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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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Instead of meeting his secret admirer, Colton Beale finds himself subjected to a cruel joke. Brokenhearted, he accidentally summons a stunning black unicorn that not only chases the bullies away but then transforms into a Scottish hunk who wants to be his mate. Torn between wanting to keep him and sending him back where he belongs, Colton must decide just what kind of man he wants to be.



This paranormal gay romance contains a lonely young man on the verge of graduation, a gorgeous Scottish unicorn-shifter determined to be his champion, and a glittery rainbow HEA that will make you smile. 38,000 words or 152 pages.
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Chapter One
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They said good things were worth waiting for. Colton Beale sure hoped that was true. He’d been waiting almost four months to meet his secret admirer. At first, he’d thought the notes that had been slipped into his locker were just jokes, but then came cards and tiny gifts. Eventually, he began to believe that someone really did have a crush on him. After the last day of high school and just a week before graduation, Colton would finally get to meet the guy who’d made the last few months not just bearable but beautiful. 

Every day, Colton woke up excited. Instead of dreading school, he looked forward to not only learning new things but going through the hallways, hoping that his gaze would connect and he’d feel that spark of awareness that would tell him this was the one. That hadn’t happened but he hadn’t minded so much, especially not when his secret admirer had finally asked Colton to meet him out by the bleachers.

A bright and beautiful day in May had turned blustery with bruised skies and smattering raindrops, but Colton didn’t care. He felt damn near giddy with anticipation as he made his way to the football field. Did the meeting place mean his secret admirer was a jock? That could explain why he’d wanted to wait until the last day of classes. Coming out in high school was hard enough but if the guy fit in with the athletes, it would be even harder.

Colton didn’t fit in with the jocks. He didn’t fit in with the nerds either. Like the cheese, he pretty much stood alone. No one really got him or his strange interests. After three years of junior high, where he’d tried to join just about every club they had to find a pack of friends, and failing miserably, he’d forged his own path. He got lonely, but then he realized he had his books. Between the pages, he had hundreds of friends. By the end of high school, he had thousands. Even though make-believe friends were always there for him, he wanted some real-life pals to do things with too, but he also wanted someone special. 

More than anything, Colton wanted to kiss his first love under the stars.

When he got closer to the field, he saw someone standing by the bleachers. His heart pounded, his hands got sweaty, and his feet suddenly felt three sizes too big. He stumbled and blushed madly but realized his secret admirer hadn’t seen him yet. The closer he got, the more he thought it might Dallas Windford. 

Holy shit. No wonder he hadn’t been willing to say who he was. Quarterback and captain of the football team, Dallas had also barely missed being the valedictorian by a tenth of a point, but salutatorian was no slouch either. Looks and brains and gay? It was a dream come true.

Of course, that gave Colton pause. What did he bring to the table? His grades were okay, mostly Bs and Cs, but he’d never joined any clubs or groups in high school. He sucked at sports. He’d even tried drama club without success. Colton pretty much got through high school by keeping a low profile. What in the world could Dallas Windford see in him?

For a split second, Colton almost turned around and went home, but in the end, he couldn’t leave Dallas standing there, waiting for him. It would be a horrible way to repay him after he’d made these last few months special. If it turned out they had nothing in common, at least they’d have a few hours that they might both remember fondly.

Tucking down his worries, Colton slapped a smile on his face then stepped up behind Dallas.

“Hey,” Colton said, tapping him on the shoulder then stepping back just enough to put some space between them.

Dallas whirled around. 

“Sorry I’m late. I had to turn in the last of my books.” Colton smiled and then stood there, waiting.

“Late?” Dallas asked.

“For our...” Colton trailed off when, out the corner of his eye, he saw Neal, Roland, and Cliff under the bleachers. Neal had his smartphone up while the other two had their hands over their mouths to stifle laughter. When Colton looked up at Dallas, he realized the hunky jock had nothing but confusion in his eyes. 

“Our what?” Dallas asked.

When the three under the bleachers erupted into laughter, Dallas jerked their direction then glowered. “What the hell are you idiots doing here?”

Between bursts of laughter, Neal said, “I can’t believe you’re both so stupid!” He kept his phone up, still recording.

