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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Readers,

      

      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.

      I’ve set “A Warrior’s Kiss” in the charming, wine-country town of Petaluma, California. Readers, please excuse me for taking poetic license with one of its treasured landmarks, the Great Petaluma Mill. I renamed it the Petaluma River Mill Shopping Center, created several imaginary businesses, and populated it with my characters. I’ve spent many summers in beautiful Petaluma, so it was a true pleasure to create my fantasy world there.

      Now, settle in for a wild ride with fun, sexy times as the cupids nudge a commitment-shy introvert and a stoic warrior in the direction of true love. Opposites attract in this Lovers From Different Worlds tale…

      Xo,

      Celia

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      She’s happily chasing her dream. He’s grumpy about his earthbound gig. Can a human entrepreneur and a celestial warrior team up to find love?

      

      French teacher turned entrepreneur, Nicolette Durand leaves the big city behind for a quaint town in the California wine country—a choice that has nothing to do with men. Intent on converting the antique store she inherited, Nicky doesn’t care how many dating edicts the cupids send her, she’s simply too busy…until a hunk of surly angel crashes into her life. Literally.

      

      Ezekiel is less than delighted when the Almighty assigns him and his elite team of warriors to Earth with instructions to help the cupids. Now Heaven’s top soldiers are running two businesses, including a gastropub where speed dating events are a part of their mission. But Zeke might have to rethink his grumpy position on the earthly operation after he meets the kind, considerate, and curvy biz owner next door.

      

      Nicky is sure she doesn’t have time for a relationship, not even with the gorgeous hunk of Heaven who rocks her world, but Zeke seems determined to convince her otherwise. Too bad a supernatural disaster and thousands of Hell’s servants intent on destruction and mayhem stand in their way…

      

      A Warrior’s Kiss is a steamy Opposites Attract/Lovers From Different Worlds fantasy romance intended for an adult (18+) audience. For fans of snark, otherworldly hijinks, and sizzling romance!

      

      “A wild ride of action and sexy times!” – Virginia Nelson, USA Today Bestselling Author
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      “Good grief, this thing is heavy.” With a final push, Nicky shoved the massive trunk to the middle of the newly uncluttered store then planted herself next to it. She scowled at the dust tracks it streaked across the once pristine red oak flooring.

      Ugh.

      She probably should have waited to mop until after she cleared out the back room. Who knew she would unearth so many boxes in storage along with this eye-catching, vintage steamer trunk? Or rather, it would be a visual treasure, once she wiped away the dust layered over its wood and hardware.

      She snagged the cloth dangling from the front pocket of her jeans, and with great care cleaned the front. Brass lock. Silver cast-iron hardware in diamond and fleur-de-lis patterns. Reddish wood, likely a mix of oak and pine. Nicky’s best guess—given what her dear departed aunt Claudine had taught her—put the trunk in the mid- to late nineteenth century.

      “I’m keeping this one, Auntie.” Her eyes watered.

      Hard to believe Auntie was gone. Tante Claudine had been a spirited tornado of a woman with a passion for antiques. Though she passed away in her sleep six weeks ago, Nicky still expected her to sweep into the store with a boisterous, “Bonjour, mes antiques!” greeting her knickknacks and furniture as if they could talk back. A quiet kid, Nicky had gravitated toward her gregarious Auntie like a sunflower to the sun, soaking up the woman’s bubbly energy and hoping one day she would be as outgoing.

      Nope.

      Still waiting for the extrovert gene Claudine and the rest of the family possessed in abundance. Nicky would need some of those people skills, too, now that she’d taken ownership of the store. While she already sold off much of the vintage home furnishings and tchotchkes, she’d retained the best of the best for the store’s relaunch, and now she had this no longer dusty-as-a-desert antique trunk, too. And whatever else she and her partner decided to sell.

      “There.” She tossed the cloth aside. “Don’t you feel better now?”

      “I feel great, thanks!” A cheerful voice chirped from behind her.

      “Ah!” Nicky shrieked and whirled, toppling onto her butt.

      Her petite and trim bestie hovered a few steps away, perfectly put together in skinny jeans, tall-heeled black booties, and a bright pink, asymmetrical, V-neck sweater—the polar opposite of Nicky in her dusty slip-on Converse tennies, her too-long legs and ample curves encased in dust-covered, distressed denim and a wrinkled, gray USF T-shirt.

      “God, Maya, you look great, as usual, but double god, you scared the crap out of me.”

      Maya cocked one slim hip. “Doesn’t smell like I did.”

      “Ew, gross, thanks for the imagery.” She wiped her hands on her jeans and eyed the foil-covered platter in her friend’s hands. “What do you have there?”

      “Treats, of course.” Maya joined her on the floor, settled the platter between them, and peeled back the foil. “Behold, my latest creation.”

      “Cookies.” Of course. Her pastry-chef pal’s favorite creation.

      “Not just any old cookies.” Maya picked up two thick, palm-sized cookies and handed one to Nicky. “Taste. Bon appétit.”

      Nicky took a big bite, because if she nibbled, Maya would pour on the melodrama. “Wow. It’s like a white chocolate macadamia nut cookie had a baby with a snickerdoodle.”

      “Exactly. For a fruit lover, you sure nailed it in one.”

      “I aim to please. Happy to see you’re settling into your new kitchen so well.”

      “Our kitchen, you mean, and seriously, are you kidding? Piece of proverbial—or literal—cake. Claudine’s kitchen is sheer, unadulterated heaven. I’m really sorry your aunt is gone, but I’m so glad she left you her house, and I’m doubly glad you convinced me to leave our beloved San Francisco to traipse out to the middle of nowhere to live and work with you.” She raised what little was left of her cookie in salute.

      Nicky resisted an eye roll. “Petaluma is not the middle of nowhere.”

