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This novel is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locale or organizations is entirely coincidental.




About This Series


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. 





About This Book


When Von accidentally summons a handsome water sprite, one claiming to be his mate, he vows to do the honorable thing despite being powerfully attracted to him. Von doesn’t want to take advantage but resisting his mate is getting ever more impossible, especially when Silver seems determined to consummate their magical bond. Only, the more Von resists, the more desperate Silver becomes. By the time Von discovers the truth, it might just be too late to claim his destined mate... 



This paranormal gay romance contains a hunky construction worker with a strong sense of honor, a water sprite who made a deal to be turned human, Fate and Nature messing about in the mortal realm, and a surprise HEA that will make you laugh and cry. 36,500 words or 146 pages. 
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Chapter One
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Every time Von did the dishes, there was always that one spoon that the water hit just right, splashing a mess everywhere. This time, the water avoided the sides of the sink entirely, splitting into two streams that hit his T-shirt and the window. 

“Fucker.” Von shoved the spoon out of the way.

Lifting a hand to the window that faced the backyard, he pressed his palm against the glass to clear the water droplets. When he made contact, a flash of light blinded him and a shot of raw power hurtled him backward into the refrigerator, knocking the breath out of him. Bottles crashed together inside like a glass landslide and then everything went silent.

Stunned, Von climbed slowly to his feet. After checking himself over and finding himself undamaged, he returned to the sink but didn’t touch it. Fixing up the “handyman’s special” house had been one thing after another but Von didn’t think he’d somehow fucked up enough to wire the electric to a window. Sure, he drank a lot of beer in the evenings when he got in the mood, but he’d never been that drunk. He didn’t think anyone could be that drunk.

Cautiously, he grabbed a dishtowel and shut off the faucet. He then tapped the faucet barehanded very quickly to see if he felt a surge of power. Nothing. Huh. The window wasn’t broken and the droplets of water were still there along with a wet handprint.

What the hell had caused that flash of light and thrown him back ten feet?

Baffled, he used the dishtowel to wipe the window clean. His jaw almost dropped into the sink. Instead of waist-high weeds in his backyard, he now had a pond surrounded by leafy greens, wide-spreading trees, and sun-dappled shade. He’d never seen anything so beautiful.

Despite having an extensive to-do list, he wanted to go outside, slip into that water, and never ever come back out again. Instead, he stood there staring. Maybe the power that body slammed him into the fridge had fried his brain. A lush oasis in the middle of Kansas? No. Not gonna happen. Especially not after ten years of drought. The only reason he’d been able to buy this house and the big plot of land it sat on was because the previous owner had literally fled for greener pastures. 

Von might have stood there gawking all day but when he saw a person floating face down in the water, he tossed the dishtowel aside, yanked the sliding glass door open, and went running pell-mell into the water.

He lifted the slender man into his arms then took him to shore, laying him gently on his back. When he realized he wasn’t breathing, Von performed CPR, silently thanking his first construction job for teaching him how. 

The man coughed up a great glut of water then gasped. When his eyelids fluttered open, Von felt time grind to a halt. It wasn’t just the unusual amethyst color that caused his brain to seize up but the depth of emotions he saw play across his delicate features. Shock, surprise, and then joy radiated out of him and into Von and then into the entire property. Von literally felt his entire world shift.

“Who are you?” the man asked, his voice like a feather rubbing playfully against Von’s ear.

“Von. Rossi.” 

“Von. Rossi,” he repeated, careful to put the pause between the two names.

“You can call me Von.” Actually, the gorgeous creature could call him anything he wanted. “What’s your name?”

“I do not have a name.” He struggled to sit up. Von helped him then moved back to give him some room. 

“How did you get here?” Von was pretty sure he’d wake up any minute now, which would be a damn shame because right now he was enjoying the fuck out of this dream.

“You brought me here.” He cupped Von’s face. “You’re rough.”

“Rough?” Von echoed, his last few Grindr encounters flashing through his mind. 

“Your skin bites my hand.”

“Oh. Ha. Got it. I didn’t shave.” Now he wished he had. “You’re very, uh, naked.”

