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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the world of the Cupid Dating Agency!

      

      This is a multi-author, shared world of cupids, demons, angels, humans, and more. Each story is a stand-alone read as unique as the author who wrote it. In our world humans coexist with preternatural beings, and cupids play matchmaker, connecting individuals, who share a cosmic “hum”, for business or personal partnerships.

      

      Get set for wicked fun adventure and sinfully sexy times as the cupids pair up a snarky rogue demon with a proper, by-the book warrior-class angel in this Enemies to Lovers tale…

      Xo,

      Celia

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      An angel who thinks he’s the enemy. A demon who will prove her wrong.

      

      Former relic-hunter and soldier for Hell, Stryker spends his days of redemption running a holiday store in a cheery little town in the California wine country. He’s not complaining. The gig puts him across the street from his one and only heart’s desire—a blue-eyed angel with a clever brain, a hot bod, and the wickedest right hook this side of Heaven. Too bad his delectable Angel Cake won’t give him the time of day.

      

      Warrior-class angel and restaurateur, Zara keeps busy designing interesting foods and beverages for the eateries and gym she owns with her celestial teammates. She certainly has zero time or interest in the annoyingly sexy, darkly bronzed demon who drove her bonkers for eons while working for the other side.

      

      Then a freak storm complete with hell beasties rampages their hometown, and God and the cupids order the pair to team up to investigate. Frustrating news for Zara. Fantastic for Stryker. His new mission? Show his feisty angel their partnership is meant to extend far beyond this one job for Heaven…

      

      A Demon’s Embrace is an Enemies to Lovers angel paranormal romance for readers 18+. For fans of wise-cracking characters, supernatural action, and spicy romance!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      As one of Lucifer’s former, elite soldiers, Stryker had seen a lot of weird shit in his long-ass eternal existence, but a trio of hellhounds sauntering along the Petaluma River promenade in the middle of a summer storm and acting like they fucking owned the place was a new one, even for him. With Lucifer long defeated by Team God, and the Dark and Light playing all nice-nice these days here on good old Earth, those crazy canines were no longer dispatched to create chaos and carnage, and were, in theory, supposed to be confined deep inside the hell dimension.

      So, who the heck let these three out?

      Even weirder than three demon dogs out for a stroll on the earthly plane was the fact Stryker faced off against them with an angel, and not just any angel but one of his favorites to annoy, one of his archenemies of old, Mister Holier-Than-Thou, Stick-Up-His-Ass Ezekiel.

      Stryker would love nothing more than to mess with Heaven’s warrior, but Thorn and his buddies—yeah, he recognized the bulky dog in the middle of the trio, the prickly bastard—looked ready to wreak havoc, and Stryker sure as shit didn’t like the way they were sizing up the cute female human he’d just met tonight.

      Too bad for the hellhounds, their wicked desires were about to be denied. He leveled his sword at the curs, its otherworldly red flames crackling as rain pelted down and pinged off the sleek black metal. “Apage!” Scram, you idiots, before I have to smite you.

      They growled in response and held their ground, hackles raised, raindrops bouncing off their ebony hides, red eyes glowing with malevolence, obviously choosing fight instead of flight. Fine by him. He liked the human, and she would be no demon’s snack.

      Nice woman, Nicolette. Smart. Tall. Leggy. A bit awkward in an endearing way. He probably would’ve tried to tempt her with a bit of noncommittal, mutual fun, but then Ezekiel showed up waving his dick, er, sword, around, ready to explode like a celestial nuclear bomb if Stryker so much as breathed on Nicolette. The woman clearly liked the angel, too, and the pair’s mate connection hummed so loud Stryker was surprised his ears didn’t bleed. His own potential bond with her, a slight thrum in comparison, meant he was best suited for the friend zone.

      Stryker stepped in front of the fledgling lovebirds, extending his wings high. “I’ve got this Ezekiel. Take her to safety.” He sneered at Thorn and his sidekicks. “Bad puppies, no kibble for you.”

      “Hang on, Peaches.” Ezekiel shot into the sky with Nicolette in his arms, straight into the churning dark clouds.

      Stryker smirked at the devil dogs. “Alone at last.”

      He rushed forward in a blur until the tip of his sword hovered a hairsbreadth from one of Thorn’s gleaming ruddy eyes. “Now tell me, Thorn, what the fuck do you think you’re doing here? Strutting around like you own the place.”

