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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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Stripped of his magic and yanked from a challenge for the elven throne, Os’vald Drach is furious but also attracted to the human who accidentally summons him. When Os’vald’s brother tries to eliminate him from the competition for good, his mate Sterling vows to protect him, even putting his own life in danger. Will the two find a way to escape or will they perish under his brother’s evil hand?



This paranormal gay romance contains a dedicated neat-freak, an elf prince with a lust for humans, and a magical HEA that will hit your fluffy bone just right. 28,000 words or 112 pages. 
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Chapter One
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Therapeutic finger-painting was supposed to calm Sterling and help him process long-buried emotional trauma. Instead, it amped up his anxiety. Making a deliberate mess of his hands, the paper, and the table seemed the worst idea in the world for a self-avowed neat freak. Sticking his finger in paint had been bad enough but then smearing it everywhere? He literally had to fight back his gag reflex. And no matter what anyone said it wasn’t art, not if the man doing it was in his thirties. 

Yet, despite all this, Sterling fingered paints and smeared his dirty digits over paper for twenty minutes. If his therapist thought this would help, Sterling would suffer through. He’d never tell anyone about it, of course, but it wasn’t like anyone was beating down his door, asking what he was up to.

Finally, the buzzer sounded.

Finished with the exercise, Sterling squished his hand on top of his final design. 

A blinding flash of light knocked him out of his chair and halfway across the dining room. 

When he righted himself, he found, on the other side of the table, a little violet-blue man with pointed ears. A surprisingly attractive little violet-blue man with pointed ears and long silky black hair.

“Who has dared to summon Os’vald Drach?” For a little thing, he had a surprisingly booming voice. When his green-eyed gaze landed on Sterling, he extended one long, slender finger and bellowed, “You!”

“Not me,” Sterling squeaked. He hated confrontation almost as much as he hated messes. Right now, he had plenty of both.

“I will make you rue the day you dared to try to harness the power of an elf!” Os’vald lifted his arms and crossed his wrists. Three times he clanged the metal gauntlets he wore together while saying something in a musical language.

Sterling had seen enough movies to know he was a dead man. Whatever power the little guy had it was about to blow him out of this world and into the one beyond. All the worries that had plagued Sterling seemed so impossibly stupid he wondered how he’d become concerned with them in the first place. Gritting his eyes closed, he hoped at least his ending would be quick and clean.

When nothing happened, Sterling opened one eye.

Muttering darkly in his musical language, Os’vald clinked his metal wrist gauntlets together in sets of three. Nothing continued to happen, which made the little man bang them together harder and harder. 

“What have you done, human?” Os’vald demanded, glaring at him with eyes that seemed dangerous enough to rip the skin right off him.

“Nothing.” Sterling stayed crouched behind the dining room chair.

“Nothing?” Os’vald’s voice rose along with his sleek black eyebrows.

“Nothing intentional,” Sterling amended. Clearly, Sterling had done something, but he had no idea what, exactly.

“Why are you covered in the colors of the rainbow?”

“I was painting.” Sterling pointed to the row of seven opened containers, hovering on the edge of the table. He reached out to push them more firmly onto the surface.

“Touch nothing!”

Sterling yanked his hand back but when the paints teetered, he couldn’t stop himself from trying to push them away from the edge.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Os’vald bellowed. 

“The paint might fall and—”

“I said touch nothing!” Os’vald smacked the table, causing the conjoined tubs of paint to tumble off the edge and splatter everywhere.

“My floor!” Sterling shot to his feet and grabbed the whole roll of paper towels from the kitchen. He ran back to the dining room and dropped to his knees, trying to scoop up the paint as it oozed from the containers. 

“You will face me, foul human.”

Ignoring him, Sterling struggled to clean up the thick tempura before it stained the light beige vinyl flooring. 

Os’vald came around to Sterling’s side of the table and roared, “I said—”

“Look at the mess you made!” Sterling spared him half a glance before rising and grabbing the garbage can from under the sink then he returned to his knees, wiping up everything as quickly as he could. “If this stains, you’re going to pay for it.”

“I will destroy this entire structure!”

