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        Bad Boy Angel Meets Matchmaking Witch 

      

      

      
        
        At Cauldron Academy, Rose learned the hard truths about being a white magic witch. Now in the real world, she is to carry on the family matchmaking business even though she doesn’t believe love lasts. With the final battle looming, she’s devoted to preparing, but she doesn’t realize she’s closed herself off from the strongest power in existence to fight evil.

      

        

      
        Cade Vonner is a die-hard playboy turned angel after crashing his Corvette into a tree. His heavenly task is to fight in the battle against the devil and to help Rose learn that not only is love the most powerful human emotion, but the very thing that will keep the world from slipping into darkness. But how can he teach something he has no experience in?

      

        

      
        Before they can save the world, he must gain her trust and show her he’s the man to help her on the quest to close the gates of Hell. Will the love between them be enough to save the world from the hundred-year curse?
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        When the moment comes that the true one reveals himself, five white magic witches shall seal his fate.
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      Cade Vonner missed his life.

      The thrill of speeding his red Corvette down the highway, the rush of going a hundred and thirty, watching heads turn in awe—or envy. He missed the way women used to glance his way, how money flowed like an endless river, his life punctuated by luxury and power. Once, he dined with billionaires and played in a world that seemed unstoppable.

      Until the accident. Until that final second of screeching brakes and blinding lights.

      Now, he was in heaven, a place some might consider a reward. But for Cade, it was stifling. The days blurred together, filled with idle reflections on everything he'd once thought he’d forever enjoy.

      Today, though, broke the monotony. Today, he’d been summoned to Joseph’s office, a rare, unnerving event. Being called to Joseph was like getting sent to the principal’s office, only magnified by a thousand. Either something extraordinary was about to happen, or he was in serious trouble. Heaven’s hierarchy didn’t call on you for minor matters.

      Joseph, the Father’s right-hand man, looked as wise as he was unyielding. With beady, all-seeing eyes and an expression that could unnerve a saint, he watched as Cade took his seat. “The Father has a mission for you,” Joseph said, his voice like the crisp snap of old parchment. “You’ll return to Earth to complete an important project: teaching a woman the value of love.”

      A strangled laugh nearly escaped Cade. Teach someone love? Me? He almost blurted it out. They wanted him, of all beings, to guide someone in the ways of love? That seemed about as likely as putting a lion in charge of the lambs.

      “Let me get this straight,” Cade said, unable to keep the disbelief from his voice. “You want the one guy who couldn’t hold down a relationship to teach someone about…love?”

      Joseph’s expression softened but didn’t waver. “True, your life on Earth wasn’t filled with love. You saw its absence more often than its presence, didn’t you? But your contact list was filled with women who came running when you called. What's the name for it? Booty on demand?”

      It was true. The ladies enjoyed him, and he liked their company. Until they started talking about marriage and babies. An image seared into Cade’s memory resurfaced—the raw ache of his mother’s sobs, the way her shoulders shook as his father walked out, the echo of that door slamming in their small apartment. Cade, no older than eight, could still feel the fear and anger that followed him like shadows, shaping his every belief. He couldn’t trust love. Not after that.

      “This is your chance, Cade,” Joseph continued, watching him intently. “Not only to learn about love but to help someone else find its worth.”

      Cade shifted uncomfortably. The idea felt less like a mission and more like punishment wrapped in shiny paper. “Why do I get the feeling I’m being set up for failure?”

      Joseph leaned back, his face lightening with amusement. “The Father has faith in you, even if you don’t. Your life was marked by generous acts of philanthropy, by helping those in need. But your family life was a wreck, and you carry those scars.” He leaned forward, his gaze piercing. “This is your chance to redeem yourself.”

      The weight of Joseph’s words settled over him, and Cade couldn’t think of anything clever to respond with. He hadn’t cared about redemption in life. But now, in the stillness of the afterlife, he found himself wondering what it would feel like to fill that hollow part of himself.

      “This woman you’ll be meeting…she’s unique,” Joseph continued. “A matchmaker, no less. A matchmaker who doesn’t believe in love.”

