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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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During a fight, Luke Reid accidentally summons his guardian angel, who not only steps up to protect him but also sets his sights on seducing him. Gabriel isn’t like any angel Luke has ever heard of and resisting his charms is next to impossible, but rebelling against heaven has consequences. Will Luke be able to let his angel go or will he find a way to keep a piece of heaven on earth?



This paranormal gay romance contains a lonely virgin with trust issues, a horny rebel angel who loves leather jackets and motorcycles, and a heaven-sent HEA that will warm your heart. 32,000 words or 128 pages. 
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Chapter One
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“Come on and fight, you fucking coward.” Dustin yanked his blue T-shirt over his head and tossed it on the ground.

“I’m not a coward.” Luke picked up Dustin’s cast-off T-shirt and pulled it on. 

Most of the guys surrounding him and Dustin laughed or at least snickered.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Dustin snarled so hard his upper lip almost touched his nostril. “You’re not getting out of this with some stupid stunt.”

“What stunt? Now everyone can tell us apart. Shirts and skins.”

“You were already wearing a shirt, dumbass.”

“Shirts. Not shirt. I needed more than one. And yours is waaaaay better than mine.” Luke rubbed his hands up and down Dustin’s shirt. “Soft as butter on velvet. And it smells nice too. Which fabric softener do you use?”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Dustin shook his head so hard he managed to tangle his product-heavy hair.

“Hey man, I’m just asking.” Luke lifted his arms, hands out, shrugging hard. “If you don’t want to share your laundry secrets, I’m okay with that.” 

“I’m gonna fuck you up for fucking with my girlfriend.” Dustin spit at the cracked pavement and then danced around, his fists held at the ready.

Luke had hoped injecting a little humor into the situation might calm his housemate down but no such luck. At least the parking lot behind their boarding house was mostly empty on a Friday afternoon. Patchy mounds of snow still covered the blacktop but the sun kept everyone warm. Of course, once the sun went down, the mountain town of Lakepine, Colorado would turn downright frigid. Spring in the Rockies made dressing in layers a necessity. 

“You don’t miss your shirt now, but you will later.” Luke got another chuckle out of the other guys but not from Dustin.

“You’re gonna be missing your front teeth, asshole.”

When humor didn’t get him anywhere, Luke tried some straight talk. “I didn’t do anything with Misty except give her a ride home.”

“Oh, yeah? Gave her a ride, huh?” Dustin circled around, his fists clenched and ready to start jabbing. One hit powered by those seventeen-inch biceps would turn Luke’s rather nice face into shredded beef. “Gave her a ride on your dick is more like it.”

“I gave her a ride in my car.” Luke spoke slowly and clearly, over-enunciating the words to penetrate Dustin’s testosterone-riddled brain. “You were drunk, passed out on the sofa, and she had to get home for her grandmother’s funeral.”

Dustin pulled back at that but only for a moment. “I could have driven her home.”

“She tried for twenty minutes to wake you up.” Luke had done the right and honorable thing but Dustin and Misty had some seriously messed up ideas about relationships. They seemed to live for making one another jealous over the stupidest crap. Luke wouldn’t be surprised at all to find out Misty had told Dustin that he’d hit on her. Or worse. As they said, no good deed went unpunished. Luke should have let Misty walk home or—damn. Too late he realized he should have called her a cab. He would have gladly forked over twenty bucks to avoid this drama. He would have had to live without energy drinks for a week but it would have been worth it. 

“I wasn’t that drunk.” Dustin just kept on dancing around while the guys who circled them closed ranks. 

Even if Luke wanted to run, he wouldn’t be able to. What the hell was it that made almost all the guys their age love to watch two guys fight? What did anyone get out of it? Luke honestly wondered. Seemed to him all anyone got was busted lips, broken teeth, and damaged hands. Nothing ever got resolved.

“I said I wasn’t that drunk.” Dustin spit again, hitting one of the guy’s shoes.

“Fuck, dude. I just got these.” The guy pulled away from the group, giving Luke his shot, which he took.

Luke darted for the hole in the circle but one of the guys grabbed the back of his two T-shirts and tossed him back into the ring.

“Coward.” Dustin snarled and lunged for him but Luke avoided the blow.

“Yeah. I am a coward.” Luke saw no reason to pussyfoot around. “I don’t want to fight with you, Dustin, especially about something that never happened.”

“Misty said you felt her up.”

“I didn’t.” 

“Misty said you tried to rape her.”

Instead of defending himself, Luke realized that either Misty had filled Dustin’s ears with an absolute bullshit story or Dustin was tossing out accusations to see what stuck. Either way, this wasn’t going to end with a few punches and then the guys tossing back a couple of beers. This could end with one of them—Luke, the smaller and less aggressive of the two—ending up either seriously injured or dead. 