Sterling glanced up in time to see the little man clicking his metal wrist gauntlets together again, but when more nothing happened, Sterling turned his attention back to the floor. If he didn’t get this cleaned up fast, the damage would be permanent. When he went to scoop up the paintings that had been blown back by whatever force had brought the violet-blue man, he wasn’t expecting Os’vald to yank the last drawing away.

“This is what you did?” Os’vald thrust the painting toward Sterling.

“What?” Sterling, despite feeling some kind of danger from Os’vald, couldn’t stop cleaning up. Even if the little man held him at gunpoint, he wouldn’t be able to stop his compulsive cleaning.

“You summoned me with this?” Os’vald shook the painting at him, flinging more droplets of paint onto the floor.

“Stop that!” Sterling tried to pull the painting away from him.

Os’vald yanked it out of his reach. “Tell me, putrid human.”

“I didn’t do anything other than what my therapist told me to do.” Shaking with the need to clean the area, Sterling decided he would just ignore everything until he restored order. That mindset had always worked for him before. No matter the chaos around him, if he could just get things cleaned up and put in order, he could focus.

While the little violet-blue man with the pointed ears screamed at him, Sterling wiped up the floor, washed down the legs of the table, the chair he’d been sitting on, and then got to work cleaning up the walls. Stains. Stains everywhere. No matter how hard he scrubbed the brightly colored paint wasn’t coming out. 

“Must find something to clean it.” Sterling returned to the kitchen and flung open the doors of the cabinet below the sink. Dozens of cleaners greeted his eyes. He pulled each one out and read the information on the back. Not one said it could clean up tempura paint. Frustrated, he took several over and tried them on the vinyl flooring. 

All the while the little violet-blue man watched him, never ceasing from his angry tirade.

When Sterling’s smartphone chimed, he rose to answer but had to take his shoes off first. He refused to track the paint onto the carpet. Neutral beige, cream, and deep brown had seemed like good color choices when he’d purchased his townhome, but now he realized how vulnerable the flooring and walls were to stains.

Unacceptable. 

All of it, totally unacceptable.

Sterling lifted the phone and answered without checking the identity of the caller. “Hello?”

“Sterling? Dr. Madsen here. How did you enjoy the finger painting?”

“Not at all.” Sterling hung up and turned the phone off. He didn’t have time for his therapist right now when he had this mess to contend with.

“Are you listening to me?” Os’vald bellowed.

“No. I’m not. Go.” Sterling pointed toward the front door. “I don’t know how you got here or why you came here but you have to leave.” Sterling went right back to his knees and tried another one of the dozens of cleaners he had tucked under the sink. So far, not one had done a damned thing.

“You brought me here, you worthless human.”

“I didn’t.” 

“You did.” Os’vald waived the painting. “Is this your work?”

“So what if it is?” Sterling put the useless cleaners to the side then opened the cabinet below the sink again, gazing over the rest of the products. One of them had to work on tempera paint stains. Bleach? That seemed extreme. He’d save that for the last option.

“You foolish human.”

“Stop calling me names.”

“I will call you what I will, deceitful human.”

“Fine. Then I will pay you back in kind, you—you—pointy-eared freak. There. How does that feel? Not very nice, is it?” 

“You dare to call me ugly?” Os’vald seemed genuinely shocked.

“I didn’t say that.” Actually, under other circumstances, Sterling might find him quite handsome, but sexual attraction couldn’t get through his obsession for keeping a clean and orderly home. “I just said you had pointed ears.”

“You called me a freak.” Os’vald stepped back as if mortally wounded. He reached up and touched his pointed ears, fiddling with a glittering gemstone at the tip of the right one. “I am not a freak.”

“Then what are you?” Sterling half listened as he read the back of a bottle of cleaner.

“I’m an elf.”

“Uh-huh.” Sterling grabbed a scrubber from the cabinet then dropped to his knees to attack the stains. 

“You should kneel before me.”

Sterling sprayed over the stain then scrubbed, disappointed when the cleaner made no difference. He rose to get another bottle.

“Back on your knees, vulgar human.” Os’vald pointed with one of his surprisingly delicate fingers.

Sick of him, Sterling pointed toward the front door again. “Out.”

“I cannot leave, you silly human.”

