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      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 ready for a romp through the Sonoma wine country, Petaluma, and the Underworld, as the cupids team up a hardworking angel with her Celtic god ex-boyfriend in this Second Chance Romance…

      Xo,

      Celia

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      An angel on a mission. A Celtic god seeking forgiveness. A passion they can’t deny…

      

      Warrior-class angel Gabrielle has spent an eternity in service, protecting the innocent. When the cupids and the Big Guy send her team to the California wine country to run love-adjacent businesses, she has no problem settling into the new assignment. Then a blast from her passion-filled but heartbreaking past literally rips holes in the fabric of reality, and it’s up to Elle to locate the troublemaker and make him pay.

      

      Lugh, Celtic god of sun, light, and storms and all-around fun guy, has been nursing his broken heart for ages, and no amount of partying can ease the loss of the angel he let slip through his lightning-infused fingers. Luke would do anything to win her back, so he’s elated when she reenters his life with a well-earned smackdown for his accidental role in the chaos.

      

      Elle wants nothing to do with Luke, but when God and the cupids pair them up to investigate and resolve the real source of the problem, she has no choice but to comply. And maybe, just maybe, they can find a second chance at a forever love…

      

      An Angel’s Obsession is a Second Chance, angel paranormal romance for readers 18+. For fans of hard-hitting characters, otherworldly action, and sizzling romance!
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      “Stupid storm god. I’m going to throttle the idiot,” Elle grumbled to herself.

      Her celestial wings working overtime, she streaked through the churning charcoal clouds and pelting rain, dodging sizzling lightning bolts in the storm Luke had the audacity to ignite over her beloved Sonoma wine country.

      With visibility low, she squinted against the torrent of stinging droplets, using her angel senses more than her sight to guide her to her target. Luke had caused days of relentless rain, high winds, lightning strikes, and the real kicker? The weakening of the barrier between the earthly and hell dimensions, resulting in the escape of naughty beasties. Damaged property, ruined roads, parks and promenades, and worse, several humans perished during the battle to save her new hometown of Petaluma from being overrun by the wicked, carnivorous denizens of the Underworld.

      “Bad, flippin’ fairy,” she shouted into his storm. What was he doing here in California, anyway?

      When he texted her, surprise had stunned her stupid for longer than she cared to admit. First, the Celtic god owned a cell phone and somehow knew her private number though they had no friends—neither otherworldly nor human—in common. Second, he used emojis—Champagne bottle, smoochy winky face, and eggplant—to basically ask her out on a date. With sex. As if they were still lovers who’d seen each other yesterday. As if she’d never walked out of his life many Earth years ago, or rather, been flown out by her friend Raz after the Dark Fae⁠—

      No! Righteous rage ripped through her. Not thinking about what happened. The past was the past. She had a great life in the here and now, a life that did not include reconnecting with one careless Celtic god.

      “Go to heck, Luke!” she yelled at his storm. Which is exactly what she’d texted him to do, with her emojis reply—hand with finger pointing down, flames, devil face, skull. Maybe she’d dispatch him there herself. And maybe Cerberus or the hellhound king’s minions would use the jerk as a chew toy.

      Elle picked up speed and burst through the burbling mass of clouds and into calm, clear sky, the tranquil eye of Luke’s storm. Below her, tidy rows of green grapevines framed by rows of olive trees scrolled over gently rolling hills of golden grass. Several buildings of metal and stone gleamed in the afternoon sunlight, and a gentle breeze wafted over her, seeming to beckon her lower. Warmth from the sun penetrated the bone-deep chill in her body as she banked right, then angled downward, passing the buildings and empty parking lot of what was clearly a winery. Luke’s energy signature signaled his presence to her from a massive, sprawling villa on a nearby hill. The vintner’s abode, if she were to hazard a guess.

      “What have you done now, you naughty fairy man?” She murmured to no one, scanning the surroundings for any signs of life while she landed in the modern mansion’s expansive circular drive.

      She willed away her wings and sucked in a deep breath of the floral-scented air, but the pungent perfume from nearby flowering shrubs failed to relax her taut shoulders. Industrial rock music blared from speakers somewhere on the property, with an angsty male singer wailing about loneliness and heart cages. Under the emo tune, she detected the whir of a kitchen appliance, laughter from multiple people, and splashing water.

      “Right.” A pool party. Typical Luke. The man did enjoy social gatherings, particularly of the all-night-long or longer variety. She used to like them, too, once upon a best-forgotten-for-her-sanity time.

      With a shake of her head, she stalked toward a stone pathway cut between the mansion and some lavender bushes, trying her best to ignore her soaked black T-shirt and drenched skinny jeans clinging to her freezing skin, as well as the saturated socks squishing inside her shit-kicking black boots. The cold weight of her waist-length red hair pressed against her spine, and without missing a step, she collected her ponytail and tugged it over her shoulder, squeezing down the queue from hair-tie to tip. Chilly droplets dribbled over her fingers, splatting onto the rows of perky red, pink, and yellow roses and peonies bedded in wine-barrel planters next to the mansion’s wall.

      “Pretty.” The whole place was lovely, a modern marvel of glass and steel and stone surrounded by nature.

      Too bad her enchanting, wine-country surroundings could do nothing to improve her mood. Beating Luke to a bloody pile of bones would cheer her up, however. Or, shooting a celestial lightning bolt or two straight at his di⁠—

      Sixty plus pounds and four feet of fur and muscle burst from the bushes and barreled into her side. She twisted to land on her back on the unforgiving ground, pinned by her lethal assailant. His massive, clawed paws framed her head while the beast purred his cute and deadly brains out, tickling her face with his furry muzzle and whiskers.

