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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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When a string of bad luck puts Finn’s education in jeopardy, he considers selling the coin his grandfather left him, never expecting a tiny man to pop out, claiming to be his mate. Instead of answering his prayers, Shay brings more problems, but Finn vows to find a way to help his tiny friend even if it ends up costing him everything. 



This slow-burn paranormal gay romance contains a strong-willed football player, a leprechaun with a troubled past, a lucky golden coin, and a magical HEA that will leave you dancing a jig in the clover. 40,000 words or 160 pages.
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Chapter One
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Things are never so bad that they can’t get worse. 

Finn Peters hadn’t believed his grandfather’s saying, not until his life became one bad thing after another. Just when he thought he’d reached the bottom of the bad, he got a little good to waylay him before more bad showed up.

With one last semester to go before getting his degree, he’d broken his fibula, which sucked, but instead of a ten-pound plaster cast on his lower leg, he’d gotten a light fiberglass cast, which rocked. Finn counted his blessings until he realized he had to hobble around on crutches during the winter across a sprawling campus. What made things worse was the injury meant he’d lost his athletic scholarship. Couldn’t play football with a cast-bound foot no matter what the cast was made out of. This left him a couple grand short for next semester.

Desperate to pay the last of his tuition, Finn had been selling everything he owned of value, which wasn’t much. He couldn’t sell the laptop, not when he needed it for school. Same with the phone and some of his other electronics. Mostly, he sold his plasma, but he couldn’t do enough of that to pay the bill.

With both his parents on unemployment, he couldn’t turn to them for help. He’d gone up and down the family tree, but everyone was stretched to the limit.

He’d even had the two pieces of jewelry he owned appraised, only to find out the emerald ring, given to him by an ex because it was his birthstone, wasn’t even real. The gold in the ring turned out to be a thin gold veneer over silver. All told, the ring was worth ten bucks. The necklace—a chunky Jersey Shore monstrosity that his ex had given him but he’d never worn—turned out to be electroplated too. It was also worth about ten bucks. Finn sold both items without a single ounce of remorse.

“You know, there’s one thing you could sell that’s worth a lot of green.” Javier took a long pull on his vape, let out a cloud of cotton candy scented vapor, then grinned like a stoned Cheshire cat.

“I know I have a rocking bod, but I’m not selling myself to the sisters at Delta Rho.”

“I’d watch that for dollar.” Javier took another puff then tucked his vape into his trunk and locked it up. 

“Isn’t that a line from RoboCop?” Finn settled on his bed, trying to think of what else he could do to get some money.

“I think it’s ‘I’d buy that for a dollar’ but whatever.” Javier primped at the mirror by the door. “Why don’t you sell your truck?”

Finn closed his eyes and uttered the sigh of the utterly defeated. He hadn’t thought of that and he honestly wished Javier hadn’t either.

“You know, when you make that noise, you sound like a middle-aged guy trying to take a dump and not getting very far.” Javier spritzed himself with some kind of body spray. 

“Thank you so much for that visual.” Finn threw his pillow at Javier, hitting him in the back.

“You’re so very welcome.” Javier tossed the pillow back and Finn shoved it behind his head.

“I don’t want to sell my truck.”

“I didn’t say you’d want to.” Javier pursed his lips and checked his face from several angles. “I just said that you could.”

“And then how am I going to get around?”

“It’s not like you can drive it right now anyway.” Javier finished primping, pulled on a fresh shirt, then dropped heavily on his bed to yank on his shoes.

“Well, technically I could drive it.”

“And risk getting yourself more weeks of recovery?” Javier slipped on his jacket. “Naw. You’re too smart for that.”

“Yeah.” At the time, getting the old truck with a stick shift had seemed so retro and cool. Hardly anyone knew how to drive them anymore. And the cherry truck stood out in the sea of late-model cars. Everyone on campus knew Finn’s Chevy.

“Well, I’m off.” Javier grabbed his keys, wallet, and phone.

“You gonna be out all night?”

“Why?” Javier turned at the door. “Gonna have some guy come over and give you pity sex for your busted up leg?”

“Maybe.” Finn could probably get someone to come and make him feel better. “I just don’t want you to walk in when things start getting good.”

“I don’t want that either.” Javier grinned. “I’ll probably spend the night with Maria. Probably. But if I don’t, I won’t be back until around two.”

“In the morning?” How the hell did Javier live the life of a jetsetter yet still get As and Bs? Finn practically lived like a monk and barely managed Bs and Cs. 