“Oh, yes, you can.” Sterling grabbed his arm firmly but not hard enough to hurt him. “I’ll help.”

“Take your foul hand from me!” Os’vald slapped at Sterling’s grip but that didn’t stop him from dragging the elf toward the front door. “I will destroy you!”

“Is that so? Well, you’ll have to do it from outside the house.” Sterling flung open the door.

“Hello, Sterling.” His elderly neighbor from across the street waved and smiled. “Are you going to help me with my leaves?”

“Not right now, Mrs. Devries.” Sterling closed the door and locked it. “You’ll have to go out the back door.”

“I’m not going anywhere!”

“Well, as they say at the bar at closing time, you don’t have to go home, but you can’t stay here.” Sterling kept pulling on Os’vald’s arm all the way to the back door. He opened it and eased the elf onto the stoop. “Out you go.” Sterling closed the door then locked it. “There. Now I can get to cleaning.”

The elf stood in the dining room, right in the spot he’d originally appeared in.

“How did you get back in here?”

“I told you.” Os’vald spoke slowly, anger clipping his words. “I cannot leave.”

“Why not?”

“You summoned me and bound me!”

“I did no such thing.” It finally dawned on Sterling that he’d been so obsessed with cleaning up the paint he’d failed to realize the absolute wonder of summoning an elf. He’d never believed in otherworldly creatures, yet one stood before him. Just as his therapist said, he often missed out on the bigger picture by nitpicking about inconsequential things.

“You did!” Os’vald thrust the last painting Sterling had painted at him. “This! This summoned me and bound me to you.”

“Bound you to me?”

“You stole my magic and made me your mate.”

“I...what?” Sterling’s mouth went dry and his hands shook. Either he was hallucinating or maybe he was going insane. Had he really just been cleaning while an elf stood in his dining room? An angry elf that couldn’t leave because of something he’d done with finger paints?

“When I regain my magic, I will make you pay.”

“Pay?”

“With your life!”

“I have no life!” Sterling yelled back, shocking himself and Os’vald, who jerked backward while crossing his wrists and clanging the gauntlets together.

“I work and come home. That’s it. That’s my life. I am so focused on order that I miss almost everything that happens. I once walked past a burning car, utterly oblivious, because I couldn’t stop fussing over the stain on my tie. I only found out because they put me on the news and someone at work told me.” Sterling took a deep breath and plunged on. “I can’t go to a movie and enjoy myself because I spend the entire time wondering what’s been spilled on the seat I’m sitting on. Eating out? Oh, right. Who knows what they’ve done to the food or the utensils in the back? So I stay at home and stream movies. I make my own food. And I do it all alone because no one in their right mind would want to hang out with a freak like me.” Sterling lifted his hands to the heavens. “So if you want my life, buddy, you can fucking have it!”
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Chapter Two
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Os’vald Drach, heir to the crown, throne, and scepter of the Deep Woods, had stood on the cusp of proving himself worthy of taking his father’s place when he’d suddenly found himself yanked into the human plane. 

Out of twenty-nine siblings, Os’vald’s claim stood the greatest chance of succeeding. He could hit the eye of a crow from a league away with his bow, could cut one petal from a rose by throwing his dagger, and run from one end of the land to the other without stopping. 

Os’vald could read, write, and speak over a dozen languages. Unlike most of his kind, he could travel almost effortlessly between planes while leaving only a tiny ripple, and he could summon powerful magic. 

Only one thing held him back, but with all his other qualities, his father would have to overlook that one thing and name him the successor. He had to. Of course, if Os’vald wasn’t there, he couldn’t become the heir apparent.

It took nary the blink of the eye for him to realize he’d been summoned to the human plane. When he raised his wrists to gather energy to send himself back, nothing happened. Nothing at all. Not so much as a spark. Worse, the human who’d yanked him from the most important event of his life showed more interest in cleaning than him.

On the elf plane, those who did not pay Os’vald the respect he demanded soon found themselves with scorched ears. He wanted to do worse, often threatened to do worse, but killing his future subjects would lead to a short tenure as king. When Os’vald gained the title, he intended to hang onto the position for eons.

But he could hardly do anything about that from here.
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