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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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After a string of insecure, sex-obsessed boyfriends, model Damon Rossi vows to stay out of the sack until he gets to know the next guy. Only, when Cupid pops into his life, he puts Damon’s vow to the test. Determined to be the love of Damon’s life, Cupid must deal with not only his conniving brothers and an uncertain fate, but he has to come clean to Damon about the past. Will the two overcome their differences, or will they let true love slip away?



This slow-burn paranormal gay romance contains a sexy hero holding out for the real thing, a cupid with a crush, and a sweetly romantic HEA just in time for Valentine’s Day. 39,500 words or 158 pages. 
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Chapter One
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“Good God, Damon.” Augustine handed his camera to an assistant and rushed across the studio to Damon’s side. “What happened to your face?” 

“Nothing.” Damon tried to keep his left side hidden from the photographer, but Augustine had never been shy about touching him. Despite standing a foot shorter, he grabbed Damon’s chin and forcefully turned his face toward the light.

“That’s an awful lot of something for nothing.” Augustine pursed his lips and lifted one eyebrow high while tilting Damon’s head forward and back.

“Can you work around it?” Damon almost wanted him to say no so he could go home, but if he bailed on work, he’d also leave without a paycheck. 

“I think I can do something.” Augustine met his gaze. “If...”

“If?” Damon asked.

“If you tell me the story.”

“Can’t you get your fix watching one of those Housewives shows?”

“Catty women are never as much fun as horny homosexuals.” Augustine tapped his black beret then swished across the floor to the backdrop. “We’ll do a shadow shoot. That should help.” He turned off half the lights then rearranged those that remained. “Well?”

Damon considered telling a lie then realized it hardly mattered. Outside of their work, they didn’t run in the same circles. “I got into a fight.”

“That is a summation, not a story.” Augustine flicked his fingers at Damon, which meant he either wanted him to leave or remove his clothing. 

Damon reached for the top button on his shirt.

“Don’t bother if you won’t spill all the juicy details.”

“How about I tell you while we shoot?” Damon loved killing two birds with one stone. He also knew once Augustine started a shoot, he wouldn’t want to stop until he finished. 

“Very well.” Augustine lifted one finger dramatically. “But you’d better make it worth my while.”

“Have I ever let you down?” Damon flung off his shirt then unbuttoned his pants.

“Never.” Augustine’s gaze went right to the bulge in his underwear.

Damon suppressed a grin. Augustine had never hit on him, and never would, but he was a man who appreciated the beauty of the male form. His expert eye turned Damon’s body into art in a way that no other photographer could match.

“You know, you have the body of a Greek statue.”

“Hard as stone?” Damon toed off his shoes, socks, then shimmied down his jeans and underwear.

“That, and all the rippling muscles.” Augustine gestured to where he wanted Damon to stand. “Only, instead of a tiny cock, God saw fit to bless you with the endowment of three men.”

“Greek statues have tiny dicks?” Damon moved into position then stretched and took deep breaths to ease the tension out of his body.

“Oh, yes. The Greeks considered a small prick aesthetically pleasing.” Augustine had his assistants fiddle with the lights. “Only barbarians had big cocks.”

“Guess that makes me a barbarian.”

“We’re talking what the Greeks believed, love, not what men believe now. For the Greeks, a big cock meant the man could not control his lustful desires while a small cock meant he could.” Augustine urged Damon to turn to the side then he took a series of shots. Instead of having Damon move, Augustine moved around him in a circle, hunting for the best way to show the play of light and shadow over his form. Afterward, he went to a large computer screen to check his work. He sighed and tsked. “I don’t think this is going to work.” 

“I could put my arm over my face.” Damon lifted his arm to cover up the bruise then struck a dramatic pose.

“Let’s try that.” Augustine grabbed his camera again. “And do tell me the tale.”

“Not much to tell.” Damon kept his arm up while tightening his body and shifting his posture a little bit after each click of the camera. “I got into a fight.”

“With whom?”

“My boyfriend.”

“Boyfriend?” Augustine lowered the camera. “I thought you were one of those footloose and fancy-free fucking machines?”

Damon sighed. Everyone thought that about him, but he didn’t correct the photographer. Why bother when Augustine wouldn’t believe him any more than anyone else?

“Go on.” Augustine resumed taking shots. “Tell me the story from the beginning.”

Damon closed his eyes, thinking back to the day he’d met Nino and how excited he’d been to find a guy he totally fell for totally fast. Only, the joy hadn’t lasted long. “My boyfriend thought I was cheating on him.”