“Hopefully in the morning.” Javier smirked. “If I don’t show up until two in the afternoon, it means that sexy lady tied me up and tried to keep me all for herself.”

“You wish.” Finn considered throwing his pillow again, but why take out his frustration on his dorm mate? “If I do get some pity sex, I’ll put the tie on the doorknob.”

“And I’ll knock really loud before I come in.”

“Later.”

“Later.”

Finn flopped back on the bed. Instead of thinking about selling his truck, he scrolled through his phone, looking for someone to take his mind off his troubles. Not one of the names made him want to click on the call button. All good guys, all great in the sack, but Finn didn’t feel like trying to figure out how to bang with a busted up leg. Having a guy ride him was fun, but Finn loved to be on top. He liked to fuck long and hard until he got so sweaty he could practically slide around on his partner. But more than that, he liked to keep the other guy right at the edge of climax until he begged for release.

“Okay, enough of that.” Finn tugged his sweats away from his bulge. As much as he enjoyed the comfort of stretchy cotton, he missed the way his jeans made his ass and junk look. Not that appearance mattered right now. He wasn’t going to be hooking up with anyone for six to eight weeks.

Rather than bemoan the loss of his sex life, he sat on the edge of the bed, looking around at his few possessions. There had to be something else he could sell.

He opened his trunk and fished through the contents. Some old board games that literally no one wanted to play with him. Some clothing. Some books. Random memorabilia.

“The good luck charm.” Finn fished through everything a second time. Eventually, he found the little wooden box. When he opened it, he found a gold coin settled into green velvet like a ring. He pulled it out and placed it in his palm.

His grandfather had left the coin to him three years ago. On one side, it showed a fancy number seven and on the other it had a four-leaf clover. Finn had taken the gift but he hadn’t really known what to do with it. He hadn’t felt comfortable leaving it at his parents’ house. He trusted them, but not his siblings. Patrick had been utterly obsessed with the coin, convincing Finn he had to take it with him to school. No one, not even Javier, knew he had a gold coin tucked away in his trunk.

Finn lifted and lowered his hand. The coin felt heavy for its size. Dense, the way real gold would feel. Then again, after finding out his ex-boyfriends had given him cheap electroplated jewelry, he really didn’t want to find out his grandfather had done the same thing. 

But even if it was real gold, Finn didn’t think he could sell it. The coin was a work of art. Delicate filigrees decorated both sides. Someone had also inlaid the seven and the four-leaf clover with some kind of green stone. Emerald? Maybe. Finn didn’t know. He’d thought the ring his ex had given him was real. Turned out to be some other green rock.

Oh, who was he fooling? He couldn’t sell the coin. According to the lawyer who’d handled his grandfather’s will, his grandfather wanted him to have it because every young man needed a little luck now and then. No. Now and again. Finn was pretty certain the attorney had said now and again. Not that it mattered. If anyone needed some good luck, Finn certainly did. Although, the coin hadn’t been working for him so why would it suddenly start now?

Finn frowned down at the coin, turning his hand this way and that so the light bounced off the gold and made tracks of brightness on the walls. If he remembered right, he wasn’t supposed to tuck the thing away. To get the luck, he had to carry the coin.

He considered the little gemstones again.

Would they fall out if the coin got bonked around with other coins in his pocket? Not that he carried a lot of change. He pretty much paid for everything electronically. But he did shove his keys in his pocket. They’d probably scratch the hell out of it.

Finn didn’t want to sell it and he didn’t want to damage it. 

“I think I’ve got it.” 

Finn hobbled over to his desk. He peeled the thick silicone case off his phone and then traced around the coin with a pencil. All he needed to do now was dig out a divot in the silicone and he could carry the coin with him everywhere he went without worrying about it getting damaged. 

Carefully, Finn carved a circular divot into the back of his phone case. He made it snug around the coin but then hesitated to put it on the phone. Whichever side he put toward the back of the phone would get scuffed. After clearing away the little pile of silicone shavings, he put his phone back in the case then sat there flipping the coin.

Every time it landed in his hand, it landed with the seven up. How strange. He tried it again and again. Fifty times in a row, it came up seven. Had to be weighted. Curious, he flipped the coin over and examined the four-leaf clover. The inlaid stones might be just heavy enough to change the weight on that side. Maybe. He’d have to ask one of his science obsessed friends. 

Until then, he had to find another way to carry the coin without damaging it.

“Right now, I really, really need some luck.” Finn tapped the four-leaf clover. 

As soon as he made contact, a burst of blinding light and what felt like gale-force winds knocked him back on the bed and blew the papers off his desk.