“I have always been naked.” When he tried to rise, he grimaced and stumbled. “Where are my wings?”

“You fly?” Von had never had a dream quite like this.

“I did. But now—oh.” Another flash of shock, surprise, and then joy in those stunning eyes. “You are not tiny. I am big!”

Von had no clue what he was talking about. “How about I help you up?”

“Yes. Please. It will take me time to become used to this body.”

Von got to his feet then extended his hand. Lifting him took almost no effort at all. When he wavered on his feet, Von offered out his arm. “I’ve got you.”

“You are very strong.”

“Yeah. Construction work.”

“You build things?”

“I do. Houses. Barns. Fences. Whatever needs to be built. And I fix things. I’m a handyman. I also do roadwork.” Von had never been the most eloquent speaker but he’d never been this blathering either. “What do you do?”

“I used to pester butterflies but I can’t do that without my wings.”

“Why would you pester butterflies?”

“They steal my nectar.”

“Oh. That makes sense.” Von blinked several times and shook his head, trying to put everything together. He wasn’t asleep. He wasn’t drunk. Maybe the electric shock had put him into some kind of a coma, leaving him alive but trapped in his own head. He glanced at his new companion. He supposed if he had to be imprisoned in his noggin, he could have worse things to be stuck there with, like that guy from work who belched constantly and never stopped picking at his skin. Yeah, this wasn’t so bad. Only, he couldn’t keep calling him this guy. “Would you like to have a name?”

“You found me. You must name me.”

“Um. Well. Uh.” Von had never been good at naming things. He’d had two dogs growing up and hadn’t named either one of them. His parents had finally stepped in and named them. “What would you like to be called?”

He closed his eyes and breathed, “Silver Moonblossom.”

It was a bit much but so what? “Okay. Silver Moonblossom you shall be.” Von didn’t have a sword but he used his finger to touch Silver’s shoulder as if dubbing him with the title.

“I am so pleased.” Silver didn’t smile but he radiated even more joy, making Von forget everything else in the world.

“Me too.”

“Do I need to cover myself the way you do?” Silver placed his hand on Von’s chest then stroked over the wet fabric, sending a jolt of awareness right down to Von’s cock. Great. The last thing he needed right now was to get all warm for the form of a hallucination. 

On the verge of telling him he didn’t have to wear anything ever, Von thought that might be a little on the creepy side. Instead, Von said, “Let’s go inside and see if we can find you something to wear.”

“You live inside?”

“You don’t?”

“I lived in the trees in the winter, among the flowers in the summer.”

“Sounds nice.”

“I am too big for that now.” Silver cast a wistful gaze at the plants surrounding the pond. “I had not considered the sacrifices.”

“Sacrifices?”

“Going from tiny to big.”

“Right.” Von still had no clue what Silver was talking about. “Are you afraid to go inside?”

“I am not afraid.” Silver took a deep breath and then squared his shoulders.

“Good. You have no worries here. I’m a nice guy.” Von wanted to cringe. Nice guys generally didn’t go around telling everyone they were nice. “Let me help you.”

“You are very strong and very kind.” Silver’s grip tightened on Von’s arm as he took his first steps. “This feels so strange.” Silver’s smooth brow furrowed as he concentrated. 

“You’ve never walked before?”

“Mostly I flew. I would land on things to stand for a moment but no, I did not walk much.”

“Do you want me to carry you?”

“You are so sweet but I must learn.”

“Okay. No rush. Let’s go slowly.” Von didn’t mind Silver holding onto him. He had pale, almost translucent skin and a delicate structure. Long fingers, long arms, very long legs, and when he stepped from the shade into the sun, the hair that Von had thought white turned silver. Glittering in the sun like fine tinsel, Silver’s hair made Von think of Christmas. It was May, but the shine and the way the strands draped over his narrow shoulders... Von had never wanted to touch anything as much as he wanted to stroke Silver’s hair, but he refrained. Seemed rude to start pawing at Silver even if he wasn’t real.

After a few wobbly steps, Silver seemed to become more coordinated. He continued to lean on Von but not as desperately as he had before. When they reached the back door, Von led him inside.

