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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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Camping in the Colorado wilderness, bartender Josh Winters wanted peace and quiet. What he got was a fireball that brought the most vibrant and intriguing man he’d ever met into his life. When the Phoenix claims to be his mate, Josh is thrilled, but before they can be together, they’ll have to survive a deadly group intent on using his mate’s blood to gain immortality. 

This paranormal gay romance contains a lonely wannabe writer, a god determined to break free from his curse, a terrifying cabal desperate to live forever, and a little bit of chaos before a satisfying happily ever after. 39,000 words or 156 pages.
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Chapter One
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Josh Winters had traded in a loud and smoky bar for the great outdoors. When the night got too cold, he started a fire and then turned his back to it so he could keep warm while stargazing. A recent rain, cool night air, and a great distance from the nearest city gave clarity to the night sky that dazzled his eyes. Picking out the major constellations was actually more difficult out here, mainly because all the stars shone brighter. Not that he minded. The names didn’t matter so much when the flickering lights made him remember all those long ago dreams.

At one point, he was going to grow up to be a science fiction writer.

Josh wanted to write stories about intriguing aliens with cool hardware. And he had. Only for himself, but still, he’d enjoyed every moment and thought someday his tales would be good enough to show to someone else. 

Somewhere around the middle of high school he’d started writing about gay aliens interacting with humans. It hadn’t taken long for him to figure out why. Only, he’d resisted the idea all through high school and into his first year of college. When he finally found the courage to come out, he quickly found himself cast out. 

In one fell swoop, he lost his family, his friends, and, eventually, his sense of self.

He’d regained everything by writing.

College had been a struggle too, but it was for everyone. When it was over, he took his degree and moved to Colorado. Unable to find work in his field of study, he spent his nights slinging beers and shots, and spent his mornings sipping coffee and writing stories. He’d never sold a single one, but he kept writing them all the same. 

Tonight, for the first time, he admitted that he wanted an audience. He didn’t need the adulation of millions of readers. Just one. That was all he needed to keep his faith in what he was doing.

“Ouch!” Josh slapped at his neck, killing another mosquito. Either the things didn’t care about the cold air or the fire was attracting them. 

Getting to his feet, he pulled his secret weapon out of the back of his truck. The guy at the camping store had called it a fire bomb. Said it was just like a bath bomb, only for fires. He said it would keep insects at bay for hours and give a little light show too. Intrigued, Josh had bought one. For the fourteen-dollar price tag, the thing had damn well better do something interesting.

He tossed the cantaloupe-sized ball into the center of the fire and then stepped back. After waiting for five minutes, he felt like a damn fool when nothing happened. The guy probably figured most tourists wouldn’t come back to complain and demand a refund. Then again, unless he could fish the thing out of the flames, he’d have nothing to return. 

Annoyed that he’d been scammed, Josh returned to his chair and peered upward. The Milky Way made a bright star-cloud streak across the sky, reminding him how small he was compared to the vast universe.

Would he live long enough to meet an alien? That would be cool. Even if the alien wasn’t gay and didn’t sex him up the way he’d always fantasied about, it would still be epic.

He heard a crackling pop and smelled sage and pine. Intrigued, he turned around and watched as small sparks, like little chunks of sparklers, flared briefly to life around the outer shell of the fire bomb. Seemed all it needed was some time to get going. When the sparks got bigger, he moved his chair back, thankful he’d set up the fire ring on a clear patch of ground.

Multicolored puffs of smoke rose along with the smell of more herbs, most of which he couldn’t identify, but he thought they smelled good all the same. Just when he thought the fire bomb had done all it was going to do, a huge whoosh pulled all the air around the campsite toward the fire while a tower of flames shot into the night sky. 

“Fucking-A!” Josh staggered back. Guess the guy wasn’t lying that it put on one hell of a show.

When the curls of smoke spread to the sides like wings then burst into flames, he thought he was hallucinating. For the life of him, the thing floating above his campsite looked like a fire angel. Massive flaming wings held the creature aloft then lowered him until his feet touched the ground. The wings folded around his body then disappeared until a grown man—a very human one at that—walked right out of the fire.

Only, instead of facing him, the fire angel faced the road.

Josh stood there too stunned to do anything other than stare at the fire angel’s backside. His naked backside. A long time ago, he’d heard someone use the phrase “sublime buttocks” when referring to another man’s ass. Josh thought of it now. The man had the most perfect ass he’d ever seen, and he’d seen a hell of a lot of them on the internet. Not so many in real life, but this man’s perfection made up for that. Hell, if this was the last ass Josh would ever see live and in-person, he’d consider himself a lucky, lucky man.