      That threw him off. Cade blinked, momentarily at a loss for words. “A…matchmaker? She doesn’t believe in love?” He laughed, the irony too much. “Talk about a walking contradiction.”

      Joseph nodded. “No one said this would be easy. She’s also a white magic witch, part of a very old and sacred coven dedicated to protecting the world from forces you’d recognize if you thought about it for a moment. She is part of a special unit. This group of witches must reinstate the one-hundred-year curse on the gates of Hell. The chosen five will need help.”

      Witches and angels—those words didn’t seem to fit together in Cade’s mind. “Wait,” he interrupted, not bothering to hide his disbelief, “witches work for Heaven now?”

      Joseph’s gaze sharpened. “Her coven is a holy one. They’ve been doing the work of our Lord for generations. It’s a rare honor, Cade. She’ll need guidance, and more than that, she’ll need someone who understands both strength and compassion.”

      He wanted to argue, to find a way to back out. He wasn’t exactly the compassionate type. Nor did he have any magical powers beyond whatever it meant to be an angel, which he questioned most days.

      “There’s one more thing you should know,” Joseph added, his tone shifting to something heavier. “Do not get too attached to her, Cade. You’re not being granted a second chance at life. Once this mission is complete, you’ll be expected to return here.”

      And there it was, the one thing Cade hadn’t let himself hope for but felt the sting of anyway—a chance at real life again. But no, he wasn’t going back to live; he was going back to fulfill a task, a test that came with no real reward. And that grated more than he’d like to admit.

      “If her mission fails, it won’t just affect her,” Joseph continued, his voice dropping lower. “It could mean the end times, Cade. The enemy’s forces are strong, stronger than ever. If they succeed, it’ll unleash a darkness over the world that none can stop.”

      Cade sat, processing the full weight of the assignment. This was no ordinary mission. If he failed, he wouldn’t just be letting himself down—he’d be risking everything, everyone. Humanity.

      Joseph stood, signaling that their conversation was over. “At dawn, you’ll arrive in Destiny Falls, Colorado. There, your work will begin. And if you need help, there’s an angel named Raphael Trevil already stationed in Destiny Falls.”

      Destiny Falls. The name rang a faint bell in Cade’s mind. He’d driven through it once in his life, tearing through the quiet streets in his Corvette, a loud, restless city boy with no patience for small-town charm. The sheriff had warned him to keep driving, to take his noise and flash somewhere else.

      Now he was returning, this time with no fast car, no wealth, only a task that seemed more impossible by the second. He’d been sent to teach a loveless matchmaker about the value of an emotion that had eluded him all his life.

      Cade wasn’t sure he could do it. But Joseph’s words echoed in his mind as he left the office: “Have faith, Cade.”
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      With a final, satisfying kick, Rose Le Deux sent the punching bag swaying wildly, her muscles burning in protest. Breathing hard, she wiped the sweat from her brow and stepped back, surveying her handiwork. The workout had done little to shake the restlessness clawing at her insides.

      Time to shower, change, and get to work.

      Her business was thriving—a family legacy built on matching people with their supposed soulmates. Love, marriage, happily-ever-after. She sold the dream like the seasoned professional she was. And she sold it well.

      The irony? She didn’t believe a word of it.

      Rose had long since discarded notions of romance. Love, in her opinion, was a glorified myth, propagated by poets and fairytales to make people forget how fleeting and flawed it really was. Too many cheaters, manipulators, and desperate souls had come through her doors, looking for someone—anyone—to keep their loneliness at bay.

      She made a great living peddling hope, though, and her clients seemed genuinely happy with their pairings. It paid for her designer wardrobe, her sleek car, and her high-tech training equipment. All necessary distractions from the gnawing void in her own life.

      Today, however, the void felt sharper, more insistent. Maybe it was because of the new client on her schedule—a man with a name that didn’t add up.

      Cade Vonner.

      She’d spent hours searching for any trace of him online, only to find one result: deceased. The Cade Vonner she’d found had died in a car accident twenty years ago. No social media profiles, no corporate accolades, no paper trail at all.

      Her gut told her something was off. She wasn’t naïve. Once before, she’d been duped by a demon, and it had nearly cost her everything. But never again. The newly installed demon detector in her office would light up if it sensed the faintest whiff of sulfur. She wouldn’t let another beast manipulate her.