“Were you?”

“No.” Damon had never cheated. Not on Nino and not on any other boyfriend he’d ever had. “But nothing I said convinced him otherwise.”

“So he punched you?”

“He threw this thing at me. A heavy glass piece of art. Like, a statue, I guess? Abstract statue.” Thankfully, it hadn’t shattered on his face, or he probably would have ended up in the hospital. Instead, all it did was hit him like a baseball bat then fall to the tile floor where it shattered, spraying glass shards all over the lower half of his khakis and his loafers.

“Ouch.” Augustine winced. 

“Yeah. I’m lucky it wasn’t worse.” Damon had a dark bruise that ran from under his left eye, down the side of his face, to the edge of his jaw.

“What, pray tell, compelled the young man into violence?” Augustine dropped to the floor then tilted the camera up.

“What makes you think he was young?”

“You have a type, Damon.” Augustine moved onto his back then slid around Damon in a circle, all the while the shutter went off at supersonic speed.

“Yeah.” He wished he didn’t but he liked them younger than him, hotter than hell, and just a little on the high-strung and sassy side. Or he did. After this, he might have to switch gears. “Maybe I should start dating Midwestern guys wearing shit-kickers who talk with those slow drawls.”

“You’d be bored.” Augustine had Damon lean farther back. “I want you to act as if you’re flinching from an attack from above.”

“Like this?” Damon adjusted himself into a more dramatic pose.

“Excellent.” Augustine got to his feet then circled around him while his camera clicked at machinegun pace. “Now on one knee. Head up toward the sky. That’s it. That’s it.”

For a while, they focused on getting good shots, but Augustine never lost the thread of a conversation. 

“So what made him throw the objet d’art at you?”

“I told you, he thought I was cheating.” Damon got onto his hands and knees then turned his head to look back over his shoulder.

“I realize that, but he didn’t just pull that out of thin air.”

Damon didn’t want to relive that moment, but it all came flashing back to him in an instant.

“Where do you go on Wednesday nights, huh? Answer me! Where do you go?” Nino’s voice rose along with his color until he damn near became a screaming tomato. 

“I told you.” In contrast, Damon kept his tone civil, his voice steady. “It’s private.”

“Yeah, it’s private because you’re fucking someone else!” Nino yanked the glass statue from the mantle and threw it at his head. Anger gave his arm double the power but also terrifying accuracy.

“Damon?”

“Yeah, sorry.” He shook off the memory. “Nino wanted to be together every night. I said no. He thought that meant I was fucking someone else.”

“Were you?”

“No.” Ruefully, Damon admitted, “I was having a hard time keeping up with Nino. The last thing I needed was another guy to satisfy.”

“Someone wanted more sex than you?” Augustine scoffed.

“Aren’t you French?”

“Italian. Why?”

“I thought you said it was the Greeks who thought guys with big dicks were lusty perverts who couldn’t keep it in their pants?”

Instead of getting defensive, Augustine stood very still while he considered. “I see I do have a bit of that prejudice.” He had Damon change positions again. “Must be because my cock is, well, not small, but certainly tidy.”

Just about the last thing Damon wanted to talk about was Augustine’s penis. “Nino wanted to be joined at the hip and I didn’t want that. End of story.”

“End of story,” Augustine echoed. After another series of shots, he said, “But surely, that’s not the end for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You must want to find a new partner.”

“At this point, I think I’m going to stick to flying solo.” 

“Really?” Augustine lifted his brow again and pursed his lips. 

“You don’t think I can?”

“I think you should take advantage of your youth.” Augustine traded out one camera for another, this one with a wide-angle lens. “The older you get, the harder it becomes to find a gentleman to spend time with.”

“I think that’s part of the problem.”

“What?”

“I’m not finding gentlemen. I’m finding firecrackers.”

“Ah, such is the joy of youth!” Augustine moved around him, taking rapid-fire shots. “All that energy and passion and, and—oh! It is that fire that excites.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve had enough fire.” Damon rose and stretched. “I want a calm and quiet guy who doesn’t need to be with me twenty-four seven.”

“If you found such a creature, you would be bored.”

“I’d be thrilled.” In fact, Damon believed it so much he vowed to never again date a guy like Nino. No more hot and sexy livewires for him. Instead of going to the bump-and-grind, thumping-bass-all-night clubs, he’d go to those upscale places where businessmen and accountants hung out. He’d find himself a respectable, button-down guy who would rather go to cheese and wine tastings rather than meat markets.

