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      Sometimes magic isn’t enough when love is in the balance.

      After years of hiding, it’s finally Jake’s turn to find love… Or is it? Will Cupid’s arrow bite him or bounce off the woman who could complete his life?

      Diocail, in the guise of Jake, has to deal with the ultimatum his father, the God Lugh, handed down. Before he can return home, he must find his predestined mate and make her fall for him.

      Simone is hurt when she realises that her long-term lover Nathan has cheated on her. An encounter with Jake fuels her desire, but she’s not sure that she is willing to risk her emotions again. But when Senuna, a goddess from Jake’s past, starts to mix things up, the situation goes from bad to worse.

      Now Jake has to make Simone see that they have a future, and he has to deal with a deranged goddess—and all without the magic of Cupid.
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        A long time ago in some distant and dark past, I wrote Blame the Wine for a submission into an anthology. Sadly the house I wrote it for, didn’t take the story so… I changed it, polished it and it became the first in a trilogy of fun stories I call the Celtic Cupid Trilogy.

        Since first published, it has only ever been available as an ebook, but now I have the rights back and I’m in the position to do something exciting and new.

        The books have all be re-worked, re-edited and in the case of Blame The Wine, the name of the hero has changed. Don’t get me wrong though, the stories remain at the heart what they were before, only improved and now for the first time available in paperback!

        I’m also delighted to have all 3 books finally available in print.

        It wouldn’t have got to this point if I hadn’t had a lot of support and assistance (and some judicious wine and chocolate!) along the way and I must thank my usual gang of Tara, Sassie, Suzi, Keri & Tracey.

        Also my family Mark, Charlotte & Beth.

        To the world’s most awesome MIL June for whom I hope these bring both pleasure and magic.

        Thanks also to my Makers & Fakers!

        Without everyone this book wouldn’t have come back and gone into print.
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      Monday 9th

      

      
        
        Dear Diary,

        Some days are just not meant to work out right, are they? Of all the days for my alarm clock to fail…

        We had a new client turn up today. A seriously horsey-looking female, with a long face and solid teeth. Nathan is cross with me for being late and I broke the heel of my fave shoes! Talk about a sucktastic kind of day!

        Topping it off is tonight’s cancellation. I hope tomorrow’s better!

        S

      

      

      

      Monday morning, Simone rose having somehow managed to break the alarm clock the day before. It didn’t beep as it usually did. So there was nothing tugging her from the arms of Morpheus, except the buzz of her phone. It woke her from the pleasant dream she’d been lost in. The one where she’d been lying on the beach next to the man of her dreams. Only he didn’t look anything like Nathan. He had red hair!

      She groped for her phone hoping to quell the mechanical buzzing of the alarm, which she’d wisely set to tell her she had ten minutes to be out of the door and on the way to work.

      “Shit!” She scurried out of the bed, tearing off her pug print pajamas, hurried through her ablutions, thankful that her personality required having everything laid out the night before. Within twenty minutes she ran out of the door, hair scraped back in a bun and with immaculate makeup.

      In the car, she quickly dialed Nathan—her boss and lover. “Hey, Nathan! You won’t believe this. The alarm didn’t go off this morning, so I’m running late.” An expletive met her comments and she winced.

      “What? Simone, I can’t condone you being late. I explained that when we started.” It was an ongoing source of irritation that things others did purely by accident always seemed to end up being associated with their relationship and her taking advantage, somehow.

      A deep blush burned her cheeks and her stomach tightened into a hard knot. “Yes, I know that. It wasn’t my fault. Honestly. The good news is, the case files are packed and on my desk.” Simone braked at the red light, waited while Nathan muttered loudly and as soon as it turned green, she moved the car forward. “If you grab the briefcase, I’ll meet you at the courthouse. That way neither of us will be late.” She knew she was pleading with him—surely he’d respect that she’d had everything ready?

      “Fine.” He sighed heavily and she had to fight her reaction to his comment.

      “I’ll park and be on my way. I’m only about ten minutes away from the courthouse.”

      “Right.” His curt answer angered her slightly, but she shoved aside the emotion. Instead she breathed deeply, letting her nostrils flare a little.

      The multi-story car park was just ahead and she nipped in, finding the first available spot. At least it was easier, now that they had little green lights alerting her to the next vacant space. She noted the level, area and number, quickly tapping the details into the memo section on her phone, and with bag in hand, she moved quickly towards the exit sign.

      Her feet tapped on the concrete as she hurried down the steps, long experience telling her she’d gain no extra time with the lift.

      “Oh, man!” At a red walk sign she checked the time on the phone and relaxed slightly. She still had time to make it before they had to be in place for their first meeting of the day.