      Bored, the hound projected into Stryker’s head.

      “And stalking humans?”

      Hungryyyyy.

      “Wrong answer, pal. Does Big Daddy know you’re here?” He doubted it. Cerberus took his job as guardian of the Underworld very seriously, and any canine minion who dared step out of line met with immediate annihilation.

      Irrelevant. I will rule…above and below.

      “Sorry, pal, you picked a bad time to declare your independence. And Earth is way out-of-bounds. I can’t have you running amok on my turf, you feel me?”

      The trio’s feral growls mixed with the crackling lightning and grumbling thunder.

      So be it, demon.

      Thorn’s two sidekicks launched themselves at Stryker. The wankers. He flipped backward in demon hyperspeed, one of his wings striking one attacker and hurtling it skyward toward the river. With his sword, he cleaved the other in half before his boots even returned to the ground. The beast exploded in a burst of red sparks, leaving the stench of sulfur behind.

      Traitorous demon, Thorn snarled.

      “I’m the traitor? Have you met you?” Fuckhead. Thorn had always been a jackass.

      Stryker shot a fireball at the ash-for-brains asshole with his free hand. Thorn dodged, his claws spitting up splinters from the planks underfoot. Stryker pressed his advantage and swung. Thorn twisted his massive, rhino-sized body out of harm’s way at the last second, and Stryker’s sword sliced off his tail.

      The hellhound howled and fled, ploughing through a picnic area on the boardwalk. Café tables and chairs went flying. Stryker streaked high overhead to avoid the furniture shrapnel and track the rampaging beast.

      Thorn bounded around the River Mill shopping center and onto Petaluma Boulevard headed away from downtown. Cars swerved and collided. Streetlights toppled. Several humans abandoned their cars and hightailed it away from the action while others held up their cell phones, clearly attempting to capture the next viral video.

      A few blocks from the shopping center, the hound veered into Walnut Park.

      Well, shit. “Hey,” Stryker shouted, from his vantage point in the sky. “Not the park. I love that park!”

      He quite enjoyed his Saturdays here at the weekly Farmer’s Market, getting his harmless flirt on with the local females, drinking a brew, and most importantly, catching glimpses of a certain, pixie-haired angel babe he’d had his eye on for eons. Talk about a cosmic hum. Theirs sang way off the sonic and ultrasonic scales. Unfortunately, they’d fought for opposing sides, so he didn’t even make the friend zone with gorgeous Miss Goody Two Wings.

      Still, he appreciated his weekly dose of her, watching her fuss over fresh produce, her forehead scrunched in concentration as she sniffed at herbs and selected vegetables and fruits. After shopping, she usually stuck around to listen to live music from performers using the gazebo as a stage, so, of course, he did as well, and⁠—

      Wait.

      Stryker flew lower and squinted, staring hard at the structure below him. Surely the rain messed with his vision. He blinked and swiped his face. Nope. The gazebo? Gone, and in its place a shimmering pool of silver energy, bright as lightning and infinitely more worrisome. Because among the steady stream of hounds—presumably more of Thorn’s turncoat minions—slinking back into the Underworld through this rip in reality, a half dozen far worse creatures rose up out of it.

      The glow beneath their cloven hooves cast a grayish tinge over the sallow skin on their emaciated chests and overlong arms, and sprayed a sickly white sheen over the matted black fur of their bestial legs. Their horned heads swiveled left and right, lips peeled back to reveal blackened gums and twin rows of gnashing, pointed teeth dripping acid.

      “Shit.” Wendigos. Why did it have to be wendigos? Nasty buggers. They ate anything, including demons. The deadly drool sliding from their gaping maws wasn’t for show and sadly, worked on immortals like himself. The better to tenderize their prey. Not lethal, but it hurt like, well, like hell.

      Stryker grimaced and descended to the pavement as Thorn put on an impressive burst of speed for such a lumbering beast and barreled to the pool. The seven-foot-tall cannibals dropped their clawed hands to the ground and skittered out of Thorn’s way, and the beast disappeared into the glimmering hole. Stryker hated the way wendigos moved, like the cannibal centipedes they shared a lair with, in Hell. Six pairs of yellow eyes locked on him, and the creatures spread out in a semicircle, blocking access to the portal and preventing him from following Thorn.

