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(Not A Snowball’s Chance In Hell is a standalone short story with little to no angst and the insta-love of fated mates.)

Indigo

For years, I’ve crushed on my neighbor from afar. Too bad he hates my guts because I broke his baby brother’s heart otherwise, I’d have made a move already. I suspect that we might be fated mates, but unless I get the chance to scent him, I’ll never know for sure. Riling him up has become a hobby of mine and I get the best response from him every time I win our neighborhood’s annual Christmas decorating contest.

Rafael

For years, I’ve fought my attraction to my neighbor by hiding behind the grudge I’m holding for how he broke my baby brother’s heart. The bickering we do whenever we see each other could be considered foreplay with how it riles me up. However, when it comes to Christmas decorating, nothing gets me angrier than that smug look on his face whenever he wins the neighborhood contest. One of these days, I’ll either kiss or slap that smug grin off his face.

Together

A mishap with a ladder, a blizzard, and a trip to the hospital start the journey for these two ‘enemies’ to become lovers. Will they let their romance flourish or will events of the past get in the way?

(Warning: Contains graphic sexual content, Mpreg Elements, and explicit language. Not recommended for those under the age of 18.)
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The first four chapters of this book appeared in Stormy Glenn’s Winter ManLove Fantasies competition of 2020.
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Present Day…

 

Four years ago, the sexiest man I’ve ever seen moved into the house across the street from me. I was instantly attracted to him…too bad he’s such an asshole otherwise I’d have asked him on a date a long time ago. At first, I didn’t know what I did to make him so angry but, it’s almost as if he hated me on sight. The one time I went over to introduce myself, I didn’t even get the chance to set foot in his yard because he shouted at me from the porch to go home because he already knew who I was. At the time, I wondered how he knew me when I didn’t know him and why he disliked me so much. I got my answer the day he put his name on the mailbox. Rafael Maldonado is the older brother of my former best friend Antonio. We met when he came into the shop I was working at in Denver for a tattoo and instantly befriended each other. I thought I made it clear that that’s all we were but, apparently Antonio felt differently. Something that was obvious after we slept together. It was a mistake I blame on alcohol clouding my judgement. As an Ice Dragon shifter it’s hard for me to get completely drunk but, that night I somehow managed to kill six bottles of tequila in under an hour. Don’t get me wrong, Antonio is attractive and if I were human, I’d see where a relationship between us could go, but I’m not and since he isn’t my fated mate, there’s no point in taking our friendship further than what it is. Not that there’s a friendship left between us since I rejected him so harshly.

After the night we slept together, Antonio started pushing for more, wanting to tell everyone we knew that we were boyfriends even though we hadn’t touched or kissed in any way since our one night together. I tried to explain to him that we weren’t in a relationship but, he wouldn’t take no for an answer. So, one night, when he suggested meeting each other’s families, I snapped. Telling him we were friends who fucked once and that’s all we’d ever be was a bit brutal but, it was the only way to get him to see sense. He hasn’t spoken to me since. Not that I blame him. I broke his heart. Something that was obvious when he started crying and told me to leave. I ended up leaving Denver and the tattoo shop I’d worked at to take a job at a new tattoo shop in a small town.

I do miss the friendship Antonio and I had, and I hate that the situation has made his brother instantly hate me since the man ticks all my boxes. For the past four years, Rafael and I have done nothing but, bicker and argue whenever we see each other. It’s the worst at Christmas when our neighborhood’s annual Christmas decorating competition rolls around and our competitive streaks come out to play. The best house wins the whole thing. I’ve won the last three years in a row and it really pisses Rafael off. He started decorating early this year in an effort to one up me. I know he’s determined to win this year.

There’s only three weeks to go before final judging on Christmas Eve and we both have a lot of work to do. I sort of cheat by using magic to create unique decorations. Dragons are the only shifters with strong magical ability which is why they’re the most powerful of all shifters. I know using my magic like that isn’t fair, but I love seeing the look on Rafael’s face every time I win. The way he flushes with anger is so sexy, I always wonder if he’d flush the same way in pleasure.  Not that I’d ever find out because the man will never give me the time of day. I’ve suspected for a while now that we might be fated mates because of the way I react to him but, I’ve never gotten the chance to be within scenting distance so, I haven’t been able to confirm it. Every time I try to get near him, he turns and walks in the other direction. Since I don’t want to be seen as a stalker, I usually let him go so he can keep avoiding me. If I let things continue the way they are, I may never know. I’ll have to come up with a plan to at least get him to talk to me without getting hostile so, I can work my way up to getting close enough to scent him.  Coming up with a plan will have to wait though because I have to leave for work now or I’m going to be late.

As I walk out the door, I see Rafael standing on a ladder hanging lights. Not seeing the man that usually helps him puts me on edge. He shouldn’t be doing that by himself. Just as I’m about to call out and tell him so, the ladder wobbles. Sensing what’s about to happen, I rush across the street and get there just as the ladder falls backwards sending Rafael flying. I’m in the perfect position to break his fall. The force of his body hitting mine sends us both to the ground knocking the breath out of me. When I can finally suck in a lungful of air I’m instantly hit with his scent of rum and chocolate and something unique to him that has my inner dragon roaring the word mine. We’re definitely mates. Now if I can just get him to stop hating me and give me a chance, we’ll be golden.

Rafael jumps up and I try not to sigh out loud at the loss of feeling his body against mine. He glares down at me and says, “What the hell are you doing?”

Standing, I dust myself off and say, “Saving your ass from a broken back or worse. Can’t fight fires if you’re paralyzed because you were being a dumbass hanging lights by yourself instead of having someone help keep the ladder steady.” Shit…that was probably the wrong thing to say…way to get him to like you idiot.

Instead of getting a verbal lashing, Rafael sighs and runs his fingers through his hair. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have been hanging the lights by myself but, I wanted to get them up before that snowstorm we’re supposed to get later this week hits.”

“Where’s your friend? The one who usually helps you.”

“He’s out of town until next week. It’s his and his wife’s last vacation before she’s too far along in her pregnancy to travel.”

Seeing this as an opportunity, I say, “You know, if you’re really determined to get them up this week, I can help you when I get off work. If you can put aside your dislike for me long enough to get it done.”

“Considering you just saved me from permanently injuring myself, I think I can do that. But, the minute we’re done, this truce is null and void.”

Not quite the response I was hoping for, but it’s a start. At least, I’ve got an in now and can start working on changing his mind about me. I only hope it works. Grinning at Rafael, I say, “You’ve got a deal.”
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As I watch Indigo walk to his truck, one thought keeps running through my head. Fuck…what did I just agree to and why? Snorting to myself, I shake my head. I know why I did it. Because I’m determined to win the Christmas decorating competition this year even if it means getting help from the enemy. He’ll forever remain the enemy because my baby brother was so broken up about what happened between them, he didn’t date for over a year. Even now, he hasn’t been in a serious relationship that lasted longer than two months. I’ve never gotten all the details from him about what happened, but his behavior tells me it was bad and without the full picture, I can only assume the worst. Which really sticks in my craw because I’m insanely attracted to Indigo but, refuse to act on it. I don’t know what type of person Indigo is. Even if I were to get to know him and got his side of the story, I probably still wouldn’t act on the attraction. Mainly, because I know if Indigo and I were to get together it would hurt Antonio and that’s the last thing I want to do. Ever since our parents died when he was fifteen and I was twenty, I’ve been his parent as well as his brother so, needless to say, when it comes to Antonio, I’m a tad bit overprotective
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