For a long time, the angel stood there on the other side of the fire. Josh wanted to say something but had no idea what. Maybe this was part of the fire bomb show. Then again, that seemed a little farfetched. How could they even make something like this happen? A hologram? Some newfangled computer thing he’d never heard of? Whatever it was it looked pretty damn real.

When the man turned toward him, Josh’s gaze went right to the good stuff. When his eyes widened with a combination of appreciation and shock, he forced himself to keep his gaze above the angel’s shoulders. Computer generated or not, the angel was built like a workout-obsessed athlete with the cock of a porn star. 

As subtly as he could, Josh pinched his own leg. Ouch! Yeah, he was awake. 

“Who are you?” the angel asked, his husky voice doing things to Josh that made him feel like a very bad boy.

“I’m Josh.” Josh lifted his hand to his chest to indicate himself then pointed and asked, “Who are you?”

“I’m...” he tilted his head and trailed off. “I don’t remember.”

“No?” Josh hoped his voice sounded stronger to the angel than it did to him.

“Not presently, no.”

“What do you remember?” Despite the pinch, Josh began to suspect he’d fallen asleep and this was just one of his strange dreams, the kind he got all excited about until he tried to turn them into stories and got stuck halfway through.

“I don’t know.” A delicate frown altered his features but didn’t make him ugly. If anything, he now had a perfect pensive face, like a concerned guardian angel. In a flash, the worry vanished and wonder brightened his features to the point Josh couldn’t help but smile when the angel exclaimed, “What big trees!”

Sixty- to eighty-foot pines encircled the campsite but stood well back from the hill, giving Josh a great view of the sky.

“And the stars! Oh, what a sight.” He clasped his hands, one atop another, against his powerful chest then smiled up at the heavens.

“That’s why I came here.” Josh glanced at the sky then back at the angel. “To look at the stars.”

“Are they always this bright?”

“Not always.” Josh took a step toward him, toward the fire, but then stopped. He didn’t want to frighten the angel away. “We had a hard rain earlier.”

“What does that have to do with the far-away lights of other worlds?” He asked without taking his gaze off the sky.

“The rain pulled all the dust out of the air.” Josh loved Colorado more than any other place he’d ever lived, but the major drawback was an overabundance of dust. “Once the stuff gets airborne, the only thing that knocks it down is a good, long, hard rain.” Josh blushed at his own words. He just couldn’t seem to get sex out of his head. Then again, he couldn’t really help it with a perfectly shaped naked guy standing less than twenty feet from him. 

“I can smell the water.” He closed his eyes and breathed deep, lifting his arms out to the sides, reminding Josh of da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man, the drawing that showed the perfect male proportions. The angel even had curly hair. Thankfully, he didn’t have the crazy eyes. “I’ve forgotten how the world smelled,” the fire angel added.

“Been gone a long time?” Josh asked, feeling a little silly, but, honestly, what else was he supposed to do other than just go along with whatever this was?

“I don’t know.” He met Josh’s gaze. “But it feels as if I’ve been gone for ages.”

“Well, uh, welcome back.” 

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” Josh had planned on saying more, but he lost his train of thought completely when the angel smiled at him and then slipped his gaze along Josh’s body.

“You are very handsome.” 

“Thanks.” Josh hoped the angel didn’t notice his blush or his erection. “I was just thinking the same thing about you.”

“Me? I only appear the way that most human males do.” He glanced down at himself then at Josh. “I seem to be completely bare.”

“Yeah.” Josh allowed himself to examine the angel’s fabulous body again then silently berated himself. If he stumbled out of a fire naked, he wouldn’t like it if some rando got all pervy on him. “I have something you can wear.”

“You do?”

“Sure.” Josh hurried over to the truck. “It might not fit all that great, but it should keep you covered.” He hadn’t brought a lot of gear for a weekend campout, but he’d brought a good mix of clothing he could layer since he never knew what the weather would be like. Snow in July wasn’t unheard of at this altitude in the mountains. “Uh, let’s see. Oh, yeah. These are kind of baggy on me, and this T-shirt should—”

“You are very kind.”

Josh jolted when he heard the words right in his ear. He spun around. Either the angel had flown over to him, or he had the softest step in the universe. Then again, he didn’t have any shoes. Hard to make crunching-in-the-dirt noises without them.

“Is something wrong?” The angel asked.

“No.” Josh struggled to breathe through his nose when he caught the man’s scent—all fire and heat. “Here. Try these on.” He handed him the sweats first.

