
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Oops! Grim Reaper

(Accidental Mates, Book 12)

by Anitra Lynn McLeod

Copyright 2022 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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Workaholic Mikel Glass has turned a passion for bread making into his livelihood, but he’s also using it to keep himself safe from temptation. When he accidentally summons the Grim Reaper, Mikel must give him a day of simple pleasures before he’ll return to the netherworld. Only, after a day of indulgence with a man like no other, will Mikel be able to let go?



This paranormal gay romance contains a former drug addict so determined to stay sober he’s not really living, a guide who hopes to experience an entire human life in one day, a lot of eating, kissing, and other earthly delights, and a twist of fate that ends with a powerful HEA. 40,000 words or 160 pages.
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Chapter One
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Before the people who lived in Lonesome Pine even thought about waking up, Mikel Glass had been hard at work for over an hour. Sweat beaded across his brow as he kneaded a fresh batch of sourdough. His shop, The Bread Guy, had a long list of daily orders for the local restaurants in addition to what he sold directly, but he also had the community extras that very few knew about. Mostly, Mikel liked to keep himself occupied with wholesome activities. He’d had enough unwholesome ones to last a lifetime.

Once he had the by-hand batch kneaded to elastic perfection, he placed it in an oiled bowl, flipped it to cover the dough completely with oil, and then placed a damp dishtowel over the top. He moved the bowl to a colder spot in the bakery to give the dough a long, slow rise that would enhance the flavor.

Next, he turned off the mechanical mixer and checked the elasticity of the mass-produced batch. Calling it good, he placed the dough on the edge of the counter to cut it into portions before he shaped the loaves for the final rise.

To keep it from sticking, he dusted the countertop with flour. Then, remembering the finger paintings he’d seen when he’d dropped off bread to the school yesterday, Mikel stroked his finger through the flour. He didn’t draw anything in particular, just random curves and hard angles while thinking about having someone to share his life with. He had a solid life now, a happy and healthy life, but he wanted a partner. Only, he didn’t think that would ever happen for him. Not with his past. When he finished playing with his finger in the flour, he sighed loud and long, then slapped his palm over the sketch, obliterating his masterpiece.

A crack of lightning boomed in the small shop, careening him backward into the deck oven. Breathless, he slumped down to the floor.

“What the hell was that?” Shaking, Mikel got to his feet, thankful he hadn’t turned the smaller oven on yet or he most certainly would have gotten burned. He brushed the flour off his pale grey T-shirt then lifted his gaze to discover a hooded figure standing in the lobby. His shabby black cloak covered him completely but for the skeletal hand that clutched a gleaming scythe.

“Oh, God.” Mikel had given death plenty of thought when he’d been younger. With his suicidal tendencies, he’d practically chased his own demise by chemical means, but he’d traded all that in for a small, simple, and surprisingly happy life. 

After all this time, it seemed the Grim Reaper had come for him.

While Mikel stood there, shocked beyond comprehension, his gaze riveted to the skeletal hand clutching the shaft of the deadly scythe, flesh layered over the reaper’s finger bones until it formed a man’s hand with square-cut nails and bronzed skin. 

Lifting his gaze, Mikel discovered a half-shadowed face with a scruffy beard and just the hint of a smile over reddish lips.

A joke. It had to be a joke. Only, it wasn’t April Fools or anywhere close to Halloween. It was June, for crying out loud. The high altitude of Lonesome Pine meant it was still cool, but most of the snow had melted and wildflowers had run riot throughout the village.

Regaining his composure, Mikel asked, “Who are you?” He did his best to calm his pounding heart. He had a dozen other questions, such as how the hell had the man gotten in when the damn door was locked, not to mention what the fuck had caused that flash of lightning that—he took a quick look around—hadn’t damaged anything other than his pride by sending him ass over teakettle. “Well?” Mikel demanded. 

“I am...” he said in a gravelly voice before he trailed off and coughed. “I am not sure.” Now his voice sounded smoky, like something right out of one of Mikel’s late-night fantasies. “I have never had meat on my bones.”

Despite his apprehension, Mikel’s mind went right to the dirty side. Pushing the idea of ‘meat on his bones’ aside, Mikel asked, “Is this a joke?”

“I do not think so.” He spoke slowly, tilting his head to the side as if thinking about what he would say. “Who are you?”

