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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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Trapped by a rockslide and literally at the end of his rope, spelunker Nash Miller has plenty of time to regret caving alone. With no way to summon help, he thinks he’s hallucinating when a handsome man appears. When the man insists he’s a vampire and that he can save Nash if he turns him into one too, Nash agrees, but what will he do when the only way to stay alive is to feed on human blood?



This paranormal gay romance contains a reckless spelunker clinging to hope and a house, a club-hopping vampire determined to survive while running from his past, and a unique twist on time-travel romances that ends with a happily ever after you won’t see coming! 39,000 words or 156 pages.
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Chapter One
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Grim.

That was the only word that fully and completely summed up Nash’s fate.

Very grim worked too, he supposed, if he allowed himself more than one word. Although, if he was going to go that direction, he might as well say his fate—a slow, lingering, and certain death—was unbelievably stupid and totally his own fault.

Given a do-over, Nash never would have gone spelunking alone. He knew better. He really did. But he’d wanted to do something with his Saturday other than playing computer games or masturbating to internet porn. 

Exploring Colorado’s vast caves was a fantastic hobby, and a mostly safe one, provided a person followed a few simple rules. Nash’s disregard for those rules had made it dangerous. What made it so annoying was that Nash never disobeyed the rules. Everyone in the office called him The Stickler. Not to his face, since his dad owned the law firm, but still, word got around that he was a by-the-book-no-matter-what kind of guy.

While dangling from his safety rope in the near perfect dark with only a vague idea of how far the ground was from his precarious perch, he contemplated why he’d chosen to be stupid today. Arrogance for one. Overconfidence for another. He sighed. Nash didn’t think of himself as supremely talented at anything other than spelunking. He’d been exploring caves since he was thirteen and he was now twenty-five. A decade plus of experience made him think he could go alone. Sadly, the only thing his loads of experience did for him now was make him keenly aware of just how screwed he was.

Nash gazed upward, convinced he saw a bit of light. Not a lot. Just a sliver. Possibly around where his line ended and the cave-in began. Then again, the faint glow might all be in his mind. A way of holding out hope when he knew there wasn’t any.

His frustrated sigh caused him to jiggle the line, prompting him to hold his breath until the movement stopped. Once it did, he returned to breathing slow, measured breaths. Instead of crushing him, the cave-in had stopped at the bottleneck of the shaft. If he moved the line around too much, he might just cause a rock to come loose and send everything down on top of him. He’d rather try to figure something out than have that happen. 

Originally, he’d planned to go spelunking with others. He’d waited at the mouth of the cave for over an hour for them to show up. One by one, they’d texted that they couldn’t or wouldn’t come. With ten guys slated for the day, he’d figured at least one of them would show up. Not a single one had. A smart man would have thrown in the towel and gone home. Not Nash. He wanted to explore and he vowed he would.

Instead of going into the well-regulated cave he had a permit for, one where they wouldn’t even think of letting him go in solo, Nash had decided to go to an opening hardly anyone knew about—one that wasn’t regulated. One where he could enter alone without being harassed. Nash wasn’t like those other people. He knew caves. He’d been in literally hundreds of them. He wouldn’t do anything stupid.

Or anything more stupid than going alone.

Wearing all the right gear—hardhat with a headlamp, insulated coveralls, heavy boots and warm gloves—he’d double checked his equipment, including his ropes, and then he’d set off. When he reached a junction, he left a small stack of rocks to remind himself which path to take on the way out. 

Following a slight downhill slope, he’d discovered some intriguing mud. Above, this part of the landscape seemed more arid than the Gobi Desert. Curious, he’d wanted to see the source of the water, following it to the exclusion of all other branches of the cave.

Disappointed to discover only a weeping crack in the rock, he’d then gotten the bright idea to follow the water downward.

When he reached a vertical shaft, Nash stood at the lip of the opening, thinking that he’d gone far enough and he should probably go back. But something compelled him to keep going. He promised himself he’d go to the bottom of the shaft and then come right back up. After that, he’d go home.

With this plan in mind, he’d placed a lamp at the top to alert other cavers about the rope strung across the cave floor—not that he’d actually expected anyone to come along—then he’d used the single-rope technique to repel his way down.

Thankfully, it was a fairly wide shaft, at least it was after the slight bottleneck that had saved his life. His alternate light sources allowed him to see pretty far down but not to the bottom. The walls remained at least six feet apart. More than enough room for him.