“Thank you.” He stepped into them then pulled them up. 

Just as Josh expected, they were a little snug, but not ridiculously so. “Okay, and now this.” He handed him the T-shirt.

“Again, I thank you.”

“Happy to help.” Josh watched him pull it over his head and then down his spectacular chest. Again, a little snug, but not too much.

“You are very generous.”

“My mom taught me good manners.” Too bad his mom had forgotten the rule about always being kind when he’d come out of the closet. “I don’t have any shoes that would fit you, but I have some socks.” Josh considered. “Oh! I know. Flip-flops.”

“Flip-flops?” He repeated the word several times then chuckled. “The sound of it is delightful. What does it mean?”

“Shoes. Cheap shoes that flip and flop when you walk in them. Well, they make a flip-flop noise. They might be too small, but let’s see.” When he turned around, he found the fire angel practically on top of him. Not that he minded. He just didn’t know what to say with him suddenly so close. And so handsome. Even more so with clothing, which didn’t make any sense at all.

Josh had to tilt his head back to meet the angel’s gaze. This close, with the dome light of the truck, he discovered navy-blue eyes and his curly brownish hair had reddish-gold highlights, and his mouth...oh, God. His mouth had a perfect balance between the upper and lower lip, with the lower one being about twice as thick as the upper. 

“You find me pleasing.” When he smiled, he showed off white teeth that Josh imagined nipping along his neck then up to his earlobe. Once there, he would whisper things that would enslave Josh. “I am pleased that I please you,” the angel whispered.

“I...yeah. You’re, well...you’re...very...” words failed Josh. He wanted to say beautiful or handsome but it was more than that. This man was the culmination of all the features that Josh found the most pleasing, almost as if someone had pulled the angel directly out of his fantasies. 

“Very what?” he asked.

Josh’s brain struggled to get out of neutral and failed. Instead of saying something sweet or romantic, he thrust the flip-flops at him and said, “Try these on.”

He blinked and tilted his head, seemingly surprised and maybe a little disappointed. 

Frustrated, Josh grimaced and then turned back toward the truck. He grabbed a jacket for himself and a hoodie for his new pal. No wonder he’d never had a serious boyfriend. He had the flirting skills of a half-eaten corndog.

Carefully, he turned around.

The angel had backed up to try on the shoes. His toes hung over the front and his heels hung over the back, but they’d work until Josh could find something better for him. 

“Thank you.” He smiled. “I am grateful to have something on my feet.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll get you something better once we get back to town.” That thought almost stopped Josh’s brain again. He felt obligated to take care of this guy that he didn’t even know. Was it a normal impulse to be helpful, or something else? Unsure, he focused on the shoes. They were just the beginning. Where would the guy live? What about feeding him and all of that? This wasn’t like bringing home a puppy. If he got caught with a pet, his landlord would have a conniption, but this... 

Bringing home another person, especially a mysterious person who’d walked right out of a fire and couldn’t even remember his own name... 

Well, that would probably make his landlord’s head explode. But Josh couldn’t leave him here. The guy had no name, nowhere to go, and, well, he needed help. 

“You seem troubled,” the fire angel said.

“No. Well, yeah. A little.” 

“Please worry not.” The angel lifted Josh’s hand, turned it over, and then kissed his palm. “We will find a way to solve any problem, my mate.”

Melting from the kiss, it took Josh a long time to register the angel’s words. “Mate?” Josh echoed.

“Is that not the right word?”

“I don’t honestly know.” Josh swallowed hard. “Depends what you meant.” 

“What do you call two who are destined for one another?”

“Fictional?”

After a moment to consider, the angel laughed. 

Oh, God. He had a perfect laugh. All strong and husky and Josh suddenly wished he’d kiss him somewhere other than the palm of his hand.

“You are humorous.”

“I try.” And fail, mostly, but he did try to keep the mood light. Right now, he thought that was a good idea. “So, mates, huh? Like good buddies and total pals?”

“Oh, yes.” He moved closer, his gaze dropping to Josh’s lips. “The very...best...of friends.” Each pause between the words brought his mouth closer and closer to Josh’s.
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Chapter Two
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Kissing his mate seemed the most important thing in the world to him. More important than running and trying to hide. He would have to do that at some point, but he could spare a moment to touch his lips to Josh’s lips. 

When the contact came, Josh whimpered and moved closer.

Groaning, he pulled him closer still until their bodies almost touched from neck to knee. Pleasure unlike anything he’d ever known spiraled through him, tightening his cock, and pressing hard against that part of his brain that knew what kissing would lead to. Only, he sensed reluctance in his mate.

