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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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When Mitch wished for something interesting to happen, he didn’t expect a gigantic man with a sword in one hand and a head in the other to appear in his apartment. Discovering they’re mates isn’t nearly as wild as when they create an egg that leaves Mitch wondering just how they’re going to hatch it. Will it all come together in a faraway kingdom or will Mitch find a way to break their bonding? 



This paranormal gay romance contains a messy human with peculiar skin, an uber-alpha dragon shifter with a craving for lemon bars, a unique form of Mpreg, and a wonderfully inventive HEA that will leave you laughing. 37,250 words or 149 pages. 
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Chapter One
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Boredom is a dangerous thing.

Whenever Mitch got bored, he tended to do things that he shouldn’t. Mostly things that annoyed the other tenants in his New York apartment building, like cranking the thrash metal after ten at night or making curry at six in the morning. On this night, the internet went out, leaving him with no streaming services. He turned to his phone for entertainment, but he’d forgotten to pay the bill and he’d lost the charger somewhere in the clutter.

When the lights went out, Mitch remembered that he’d forgotten to pay the electric bill too. What made him doubly annoyed was that he had the money. He just hadn’t had a chance to get down to the offices and make the payments. He could have sent checks, but he didn’t know where those were and thought he was being smart by saving not only the check fee but the cost of envelopes and stamps. Bonus, he would get a healthy walk out of it too. 

All that would have been great if he ever stuck to the schedule he laid out for himself, but something always got in the way. A party came up or a friend came to town or he just didn’t feel like eating all the healthy food he’d just bought at the grocery store so he ordered a pizza.

After a lot of soul searching, Mitch had to admit he had time management issues. Upon further reflection, he realized he had life management issues. Then he realized he just had issues. In fact, he had so many issues he had a subscription. After even more soul searching, he’d decided to accept himself and the consequences of his actions. Change seemed to take too much effort.

He could have paid his bills electronically, but Mitch didn’t trust computers. He worried something would happen and the companies would take all his money, leaving him destitute because they wouldn’t give it back, the greedy bastards. Paying cash was the way to go. His employer, Dondondo’s Pizza, was more than happy to pay him in cash because they got to skip out on taxes. So did Mitch. His brother told him that someday his cheating ways would catch up with him, but today was not that day and tomorrow looked pretty good too. 

With only the light of his camping lantern, he sat on the couch, trying to think of something to do. When he found a pair of chopsticks in the clutter on the coffee table, he settled back and drew things on his arm. As he sketched sweeping lines and tight curves, his skin puffed up where the chopstick had touched, leaving a raised red line. The doctor called it dermatographic urticaria, but that was just a fancy way of saying skin writing.

Since he’d been a little kid, Mitch had been able to freak out his friends with his weird skin. He’d turn away, muttering his silly incantations while he drew on his arm and then when he turned back—presto, chango!—words had appeared on his skin. The slight delay, maybe twenty to thirty seconds depending on the temperature, allowed the words to appear as if by magic. 

Mitch used his unique ability to get food, mostly, especially things his parents wouldn’t buy. He’d write ice cream, candy, or soda. The kids would run screaming to one of their parents and show them Mitch’s arm. It had worked a couple of times until those parents asked his parents what was going on. After that, Mitch used his weird skin mostly for entertainment. Messing with new kids had been the best. 

When he’d gotten older, he’d used it to win bets in bars. A beer here and there had kept the thrill of being different alive. 

Tonight, he just drew aimlessly until he had something worth looking at. Mitch really liked the symmetry of the design but felt it needed just a bit more. A line across the center? Yeah. That would look real sharp. 

He lifted the chopstick and drew the line while wishing for something interesting to happen to him.

A bright light filled the apartment, flinging him back on the couch. For a split second, he thought his camping lantern had exploded but this started off as a yellow-orange bundle of flames in the center of the floor then expanded, filling the entire space, turning an angry red.

A bellow of rage almost ripped Mitch’s eardrums apart. He clapped his hands against his head but that didn’t stop the sound from ringing his skull like a bell. Just when it seemed clear the billowing ball of flame would consume him, it collapsed and revealed a massive male with a sword in one hand, a head in the other, and a fang-filled face. Mitch would have screamed, but he couldn’t get enough air.