He’d gone down about thirty feet when a rock pinged off his helmet. He thought it was just his rope rubbing against the lip of the shaft and turned his attention back to examining the walls as he made his descent. When a few more rocks hit him, he felt the first wave of panic. 

Reversing direction, Nash tried to climb back up as quickly as he could, but it was too late. The trickle of small rocks turned into a deluge of dirt, slamming into him while the larger boulders filled the mouth of the shaft. When the cave-in finally stopped, Nash found himself battered and stranded in midair.

His best guess was that the water had probably weakened the underlying structure near the lip of the shaft. That in turn had caused his body weight on the rope to be enough to start the crumbling. The only thing that had saved him from plummeting straight to the bottom was that the cave-in hadn’t cut his line. Or at least he hoped it hadn’t. For all he knew, he could literally be dangling by a thread. 

Since he didn’t know, he tried not to put any undue stress on the rope, a decision made easier by the fact one of the larger rocks that had rained down on him had probably broken his arm. At least the pain radiating from his forearm seem to indicate a break. That, and it looked weird, all lumpy and bloody.

Since he couldn’t climb up, he thought he would have to go down, but when he tried, the pain in his arm caused him to pass out. So he hung there, unable to go back or forward. 

He lost track of time in the dark. 

He turned his headlamp off to conserve the battery, but his imagination went wild and he turned it back on. He had extra batteries and other light sources. Besides, when he started shivering, he knew he was going into shock. Either from pain or blood loss or both. Probably wouldn’t be too much longer before he lost consciousness. He decided to keep the light on.

After what felt like another hour, he thought he should do something but had no idea what.

Carefully, he removed his phone. No signal, but he hadn’t really expected that there would be. Not that he’d taken it out for that. Instead, he opened up the voice recorder and tried to say something to his friends and family, something that would give them comfort if anyone managed to find his body, but the words wouldn’t come.

He closed the app and put the phone away.

Chances were good that he’d never be found. This wasn’t a popular area for caving. Worse, he’d told the guys he’d been slated to cave with that he was going home. He hadn’t told them he was going alone. If he had, they would have given him a verbal tongue lashing and then called the authorities. No hope of that now, though. Good move there.

He found himself wondering how long it would take for someone to miss him, but it didn’t take him long to find an answer. Monday morning. When he didn’t show up for work, they’d raise the alarm. Nash—The Stickler—never missed work without calling in. Of course, that didn’t mean they’d assume he’d ended up in a predicament like this. In fact, it would be the last thing they’d think of.

Then again, he thought of his car sitting nearby. Someone would notice that, wouldn’t they? Only, there were dozens if not hundreds of caves in the general area. By the time they found this one...

Instead of thinking about that, Nash decided to think about something else.

If he could change one thing about his life, he’d pick having a boyfriend. He’d had plenty of hookups but never anything serious. He would have liked to have someone spend more than one night in his bed. Someone he could have gotten used to waking up to, spending time with, fornicating like coked-up mink with.

Blood oozed from his broken arm and pooled in the waterproof sleeve of his overalls. It didn’t take long for the blood to cool and make him shiver. Slowly, he lowered his arm to help the blood drain out, rubbing along the fabric to get it flowing. He felt it trickling off the tip of his finger but didn’t hear it hit the ground.

After giving his sleeve a good shake, a brilliant flash of light caused him to jerk in his harness. Two things happened simultaneously. A handsome man in expensive clothing appeared in midair and bellowed, “What the fuck?” then he plunged into the darkness below.

Convinced he’d had some kind of bizarre near-death hallucination, Nash reconsidered taking out his phone. He should leave a few words before blood loss and shock left him completely incapable of leaving a coherent message. Mainly, he wanted to tell his family that he loved them. He’d always longed for a partner to share his life with, but now he was glad he wouldn’t be leaving him with the pain of his mysterious disappearance. 

Before he could extract the phone, the man floated up and hung in midair, a few feet from Nash.

Spellbound, Nash swept his headlamp beam over the man. Wide shoulders, narrow hips, a purple shirt so dark it appeared almost black. Tight black jeans that showed off one hell of an impressive bulge. Oh, yeah. That right there convinced Nash he was hallucinating. Not the floating or the sudden appearance of another human being but the huge cock behind snug cotton. That was exactly the kind of bulge that got his dick leading him into another hot but emotionally barren hook up.

Hands flashed in front of the bulge as if to ward Nash off. “Do you fucking mind?”

