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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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Weird things are always happening to nerdy college student Alex Marshal so when he summons a demon with a ham sandwich, it’s just another day, but when he accidentally bonds himself to Seething Destroyer of the Soul, Alex has to figure out a way to keep his mate hidden from his father. Turns out, Alex isn’t the only one hiding a big secret. When all is revealed, Alex’s life will never be the same.



This paranormal gay romance contains a shy college kid who wants to learn about sex, a hungry demon with a sugar and caffeine addiction, a father with a lot of secrets, and a deliciously satisfying happily ever after. 33,500 words or 134 pages. 
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Chapter One
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Alex expected nothing more than a delicious ham sandwich but instead, he accidentally summoned a demon. He didn’t panic, though. Weird stuff happening in his life was the norm rather than the exception.

Hulking in appearance with a wide, muscle riddled chest, flowing black hair, pointy little horns and—oh, boy. Alex tried not to look down there but that was really hard not to do when his uninvited visitor wasn’t wearing any pants. He wasn’t wearing anything at all. And he had a lot going on down there. The burnished red of the rest of him turned darker around that area, making that part of him look sinister. Sinister and very, very interesting.

“Again?” The demon asked.

“This has happened before?” Alex asked, lifting his gaze.

“Yeah.” The demon sighed. He eyed the sandwich. “Ham?”

“With cheddar cheese.”

“Real cheddar? I don’t like that fake stuff that comes between layers of plastic.”

“It’s real.” Alex pointed to the block of cheddar sitting on the countertop. “Want chips?”

“Sure.”

Alex cut the sandwich down the middle, put each side on a plate, added chips, and then settled at the table.

The demon joined him.

They each took a bite of the sandwich.

“Well?” Alex asked.

“It’s good. I don’t know if it’s worth being yanked out of the Shadowland good, but still.”

“So how did I yank you out of the—wait, you’re not from hell?”

“Hell is a human concept.”

“Like virginity.”

The demon frowned at him, narrowing jet-black eyes.

“How did I summon you?” Alex rose to get a glass of milk. He offered one to the demon, but he wanted soda. “Sorry. No soda in the house. It’s my dad’s rule.”

“Coffee?”

“Uh, sure.” Alex got a pot of coffee brewing. “So, about that summoning thing?”

“The sandwich.” The demon took a chip off Alex’s plate even though he had plenty on his own.

“I’ve made lots of ham sandwiches before. Never had you show up.”

“You drew a summoning sigil on it.”

“Oh. Cool.” Somehow, the design he’d put on the bread with the bright yellow mustard turned out to be a way to summon a demon. “Does this happen to you a lot?”

“More often than it should.” The demon took another chip from Alex’s plate. 

“I didn’t mean to.” 

“No one ever means to anymore.” Finished with his sandwich, the demon now eyed Alex’s half.

“Go ahead. I’ll make another one.” Alex actually made two more but this time he just squirted mustard on the bread then smeared it with a knife. No sense summoning another demon when he didn’t really know what to do with the first one.

“Pickles?” the demon asked.

“No pickles.” Alex swore the demon pouted. “I’m Alex Marshal.”

Before speaking, the demon lifted himself, expanding his chest. “I am Seething Destroyer of the Soul.”

“Impressive title.”

Again, the demon examined him with narrowed eyes.

“No slight intended. Your name’s a real mouthful. How about I just call you Seth?”

“Seth?”

“It’s short for Seething Destroyer of the Soul.”

“I like Seething Destroyer of the Soul.”

Alex considered. He didn’t know a lot about summoning demons, well, nothing, really, but he was pretty sure bringing one into his world put him in charge. “I think I’ll just use Seth.”

“But I prefer—”

“Coffee’s ready.” Alex poured a big mug. “Cream? Sugar?”

Seth nodded curtly.

Alex put everything on the table and settled in to eat his sandwich only to find out Seth had beaten him to it. He’d also eaten all the chips. 

“Hungry?” Alex asked pointedly.

“Not anymore.” Seth poured almost half the bowl of sugar into his coffee.

