the larger gourd and a fresh cup. He placed it before the Killoran and poured. 

“Thank you.”

Maddock nodded. Would a true hell beast show such manners? He thought not. He’d expected a drooling fiend that he would have to keep chained in the lowest chamber of the tower, but this...well, this changed everything.

A new idea sparked a sudden burst of joy. Maddock could write of what he’d uncovered. He could change the view of the world with his teachings. He envisioned a life of travel from village to village, showing all peoples, far and wide, the truth behind the myth of Killorans.

Only, before he did that, he had to complete the quest. Since he had no magical hold by which to control the Killoran, he had to try a different tactic, something he’d never tried before.

“Are you hungry?” Maddock placed the water gourd back on the far desk.

“Starved.”

Spikes of dread stabbed at his spine, trying to make him quiver. Maddock resisted. At least he did for now. “I have some bread and cheese.”

“Got any meat?”

Only that attached to my bones, but Maddock refrained from speaking. He didn’t want to encourage the beast within to rear its ugly head. At least he didn’t want to do that now. Later, when the time was right, he wanted to find the way to turn this creature into an unquenchable monster.

“I have some cured pig in the cellar.”

“Ham?”

“Ham?” Maddock echoed.

“Cured pig as in bacon or ham or—you know what? Never mind. Doesn’t matter. I’ll take it.”

“Take it?”

“Sorry. I mean some cured pig would be good. I’d like that.” The beast picked up his water cup and drained it dry.

“I will go and fetch it, then.” Maddock reached the door but the Killoran appeared right behind him. “How—how did you do that?”

“Do what?”

“You...” Maddock swallowed hard. He’d teleported. Clearly, the information he had about Killorans was all wrong. If he lived long enough, he’d correct the entry in the Big Book. If he didn’t, well, someone else would have that dubious honor.

“I should go with you.”

“There is no need.” Maddock found himself dangerously close to the monster he’d summoned. His muscles seemed bigger and his scent oddly familiar. “I can go alone.”

“You shouldn’t have to go by yourself.” The Killoran took a half step closer, compressing the breathing space of the entire room until Maddock feared he’d fall to the floor, gasping for air. “What if some fiend came and tried to hurt you?”

“I would smite him with my magic.”

“Better that I smite him with my fists.”

“Have you no blade?”

“No.”

“You are a Killoran without a weapon?” The words slipped from his mouth before he could stop to think.

“You drew me here without one.” His eyes, his oddly warm and friendly eyes, swept over Maddock’s face then stilled upon his lips for a long time before meeting his eyes again. “You didn’t want me to hurt you.”

Unable to think of a response, Maddock said the first thing he thought of. “Same.”

The Killoran frowned. “I don’t understand what you’re saying to me.”

“Does it matter?” Maddock laughed and then turned toward the door, pushing it open and moving down the steps as swiftly as he could without running. The torches placed against the walls roared to life as he neared, lighting the way.

“That’s a cool trick.”

“What?” Maddock continued moving at a fair clip, keeping his hand against the wall to maintain his balance. 

“Having the torches light as you get closer. On Earth, we have the same thing.”

Maddock stopped and turned. “Your kind can make magic?”

“Well, some of us can.” He smiled. “They call them motion-sensitive lights. Someone comes up to the porch and the light will turn on for them. Pretty sweet when it’s late and you’re trying to fit your key into the door.”

“You live in houses?” 

“Yeah,” the beast said slowly, lifting one brow. “Where else would we live?”

“Under—” Maddock cut himself off. He shook his head and continued down the stairs. Could every last thing written about these creatures be wrong? His mind reeled. How could he find a way to control a beast he knew nothing about? 

“Under what?”

“Under a tree.” It was the only thing Maddock could think of that wouldn’t sound derogatory. 

“I’d love to sleep that way, but I don’t know about all the rest of it. Showering and, well, you know.”

“Of course.” Maddock had no idea but felt no need to ask. 

In the cellar, he gathered the cured pig, a larger loaf of bread, and a big hunk of cheese. Since mead was not to his liking, he offered lager.

“It has been aging for quite some time.”

“Water is fine.”

Maddock nodded. “Is there anything else you see that you want?”

He took his time considering the items in the room then his incisive gaze landed on Maddock once more. He smiled while working his attention up and down Maddock’s frame.

“I’m not very good,” Maddock managed to squeak. 

“What?”

“You wouldn’t like the taste of me.”
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