Colton wanted to turn and run but he felt rooted to the spot. Against his will, tears fell onto his new blue shirt, the one he’d picked out to match his eyes. His secret admirer had said he had the most beautiful blue eyes in the whole school. To find out the whole thing was nothing but a vicious joke broke his heart so badly he didn’t think he’d ever recover.

“Aw, look. The widdle bitty baby is crying. Wah, wah.” Neal moved closer, zooming in on Colton’s face. 

“Knock it off.” Dallas grabbed Neal’s arm, yanking him back.

“Don’t get all handsy, asshole.” Roland, a linebacker who outweighed Dallas by at least fifty pounds, shoved Dallas hard enough to almost knock him off his feet. Clearly, the other two had brought him for muscle.

“Leave him alone.” Dallas seemed ready to take on all three of the bullies while Colton just stood there, crying.

All his simple little dreams died a horrible death. They wouldn’t be getting to know one another. They’d never hold hands or share a kiss in the rain or under the stars. He’d be going home alone, probably with a black eye or two. Why the three of them would single him out for this, Colton had no idea. He’d never bothered any of them. Mostly, he kept to himself by always having his nose in a book.

And why Dallas? Everyone liked him. He’d been nominated prom king all four years. 

“Come on, D-dog. We’re just getting the two fags together.” Neal kept his phone up only now he zoomed in on Dallas’s red face. “You should be thanking us.”

“Thanking you?” Dallas tightened his hands into fists. “I’m going to be making you fucking assholes regret doing this to us.” 

“Regret getting the lovers together? I don’t think so.” Cliff laughed.

“Yeah, you came out here to meet your love,” Neal said. “There he is.” He pointed at Colton then moved his phone from one of them to the other. “Come on, guys. Kiss.”

Fresh tears fell down Colton’s face, splattering on his T-shirt. If Dallas really had been interested in him, he would have been over the moon. But he wasn’t. Colton felt the loss even though he’d never really had anything. Shame turned outward, edging toward rage. Colton couldn’t think of a time he’d been really, really angry. The feeling felt almost completely foreign. He’d been hurt, disappointed, even frustrated, but he’d never really been furious. 

Until now. 

As if the sky felt for him, sudden intense rain quickly turned the edges of the field into mud.

“You’re all dead meat.” Dallas took a swing at Neal, missing his face but hitting his phone. 

“Hey, you fucker!” Neal knelt down to pick his phone up out of the mud. “My mom will kill me if I break another one.” 

All the rage, shame, humiliation—everything he felt inside suddenly came to a head. Colton had to let it out or he’d explode. Without thinking, he moved forward and stomped on Neal’s phone then dragged it away with his foot so he could stomp on it again and again until he’d cracked the screen.

“You asshole!” Neal lunged for the phone but Colton kicked it out of the way. “You’re gonna pay for that.”

Knowing he was going to get the shit beat out of him gave Colton more courage than he’d ever had. Instead of kicking Neal in the face the way he wanted to, he kicked him in the shoulder, knocking him on his ass in the mud.

Fighting back felt a hell of a lot better than running away.

Determined to give as good as he got, Colton wiped his hand down his face then slapped his tear-drenched palm against the tears dotting his new shirt. 

An explosion of light and sound knocked him back and the other guys went flying too.

When Colton got to his feet, he saw the last thing he ever thought he’d see. A unicorn. A black unicorn with a glittering golden horn stood in the rain, eyeing the five of them.

“What the fuck was that?” Roland asked.

“Fucking hell!” Cliff bellowed. “Is that a unicorn?”

“That’s what I see.” Roland shook his head as if to clear the image but it didn’t change anything. The unicorn was still standing there, considering all of them in turn. 

“What kind of fucking trick is this?” Neal got to his feet as did the others.

The unicorn reared up on his hind legs, whinnying loudly. When he dropped down, he shook the ground below his big hooves. 

All the guys took a step back except for Colton. 

Lowering his head, the unicorn struck at the ground with his mighty hoof, digging a trench.

“What’s he doing?” Neal asked.

“I think he’s getting ready to charge.” Roland took another step back.

Colton swore the creature grinned then he lowered his head and ran right toward Cliff.

“Fuck!” Cliff screamed as he turned and ran, his feet squishing through the mud.

The rest of the group scattered, running for all they were worth.

Colton stood there, too shocked to do anything but stare. Again, something had rooted his feet to the ground. After chasing all the guys away, even Dallas, who Colton thought the bullies had tricked too, the unicorn returned.