      “Hi, Leo.” Elle wrapped her arms around the snuggly bundle of enormous bobcat.

      Leo let out a series of feline sounds she took to mean something like, where have you been forever, I missed you, stupid angel, how dare you be gone so long, while he nuzzled and licked her chin and face.

      “I missed you, too, little kitty.” She stroked his black-spotted coat of soft and silky amber fur then gave him a good scratch behind both pointed ears. He melted atop her, a heavy, comforting weight, his purring practically rattling her bones.

      As much as she relished this reunion with her sorely missed feline pal, she needed to focus on the mission. She thumped his side. “Come on, kitten, let’s go find your master. He’s been a very bad storm god.”

      Leo harrumphed in seeming agreement and clambered off her, his tail swishing in evident happiness, citrine eyes bright and laser-focused on her as she stood.

      Elle swallowed past a sudden lump in her throat. As a warrior-class angel and God’s messenger, constantly on call, she’d had no time to nurture pets of her own, so she’d thoroughly adored bonding with Luke’s animals while she dated their master. When she broke it off with him, it meant leaving them as well. “My sweet boy.” She knelt to give Leo another hug and a good pat then straightened. “C’mon, then.”

      Leo bumped against her legs then led the way along the path, weaving around the side of the villa and through an impressive, sculpted garden dotted with lemon trees. Maybe now that she and her team had established roots and two businesses in Petaluma, she could adopt some animals too? Not sure any creatures could ever be as awesome as Leo and Bolt, though.

      Thinking of… “Is Bolt here, too, baby?”

      No reply from the big lynx, busy bounding into the backyard, roaring his brains out and scaring the human partygoers. Glasses crashed and crackled to bits on the pavement next to abandoned loungers, and several screaming swimsuit-clad men and women fled, scurrying through the open sliding glass walls of the villa.  A few stragglers huddled together in the center of the pool amid some floating devices, wide-eyed stares glued to Leo, who was chasing and swiping at a butterfly. When he splashed into the pool’s shallow end on the far side, following the trajectory of his little insect friend—or snack—they swam to the deep end and cowered under the waterfall, as if that position would render them invisible.

      Elle’s lips twitched with a hint of a grin, but no, she shouldn’t laugh at the silly humans. They didn’t know Leo wouldn’t actually harm them. He was simply messing with their heads. Well, unless they deserved it. Her cursory celestial analysis of the bunch revealed no true evil in their souls, so, yep, all safe from her favorite kitty cat. She strode over to the edge of the water, putting herself in their line of sight for a quick shock-and-awe show.

      She manifested her wings amidst a shower of gold and silver sparks and set her pale skin to a low but luminous, heavenly glow. “Where is Lugh, god of storms and sun?” She demanded, pumping celestial power and vibrato into her voice, compelling a reply.

      “In the house,” they squeaked in unison.

      “Upstairs. Master suite,” added the boldest of the trio, a young male with roving eyes and full-on lust in his expression. He pointed upward at the center of the home, his gaze glued to her chest. He licked his already dampened lips.

      Elle barely resisted an eye roll. “Not even in your dreams, boy.” With a theatrical flap of her white wings, she rose into the air and over to a second-floor balcony spanning the entire upper level of the home.

      Below her, the angsty alt rock music cut off, replaced by lazy, happy reggae streaming from hidden outdoor speakers, the music’s lyrical optimism an upbeat contrast to her darkening mood. Leo and the silly humans had lifted her spirits momentarily, but closer to her target, her anger and sadness resurfaced. And, underneath those emotions, a devastating sensation lingered, as if biding its time. One the dang cupids liked to call the hum.

      Well, that insidious beacon signaling potential matches for forever-love and-or business partnerships could shoot its metaphorical arrow at someone else. Luke was not, and never could be her eternal mate, because…

      Reasons. From their past and most certainly from the present mess the Celt had wrought with his carelessness.

      She dragged in a deep breath, centering herself on her current goal. Locate Luke. Punish Luke. Send the irresponsible god back to Faerie in pieces. Return to my life. The good life in cozy Petaluma, running Bliss gastropub and Heavenly Bodies gym and juice bar.

      Though God and the cupids had ordered her and her team of Warrior class angels to Earth to take over their two love-adjacent businesses, Elle discovered she enjoyed the work, especially managing the gym. Luke had no place in her shiny new, stable world. Whatever their attraction had been in the past, there was no room for it—or him—in her present.

      No. The stupid hum could, as the humans say, take a darn hike. And take Luke with it.

      She stomped into the master suite through the open glass doors—honestly, who thought a mostly glass palace was the best place to party with an irresponsible Fae god?—straight into the path of another ferocious beastie.

      No blindsiding this time. When the animal leapt at her, she caught all three-and-a-half feet of ecstatic, wriggling Irish Wolfhound in her arms and embraced the enormous canine without breaking her stride to the overlarge bed on a low-slung metal frame where a passed out Fae god sprawled.

      Luke slept facedown amidst twisted dove grey sheets, ivory goose feathers from exploded pillows, and corks, so many corks. Empty wine bottles littered the floor along with a half-consumed vanilla sheet cake. Most of the white icing appeared to be smeared over the sleek nightstands bookending the bed. Good grief, did the man have no shame?  The elegant room looked like it had been trashed by a misbehaving rockstar.

      She halted at the foot of the bed and scowled at Luke’s prone form while in her arms, Bolt yipped and licked her face, his furry muscular body shaking with happiness.

      “Love you, too, Bolt.” She enjoyed the millisecond of peace the puppy love gave her then tossed the big pup straight onto his naughty, dead-to-the-world Master.
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