“Sorry.” Nash yanked his gaze up to the man’s handsome face and his riveting eyes.

Now the hand moved to shield his gaze. “Can you do something about that light in my face?”

“Yeah.” Nash reached up and angled the light slightly sideways. Now, he could look at the man without him knowing exactly what he was looking at.

“Who the fuck are you?” he demanded, lowering his hand.

Automatic manners kicked in, forcing him to say, “I’m Nash Miller.” After a cursory glance at how the man’s shirt fluttered despite the lack of a breeze, Nash asked, “Who are you?”

“None of your fucking business.”

Nash tried not to flinch at his vicious tone but didn’t quite manage. Just his luck to get an angry hallucination. 

“Where even is this place?” he demanded.

“It’s a cave. In Colorado.”

“Colorado?” He asked, his astonishment clear. “Fuck me.” He shook his head, causing his longish hair to tumble down into his eyes. Impatiently, he brushed it back with a large, tanned hand. “Long fucking way from New York.”

Nash couldn’t argue with that. Instead, he asked, “How are you floating in midair?”

“As if you didn’t know.” He huffed then glanced upward. 

Before Nash could ask another question, he floated away, causing tears to threaten. Having an imaginary friend, even a cranky one, was better than dying alone. When the man returned, floating back down to hover in front of him, Nash couldn’t help a small sigh of relief as he blinked the tears away.

“You’re really fucking lucky,” he said.

“I am?”

“If you had yanked me into sunlight, I would have killed you.” 

“You don’t like sunlight?”

“Of course I don’t.” He rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Even with proper precautions, it’s not—what in the fuck are you doing in this cave?”

“Exploring?”

“Are you asking me or telling me?”

“I was exploring.”

“Alone?”

“Yeah.” Nash lowered his head and looked away.

“Would you keep that light off my crotch, please? I’m not interested in you that way.”

Disappointed but not surprised, Nash lifted his head. “Sorry. I wasn’t trying to perv on you.”

“What were you trying to do?”

“I don’t know.” Nash felt suddenly warm and wondered if hypothermia was kicking in. 

“How did you get me here?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, what were you doing before I showed up?”

“Draining the blood out of my sleeve.” Nash nodded to his arm. “It’s broken.”

“I know. I can smell it.”

“You can smell broken bones?”

“I can smell blood, dipshit.”

“You know, for a hallucination you’re really mean.”

“Hallucination?” His curling upper lip wiped most of the handsome off his face. “You yank me from my slumber to some damp, smelly cave in fucking Colorado, claim I’m not real, and then call me mean when I’m not all sweetness and light?”

“Slumber? In the middle of the day?” Nash asked. “Do you work the night shift?”

His lips straightened but his brows lowered rather ominously.

“I’m just asking. I’m not trying to be nosy. You don’t have to share if you don’t want to. I don’t mind. My job involves a lot of questions. Well, it does for the lawyers. I mostly do the prep work, especially if they need graphics. I love to put visual aids together.” Nash realized he was babbling and pressed his lips together. “Sorry. I don’t feel well and I think I’m going to die soon.” Nash offered a wan smile. “Maybe that’s why I brought you here. So I wouldn’t die alone.”

“You didn’t bring me here because I’m a vampire?” 

“You are?”

“You didn’t know?” His brows slowly collided, turning his anger into worry, but only for a moment. Narrowing his gaze, he examined Nash as if he could see right through him. Maybe he could. Nash had never read many horror comics. Too gruesome. His understanding of vampire powers was limited to what he’d learned from movies. It wasn’t much wonder to him his imagination was having difficulty putting together a cohesive imaginary vampire friend, given his lack of knowledge.

When he floated closer, Nash’s gaze dropped to his crotch then hastily away. The vampire put his hand on Nash’s chest. He really did have nice hands. Tanned, which seemed wrong. Vampires were supposed to be pale, weren’t they? Unsure, Nash noticed he had manicured nails. And relatively big hands, compared to the rest of him. The man was muscular and broad but his hands seemed too big. Or maybe they only seemed that way placed against Nash’s scrawny chest. The one pressed against him managed to touch both nipples at the same time when he extended his thumb and pinky.

“What are you doing?” Nash asked, his voice cracking halfway through then going up almost an entire octave when his nipples tightened.

“You’ve lost a lot of blood.”

“I know. It filled up my sleeve. My base layer is one of those polyester things that wicks away moisture, but when there’s a lot from me sweating, it—”

“Shut up.” A gentle tone contrasted the harsh words.