“Who dares to summon me into such a small space?” When the horrible thing turned its flame-orange eyes Mitch’s way, Mitch shook his head. “You!” He pointed with the sword. “You dare to summon the most feared of the Halstropp?”

“No,” Mitch squeaked then tried to jump up and run but the beast thrust the sword at him, stopping just short of Mitch’s neck. 

“Why can I not run you through?”

Mitch thought it might be because he’d summoned him but didn’t mention that. He didn’t want to do or say anything that might break the spell that gave him control of the—the—the whatever it was. Fireman? Not like the kind that put out fires but the kind made of flames. Although, he wasn’t the ball of flame anymore. Now he was a big man-shaped thing with bulging muscles everywhere. He wore what looked like a blue leather kilt and boots that could stomp a man’s head clean off his body. 

“Wha—what are you?”

“You summon one you do not know?” Incredulous, the beast tried to drill the sword into Mitch’s neck again. His bicep flexed, looking like a canned ham trapped under burnished skin. “Would that I could hack you to pieces, I would eat your spleen.”

“My...spleen?” Mitch wondered if he’d actually died in the explosion and this was some really weird version of hell.

The massive man moved back slightly, turning his face to the side as if to get a new perspective on Mitch. “What does your kind eat of your enemies?”

“Nothing. We don’t eat people.”

“People? You are not an enemy of the Halstropp?”

“I don’t think so.”

“What are you?”

“Human?”

“You are asking me?”

“No. I’m—I’m human.” Mitch tried to inject certainty into his tone but he didn’t think he’d succeeded.

“What is this human? You look like one of the Dretlers.”

“What’s a Dretler?”

The man lifted the head in his hand. “This.”

It looked pretty damn human except for the muddy blue skin, pointed ears, and long canines that rivaled a saber-toothed tiger’s teeth. When Mitch realized the blue color of the head matched the blue color of the kilt, he swallowed hard. Whatever this guy was, he apparently made his clothing out of the skin of his enemies.

“This is trickery.” The beast tossed the head into the clutter. “Show me your ears.”

Mitch smoothed his black hair behind his ears.

“Now your teeth.”

Mitch smiled without joy.

“Hmm. You are not blue either. I will believe you. For now.” He thrust the sword toward Mitch again but stopped just short of making contact. “You have protection against me of some kind. Are you magic?”

Mitch stifled his instinct to tell the truth. If he didn’t keep some kind of a hold on this creature, he could end up with his head ripped from his body and tossed somewhere in his apartment. “I have my skills,” Mitch said vaguely.

“Why did you summon me?”

“I didn’t mean to. I was just messing around because I was bored and—shit.” So much for not telling the truth.

“You defecated?” The creature moved back then glanced around.

“No. Gross.” Mitch needed to distract him so he said, “I just realized your sword is glowing.”

“You have no light in your hovel.”

“It’s an apartment.”

“It is a garbage heap.”

“It’s not that bad.”

“You live like an—”

Whatever word he used must be in his native language because it sounded like nails on a chalkboard. Still, Mitch got the gist anyway. He lived in a disaster area. Seemed only fitting that a mythical being would point out what every human had since pretty much the day Mitch had been born. No matter where he lived, his personal space most closely resembled a thrift store after a hurricane. 

Determined to move things along and maybe regain some control, Mitch demanded, “Why doesn’t your face move?” 

“This is not my face.” He removed a mask, revealing a broad face, high cheekbones, and a mouth that Mitch wanted very much to kiss.

The thought brought Mitch to his feet.

“You wish to duel?” He demanded, brandishing his blade above his head, cutting a gash into the ceiling that went clean through to the floor above.

“No!” Mitch pressed his hands down. “Stop swinging that thing around before you hurt someone.”

“That is the purpose of a blade.” He swung it back and forth through the clutter, cutting everything in his path into pieces.

“Stop!”

He kept right on going only now he laughed. “You have no control over me. I may not be able to kill you, but you cannot stop me from killing others.”

“Fuck.”

That stopped his wide-swinging blade. “You summoned me to fuck me?” He didn’t sound repulsed, exactly, but he did that head-turning thing again, looking askance at Mitch.