“Lucky you.” Alex got a banana.

“You did not say that you had fruit.”

“I didn’t think I needed to list the contents of my dad’s kitchen.”

“This is not your home?” Seth examined the cozy kitchen. Yellow paint and white appliances made the little room seem bigger while Seth’s hulking presence made it seem much too small.

“As if.” Alex chuckled. “I’m eighteen.”

“Eighteen years?” Seth rolled his eyes.

“Yeah. So? How old are you?”

“Older than the rocks upon the hill. Older than the light of far distant stars. Older than—”

“I got it.” Alex lifted his hand. “You’re really old.” 

Another glaring examination with those glittering black eyes.

Alex peeled the banana and bit off the end.

A new light came into the demon’s eyes. Alex didn’t think it had anything to do with hunger, at least not hunger for food. 

“What have you summoned me for?” Seth asked.

“To feed you lunch, apparently.”

“You do not wish for me to perform a function for you?”

“Like what?”

“That is up to you.”

“Yeah, well, give me some options here, big guy.”

Another much darker appraisal.

“What’s with the death look?” Alex continued to eat his banana.

“You lie.”

“About?”

“You summoned me intentionally.”

“What makes you say that?” Alex finished his banana and tossed the peel away. When he turned back to the table, he realized Seth had a pretty solid boner going on. Which, of course, started one in Alex’s pants. Apparently, boner-itis was a real thing. Or maybe it was like a yawn. When one guy got one, they all did.

“Those who have summoned me by accident are quick to cast me away.”

“Why?”

“Because they fear me!” Seth slapped his hand to the table hard enough to make the salt and pepper shakers dance.

“Okay, cool your jets. Don’t be smashing up my dad’s furniture.” Alex settled back at the table. “So, the bug up your butt is that I’m not afraid of you?”

“There is no insect—”

“It’s an expression.” Alex leaned back in the chair, considering his now very angry demon. “I’m not afraid of you.”

“I realize that.” Seth clenched and unclenched his fist. “Why?”

Alex considered. He’d startled a little when Seth had appeared, but he’d recovered quickly. Too many computer games? Possibly. Or the constant parade of weirdness in his life. “I’m not sure.”

“That isn’t an answer.” Seth pushed his empty coffee mug toward Alex.

Alex lifted his brows.

“More.”

“No more coffee for you.” Alex moved the cup aside. “Makes you cranky.”

Seth added a low slow exhale to his glittering-eyed appraisal.

“You can’t hurt me.” Alex took his phone from his pocket and checked for new messages.

“You don’t know that.”

“Yeah. I do. I’ve read enough. Played enough. Summoned demons are slaves.”

Seth’s eyes went so wide they were in danger of falling out of his head. In the next breath, they narrowed to slits. “I am not your slave.”

“Yeah. You are.” Alex replied to Emily’s text then put his phone back in his pocket. 

“What makes you—”

“If you weren’t my bitch boy, you would have flattened me three times over.” Alex took the dirty dishes over to the sink, rinsed them, and then put them in the dishwasher. He could have made Seth do his chores, but he didn’t want him to break anything. “You can’t leave until I tell you to leave, or you would have already left.”

“I stayed for lunch.”

“Then go.”

“Is that an order?”

“Nope.” Alex put the food away then wiped down the counter. He pulled out his phone and checked the time.

“Why do you keep looking at that little box?”

“When was the last time you were on this plane of existence?”

“Many years.”

“Like, more than a hundred?”

“Less than a hundred.”

“Like, fifty?” When he didn’t answer, Alex turned and caught Seth with his head tilted and his gaze on the ceiling, considering. 

“That seems about right.”

“Well, my friend—”

“I am not your friend.”

“Well, my bitch boy—”

“I am Seething Destroyer of the Soul!”

“You’ve got a choice.” Alex sighed and placed the rag over the faucet to dry. “You can either be my friend and I will call you Seth, or you can be my bitch boy, and I will call you bitch boy. Take your pick.”