Tossing his head and snorting, the unicorn stepped toward him, that glittering horn lowered.

Colton closed his eyes and waited for certain death. Better to be killed by a unicorn than to die of shame and loneliness. Only, the unicorn didn’t run him through. He only bumped Colton with the tip of his horn. A little poke.

Opening one eye, Colton peered warily at the unicorn. Strange. He actually felt better. The pain and humiliation seemed to have evaporated. 

“Did you do that?” Colton asked the unicorn. “Did you make me feel better?”

The unicorn nodded and whinnied, flicking his head, making his silky black hair flutter despite being wet.

“How did you get here?” Colton still didn’t quite believe that he was standing on the football field in the rain, talking to a black unicorn, but he also didn’t know what else to believe. Maybe he was already dead and this was the afterlife. Proving his worth to a unicorn wouldn’t be any weirder than some of the other scenarios he’d read. Better this than bargaining with Osiris or Saint Peter at the Pearly Gates. Then again, Colton hadn’t really done anything wrong in his short life. 

Right before his eyes, the unicorn shimmered, as if someone just off stage tossed handfuls of golden glitter above him, so much glitter the storm of golden flakes obscured the unicorn entirely. As the glitter fell, it faded away, until a huge man with pale skin and long black hair stood there in a blue and green plaid skirt.

No, not a skirt, a kilt.

“You’re Scottish?”

“Aye.” He had the voice of a man accustomed to power. He didn’t have to bellow to be heard. When this man whispered, people leaned in to listen, and they did so with respect. 

“I’m Colton.”

“Aye.” On his hip hung a short sword with a black leather-wrapped hilt. Heavy black boots covered his feet.

“Do you have a name?” Colton asked.

“Aye.”

Colton frowned. “Is that all you can say?”

“Nae.” He smiled and Colton forgot all about his broken heart. Hell, he pretty much forgot about everything his teachers had tried to shove into his head for the last four years. Even a good chunk of the books he’d read went flying out into the cloudy sky. Never in his life had Colton seen a smile that perfect. It transformed the man’s handsome features into something just a shade shy of godhood.

“Are you the unicorn?”

“Aye, laddie.”

“You’re a unicorn-shifter?”

“Aye.”

“Why are you here?”

“Ye summoned me.”

“I did?” Colton nibbled on his bottom lip. Had he known he could just summon this guy, his high school years wouldn’t have been nearly as lonely. “How did I do that?”

“With ye tears.” He moved close, filling Colton’s senses with his presence and the scent of heather and sea air. When he lifted his hand to Colton’s face, he thought he’d be rough, but his touch was soft as a puffy wool sweater. 

“My tears?” Colton shook his head. “I’ve cried a million times and you’ve never shown up.”

“Ye tears made a sigil on ye shirt.” He stroked one big finger down to Colton’s chest then traced over the trail of tears. “Ye slapped your hand upon it and wished for one to revenge you.”

“Did I?” Colton couldn’t remember. He’d been crying and then furious and then determined to give back some of the hurt the bullies had given him. “Just once, I wanted to do something instead of just standing there and letting life walk all over me.”

“Life didn’t walk all over ye.” He lifted his hand to Colton’s shoulder, gripping and giving him just a little shake. “Those hooligans did.”

“That’s not the word I would have used.”

Up went one bushy black eyebrow over the bluest eye Colton had ever seen. The blue was so perfect and vast he couldn’t even describe the color. Not like the sky or the sea but a place between the two. Another realm he’d never seen before. So lost in the blue, it took Colton a minute to realize the unicorn man was asking him what word he would have used by lifting his brow high.

“I would have called them assholes.”

He winced back as if struck, dropping his hand from Colton’s shoulder. “Ye shouldn’t use such words.”

“No?”

“Nae.” He moved closer. “Curse words can bring a curse down upon yer head, laddie.”

“I’ll try to remember that.” Colton’s mother always said that only the uneducated swore. She insisted that a man who read as many books as Colton should be able to express himself without resorting to vulgarity. “What’s your name again?”

He peered at Colton for a long, quiet time. Judging him? Maybe. Or he might just be considering whether or not to get on a first-name basis when he probably wouldn’t stick around. No one ever seemed to stay in Colton’s life for long. No one other than his mother. Why would this magical creature be any different?