“I...did.” Mitch thought fucking would be a much better activity than killing or mindless destruction. “Are you educated in that area?”

“I am Halstropp. We do not diddle those beneath us.”

“You know, I’ve had just about enough of your superiority complex. I’m not beneath you. I fucking own you.”

Oh, boy. Clearly, that was the wrong thing to say. The beautiful beast lifted his upper lip, snarling at Mitch as if deciding whether or not he could tackle him. Mitch felt he had mere seconds to decide what to do. If he did nothing, he might die. If he did the wrong thing, he might die. So, basically, he should just take a stab at something and hope for the best.

“If you do not do as I say, I will cast you into hell.”

“What is this hell?”

“It’s really bad. It’s super bad. There are flames and brimstone and...” Mitch struggled to remember everything his Sunday school teacher had said to terrify the class. “Devils stick forks in your butt and then they boil you in poop.” Damnit. He should have said shit. He would have, but Mrs. Henderson always said poop. 

“Oh, you mean Verrdress. Why would you cast me into paradise?”

“You would enjoy that?” 

“I do not know what forks are or this boiling poop but the rest sounds like heaven.”

“It’s not. I assure you.” Rushing on, he added, “They pull your body inside out and rub hot peppers over your nerves.”

He narrowed his eyes. 

“It’s true. And I’ll send you right into that place if you defy me.” Mitch shook his finger at him for good measure.

“How will you send me?” One thick eyebrow rose. The humanness of the gesture intrigued Mitch, making him forget for a second that he was talking to some kind of interdimensional being.

“I will send you there with this.” Mitch grabbed the chopstick.

The beast lifted his sword, dropping into a fighting stance. “A piece of wood?”

“It can summon magic.”

“Show to me this magic.”

“So you can steal it?”

“My kind is Halstropp. We do not carry magic. We carry swords.” He lifted his blade over his head, shoving it straight up through the ceiling.

Mitch cringed, expecting someone above to start screaming. Thankfully, no one seemed to be home, but that luck wasn’t going to hold for long. 

“Why is your hovel so small?” He yanked the sword out of the ceiling.

“Do you have any idea how expensive rent in New York is?”

He opened his mouth as if to ask a question but instead, he shook his head sharply. “There is too much in that question that I do not understand.” He shook his head before Mitch could speak. “I do not care to know. If you have summoned me to fuck, I will fuck.”

“Well, that’s, uh...” Mitch couldn’t help himself. He checked the man over. Without the scary mask, he was really kinda cute. Big as a Mack truck and thick as a boulder but cute in a Conan the Barbarian kind of way.

“You will lower yourself for me.”

“You want me to do what, now?” Mitch asked.

“Lower.” He put his hands out and bent over slightly from the hips.

“Oh, hands and knees. Good to know you’re cool with doggy style.”

“What is—”

“Never mind. My kind doesn’t rush into the fucking.” Well, they did, and Mitch had, but banging on a first date—or in some cases, before the first date—had never turned out well for him.

“Why not? You wish for me to fuck you.” He cupped something below his kilt. “I would enjoy inserting my body sword into your sheath.”

“How romantic.” Mitch realized most of his sarcasm went right over the guy’s head. “That does sound good, but I don’t even know your name.”

“I am Ovverpop’zedu’nuf, most feared of all the Halstropp.”

“Wow. That’s quite a name.” Mitch straightened. “I am Mitch—just Mitch.” Mitch hated his last name and only used it when official documents required him to do so. “Of the Earth.” He didn’t have an official title but he dubbed himself, “Most messy of all the humans.”

“JustMitch.” He ran the two words together.

“No, just call me Mitch.”

“Mitch.” His lip curled up. “It is very unimpressive.”

“Thanks. I’m going to call you Ovver.” Mitch said it almost like over but with an extra-long V sound.

“Ovver?” He snarled. “That is too puny a name for one such as me.”

“Yeah, well, bummer for you. Calling you by your name would turn every conversation into a daylong event.” Which brought to mind the question of what would he do with this thing? Or better yet, “Hey, what are you, exactly?”

“I am Halstropp.”

“Yeah, right, but, like, what is a Halstropp?”

“Me.”

“No. Like, that form you were before. What was that thing?”