      “True, too true. But you know how I adore the hyperbole.” She polished off her treat. “And making gigantic cookies.”

      “Indeed.” Nicky took another bite, savoring the hints of cinnamon, white chocolate, brown butter, and vanilla hitting her tongue. “This is fantastic.”

      Maya flicked her glossy black hair off her shoulder and patted herself. “Right? I’ve outdone myself with this one.”

      “I hope you wrote this recipe down because I want to eat the whole plate.”

      “Awesome, that’s the highest compliment I could get, coming from you, Miss Fruit-Is-Nature’s-Candy.”

      “Well, it is.”

      “Yes, but my sweet treats are⁠—”

      Wham. Boom. Bam, bam, bam.

      A cacophony of thumps and thuds resounded, rattling the wall separating Aunt Claudine’s shop—correction, Nicky and Maya’s store—from the adjacent business.

      “What the hey?” Maya shouted, jabbing her mostly eaten cookie at the wall.

      Nicky shrugged. She had no idea why it sounded like the new owners of the gastropub had hired an army of construction workers to hammer the heck out of their space. Last she checked—early yesterday morning when she shoved some misdelivered mail under their fancy glass, double doors—the place had looked beautiful, with its pristine stone flooring and modern furnishings. Certainly, a nice addition to the dozen or so offices and shops in the Petaluma River Mill Shopping Center, and one seeming ready and able to accept paying customers. Whatever. Not my problem. They had a business to launch.

      Given the noise, they would have to shout-talk about their plans. Sigh. “So, I was thinking⁠—”

      “How can you think with this racket?” Maya interrupted.

      Nicky scowled at the framed artwork shaking and jangling on the shuddering wall. “This is so weird. And rude, you know? Their space is perfect. I don’t understand why⁠—”

      A pink envelope poofed into existence in front of Nicky’s face amidst a shower of silver and gold sparkles. “Oh, hell no.”

      Again? Nicky scooted backward, away from the offending missive. “Haven’t those winged nutjobs gotten the message that I’m not interested?”

      Maya waved her arms like a madwoman, shooing the sparkles away from her cookies, then covered the plate with its foil. “I think you meant, ‘Oh heavens, no.’” She plucked the paper from the air. “What’s this make? Ten so far?”

      Nicky crossed her arms. “Thirteen, but who’s counting?” All unopened. One would think the Cupid Dating Agency could take a hint.

      “Apparently, you’re counting, my friend.” Maya sniffed it. “This one smells like roses. Much better than the jasmine-scented one from this morning.” She grimaced. “And don’t get me started on the stinky eucalyptus and ylang-ylang one they poofed at us, I mean, at you, last night.”

      Nicky bit her tongue to stem the tide of curses she wanted to hurl at the darn, pushy cupids. With her luck, they’d actually hear her and fine her or something. It was likely bad enough she kept tearing up their messages unread every time they sent one, but seriously, she wasn’t interested in their matchmaking meddling.

      Raised men’s voices joined the commotion next door, the uproar reflecting Nicky’s irritation and frustration. “I don’t get it. Why is the Cupid Dating Agency bothering me now? They’re all-knowing, all-seeing, or something along those lines, so they should know I recently lost a family member, quit my teaching job—not to mention relocated my whole life to Petaluma to start up a business with you, so why can’t they bother me some other time?”

      “C’mon, Nicky. Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, as the saying goes. You and I both know you’re off the market. Like, way off. I don’t think you even know where the market is anymore.”

      Nicky snatched the envelope from her friend’s hand. “Are you siding with the cupids?” She scowled at the embossed and glittering heart-shaped CDA logo then ripped the offending missive into several, satisfying shreds, letting them fall and settle around the plate of cookies.

      “Nicky, Nicky, Nicky, you know⁠—”

      The uproar next door increased.

      Maya brandished a fist at the wall. “Curse you, rude neighbors! Nicky, who are these meatheads?”

      “Don’t know. Haven’t had a chance to introduce myself to the rest of the Mill’s store owners. Well, I mean, the ones I didn’t already know from all my summers up here.”

      “Oh right, of course, you know most everyone. D’uh.”

      “Except for the owners of the three newest shops,” Nicky pointed at the wall, “including whoever owns the noisy gastropub.”

      “Well, it feels like the rude pub owners are trying to topple the whole bloody building.”

      Which would be a damn shame. The Petaluma River Mill had been around since the eighteen hundreds and later in its building life, converted to business spaces. With its location next to the river in the heart of downtown, it had always been one of Nicky’s favorite places to hang out.  Now, she owned her own piece of it. Pride surged.

      A vicious boom against the shared wall made both women jerk.

      “That’s enough.” Nicky stood and swiped at the dust on her jeans. “I’m going over there. They need to stop whatever the hell they’re doing before they kill us all.”

      “Now who’s diving into the land of hyperbole?” Maya rose and rubbed her hands together. “All right. I’m ready to rumble.”

      The noise stopped. Perfect timing. Nicky hadn’t truly wanted her first meeting with her new neighbors to happen on such a negative note.

      Maya sank back to the floor. “Excellent. Let’s open up this pretty box and see what goodies you inherited. Maybe it’s pirate’s treasure.”

      “Wow, you’ve read too many romantasy novels.” Nicky joined her, sitting on her knees, and stroked a finger over the lock. “I haven’t found a key.”

      “Girl, please. Since when do you need a key?”

      Raised male voices broke the blissful silence.

      Maya rolled her eyes and huffed, pure melodrama. “Wow, from banging to yelling. How mature. Ahem… hey, lugheads,” she yelled in the direction of the wall. “Knock it off! People work here, you know.” She flicked her fingers at Nicky’s head. “C’mon, you know you want to pick the lock. Do it, do it…”

      Nicky snickered and
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