“You must tell me what everything is.”

“This is the dining room.”

“You eat here?” Silver’s face remained impassive, as did his voice, but Von felt ashamed anyway.

“I will when it’s fixed up.” Von wished he’d kept the place cleaner but working all day then fixing the place up at night didn’t leave him a lot of time to clean. “Right now it’s the landing area for the supplies I can’t put outside.”

“What are all these things?”

Pointing, Von named everything. “Paint and brushes and lumber and boxes of nails and—let me show you the kitchen.” Von took him around the wall that separated the two rooms. “I’m going to knock this wall out so the house feels more open.”

“You are strong enough to destroy a wall?”

“Well, me and a twenty-pound sledgehammer.” Von grinned but Silver didn’t grin back. “This is the kitchen.”

“You cook here?”

“Sometimes. I get a lot of takeout.” Von glanced around. Old appliances in three different colors. Cabinets that had been new sometime in the 40s, most of them missing the doors, the knobs, or shelves. Linoleum flooring that hadn’t had wax applied probably since the 50s. It wasn’t much but it was relatively clean. 

“What are all these things?”

“You mean the appliances?”

“This one rumbles.” Silver placed his hand against the avocado green fridge and laughed. And what a laugh. The sound could lure men to their doom. Certain that if he continued to be near him he’d be headed that way, Von tried to move things along only to discover that Silver had a hard-on. “I enjoy the vibration of this.”

“It stores food.”

“It is not for pleasure?”

“No. Not—well, food is pleasurable and beer sure is but uh, not like, that kind of pleasure.” Von rarely felt awkward around anyone but Silver had thrown everything for a loop.

“What is beer?”

“You’ve never had a beer?” Knowing that a beer would take the edge off his anxiety, Von opened the fridge. Two of the bottles that had gotten knocked over tried to roll out but he caught them before they could shatter on the floor.

“You are very fast.”

“Yeah.” He kept one and put the other bottle back. “I don’t usually drink this early in the day but, uh, what the hell.” Von placed Silver’s hand against the countertop to help him keep his balance then opened the beer. “Bottoms up.” He took a long drink that went far in helping to calm him down. “Want to try?”

“Yes.” Silver grasped the bottle and sniffed. “Oh. It smells like fermented grain.”

“I think it is. Barley? I’m not sure. I’ve forgotten more things than I’ve learned.”

“That is very sad.”

“I’m kidding.”

“Oh.” After sniffing and examining the bottle, Silver finally took a drink. He blinked several times then took another.

“Do you like it?” Von had always relied on facial expressions and body language to connect with other people. With Silver, he didn’t have that option. Silver kept his face impassive. Hell, he should probably take up poker with his ability to keep his features expressionless. Only, his eyes spoke volumes. Concentrating his attention there might help him read Silver better.

“Bitter yet intriguing. Almost like the roots of some trees.”

“You eat roots?”

“I tried one out of curiosity but decided I did not like them as much as nectar.”

“I have fruit juice.” Once Von ensured Silver could stand on his own, he returned to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of orange juice. “I drink these on the way to work.”

“Not beer?”

“Not unless I want to get fired.”

Silver tilted his head.

“You can’t drink on the job. Big no-no.”

“You must work without liquids?”

“Er, uh, no. Ha. Not—liquids are good but not alcohol. Can’t drink things with booze in them at work.”

“Why?”

“It’s dangerous. In construction, there are lots of tools that can cut your hand off or crush you and—it’s just a bad idea.”

“I do not want to court danger.” Silver pushed the bottle away.

“But at home, it’s okay to drink alcohol.” Von nudged the bottle back. He wouldn’t have a social life at all if alcohol wasn’t involved. 

“There are no dangerous tools here?”

“Well, yeah, but I don’t do the dangerous stuff when I’m half in the bag.”

Silver tilted his head the other direction but kept his expression neutral.

“Drunk. Alcohol makes you drunk.” Von laughed but it sounded forced. Why in the world did he feel so freaking uncomfortable? The worst Grindr dates in the world had never left him feeling this bamboozled. “Never mind. I’ll just finish this off.” Von practically chugged the rest of the beer. Alcohol always relaxed him. Even after only a few minutes, he felt it smoothing out the sharp spots and taking the edge off his anxiety. 