“Okay.” Nash swallowed hard.

“Look at me. Look right into my eyes.”

Nash locked his eyes on the vampire’s eyes. This close, he saw a golden ring around his pupils that faded into the darker brown. “You have really pretty eyes.”

“So I’ve been told.” A predatory smile flashed gleaming white teeth behind dusky red lips. “My eyes, handsome. Keep your attention on my eyes.” 

Handsome? Nash had been called cute in a shy, nerdy boy sort of way, but never handsome. Then again, his dying brain obviously wanted to make him feel better about the fact he’d never managed to have a long-term relationship.

“Stop thinking,” the vampire commanded.

“Okay.” Nash blinked and kept looking at his eyes. A wash of dizziness made him think he was falling, but the rope held steady. Must be the blood loss. Idly, he wondered how much longer he had to live. Probably not long, but this was a nicer way to go than doing it alone. Or maybe he was already dead and this was just his brain spewing out the last of the electrical impulses before it shut off for good. That was the only thing that made sense. No way in real life would a guy this gorgeous call him handsome. Homely, sure, but handsome? No way.

“Stop. Thinking.” This time, the vampire infused his voice with an authoritarian edge.

Compelled to obey, Nash allowed his mind to go blissfully blank. 

After a long time of touching him with his hand pressed against his chest while gazing deep into his eyes, the vampire growled like a pissed off cat.

Nash wanted to look away but found he couldn’t.

“You fucker.” The vampire yanked his hand off Nash’s chest and shook it, as if to flick away Nash’s stink. “You not only summoned me, which I didn’t think was fucking possible, but you also bound me to you?”

Nash heard the words but struggled to respond. Finally, he managed to ask, “I did what?”

“Bound me. You bound me to you as your mate.” He floated backward, putting distance between them. “I couldn’t leave you if I wanted to, and trust me, I want to.”

Nash didn’t know what to say. He’d always wanted someone to share his life with. 

“Yeah, I know that’s what you’ve always wanted,” the vampire muttered. 

“Not like this,” Nash admitted. “Not if you didn’t have any say and—wait a minute. Did you just read my mind?” Nash laughed then answered his own question. “Of course you did. I made you up, so it makes sense you can read my mind.”

“You still think I’m not real?” his voice turned deceptively sweet.

“It’s either that or I have to accept that vampires are real.”

Locking their gazes again, he floated closer and cupped Nash’s chin. The heat of his touch made Nash realize just how cold he’d become. Probably not long now before hypothermia made him fall asleep. Not a bad way to go, really. He’d heard it was painless. He frowned.

“What?” the vampire asked.

“Now I know you’re not real.”

“Is that so?” His voice dropped dangerously low but still managed to sound seductive.

“Yeah.” Nash nodded, no longer afraid of the rope breaking. “You’re warm.”

“What?”

“Vampires are supposed to be cold, right? Because they’re dead?”

Rather than argue, he lifted his brows, considering Nash’s face with a smirky kind of intensity.

“You’re hot.” Nash realized what he’d said and chuckled. “Temperature wise, I mean.” After a pause, he added, “Well, okay, and looks wise too.”

He flashed that predatory smile again. “I’m going to bite you now.”

“Yeah?” Nash figured that meant his brain was about to put him into that long, deep sleep.

“Yeah,” he echoed. After a moment of examining him, the vampire asked, “You’re not afraid?”

Nash shook his head. “Can I leave a message for my family first?”

“No.”

“Please? I just want to tell them how much I love them.”

A flicker crossed the vampire’s face. An emotion Nash was too cold and exhausted to interpret. Abruptly, the icy stare returned.

“Never mind.” Nash saw no reason to argue with his imaginary friend. “I’m sure they know.”

He nodded then whispered, “Bare your neck to me.”

Just like he had at the lip of the vertical shaft, Nash had one of those moments of hesitation. He’d told himself he’d gone far enough and he shouldn’t go any further. His belief that the vampire was make-believe wavered, but then the truth of the situation compelled him to keep going. He was stuck in a cave, dying of blood loss and hypothermia. What did he really have to lose?

Nash closed his eyes and turned his head to the side.
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Chapter Two
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Sebastian had never wanted to drink anyone as much as he wanted to drink Nash. He’d been biting necks for decades, but the hunger had never possessed him the way it did now. Struggling not to drool and failing, he swallowed hard. Even the ripe dampness of the cave couldn’t overcome the luscious scent of Nash’s blood.
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