For the first time in his life, Luke felt genuine fear. He didn’t have big hopes and dreams, but he’d always figured he’d get through college and find a decent job. Maybe buy a house. Maybe meet the right guy and settle down. Adopt some kids or maybe a couple of dogs. Not once had he ever thought he’d get killed in a stupid fight over a stupid thing that had never even happened.

“I didn’t touch Misty.” Luke tried to get one of the guys around them to meet his gaze but they darted their attention away as soon as he made eye contact. Luke felt his hopes for getting out of this without a major hospital or undertaker bill getting lower and lower. 

“She says you did.”

“I say I didn’t.”

“So now you’re calling my girl a liar?” Energized by the slight, Dustin pumped his fists at Luke, getting perilously close to hitting him.

Luke jerked back but the guys around him shoved him toward Dustin. 

Finally, Luke said, “Either she’s lying or you are.”

“You fucking piece of shit.” Dustin took a jab that got so close to landing Luke felt the wind ruffle his blond hair. Only Luke’s fast reflexes saved him but when he bumped into one of the guys in the circle, he got shoved back toward the center and into Dustin’s waiting fist. 

Pow! 

Dustin’s blow landed dead center into Luke’s face. Right into his nose. 

Luke screamed and backed away, clutching his hand to the bridge of his nose. Pain caused his eyes to water so intensely he couldn’t see anything but a kaleidoscope of colors and then blood poured out of his nostrils, dripping down onto his chest, covering the shirt he’d yanked on in jest. If nothing else, maybe Dustin wouldn’t want to stain his own shirt.

“Stop!” Luke screamed as loud as he could, hoping to get one of the neighbors to come to his rescue, but of course, they didn’t. Every time their house had a party, the neighbors had complained. Half the time when all they were doing was studying with some loud TV in the background, the neighbors complained. Once, they’d complained to the cops when they’d mowed their lawn at seven in the morning instead of eight. They complained constantly. About everything. About nothing. But not today. Not when Luke needed them to step up and save his life. Even nosy Mr. Jenner didn’t lift up the edge of his battered lace curtains. The one time when Luke really needed someone, no one was there.

Story of his life.

Luke laughed even though doing so pissed Dustin off. He couldn’t help himself. Somehow, it seemed almost fitting he’d die getting beaten up by some alpha asshole. Luke just always thought he’d get killed for the truth about who he was and not some lie about a girl he didn’t give two shits about. Not that Misty wasn’t worthy of love. She was. Everyone deserved to be loved. But Luke didn’t even like Misty. She was as shallow and useless as Dustin. Nothing in heaven or on earth could ever change Luke’s mind about either one of them. 

Luke wanted a man. Not some posturing idiot who thought flinging his fists around actually meant something, but a real man, one who knew that kindness and compassion and a commitment to true strength mattered more than all the iron pumping in the world.

Luke wanted an honest, true-to-the-heart hero.

He’d sworn that he wouldn’t settle for anything less.

Give me a hero or leave me alone had been Luke’s battle cry. So far, it had worked. He’d been alone since high school and didn’t see college changing that.

“I’m not gonna stop until you tell the truth,” Dustin said, pumping his blood-covered fist.

“The truth is I would never hit on Misty because I’m gay!”

Everything in the world went so silent Luke’s ears rang.

“You’re a fucking fag?” Dustin asked. 

“Yeah. I’m a fucking fag. Can we stop this now?”

“I’m gonna beat your ass for lying.”

“I’m not lying.” Luke wiped his hand over his eyes, trying to clear away the tears so he could see, but all he did was wash blood down his face. He shook his head, flinging blood from his still dripping nose then used his other hand to wipe at his eyes.

“You’d say anything, wouldn’t you?” Dustin punched him again.

Luke clutched his battered nose and stepped back. “Leave me alone!” 

“Get back in and fight.” Someone shoved Luke back into the circle.

Luke slapped his bloody hand to his chest and found himself flying backward into three guys, knocking all of them flat. Since he landed on top of them, he didn’t get hurt any worse than he already was.

Out of the clear blue sky, a bolt of pure white light slammed into the blacktop, cracking the surface and sending everyone still standing staggering back. Most landed on their butts but a few stayed on their feet. 

“I have been summoned.” 

Luke peered up through blood and tears to see a glowing man. White light surrounded him, making it impossible to see details other than he was tall and wide and, well, big. Really big. Like The Rock big. One punch from his mighty fist would crash a hole right through Dustin’s skull.

“Holy fucking shit!” Dustin bellowed loud enough to wake the dead. “What the fuck is that fucking thing?”

“I am a guardian angel.” His voice was so rich and deep he seemed to be playing half an orchestra when he spoke, all low-bass brass and some woodwinds with a rumble of kettle drums thrown in for good measure. That kind of voice made people sit up, listen, and then obey. Of course, that kind of voice also did things to Luke that he probably shouldn’t be thinking about. The man was an angel, after all.