“Fucking-A!” Finn dropped the coin on the bed and looked wildly around the room. What in the hell had just happened? He’d refused the heavy pain meds for his foot, taking only some over-the-counter pills, but he’d never read of any pain reliever causing those kinds of hallucinations.

“Are you my mate?”

“What the actual fuck!” Finn jumped to his feet, wincing when he put weight on his banged-up leg, then hopped on one foot while staring at the apparition on his bed.

“We’ve only just met.” The skinny little man wearing snug jeans and a bright orange shirt blushed, hung his head, and then toed the bedcovers. “I don’t think we should be talking about that now.”

“Talking about—fuck.” Finn grabbed the windowsill so he didn’t topple over.

“That.” His blush deepened. “We shouldn’t be talking about doing that just yet.” 

“Who are you?” Finn managed to ask despite thinking he must have fallen asleep. Or been drugged. Maybe breathing in secondhand smoke from Javier’s vape had gotten him a contact high. 

“Me?” He pressed his hand against his heart. “Why, I’m your lucky charm.”

“My lucky charm?” Had Finn misunderstood the message his grandfather’s attorney had given him? He’d thought the lucky charm was the coin, not a creature who popped out of it.

“I’m here to help you.”

“Help me?”

“I can make magic.”

“Is that so?”

“That is so.” He smiled and nodded forcefully. “You won’t be disappointed. I guarantee it.”

The little guy sounded like a character from a bad used car ad. 

“I don’t see how I can be disappointed.” Especially when he didn’t believe in magic or that he was actually talking to a real person. Clearly, he was having some kind of—what had they called it in psychology class? A fugue state. Yeah. None of this was real. He’d wake up in the middle of a snowbank and not remember any of it.

“Oh, you poor thing.” The little man rushed over to the side of the bed. “What happened to your leg?”

“I broke it.” Finn left out the details of exactly how he’d broken his leg. 

“I can fix that for you.”

“You can?” Hope surged so thick and hard it practically gave him a boner.

“Sure!” He lifted his hand.

“Wait!” Finn held him off. If he went to the coach with a magically healed leg, the coach would want proof. They’d x-ray him again and compare it to the earlier x-rays. No way could he explain healing that quickly without magical intervention. “You’d better not.”

“But you’re in pain.”

“Yeah, I know, but if I was suddenly healed...”

“What?” the little man asked.

“People would wonder.”

“Let them wonder.” He lifted his hand again.

“No!” Finn waved his hands. “I don’t want anyone to find out about you.”

“Aww, you think they could steal me away from you?” He smiled. “Not a chance. I would never leave you.”

“That’s—that’s good to know.” Finn thought he’d said something else, something important that he’d rolled right over. Since he couldn’t remember, he fell back on the manners his mother had drilled into him. “I’m Finn. Finn Peters.”

“Oh, what a wonderfully Irish name.”

“My mother and father are both Irish.”

“I’m Shay.”

“Just Shay, no last name?”

“Well.” Shay blushed and toed the bedcover again. “I guess my last name is Peters too.”

“Oh. Just like mine.”

“Yes.”

Finn frowned. “Wait. I missed something.”

“What?” Shay glanced around. “You think someone stole something from you?”

“No. I think you said something and I missed it.”

“Well, let me see. I said I wasn’t ready to—you know.” He lowered his head and blushed again. 

“I remember that.” They certainly couldn’t do that when they weren’t even the same size.

After repeating everything he’d said, and Finn shaking his head, Shay finally pipped up with, “Oh! I know. I’m your mate.”

“Yeah!” Finn nodded. “That’s it. That’s what I missed.” Mate. Ha! That was all he needed. But then some other things caught up to him. A mate who said his last name was Peters. “You think we’re married now?”

“Of course we’re not, silly.” Shay grinned and rolled his eyes. “That comes later too. But we are bound together.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I belong to you and you belong to me.”

“So, like, married.”

“Well, I suppose. We just haven’t had the ceremony. And I want the ceremony.” While Shay stood there, all ten inches of him on the edge of Finn’s bed, describing his perfect wedding, Finn tried to wrap his head around the fact that his grandfather had apparently picked his husband for him.
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Chapter Two
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Finn’s phone alarm rang, reminding him he had to get to study group.

“What is that cute little song?” Shay asked.

“It comes with the phone.” Finn turned it off.

“Can I see?”

“Uh, sure.” Finn plopped down on the bed the same way he had a hundred times before, only this time he knocked Shay off his feet and almost shot him over the side of the bed. “Fuck! I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay.” Shay got to his feet. “You just need to remember that I’m smaller than you.”