“May I try the juice?”

“Sure.” Von opened it up and handed it over.

Silver took a sniff and almost threw the bottle in his haste to get it away from his face. 

“What’s wrong?”

“It smells very sharp.”

“Sharp?” Von smelled the juice. “Smells fine to me.”

Silver picked up the bottle as if forcing himself to drink it.

“You don’t have to taste it.” Von put the cap back on and put it back in the fridge. He thought citrus might be the issue. He tried to find something close to nectar but came up empty. “I suppose I could give you what my sister gives the hummingbirds.”

“Hummingbirds drink nectar.”

“Yeah.” Von mixed sugar and water then handed that over. “Here.” 

After a brief sniff, Silver lifted the glass to his lips and sipped. “Oh. This is wonderful. You are very kind.”

“Glad you like it.” Von watched as Silver drained the whole thing while Von grabbed and polished off a second beer. Aw, yeah. That hit the spot. Just enough to take the edge off and let this weird dream play out. “Okay, let’s continue with the tour.”

“Please do. I feel very refreshed.” Silver placed his hand on Von’s arm, giving him another jolt of awareness.

Von took him to the room on the other side of the kitchen. “This is the laundry room.”

“What is the purpose?”

“To clean clothes.”

“I do not have anything to clean.” Silver dropped his gaze down the length of his body and Von followed suit. He shouldn’t have but he did anyway. Silver had a nice body. Slim and hairless, which totally worked for Von. He’d always had a twink thing. 

When Silver caught him looking, Von made a point of turning his gaze away then said, “Don’t worry. We’ll get you something to wear.”

“When it rained heavily, I would wear a leaf for a hat.”

“Cool.” Von still didn’t quite know what to make of everything but the thought of Silver in a leaf hat made him smile. Effortlessly, he imagined Silver perched on a tiny stone at the edge of the pond, the leaf hat sluicing the water away from him while he waited for the rain to stop.

“Do you wear hats?”

“A hardhat. Yeah. Sometimes a ball cap but only when I go to the ball game.”

“A hardhat? Is it hard?”

Von almost said, yeah, but no harder than my dick is right now, but caught himself just in time. He didn’t think Silver would get the joke but he also didn’t think making crude jokes right now would be nice. Silver seemed genuinely baffled by everything. Dream or not, Von just couldn’t be a jerk to someone as innocent as Silver.

“Uh, yeah. A hardhat is hard. To protect my head when I’m on a construction site. Things fall. Don’t want my head cracked open.”

“I would not want that either.” Silver peered up at him. “You have a very nice head.”

“Thanks.” Another crude comment sprang to mind but Von only said, “I like your head too.” 

“Yes?” Silver stroked over his silver strands. His eyes rounded and he gasped. “My hair!”

“What’s wrong with it?” 

“It’s flat!”

“Flat?”

“It should rise up and make me appear taller and fearsome.”

“Why would you need to look scary?”

“To chase away the butterflies.”

Von almost laughed but instincts kicked in. “You don’t need tall hair when you’re tall, right?”

“Tall?”

“You said you were small and had wings but now you’re tall and don’t have wings.”

“Yes.” Silver blinked back tears. “Sacrifices. I knew sacrifices would have to be made.”

“If it helps, your hair is really pretty.” Von generally didn’t tell other males they were pretty but there just wasn’t any other word that fit Silver. Well, beautiful, but that might not make him feel any better than calling him pretty.

“It is?” Silver stroked over the strands again.

“Yeah. It’s like Christmas tinsel.” Von reached out but stopped himself from touching.

“I do not know what that is.”

“Long strands of gleaming silver that decorate holiday trees.” Von hadn’t had a tree since he’d been a kid, but he remembered spending hours lying underneath and looking up through the branches at the flickering lights bouncing off the tinsel. “Here. Let me show you in the powder room.” Von showed him the small bathroom with a sink and toilet. Thankfully, he’d cleaned it just two days ago.

“Where is the powder?”
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