      The chittering from their clashing teeth, loud enough to be heard over the pouring rain, had him grimacing in disgust. The acid drool and the poison in their claws might sting a bit, but no doubt he would defeat their slimy, zombie asses. He owed them a world of pain for every time Lucifer had them feast on Stryker’s rehealing flesh as punishment for his assorted infractions over the ages, some violations real, others fabricated by the former, psycho, sure-don’t-miss-the-bastard king of the Underworld.

      “We can do this the easy way where you just fall right back in that shiny hole behind you.” He brandished his black sword and lit up his free hand with hellfire. “Or I send you back to Hell the hard way.”

      The chittering grew louder. He took aim with his palm.

      And a meteor struck him from the side.

      Stryker smashed into the kiddie playground, straight through the playhouse and slide, splatting onto the metal and rope climbing dome and flattening the structure to the grass. Pain seared his gut as he sprawled there, disoriented. It took what seemed like an embarrassingly long time for a warrior of his caliber to peel his eyelids open, but fuck him, whatever had taken him out was most definitely not a wendigo. Airplane maybe. Or a rocket. Giant wrecking ball?

      Rebar poked up through his stomach, but that wasn’t what trapped his attention once his peepers could actually focus. No, it was the leggy female standing over him in tight black pants and knee-high, shit-kicking boots, her white wings stretched wide and vibrating, big blue eyes blazing with her power and anger.

      Impaled like a bug underneath her—the only woman he truly ever wanted to rock his world—he couldn’t imagine a better place to be.

      “Zara.”
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      Zara glared down at the man she’d skewered on the remnants of a children’s play structure. “Stryker.”

      Of all the demons assigned to Earth and specifically, to work in her new hometown during this new age of post-war peace between angel and demonkind, it had to be Stryker, the one fiend who drove her ape-shit bananas.

      He coughed up a blood bubble then flopped a hand in a semblance of a wave. “Hiya, doll. How’s my favorite angel?”

      Ugh. Flirting. As usual. She stifled an irritable growl as the stupid hum of their confounding connection sizzled across every nerve ending in her immortal body despite her best efforts to quash it. “Silence, you evil jerk.”

      “Ouch, words hurt, babe.”

      “Know what else hurts?” She fisted his shirt and socked him square in his perfectly chiseled jaw.

      God, how she wished for the good old centuries where she simply ignored him whenever she wasn’t hunting him or facing him in combat. Now he was her business neighbor, since God and the cupids assigned the smirking fool to manage the year-round, Christmas & More holiday store across the street from her team’s establishments in the Petaluma River Mill shopping center.

      Until tonight, she’d done a great job of throwing herself into getting her two businesses—Bliss gastropub and Heavenly Bodies gym and juice bar—off the ground with Zeke, Raz, and Elle. Then this evening the cretin had the nerve to show up at Bliss for the speed dating event the Cupid Dating Agency had requested they host.

      Now, per orders from team leader Zeke, she stood here in the park. And while she might yearn to put the demon down for good, the war between Heaven and Hell was long over, and the Almighty had new, less lethal plans for the defeated, fallen angels.

      Stryker rubbed his jaw. “Way to punctuate your point.”

      She gripped his neck with her free hand. “I knew it. I knew it was you causing trouble. It’s always you.” Perhaps the All-Father would reconsider his charitable plans for the Fallen, given the dark plot Zara had uncovered here tonight, one giving her good reason to be upset with the so-called reformed demon.

      “Hey, I often resemble that statement, but not tonight.”

      She yanked him off the protruding steel bar of the smooshed play structure, keeping a firm hold on his neck and shirt. “When Zeke sent me out to help you dispatch the dogs, I thought he must be crazy. You? Assisting our side? Unbelievable.”

      He winked and extricated himself from her throat grab. “Believe it.”

      She tightened her grip on his shirt. “Never. I believe what I see. You ripped open a portal in the earthly plane. You loosed the hellhounds and vile wendigos. It’s all your dirty work.” How many times had her squad dealt with Stryker’s shenanigans over the centuries? Too many to count. She would add this current escapade to the tally.

      “You’re

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        About the Book
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Thanks for reading!
      


      		
        Preview: An Angel’s Obsession
      


      		
        Also by Celia Breslin
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Celia Breslin


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/a-demons-embrace-final.jpg
The
€AOLIEE)
Dating
Agency

CELIA BRPSLIN