If looks could kill, Alex would be dead. Then again, maybe not. At least not so quickly. Seething Destroyer of the Soul would flay him alive, boil him in acid, and then kill him. Or not. He might just keep him alive to torture for eternity. 

“Well? What’s it gonna be, big guy?”

“You may call me Seth.” He didn’t say the words so much as he snarled them.

“And?” 

“And what?”

“Are you my friend?” Alex asked in a singsong tone.

“I am not—” Seth seemed to realize he really didn’t have much of a choice. “Yes,” Seth practically hissed the word. “I am your friend.”

“Great!” Alex grabbed an apple and a granola bar for later, slipping both into his backpack. “Well, I’ve got to get back to campus.”

“Where you go, I go.” Seth stood, knocking the chair back into the wall.

“Dude.” Alex scoffed and then calmly tucked his chair under the table. After a moment, Seth followed suit. “Good.”

“Do not patronize me.”

“Stop behaving like an overgrown toddler and I won’t be condescending.” 

Brows lowered, jaw clenched, Seth stood and stared at him.

Alex found himself struggling not to stare back, especially when he discovered Seth was still hard. 

“You’re going to stay here.”

“Where you go, I go.”

“As much fun as it would be to take you to my biology class, I think I’d get in serious trouble. And you’d probably get arrested.” Alex allowed himself one long, lingering look at that amazing prick. “You can’t walk around waving your junk at everyone.”

“Junk?”

“Your tackle.”

“My what?”

“Your schwanzstucker, shlong—” Alex pointed to Seth’s crotch.

“My cock.”

Alex blushed so hard and fast his face hurt.

One side of Seth’s mouth lifted up. “Cock,” he repeated, flexing his brows as he did so.

“Well, if you’re going to be a potty mouth, from now on we’re going to call it your pee-pee.”

“Cock,” Seth said again, his mouth twisting into a devilish grin.

“If you say it again, I’ll have to punish you.”

Seth considered then asked, “Why do you react with shame when I say—”

“Don’t say it again.” Alex’s face wouldn’t go back to normal for at least an hour. He pushed up his glasses even though they hadn’t slipped down.

“Then tell me why.”

“Long story.”

Seth stood, waiting.

“Stay there.” Alex grabbed a towel from the bathroom only to realize it was way too small to wrap around Seth. Instead, he got a beach towel from the hall closet. “Put this around your hips.”

“So you will not see my—”

“I will punish you.” 

“You do not know how to punish me.”

“Oh, yes, I do.” Alex had no idea how, but he’d think of something.

“I defy you.” Seth threw the towel on the floor then wrapped his fist around his cock. “See how much larger my cock grows when I touch it?”

“I noticed it grew a lot while you were watching me eat the banana.”

Seth stopped fisting his prick.

“A gay demon. Who would have thought it?”

“A gay master. Who wouldn’t have thought it?”

“Are you flipping my burgers right now? I mean, seriously? You’re gay but you’re trying to put me down for being gay?”

“I’m not doing anything.”

“You’re picking up that towel right now and wrapping it around your hips or...”

“Or what?” Seth’s voice had turned dangerously slick, making Alex feel as if he were trying to walk on a million marbles without falling down. If he didn’t come up with something, he wasn’t just going to lose face. He would probably lose control over Seth. The last thing he needed in his life right now was a renegade demon.

Alex pulled his smartphone out of his pocket.

Seth’s brows—well, the muscles below where brows would be if he had them—drew together over the bridge of his nose. “What is that thing?”

“If you don’t put the towel on, you’ll see. And I really don’t think you want to see what this little box can do.”

Seth considered for a good thirty seconds before reaching for the towel.

Automatically, Alex wanted to say thank you, but he held back. He knew if he said anything even remotely kind, Seth would think him weak. He slipped his phone back in his pocket. 

Seth wrapped the towel around his hips, but it fell right back down.

“Here.” Alex stepped near and helped him. Too late he realized this close he could smell Seth, and he smelled good. Like something sweet? He shook his head. Had to be the coffee. But no, whatever it was smelled like—“Is that vanilla?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Seth held his gaze despite the fact they both knew he was lying.