“This isn’t funny.” Mikel brushed his hands clean on the apron around his waist. “I don’t know how you got in here, or how you made that flash of lightning, but—” his rant died in his mouth when the man pulled back his hood to reveal a dangerously handsome face. Dark slightly curly hair, dark eyes, and just the beginnings of a mischievous smile. All of it combined made Mikel think of things the polar opposite of death. Things like kissing, laughing, and—

The man kept right on pushing his cloak from his head until it slipped down over his shoulders, off his arms, even the one still holding the scythe, and then pooled at his feet.

Bare naked and built like a male model, the man commanded Mikel’s undivided attention. He matched Mikel in height but had the advantage of youth with sharply defined muscles and dark chest hair that led Mikel’s gaze right down to—Mikel pressed his lips together. The upper half was male model but the lower half was all porn star. 

Struggling to focus, Mikel lifted his attention to the man’s eyes. There, he found a strange innocence. Not naivety, but an artlessness. His expression was that of a man who would be hard-pressed to even think of a prank, let alone act one out.

“Is this—oh, lordy.” Insight hit with a breath-stealing blow, forcing Mikel to gulp for air. “Did Mrs. Tennyson start her strip-o-gram business?” Mikel had chalked up her chatter to the ramblings of an elderly woman with a twisted sense of humor.

Instead of answering him, the man gazed down at himself, touching his body as if he’d never seen it before. If he really hadn’t had meat on his bones as he’d said, then it would make sense he’d be curious about his body. God knew Mikel was. At forty-five, he might be too old for the man, but he could still appreciate the beauty of the male form. 

Of course, he generally indulged his appreciation at home with the drapes closed, not at his glass-front shop where anyone could see right in and take a gander with him. 

“You have to get dressed and go.” Interesting as the man was, Mikel had a reputation to protect and people to feed. “I need to get back to work.

“Work?” He lifted his head, pinning Mikel with that guileless gaze that made him feel like a bully for even raising his voice.

“Work,” Mikel repeated, keeping his tone firm. “If you’re here to reap my soul, then get it over with or go away and let me get back to it.” Rudeness had been easy for him to step into when he’d been younger, especially when he’d been high, but right now he thought it might be the only way to put an end to whatever in the hell this was.

“I’m not here to reap you.” He gazed at Mikel, head tilted. “Your lifeline is still very strong.” He frowned. “Or it was when I entered.”

“Lifeline?” Mikel thought of the palm reader at the county fair, the one who’d told him he’d meet a nice lady and get married soon. It had taken untold strength not to laugh at her prediction, but he’d managed. He’d even found the strength to thank her without so much as a smirk. Ever since, whenever he saw her in town, and she gave him an inquisitive lifted brow, he gave her a softly disappointed headshake.

“I cannot see it anymore.” His frown deepened, which somehow highlighted his lips, pulling Mikel’s gaze there. “But when I entered and saw you, I thought to myself that it was strange for me to be here when you still have many grains of sand.”

“Grains of sand?” Mikel echoed. “As in an hourglass, meaning more time?”

“Yes.” He smiled. “How did you know?”

“The myth of the Grim Reaper is pretty common.” Mikel had seen at least three vans featuring a reaper with a scythe in one hand and an hourglass in the other. 

“I do not know why they call me grim.” He plunked his hand on his hip, drawing Mikel’s gaze to his astonishingly big yet still soft cock. “I am happy in my work.”

“Maybe they say that because you’re usually a skeleton.” Even stoned out of his mind, Mikel had never had a conversation this strange.

“I had not thought of that,” he said, nodding. “One cannot smile without lips.” His gaze settled on Mikel’s mouth. “You have very nice lips.”

“Likewise.” The comment popped out of Mikel’s mouth before he could stop it. Tit for tat flirting came automatically to him despite his years in dry dock. 

“Thank you.” He smiled and then frowned. “I shouldn’t be here.”

“That’s what I’m saying.” Mikel offered a joyless smile. “You should put your robe back on and get back to, well, whatever it is you do.”

“I reap souls.” His gaze shifted to his scythe. “Or I did.”

“Did, as in past tense?”

“I cannot reap what I cannot see.” 

When he riveted his gaze onto Mikel again, Mikel flushed with awareness. Something about this man called to him. Probably the pheromones—crazy pheromones, as opposed to the regular kind. Before he’d sobered up, he’d been a crazy-dude magnet. The more fucked up the guy, the more likely Mikel would be attracted to him. But that was years ago. Mikel had been on the straight and narrow for over a decade, and he was going to stay on his virtuous path no matter how hot some nutty guy was. If nothing else, he’d learned the power of not sticking his dick in crazy. 

“When I hold my scythe, I don’t feel the call that I’ve always felt.”