      When the lights clicked to walk, she scurried over the road in the direction of her destination. Within minutes the imposing courthouse rose in her vision. She hurried up the steps and there he was, waiting for her—scowling.

      “Made it.” She beamed, hoping to make Nathan smile. Instead he frowned and turned away. It wasn’t the greeting she had hoped for and her stomach plunged.

      Simone trailed behind him as they headed inside and over to the lift. People crowded and voices echoed. Refusing to catch Nathan’s eye, she fished in her bag and dragged out her diary. “So the nine o’clock is the Wilkerson case. Room three-two-two.”

      The doors opened and once inside, Nathan punched the button without a word. No one else joined them and Simone leaned in his direction.

      “Would you like to say good morning?”

      Normally she would have expected him to bend down and accept her kiss. Not today. Instead, he turned away and she sighed. “Right then.” Her stomach roiled just a little at his reaction and a dull pulse began in her head.

      As the doors opened they stepped out.
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      The negotiations were long and messy. Simone hated dealing with these civil cases. In this instance it was questionable whether Nathan’s client was guilty or not. At least it isn’t a rape or murder case. Instead she focused on the files piled in front of her. This one revolved around an alleged fraud of several hundred thousand dollars.

      “Where do you want to go for lunch?” She turned to him, having gathered all the papers and filed them in the bag.

      “I have a lunch meeting today. A new client. She came via a recommendation. It’s a family court matter. I’ve set the file up and I’ll take it with me.”

      “Oh.” This is unusual. Normally she would attend and take notes for him. Get all the background detail before they started. “So where are we going?” Her stomach wobbled just a bit, sure that she hadn’t understood what he was saying.

      “We aren’t. I am. I’m meeting her at La Guin.”

      Our special restaurant. She frowned. “Right. Then I guess I should head back to the office?”

      He shook his head. “No. I’ll be back here after lunch. I’ve pushed in an extra meeting. I sent you a memo this morning. One I suppose you didn’t get because you couldn’t get into the office.” His tone was tight, as was his frown.

      This time she only just managed to suck in the anger that rose. “Nathan, what’s going on?”

      Nathan marched forward and as they reached the bottom of the steps, she felt the bump and her feet moved without any direction from her.

      Snap!

      The heel caught in the old rusty grating, breaking beneath her, and she threw herself into Nathan’s arms. “Oh God! My shoe!” she wailed and he held her while she pulled the shoe from her foot. “My favorite stilettos!”

      Nathan helped her to hobble over to the seats and squatted down. “Well, they’ve had their day. What will you do?”

      “I have a spare pair in the car. Can you nip over and grab them?”

      He looked pained before shaking his head. “I have a meeting…”

      “Nathan, this will only take a few minutes. Please?”

      He huffed and she held out her keys, she told him the level and bay details, and he set off. She waited and watched as the crowds of people hurried around her. It was only a matter of maybe ten minutes and Nathan returned, holding out the plain black court shoes.

      “Here.”

      “Thanks, Nathan. Look, about today… It’s been a mess, I know. Let me make dinner for us tonight. Can I?”

      He shook his head. “I have an appointment.” His lips firmed into long white lines and her stomach twitched and quivered. This was a different side of Nathan than she rarely saw. What on earth could have caused it? Instead, Simone bit her lip, the tang of copper rising.

      “Fine. I’ll meet you back here in an hour and a half? I’ll go upstairs and set up the meeting room for the two o’clock appointment.”

      He nodded and she wondered what he was thinking. “Right. I’ll see you at two.” He turned and left her staring after him. She rose and headed to the nearby rubbish bin, dumping her shoes with a mournful sigh.

      She squared her shoulders and headed for the food court, grabbing an unhealthy lunch of fish and chips—something she rarely allowed herself anymore. For years, she’d battled her weight, though since knowing Nathan she’d managed to control her tendencies for fat and fast options and had dropped three whole dress sizes as a result. When Nathan was around, she’d usually stick to grilled fish with salad. Today she needed comfort food.

      Alone, she crowd-gazed, and thought longingly of Cara, her best friend, who was getting married in three weeks to the brilliant but seriously geeky James. If only she were here at the café. Or better yet, if they were at their favorite meeting place. The long lunches they’d shared in the Wait-A-While Diner seemed like a distant memory as she ate the battered fish, a slight coating of oil making her fingers greasy. They’d always eaten there when Simone had worked for Veha Industries.

      Frustration wound through her like a tight ribbon. “I need some new shoes.” Shopping usually made her feel better so she hurried the last few bites of fish before discarding the empty paper wrapping in the nearest bin.

      There was a shoe store nearby and Simone headed in that direction, ready to cast away her cares with a quick case of retail therapy.
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      Diocail watched from a table at the other end of the food court, as Simone thrust the wrapper into the bin. As always, she captured his attention. His body tightened. It usually did when she was around, but he didn’t dally with humans. He really couldn’t afford to in case they discovered his secret, so he never acted on the impulse.