“You smell like cookies.”

“You smell like innocence.”

Alex jerked his head up to retort, but his smart-ass comment died in his throat. They stood practically nose to nose. 

“Untouched.” Seth lifted one clawed finger to Alex’s bottom lip. Instead of ripping him apart, Seth teased the smooth tip over Alex’s quivering mouth. 

“Are you?” Alex did the same to Seth’s bottom lip, shocked to discover the firm yet plump flesh felt soft against his finger. 

“I am by you.” Seth flashed that twisted grin again. “Or I was.”

“What kind of a demon are you, exactly?” Alex wanted to move back. He really did. But he couldn’t quite manage and wasn’t sure why.

“You summoned me. You should know.”

“I’m ordering you to tell me what kind of a demon you are.”

“I trade goods or services for souls.”

“Really? That’s a real thing?” Mercifully, talking helped him ease back a bit, but not enough to get away from Seth’s compelling scent or his sweltering body heat. When Seth went all misty, Alex thought he was dematerializing only to realize his breath and Seth’s heat were steaming up his glasses. “Wait. Why do you need souls if hell isn’t a real thing?”

Seth wouldn’t answer

“What do you do with the souls?” 

“That is the one thing you cannot compel me to answer.” Seth leaned near. “Unless...”

“Unless?”

“You wish to trade your soul to me for sex.”

“I could just order you to have sex with me.” Alex would never take advantage in that way, but he had to make it clear who had the upper hand here.

“No.” Seth said the word but not with a lot of conviction to back it up.

“Yes.”

“No.” Seth smiled and reached for his towel. “Allow me to demonstrate?”

Alex nodded.

Seth stepped back and removed the towel. His cock had relaxed but not for long. Three good strokes brought it back and then—

Spikes formed along the top of the shaft.

“Yikes!”

“They are under my control.” Seth drew the spikes back into his cock then glanced pointedly at Alex. 

“I wasn’t serious about having sex with you.” Well, he might have been, but he certainly wasn’t now.

“Since you cannot have me by force, I will trade sex for your soul.”
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Chapter Two
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Seething Destroyer of the Soul thought he had him for a brief shining moment only to realize he wouldn’t get Alex’s bright soul so easily. Or so pleasurably.

“No thanks.” Alex grinned and stepped back. He pulled off his glasses, cleaned them on the bottom edge of his shirt, and then slipped them over the bridge of his freckled nose. “Put the towel back on.”

Seth considered disobeying, but he didn’t know what the small box in the human’s pocket could do. Last time he’d been on this plane, he’d encountered a tiny metal object that could project small shards of metal into his skin. Respectful of the damage humans could do, Seth decided he had to stay on his human’s good side. Obeying was made easier by the fact the boy had made him a sandwich. And coffee.

After retrieving the towel, Seth wrapped it around his hips, but he couldn’t manage to get it to stay.

“Tuck in the end.” Alex showed him again. “See?”

“Yes.” This close, the scent of his innocence was almost overwhelming. When the boy gulped and stepped back, Seth smiled. Oh, he would have this tiny human. And they would both enjoy it.

“Now, I’ve really got to get to class.”

“Where you go, I go.”

“No, see, you can’t.”

“My junk is now covered.” Seth had not heard of genitals being called something so strange but human slang constantly shifted.

“Yeah, but you’re, like, seven feet tall and red. Not to mention the horns. If it was closer to Halloween, we might be able to get away with it, but it’s June.”

“If you will not have me perform a task and you do not wish me to accompany you, then let me go back to the Shadowland.” Seth really needed to get back before his place caught on fire.

“I don’t know what I want you to do yet.”

“Then dismiss me.”

“But then I’ll think of something.”

“I will come back.”

“No you won’t.” Alex grinned. “You’re not a very good liar.”

“And you’re a virgin.”

“Yep.” Despite blushing, Alex nodded. “And I might be a little ashamed of that fact, but you’re not going to get me to send you away over it.”
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