“Let me help you.” When the angel came over to Luke, the guys he’d landed on scattered. Luke might have run too but something about the feelings the light around the angel evoked—compassion, kindness, and an overwhelming sense of empathy—made him hunger for his touch.

The angel pulled Luke into his embrace then held him with one mighty arm while he stroked tender fingers over Luke’s face. The pain disappeared in an instant.

“What did you do?” Luke asked.

“I have healed you.” The angel turned his attention to the gobsmacked group of guys that now formed a rough semicircle around Luke and the angel. “Which one hurt you?”

When the glowing man unfurled wings easily three times as wide as he was tall, all the guys around them scattered. 

“Should I follow them?” the angel asked.

“They’re not worth it.” Luke thought maybe he was dead and his guardian angel had shown up to make sure he went toward the light. 

“How did you get here?” Luke asked.

“You summoned me.” He touched Luke’s chest. “You made a sigil with your blood.”

“A sigil?”

“A symbol with magical power.” 

“Is that what tossed me back into the other guys?”

“Sigils are very powerful.” The light around the angel’s face flickered, going gray. “You did not mean to summon me.”

“I don’t know. I was scared. I needed help.”

“I will protect you.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Gabriel.”

“The archangel?”

“I’m not that Gabriel.” The angel sighed long and hard as if he’d had to explain this a million times. “Are you the only Luke in the world?”

“I’m not even the only Luke at my college.” Luke placed his hand on the angel’s shoulder. Oh, man. Did he feel goooood. All strong and kind of mildly shocking like static electricity flowed over his skin and—Luke realized he’d gotten lost in his own thoughts. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to confuse you for another angel. I don’t know a lot about the bible and heaven and all that stuff. I guess now I’d better read up on it, huh?”

“It won’t do you any good. Most of what humanity has written about those topics is misleading or completely false.”

“We got one of the names right, though.”

Another gray darkening of the light around the angel’s face.

“When your light fades, does that mean you’re pissed off?”

The light darkened so much that Luke could actually see the details of Gabriel’s face. And what a face. Luke had taken an art appreciation class his freshmen year. The teacher had talked about the golden ratio and symmetry. The more closely the person’s features incorporated those two functions, the more beautiful or handsome they would be considered by most people. She’d said perfect symmetry simply didn’t happen, but Luke was looking right at a face that had breathtaking symmetry. If he took the time to count each of those long, thick eyelashes, he’d find the same amount and length on each eyelid. Same with his eyebrows. And then his gaze went to the angel’s mouth.

“You look at me with lust.”

“Sorry.” Luke tried to look away but found he couldn’t.

“You’re not sorry and you keep looking and lusting.”

“You’re just so beautiful.”

“Of course I’m beautiful. I’m an angel.” Gabriel peered down at Luke, assessing him. “You are quite handsome for a human. Golden hair, golden brown eyes, and those freckles.”

“You like my freckles?” Luke had always hated what his mother called angel kisses but he found himself changing his mind.

“I like them very much.” The light darkened around the angel again, allowing Luke to see more details. What he saw shocked him deeply.

“Your hair and eyes are the same color.” Black. The darkest black he’d ever seen. Pitch black, jet black, depth of the void black. Instead of frightening him, Luke found the darkness comforting. Gabriel held everything in the universe in those fathomless eyes. Luke couldn’t stop looking. He didn’t even want to take time to blink. “How come I can see you now?”

“Because I’m letting you.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t.”

“Maybe you should close your mouth so I can kiss it.”

Surprise made Luke do the exact opposite. He opened his mouth, making Gabriel laugh. Oh, God. What a sound. Like a chorus of perfect voices all singing in stunning harmony.

“Close your mouth.” Gabriel pressed one big finger under Luke’s chin.

Luke closed his mouth.

Gabriel lowered his face and kissed him.

Oh, God. Luke felt all the good things in the world at once. Getting an A on a test he forgot to study for. Making it through the railway crossing right before the arms swung down. Getting an extra onion ring at the bottom of the bag. But this was better than all of that. Kissing Gabriel was all of that mixed together and then pumped up to maximum volume.

“Breathe, my little human.” Gabriel moved his head back.

Luke started breathing again. He hadn’t even been aware that he’d stopped.

“I will take you home.”

“To heaven?”

“It’s not your time yet.” Gabriel put Luke on his feet. He swayed almost drunkenly. Gabriel held onto him, keeping him from falling.

“I’m sorry. I feel so dizzy.” 

“I will tone down my light.” 

Gabriel turned to normal brightness, popping the bubble that Luke had been in. The rest of the world came crashing down on him with terrifying violence. Traffic noises and the stench of the dumpster and the sounds of people talking. Everything seemed loud and grating and almost painful to his soul. It took almost a full minute for Luke to remember this was the way the world was. This was normal. He didn’t like it but this was the world he lived in. He’d never realized until this moment how much he hated it. How ugly it all seemed. How cold and cruel and cutting.
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