Over the next hour, Augustine took thousands of shots. He never used more than a handful, but he believed the more he took, the better the end product. 

“Okay, Damon. You can get dressed.” Augustine handed off the camera to an assistant then retrieved his smartphone from near the computer. “And there’s your money.”

By the time Damon pulled his clothing back on, his phone dinged, announcing payment. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you.” Augustine beamed. “Your shots always sell the best.”

“It’s the nudity.”

“I hardly think—”

“I’m not saying that the buyers are perverts, Augustine. It means they can put any kind of clothing on me they like.”

“Ah, yes. The magic of Photoshop. Although why they would want to put clothing on your magnificent body is beyond me.”

“You always make my ego grow three sizes.”

“Perhaps I should do that before we start the shoot, eh?”

“Next time, when my face isn’t all battered, we’ll have to try that.”

“Yes. Stay away from angry young men.”

“Believe me, I will.” Damon slipped out of the studio and into a warm and slightly humid Los Angeles night. He got behind the wheel of his Honda then headed home on surprisingly calm freeways. 

At his apartment, he picked up his mail in the foyer then flipped through the stack in the elevator on the way up. Mostly bills and junk but one envelope caught his eye. Not only was it smaller than a regular size envelope, but it was also bright red. A smooth, glossy red that felt sumptuous below his fingers.

He wanted to open it right away but didn’t want to rip the decadent thing apart. There had to be something good inside. Maybe an invitation to an exclusive party or perhaps a lucrative job offer. More than once he’d had some rich guy want to hire him for a job that skirted the edge of what Damon considered proper. 

He’d always said no, but maybe he could bend his rules a little. Not a lot, just a little. He wouldn’t pimp himself out. But once, a man had wanted him to be a living statue for his decadent party. He’d offered an outrageous fee for only a few hours of work. Had he been thinking clearly, and laid out some very clear rules about no touching, he would have taken the job. He hadn’t bothered because he hadn’t wanted to fight with his current boyfriend.

Inside his apartment, the very first thing he saw was his face in the mirror over the back of the couch. He wasn’t going to be doing any more jobs until the bruise healed. How long would that take? A week. Maybe two. God forbid it took more.

Anger tightened his grip on the mail but one look at the glossy red envelope made him relax. Getting pissed off wouldn’t change anything. Instead, he took a deep breath, went into the kitchen and got a knife. He dumped the rest of the mail on the table by the door along with his wallet, keys, and phone, then slowly slit open the top of the small envelope.

He’d just barely slipped his finger in to pull the contents out when a flash of light blinded him and sent him staggering back into the door. Thinking he must be having some kind of stroke, he slid down until he landed on his butt.

“Oops! Did I hurt you?” A little pale man with punk hair and white wings floated up to his face.

Stunned, Damon jerked his head back, smacking it into the door.

“I’m not going to hurt you.” The fluttery creature smiled at him. “I’m here to help you.”

“Help me?” Damon rubbed the back of his head. Now he had a bruise to match the one on the front of his face. If he kept this up, he’d get one above either ear and then he’d have the whole damn set.

“Yes,” the little man trumpeted. “I’m going to help you.”

“Okay.” Damon considered the wisdom of having a conversation with a hallucination but since he didn’t have anything else pressing to do, he really didn’t have anything to lose. “What are you going to help me do?”

“I’m going to help you find love.” 

“Love?”

“Love.” He wrapped his arms around himself and then his wings shot him toward the ceiling. Just when Damon thought he was going to plow right into the plaster, he looped and flew back down, hovering about a foot from Damon’s face. “Love is the best thing in the whole, wide world!”

Damon peered at him then realized the little guy didn’t have anything on. Not only that but the little guy had a totally rocking bod. Damon rolled his eyes and looked away. His vow not to chase after guys just because he thought they were hot hadn’t even lasted an hour. Then again, this one only stood about seven inches tall. Besides, he wasn’t even real.

The little guy fluttered around the apartment, zooming over and down and under, examining everything as if he’d never seen any of it before. The television seemed to fascinate him.

“It’s a television.”

“Yes, I know. I’m just wondering why you needed one this big.”

“Ego.” Damon laughed. “The bigger the TV the bigger—never mind. What’s your name?”

“Cupid.”

“Cupid?” Now Damon knew he was having some kind of head-injury-induced fantasy. Maybe he’d pulled up some long-forgotten image of Cupid out of his memory after talking to Augustine about Greek statues. “You can’t be Cupid,” Damon said.