“Yeah. I’ll do that.” Finn turned his phone back on and showed Shay all the jingles that could be turned on for the alarms.

“Oh, I like that one. Tinkling bells. It’s very bright.”

“Yeah. It’s pretty nice.” Finn let him press the buttons, mainly so he could see if he was real or not. Sure enough, when he angled the phone, he saw little handprints on the glass. “Well, I’ve got to get to the library.”

“Are we going to go read?”

“I’m going to go study.”

“You’re going to leave me here?” Shay glanced around the room. “Alone?” His lower lip stuck out and trembled slightly.

“I can’t take you with me.”

“Why not?”

“Well, what would everyone else think?”

“That you were a very lucky man.”

“Yeah, no one’s thinking that about me right now.”

Hurt made Shay’s bottom lip stick out farther.

“Not that you aren’t awesome.”

“I’m not awesome?”

“You are awesome.” Finn nodded definitively. “You’re the most awesome little dude on the whole campus.”

“Really?” Shay perked up like he’d just had a shot of espresso.

“Truly.” Finn grinned. “It’s just that, if everyone else saw you, they’d want you.”

“Oh,” Shay waved him off. “Don’t you worry about a thing. I’d never leave you.”

“Right.” Finn still wasn’t sure how he felt about having an instant partner, but he certainly didn’t want to hurt Shay’s feelings. “But if everyone saw you, they might try to steal you.”

“I wouldn’t let them.” Shay lifted his hands. “I’d use my magic to make them rue the day they tried such a thing.”

“Well, don’t do that. See, if we keep you hidden...”

Shay waited, eyebrows raised.

“They won’t know you exist so they can’t even think about stealing you.”

“Oh, that’s easy to take care of. I can just make myself invisible.”

“You can?” Finn almost wanted someone else to see Shay. That way, he’d know for a fact he wasn’t crazy. 

“Sure.” Shay waved his fingers around, creating a stream of glittery green lines. “And invisible!” He plastered his hands against himself. “Well?”

“I can still see you.”

“Of course you can. You’re my mate. But no one else can.”

“Uh...” Finn didn’t know how to tell him so he just thought he’d blurt it out. “You’re actually glowing now. You weren’t before.”

“I am?” Shay peered down at himself. “Oh, dear.” He brushed at his body but only intensified the glowing. “Darn it!” The more he brushed, the brighter he got. “I’ll figure this out.”

“You do that.” While Shay tried to contain his spell, Finn got awkwardly to his knees and gathered up his homework. Instead of sorting it out, he just scooped up all the paper and shoved everything into his backpack.

When he got back on one foot, Shay had stopped glowing, but he was still visible. 

“Okay, well, I really have to get going.” Hobbling his way across the quad would take at least ten minutes.

“You can’t just leave me here.” Shay stamped his foot on the bed, causing not so much as a ripple over the surface. Finn had to stop himself from smiling. Not only did his tiny friend look damn silly in his anger, but he also couldn’t do anything to stop Finn from doing whatever he wanted. But again, Finn didn’t want to hurt his feelings. Bullying anyone for any reason was just a really shitty thing to do.

“I really can’t take you with me.”

“You can too.”

“Uh...” Finn carefully placed his backpack on the bed. “This is what I’m taking with me.”

“I can fit in there.” Shay walked over to the backpack.

“It’s filled with books and papers. You’ll get crushed.” Finn didn’t want to squash him. 

“Can’t you make room for me?” 

“I really—” Finn cut himself off. He could either stand here and argue or he could find a way to accommodate his little friend. “Hold on.”

Shay stood waiting and watching.

“Do you breathe?”

“Of course I breathe.” Shay scoffed and rolled his eyes. “How else would I be able to talk?”

“Okay. Just asking.” Putting him in a little box was out. Finn glanced around at his desk, thought about the stuff in the trunk, and came up empty. “I just don’t see how I can carry you with me.”

“I could be like your familiar.”

“How’s that?”

“Well, a familiar rides on his master’s shoulder.”

“You want to ride around the campus on my shoulder?” Finn tried to imagine how that would work. Since Shay didn’t have claws or any other way to cling to him, one good jostle from his staggering on crutches would send him flying. Falling down on the bed was one thing but sailing into the concrete sidewalk was entirely another. “I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“Aww, you’re sweet to worry about me, but I won’t get hurt.”

“I just got these crutches a few days ago. I’m not very good with them.”

“If you’d just let me heal your leg, you’d be able to walk normally.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