      By the time she stepped into her favorite dress—a sleek number that hugged her curves and reminded her of her graduation robes from Cauldron Academy—she’d resolved to keep her guard up. With her sword discreetly hidden under her desk, Rose would be ready for whatever Cade Vonner brought through her door.

      When the office buzzer rang, her stomach tightened. The unease she’d felt all day coiled into a knot of dread. Taking a steadying breath, she opened the door.

      "Good evening," said the man standing before her. His voice was smooth, confident. “Cade Vonner.”

      "Rose Le Deux," she replied, extending her hand before quickly withdrawing it. She was too distracted by the man himself.

      Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of his tailored suit, and his dark hair had a slightly unruly charm. But it was his eyes that arrested her—the deepest blue, reminiscent of Texas bluebonnets in full bloom. He was, in a word, breathtaking.

      Rose was no stranger to good-looking men, but something about Cade struck her as...otherworldly. It didn’t make sense. A man like this needing a matchmaker? No way.

      "Come in," she said, her voice sharper than intended. "Before we begin, I’d like to know what you expect from my services."

      Her tone was deliberate, designed to weed out the players and time-wasters.

      Cade didn’t hesitate. “I’m ready to settle down. I want a wife and children.”

      She raised an eyebrow. “And why do you think you’ve been unable to find someone on your own?”

      “Easy,” he said with a disarming grin. “Work keeps me busy. I don’t date much.”

      The simplicity of his answer caught her off guard. It didn’t feel rehearsed, like the excuses she often heard. Still, she pressed on.

      “Mr. Vonner, if you decide to proceed with my services, you should know I don’t cater to men looking for their next conquest. My business is about creating lasting connections, not fleeting affairs.”

      His grin widened, and a low chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Miss Le Deux, not to get too personal, but I can’t remember the last time I had a ‘quickie.’ I’m looking for hearts and flowers. A forever kind of love.”

      Rose stiffened. Men didn’t talk about forever. Not seriously. Her skepticism deepened.

      “Follow me,” she said, leading him into her office. She took her seat behind the desk, her hand brushing the hilt of her hidden sword. The weight of it grounded her.

      "If you decide I’m the matchmaker for you," she began, "you’ll start with a series of personality tests and an interview. At our next meeting, I’ll present potential matches who align with your values and goals."

      She paused, letting the seriousness of her process sink in. "My fee is five thousand dollars."

      Cade’s expression didn’t flicker. “Cash or check?”

      Rose blinked. Most clients balked or asked to pay in installments. “Cash,” she said briskly. She didn’t trust checks.

      “Let’s begin,” Cade said, leaning forward and extending his hand.

      The gesture surprised her, and for a moment, she hesitated. When she finally placed her hand in his, a strange warmth shot up her arm. It wasn’t unpleasant, but it was...unnerving. For a split second, she felt weightless, like she was floating.

      Cade’s gaze held hers, and for the first time in years, Rose felt herself falter. His eyes weren’t just blue; they seemed to shimmer, like the ocean under moonlight.

      This wasn’t normal.

      Pulling her hand back quickly, she masked her unease with a professional smile. “I’ll do my best to find someone who meets your expectations.”

      “Good,” he said, his voice low and steady. “Because I can’t wait to learn what it means to love.”

      The words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken meaning.

      Rose busied herself with the paperwork, forcing herself to focus. Five thousand dollars was a small fortune, and she’d matched countless clients before. But Cade Vonner wasn’t like anyone she’d met.

      His presence was magnetic, his words too carefully chosen, his manner too polished. And then there was the tingle from his touch—something she couldn’t explain but couldn’t ignore.

      As he completed the forms, Rose’s mind raced. She didn’t believe in love, but Cade’s confidence in her abilities felt oddly personal, as though he was testing her rather than the other way around.

      By the time the session ended, she was exhausted. Cade stood to leave, flashing her one last smile that made her stomach flip.

      “Thank you, Miss Le Deux,” he said. “I have a feeling you’re going to change my life.”

      As the door closed behind him, Rose sank into her chair, her hand brushing the hilt of her sword again.