Ovver frowned, considering. After a long moment, he brightened. “In your tongue, I am a dragon.”

“No shit?”

“I did not defecate.” Ovver considered the apartment. “Not that it would change the state of your hovel much.”

“I meant to say that you being a dragon is really cool.”

“No.” Ovver’s face scrunched up. “Hot. My kind is of the fire.”

“Right. Fire.” Mitch struggled to find something else to say. “You know, on second thought, I think maybe I don’t want to fuck.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I think it would be smart to send you back.” Mitch darted his gaze toward the severed head. “Looks like you were busy back there.”

“His kind would enslave my kind.”

“Can’t anyone in the fucking universe get along?”

“We do with those we fuck.” Ovver swept his gaze over Mitch. “I think I would like to fuck you before you send me home.”

“I have a feeling I’d regret that.” Mitch figured the man’s one-eyed wonder worm was probably the size and thickness of Mitch’s arm. Spindly as he might be, that thing would never fit.

“I would make you enjoy it.”

It was on the tip of Mitch’s tongue to ask how but he decided ignorance was bliss. “What do I have to do to send you back?”

“Coward.”

“Yep. Totally. What do I have to do to send you back?”

“Where is the sigil of summoning?” When the beast turned to look over the junk-strewn apartment, Mitch slapped at his arm, wishing for Ovver to go back to wherever he had come from. Unfortunately, the sigil he’d drawn seemed to be a one-way trip.

“What are you doing?” He lowered the sword along with his gaze, inspecting Mitch. Thankfully, he’d drawn on the underside of his arm and Ovver couldn’t see it. Not unless he had some kind of x-ray vision. “What do you attempt to hide from me?”

“Nothing.”

“Show me your arm.”

“No.”

Ovver’s eyes narrowed dangerously. “I cannot kill you but I think I can touch you.” He cracked his knuckles and advanced.

“No!” Mitch tried to jump over the couch but he had the coordination of a newborn colt. He ended up face-planting on the cushions.

“I will see your arm.” Ovver gripped his shoulder, turned him over, then stared down at the now fading mark on Mitch’s arm. “You cast the mark in flesh?”

Dude sounded totally pissed so Mitch didn’t say anything.

“Why would you bind me to you?”

“Bind you?”

“That is why I cannot run you through with my sword. I am bound to your flesh for all eternity.”

“Eternity?” Mitch swallowed hard. He’d fucked up an awful lot in his short life, but it sounded like he’d fucked up on a massive scale that no one would be able to unfuck.
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Chapter Two
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“You have taken from me all I have ever known.” Ovver leaned over Mitch, baring his teeth. 

“I didn’t mean to.” Mitch tried to recoil into the couch but the cushions didn’t have much give anymore.

“That does not soothe my wound.” Ovver put his hands around Mitch’s throat.

“What are you doing?”

“I am trying to squeeze the life out of you.”

All Mitch felt was hot skin but not more pressure than a gentle touch.

Snarling, Ovver pulled his hands away. “I cannot kill you and for that I am angry.” He moved back, glaring, but then a new look came into his eyes.

“Wha—what are you going to do?” 

“If I cannot kill you, I will find my satisfaction in other ways.”

“What other ways?” Mitch asked, but he knew. That very human expression said Ovver would extract payment one way or another and what better way than using the body of the man who’d stranded him on Earth?

“Ways that I will make you enjoy.” Ovver’s face descended, coming closer to Mitch’s. Any moment and they’d mash lips. Torn between wanting to kiss him and worrying about what that would mean, Mitch had only a split second to act. 

“Wait!” Mitch put his hand against Ovver’s chest. Mistake. He felt hard and hot, making Mitch wonder just what lurked below that kilt. 

“Why should I wait? We are bound.”

“Like, married?”

Ovver turned his face askance, considering. “Yes. Joined by forces beyond this world or my world.”

“If I found a way to send you back, would I have to go with you?”

“Can you accomplish this?”

“I can try.” Although, if he had to go to Ovver’s world, Mitch didn’t think he would try very hard. “Would I have to go with you?”

“Not if you broke the bond first.”

Break the bond then send Ovver home? Mitch doubted his ability to do either one of those things. Hell, he didn’t even know how he’d summoned him in the first place.
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