“I be Bonecrusher.” He made a fist and pressed it against his chest, causing the water droplets gathered there to jump into the air. 

“You’re kidding.” When Bonecrusher’s brows lowered ominously, Colton changed his tune. “I mean right. Bonecrusher. Hell—I mean heck of a name.” Colton didn’t know a lot about unicorns, but he thought they had cutesy names like Sparkles or Glitter or something like that. Bonecrusher sounded like the name of a biker or maybe one of those creatures from a computer game. Still, if he wanted to be called Bonecrusher, Colton wasn’t about to argue with him. One blow from his mighty fist would certainly crush all the bones in Colton’s face. Not that he seemed aggressive toward him. Not at all.

“Names have power.”

“Yeah. True that.”

Bonecrusher lifted both brows.

“I was named after my father’s favorite gun. Actually, it was a Colt Python, but my mom wouldn’t go that far just to make him happy. Good thing, too. I mean, what kind of name would Colt Python be? It’s a pony and a programming language.”

Instead of answering, Bonecrusher simply nodded.

Thinking he wanted him to go on, Colton did just that. “My dad left. I was only seven. I guess he just didn’t—never mind.” Colton had always believed his father left because he was a lousy son. He never seemed to do the normal things other kids did. Colton read a lot and learned to program instead of playing sports. His father probably wanted a kid like Dallas.

“He hurt ye deeply?”

“Well, yeah. Doesn’t everyone want their father to stick around? I mean, where else is a guy supposed to learn all the stuff that goes with being a man?” Colton needed a damn cork. Ten seconds in and he was telling this amazing creature his whole life story.

Bonecrusher’s harsh expression softened.

“Don’t do that. Jeez. I’m not some sad sack who needs to be pitied.”

“Nae, laddie.”

“You don’t pity me?”

“I do not pity ye for yer father running off on ye. That happened too long ago for calling upon the likes of me.”

“Right.” Colton tilted his head. “Why did I call you?”

“For revenge, laddie.” Bonecrusher put his hand on the hilt of his sword. “Tell me the names of the hooligans.”

“Why bother? They’re gone. And I never have to see them again.” Except for graduation. Colton wanted to skip the ceremony but his mom couldn’t wait to take his picture in his graduation cap and gown. Colton had never been able to give her much of anything, but he could give her that. 

Bonecrusher frowned so deeply he went from looking twenty-five to a gnarled fifty in less than a second. 

“What’s wrong?” Colton asked, terrified of the answer.

“Ye summoned me.”

“I know. I didn’t mean to.” Colton laughed in an effort to break the tension. “Had I known I could summon a guy like you, my high school years would have been really, really different.”

“Ye demanded my services.”

“Services?” Colton dropped his gaze to Bonecrusher’s kilt. Under that plaid wool, he just bet there was something that could service him good and hard. All those way-too-short scenes in his favorite books flashed in his mind. Those parts where two guys got together. He always appreciated the author for including them but longed to have them expanded instead of fading to black just when things started to get interesting.

“Ye be lusting after me, laddie?”

“What?” Colton jerked his gaze up to Bonecrusher’s face. “No, sir. I was just...” Oh yeah, he’d been lusting, all right, but with a name like Bonecrusher, the guy was probably super hetero. Like, so hetero he wore a cape. 

Thinking quickly, Colton said, “I was just admiring your sword.” It took a second for the double entendre to catch up to him. “I mean your blade. On your hip. I don’t think I’ve seen a sword that short. I thought Scottish guys carried those big blades. Uh, claymores, right? Yeah. The double-handed sword that’s, like, five feet long?”

“Ye be concerned about the length of my...sword?”

Colton swore he heard a playful pause but if it turned out he was wrong, he’d be in some serious trouble so he ignored it and said, “I’m sure you’re good with any weapon.”

“Aye.” Bonecrusher’s gaze wandered down to Colton’s hips. “Ye have no...sword?”

“I, uh, no. Nope. Can’t have weapons in school. They get really freaked out about that kind of stuff.” 

A blast of thunder shot Colton into the air then sheets of rain pounded down, soaking him. Colton ducked under the bleachers, grateful they were made of wood and not metal. When he looked back, he found Bonecrusher standing in the rain, watching him. After a moment, he strode toward him, covering the distance in what seemed like three big strides of his massive legs.
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