      She’d built her career on selling happiness. But for the first time, she wondered if this match wasn’t hers to make.

      Because something about Cade Vonner felt like more than a client. Something about him felt…destined. Personal. For the first time, her thoughts drifted to the mirror—the enchanted heirloom that had guided her sisters and cousins to their true mates. She’d never considered using it for herself. Why would she? She didn’t believe in happily-ever-afters.

      But now, as the memory of his touch lingered and his words echoed in her mind, a chilling realization gripped her.

      What if the mirror had a truth she wasn’t ready to face?
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      Cade had always considered his acting skills passable. After all in a previous life, he’d convinced many a woman to climb in his bed. At least his skills were good enough to convince the skeptical beauty that he was sincerely searching for a wife. Now, two days later, she’d left a message on his burner phone, instructing him to come over tonight because she had his results.

      When he took her test, he’d made sure to present himself as a glowing paragon of a man—a great guy looking for love. He’d known exactly how to answer, crafting the perfect persona. On paper, he was everything a woman could want. In reality, not so much.

      So good on paper...so lousy in person.

      Meeting her the other night, Cade realized just how impossible this job might be. Like him, she wore a mask of feigned interest in love. But he could see through her act; he always could. Her pupils dilated, her nostrils flared, and her subtle, intoxicating perfume stirred feelings he thought he’d left behind long ago.

      If you understood the signs and what they meant, anyone could read people. As he leaned into her, he noted her sexual desire. And she smelled of a perfume that had his dead dick rising.

      It was almost funny—almost. If his body could still fully respond, he would have scooped her up and whisked her away to lose themselves in each other bodies. But alas, Heaven's ‘assignments’ didn’t come with perks like that.

      That feeling had been joyous, wonderful, and if possible, he would have carried her off for them to spend hours entangled together, exploring each other’s bodies. 

      The budget they put him on didn't allow for fancy hotels or hot rental cars. His compact rental car—a turtle on the road—screamed practicality, not seduction. Joseph had the worst taste in vehicles. Still, Cade had a mission to focus on, and tonight, he needed a strategy.

      Tonight, as he walked through the door, he needed a plan. Some kind of maneuver that would have him asking her out on a date. Could he convince her that his radar pointed toward her? Would she believe him or just think it was an 80s pickup line he overused in a long-ago life? 

      "When she opened the door, Cade's thoughts scattered. She wore a dress that skimmed her curves like silk, leaving his imagination in dangerous territory. He prayed Joseph couldn’t zap him for every inappropriate thought; otherwise, he’d be convulsing like a fish on a hook.

      "Come in," she said, her tone clipped.

      Her commanding voice warned him that she wasn’t in a welcoming mood. Cade followed her to her office, his gaze involuntarily tracking the sway of her hips. Not too obvious, he told himself. This isn’t about seduction. Yet.

      Maybe they could still find some time to console each other between the sheets.

      "Sit," she ordered, gesturing to a chair in front of her desk. She remained standing, her arms crossed and lips pursed like she was about to lecture him.

      He obeyed, easing into the seat. "Is something wrong?"

      "What the hell are you trying to do?" she demanded her emerald eyes dancing with irritation.

      Like an obedient student, he sat in the chair while she moved behind her desk. When she sank down, she stared at him. Her fingers templed together and her lips pursed like she was about to scold him. 

      It had been a long time since a woman had taken him to task.

      Caught off guard, Cade blinked. "I’m not sure what you mean. I came here to find a wife. Someone to love me."

      She slapped a folder onto the desk between them. "Never—never—has anyone scored this high in the entire time I’ve been doing this. Your results are nearly perfect."

      "So… that’s bad?" he asked cautiously.

      "It’s suspicious," she snapped. "No one’s this perfect unless they’re cheating. Did you cheat, Mr. Vonner?"

      "Of course not," he said reflexively, knowing that deception wasn’t an option. "Why can’t I just be a stellar candidate?"

      "Don’t play coy. Tell me what you did."

      Why did she seem mad? Maybe he did overdo it just a little. But he wanted himself to appear like a really nice man on paper. 

      A painting above her on the wall drew his attention, and for some reason
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