“Why is that?” He zoomed back over to Damon, hovering about half a foot from the front of his face. Thankfully, he didn’t flinch back and bang his head into the door again.

“Because Cupid isn’t real.”

“I’m not?” Cupid clapped his hands to his chest, his hips, and then his buttocks. “I feel real to me.”

“Yeah? Let me feel you.” Damon stuck out his finger and tried to touch him, but he fluttered away. “That’s what I thought. You’re just a figment of my imagination.”

“I am not!” Cupid put his hands on his hips. “I’m as real as you and as real as anything else here.”

“Prove it.”

Cupid fluttered in the air then rushed toward Damon.

“What are you—”

He bopped him right on the end of his nose.

Damon jerked back, banging his head against the door again.

“That real enough for you?” Cupid smirked.

“Why you little—” Damon reached for him but Cupid zipped away. 

“Catch me if you can!” Cupid zoomed down the hallway.

“I’m going to squash you like a bug.” Damon got to his feet and followed him.

“You’ll have to catch me first!” he called from inside the bedroom.

“Oh, I’ll catch you all right.” Imaginary or no, Damon wasn’t about to let anything get away with hitting him. Not that the blow had hurt. Hell, with the pain from his face and the back of his head, he couldn’t even feel any damage to his nose but it was the principle of the thing. 

Damon yanked open the bedroom door then stood there, mouth agape, as his eyes went from one end of Cupid’s body to the other. Only this time, he wasn’t tiny. He probably stood about five-six, maybe five-seven, or he would have if he’d been standing. Instead, he stretched out on the top of Damon’s mattress, on his side, his elbow bent, his hand holding up his head. 

“I thought you were going to squash me?” Fire flared in his eyes as he lifted his chin and then flashed a mischievous smile.

The only squashing Damon wanted to do didn’t involve his hand. Mostly, he wanted to climb on top of Cupid and press him into the mattress while kissing the smirk off his amazingly handsome face. 

Damon took one step toward the bed to do just that then stopped. He’d made a vow not even an hour ago. Not only that, but again, this guy wasn’t real.

“What’s wrong?” Cupid leaned up on one arm. “Don’t you want me?”

Wanting wasn’t the point. All of this was just some delusion cooked up by his brain to see if he’d really meant what he’d promised himself earlier. Before him was exactly the kind of guy he always went for. If he gave in to temptation, he had a feeling he’d never get out of the pattern he found himself trapped in.
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Chapter Two
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Cupid held his breath. He thought for sure Damon would be all over him. He was everything the gorgeous human liked in other human males. Except for the wings. But Cupid didn’t have them now. He only had wings in his smaller form. Yet, instead of ripping off his clothes and jumping onto the bed, Damon stood in the doorway, frowning.

The bruise on the side of his face looked better in the subdued light but it would take weeks for all the marks to vanish. Had he any indication Nino would become violent, Cupid never would have hit him with a dart in the first place. He’d only hoped to give Damon another short affair that would keep him from falling in love.

“Well?” Cupid asked, struggling to keep his voice playful. “Are you going to stand there all night?”

“You’re not real.”

“I most certainly am.” Again, Cupid touched his chest, his hips, and then rolled onto his belly so he could grab his own ass. “I feel very real.” He rolled back over to find the most insatiable hunger in Damon’s eyes. “Touch me yourself if you don’t believe me.”

“Last time I tried to touch you, you flew away.”

“Having you touch me when I was that small seemed dangerous.”

“You don’t think I’m dangerous now?” Damon stepped into the room then closed the bedroom door behind him.

Raw lust tinged with fear surged through Cupid’s body.

“Answer me.”

“Do I think you’re dangerous?” Cupid repeated the question to buy himself some time. He wasn’t sure how Damon wanted him to answer. In truth, Cupid knew him to be an overly cautious and considerate man, but right now he looked like a wild beast without a shred of civility. “I think you’re trying to scare me,” Cupid said.

Damon’s eyes widened but he quickly turned his features impassive. “No.”

“No?” Cupid echoed.

“You don’t get to score points off me for things that you clearly know because you came from right inside here.” Damon tapped the side of his head. “I made you up so, of course, you’d know.”

“I know because I’ve watched you.” Cupid sat up cross-legged on the bed. 

“Watched me out of my own eyes.”

“Watched you from beyond the veil.”

“What does that mean?”

“There’s a wall between our worlds.” Cupid lifted his hands. “The world of men.” He offered out his right hand. “The world of the gods.” He offered out his left hand. “The veil is what keeps them from crashing into one another.”
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