The question, ‘what call?’ hung on the tip of Mikel’s tongue, but he held back. Engaging in more conversation with this man would just keep the situation going. What he had to do was be cold and clear that the man had to move on. 

“That’s unfortunate for you, but, like I said, I’ve got things to do.”

“What things?”

Even though it should be obvious to the thickest dunderhead, Mikel kept his tone even and said, “Making bread.”

A timer went off. 

“Don’t touch anything,” Mikel said, lifting his hand as if to hold the man off. Turning away without completely turning his back on him, Mikel pulled on thick oven mitts then pulled sheets of loaves out of the back oven and placed them on a rolling rack where they could cool.

“Can I have some?”

Mikel closed the oven door, wondering if that was the point of all of this. Some weird con to get free bread. He sure as hell hoped not. He’d hate to think people thought he was so stingy they had to go to this extreme. Still, he didn’t want to say no, not when giving him some bread might be just the thing to send him on his way.

“Sure.” Pulling a loaf over to the cutting area, he cut off the ends. He got butter from the walk-in and a knife from the free-sample area. 

While he slathered butter over each piece, the reaper licked his lips in frank anticipation.

Mikel placed each piece on a paper napkin before handing one to him. “Careful, it’s hot.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” Mikel took the other piece for himself then lifted it and said, “To your good health.” 

“To your good health,” he echoed, then took a bite. “Oh! That’s hot.” Instead of spitting it out, he opened his mouth wide and breathed around it until it cooled. Closing his eyes, he chewed thoughtfully, then swallowed and smiled. “You made this?”

“Fresh bread every morning but Sunday.” It was his unofficial slogan.

“Is this what you were doing before I arrived?” he asked. “Making bread?”

“I was getting ready to shape some loaves.” Mikel gestured to the flour-covered countertop. Most of the flour had blown away when he’d done his lightening trick, but the strange design Mikel had made with his finger remained, probably because of the oil on his fingertips from the hand-kneaded dough. 

“You drew this?” He pointed to the design made dark by the outline of white flour.

“Yeah. So?”

“A sigil.” 

“A what now?”

“A sigil. It’s a symbol with magical power.”

“Power to do what?”

“To summon me.” 

Mikel’s patience had reached its end. “Okay, look. I really don’t have time for whatever game it is you’re playing. If you want some free bread, I’ll happily give you a couple of loaves.” Mikel found it easier to concentrate now that the man stood closer. The countertop covered up a good portion of his body, especially the extremely interesting part between his legs.

“I would enjoy more of your bread, but this is not a game. I am summoned when one is near death so that I can guide the soul to the everafter. Only, you are not near death and I am now covered in flesh, which means—” he gazed down at the sigil. “You made me flesh.”

“I did, did I?” Mikel injected more disbelief into his voice than he ever had at any other time in his life.

“Yes.” In contrast, the reaper filled his voice and face with such intense earnestness Mikel almost believed him. He had to forcefully remind himself the man was crazy. 

“Well, that would explain why you’re so much my type, then, wouldn’t it?” Mikel had to give it to the guy. He played his part to the hilt.

Clearly hurt by Mikel’s condescending tone, he frowned and said, “You made me flesh and made me your mate.”

“Mate?” 

“As in we are bound to one another until death does us part.”

Poleaxed for a second, Mikel regained his composure and laughed. “Well, then it’s a good thing you’re death. You can just use your slice-n-dice there to cut us apart.”

He recoiled as if burned then rallied with a spark of anger stripping the innocence from his gaze. “I am not death.”

Mikel moved back a bit, hoping to get far enough away that the scythe wouldn’t be able to reach him. 

“I don’t kill,” he insisted, barely controlling his fury. “I simply cut the last thread a soul has to this material plane and then I escort them to their everafter.”

“Heaven?” Mikel asked before he could remind himself not to wind up the crazy man any more than he already had. 

“If that’s what they believe, then that’s where they go.”

“You mean they go to wherever they think they will?” Nutter or not, the man did have some interesting ideas about his assumed role. 

“Of course.” Confusion ate the rage off his face. “Why would I take a soul to an everafter he doesn’t believe in?”

“I don’t know. But I don’t think most people realize they get to pick.” Mikel considered for a moment. “So if I believed I was destined to go to hell, is that where I’d go?”

“If that’s where you wanted to go, then yes.”

“It’s not a matter of wanting. It’s more that I believe that no matter how much good I do, I can’t ever make up for all the bad I’ve done.”

Concern widened his eyes. “I do not think you deserve to go to hell.”

“You don’t know me.”

“I knew you—intimately knew you—once you summoned me here.” He paused for a moment, holding Mikel’s gaze. “I saw you clearly before the flesh came and took away my spectral sight.”