Gently, he pulled back and peered into his mate’s eyes. “Are you afraid of me?”

“No. Not really. Well...” Josh trailed off, glanced away, then met his gaze once again. “You did just step out of a fire, and you don’t even have a name, and I don’t know anything about destined mates since that’s not really a science fiction concept?” Josh’s brows tried to collide with one another above his nose. “I guess it could be, in the right story, but I don’t read those kinds of stories, and I don’t write those kinds of stories, and oh, God, please say or do something to make me shut up.”

He kissed Josh again.

Josh melted against him.

This time, his mate enjoyed the kiss more, especially when he teased Josh’s tongue with his own, but there was still something holding him back. 

Reluctantly, he pulled away and said, “We should talk before we kiss more.”

“That’s probably a good idea.” Joss touched his mouth speculatively then dropped his hand to his side. “What are you?”

“I am a Phoenix.”

“A—oh, yeah.” Josh grinned, his tension easing. “You’re reborn through fire.” His gaze darted toward the fire then returned. “Is that why you don’t have a name?”

“I do have a name, but it is long and useless.” He smiled at his mate and stroked from his earlobe to his neck, enjoying his responsive shiver. “I think you should give me a name.”

“Me?” Josh laughed nervously. “I’m not good at that.”

“Try.”

“Um, well. Okay. Uh...fire. Heat.” His gaze bounced away then back. “Flames? Blaze? Ember!”

“Ember.” He repeated the name and agreed. “I shall henceforth be called Ember.”

“You need a last name.”

“What is yours?”

“Winter.”

“Ember Winter.”

“I don’t know.” Josh twisted his mouth and lifted his shoulders. “That sounds weird. I think we should give you your own last name.”

“I like yours.” Ember moved closer for another kiss. 

“Wait.” Josh put his hand up then pressed it against Ember’s chest. “Oh, God, you’re all muscle, aren’t you?”

“Does this meet with your approval?”

“Oh, hell yeah!” Josh grimaced then muttered under his breath, “I am such an absolute doorknob.” Raising his voice, he added, “I mean yeah. It’s nice that you’re strong and well-built.”

“You are too.” Ember stroked from Josh’s neck to his chest. “We should go to bed.”

“Uh...” Josh’s right eyebrow rose. “You know, I...”

Ember smiled. Either Josh talked a mile a minute or he trailed off every other word. Softly, Ember reminded him, “We are mates.”

“Yeah, about that.” Josh frowned. “What does that mean, exactly?”

“You belong to me, and I belong to you.”

For a moment, Josh looked so happy he seemed on the verge of singing, but then something yanked the joy away. “You mean you’re stuck with me.”

“Happily.”

“You’re still stuck with me.” Josh sighed and turned his attention to the campfire, which danced light over his features, highlighting his appeal. Brown hair and eyes flashed orange and red, then darkened when Ember moved near, casting him into shadow. 

“I fear it is more that you are stuck with me.” Ember needed to tell him everything, but perhaps now was not the time. He decided to parcel out the truth rather than dump it all at once. He didn’t want to overwhelm his mate.

“Who wouldn’t want to be stuck with you?” Josh scoffed. “You’re all tall and handsome and interesting while I’m nothing but a bag of dirty laundry.”

Ember took a step back. He understood very well how some humans put themselves down to get attention, but this with Josh seemed much deeper. “Who hurt you?” Ember asked.

Instead of answering, Josh turned toward the cab of the truck. “I’ve got some food and beer. We can share.”

Ember wanted to press for answers, but like the story he must tell, his mate clearly had one of his own. “Can I help?” Ember asked.

“There’s another chair in the back of the truck. Grab that and I’ll get the food.”

With the chair in hand, Ember followed him over to the campfire. The crackling heat felt good against his skin. 

Ember set up his chair then turned Josh’s chair toward the fire.

“Thanks.” Josh handed him a beer then half of the sandwich. “It’s not much, but it’s all I have.”

“I appreciate you sharing with me.”

“I guess that’s what mates do.” Josh offered a weak smile then turned his attention to the fire. 

“What are you doing out here?” Ember asked.

“Camping.” Josh shrugged. “Stargazing.” He took a small bite then sipped his beer. “Looking for aliens.”

Unsure if he was being serious or not, Ember nodded.

“I guess finding you is pretty close.” Josh’s eyes widened. “Not that you’re a—oh, boy. I—I’m going to shut up and eat.”

Ember wanted to laugh but felt it would be the wrong thing to do. “I’m an alien of sorts, I guess. I’m not native to your world.”
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