“You see better without eyes?” Mikel tried to sound flippant but from the way the man looked at him, he figured he came across as more curious than dismissive.

“Spectral sight is all-knowing. Human sight is bound by the physical world.” He washed his gaze over Mikel, making him feel suddenly undressed. “A pleasant exterior can hide a foul nature, but in your case, you only think your core is rotten.”

“Whatever you say.” Instead of arguing about the state of his core, Mikel turned to more practical matters. “I really have to get back to work.” His gaze jumped to the clock. “This has been a barrel of fun, but you have to get dressed and go, okay? Padre is going to be here any minute.”

“A padre?”

“Everyone calls him Padre, like it’s his name, but—never mind. That’s not important right now. He’s going to wonder what the hell is going on if he shows up and there’s a naked man in my shop holding a scythe.” More likely than not, Padre would call the police, especially if he thought Mikel was in any kind of danger. 

“It would be better to have me dressed in my cloak?”

“Well, yeah. Better than bare. Not by much, but here we are.” When the man stood there, staring at him, Mikel said, “Let me hold that while you get dressed.” He reached for the scythe.

“No!” The man yanked it away. “To touch this is to become the reaper.”

“Oh-kay.” Yep, definitely going off the rails on the crazy train. “You hold it while you get dressed.” Mikel couldn’t wait to see how that would work out for him. 

Instead of doing the dance of the impossible, the man leaned the scythe against the wall and pulled the cloak over his head.

“Oh, come on. What is this?” Mikel asked. The cloak, which had been loose enough to flutter in the wind the way a reaper’s cloak should, now clung to the man’s body like a sausage casing. “How did it shrink? Is this another trick?”

“This is no trick. It’s made for one without flesh.”

“It fell off you just minutes ago, but now...” Mikel realized that the man didn’t look as he had when the cloak had fallen to the floor. For lack of a better expression, he’d filled out. Broadened across the shoulders and packed more muscles onto his chest and thighs. Before Mikel could examine him in more detail, a knock at the door jolted him.

Padre stood there, smiling, even when his gaze landed on the reaper. If nothing else, Padre had a real knack for not reacting, at least not outwardly. 

“Don’t say anything.” Mikel came around the counter to let Padre in. “Hey, how you doing?”

“Great. You?”

“Living the good life.” Mikel plastered a smile on his face. “I’ve got everything ready for you.” Mikel pointed to several boxes tucked near the doorway. “I’ll take two if you’ll get the other two.”

“Sure.” Padre considered the reaper. “Little early for Halloween, isn’t it?”

“I’m considering doing holiday promotions. Thought I’d get a jump on things.”

“Oh.” He nodded and smiled at the reaper while stepping out the door with two boxes of bread balanced in his arms.

Outside, Mikel placed the boxes of day-old bread in the back of Padre’s SUV.

“I don’t mean to be that guy, but I think the Grim Reaper is supposed to have a flowing robe.”

“Mix up with the costume store.” Mikel shook his head. “You know how it is. Anything that can go wrong usually does.”

“Oh.” He nodded then peered into the boxes. He pinched a few loaves through the protective plastic. “You did it again.”

“What?” Mikel asked, playing so stupid he swore he lost brain cells in the process.

“These aren’t a day old.”

“Are too.”

“Mikel.”

“You need bread to feed hungry people. I have bread that I can’t sell. End of story.”

Padre sighed and then smiled, shaking his head ever so slightly. “I don’t know why you have such a hard time getting credit where credit is due.” Padre pulled him into his beefy arms and tried to hug the breath out of him while enveloping Mikel in the scent of Old Spice and pipe tobacco. “Good luck with your holiday promotions.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow morning?”

“I’ll be here.” Grinning, he jumped into the SUV and after another curious glance at the reaper, he backed out of the parking lot and drove away.

Relieved, Mikel returned to the store. All he had to do now was get rid of his visitor, a task much easier said than done.

“You give him bread?”

“Yeah.” Mikel left it at that.

“That’s kind of you.”

Rather than answer, Mikel turned away. “I really need to get moving on making more bread. Hungry people to feed.”

“I will help you.”

“No, you played your prank and now you need to leave.” Mikel put two loaves of bread into a bag. “You can take this with you.”

“Where am I to go?” he asked, genuine panic lacing his voice with a sharp edge that cut Mikel despite his resolve to harden his heart.

Keeping his voice firm, Mikel said, “Well, like the bartender says at two in the morning, ‘You don’t have to go home, but you can’t stay here.’” 
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