      “You know, if she eats like that, she’ll be the size of a barn soon.”

      He jumped, startled at the intrusion, before glancing back at his aunt.

      Cailleach sat on the bench beside him. Her perfect hair was coiled around her head and today she wore a pinstripe business suit of black and pale pink. The matching camisole edged with lace softened the harsh cut of the material. On many women, it would look terrible, but Cailleach, The Mother of All, wore it with style. At her ears and throat she wore an impressive matched pearl set. She might look twenty-five but in truth she was older than Methuselah.

      “How long have you been here?” He hated when she sneaked up on him, and even more that he’d been caught watching the woman.

      “Not too long, Jake, dear.” In her eyes he thought he detected softness, something he rarely associated with her.

      “Why? Why did you follow me here?”

      “Because I wanted to see if you’d yet found the woman destined to be your match. Any woman that halts your fondness for floozies like Niamh is a sight to behold.”

      He winced at her blunt answer. “Well, now you can see I haven’t found her, you’re free to go.” It was a vain hope, and she responded with a smile and a pat at his cheek.

      “I don’t think so. Not yet. You see, your father is concerned that you don’t really have your whole heart applied to this task.”

      “What? Well, you can just go right back and—”

      She laughed at his heated response. “Well, my dear, I can go back now and tell him that you are.” Her face softened as she gripped his hand. “Just be careful, Diocail. Humans aren’t like us. They take offence very easily and don’t believe without proof, for the most part.”

      “I’ve asked you—”

      With a broad smile she shook her head. “Yes, I know. Call you Jake.” She leaned in and pecked him on the cheek. A waft of expensive perfume filled his senses. One second she was there, then she was gone—the only reminder of her presence was the empty bottle of water at his table.

      He stood, looking around, only to realize Simone had disappeared from sight. He’d enjoyed watching her sashay along the cobbled eating area heading for the shops. “Damn it!”

      For a moment temptation curled in his gut. He could use his abilities to find her, but a feeling—he discounted it being a premonition—stopped him in his tracks. Right now, he didn’t have time to examine why, as he would have to hurry to be in the right place at the right time to watch his current couple, Davis and Jane, visit to the lawyer.

      He turned and walked away, but couldn’t help a final backwards glance.
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      Tuesday 10th

      

      
        
        Dear Diary,

        Today didn’t go so well and Nathan’s being evasive. The appointment book at work got messed up with an unexpected client visit and honestly, this week is not going well at all. I hope it improves tomorrow.

        S

      

      

      Unlike the day before, Simone woke early, hurried dressing and eating, before driving to the office. The doors were still locked and she dragged out the keys to the office. “Hello? Nathan?” She walked through the empty rooms, looking for him. “I wonder where he is? It’s not like him to be here after me.”

      She bustled into the tea room, boiled the kettle then made a coffee. Wandering back into the office, she then turned on her computer and collected a bunch of paperwork, planning to start a new file. She could see that Nathan had started the file in the system and was intrigued. It wasn’t something he usually did. When she clicked on the open file tab, a password protected screen came up.

      “What? What the hell is this?” She racked her brain trying to think what the password could be, yet nothing came to mind easily. In disgust she gave up.

      The files from Friday sat on the desk, waiting for her attention, so when Nathan finally arrived, she was already hard at work. “Morning, Nathan. I missed you last night.”

      His gaze slid away from her face and a pit of uncertainty welled in her belly. Something was seriously wrong. “I had things to do.” Nathan hovered for a moment or two before shifting his weight to his other leg. “Look, ahhh… We maybe need to—”

      A sound pealed and she depressed the button on her desk. “Nathan Anderson’s office. How can I help you?”

      “Mar—”

      Nathan depressed the call indicator. “I’ll buzz you in.”

      Simone watched in disbelief as he pressed the gate release. Then he turned back. “I promised to go over some documents with her.”

      Nathan opened the door to the new client and Simone watched as he spirited her through to his office. With a click, the door shut.

      She returned to work as silly ideas slipped through her mind. Is he doing something behind my back?

      The thought hurt. Nathan was an honest man.

      He wouldn’t creep around behind her back. Or bring some floozy into the office.

      “Would he?” There was no answer.

      During the morning, the phone rang and clients turned up—each time she buzzed Nathan his phone was switched to busy. She knocked on the heavy wooden door and he opened it swiftly. “Nathan, we have clients…”

      He looked around the door and said, “Reschedule them.”

      Then he closed it in her face and she stood there feeling silly. Her face burned with humiliation.

      The growing fear congealed in her belly while she rearranged his schedule. The clients were unimpressed and she soothed and pandered as best she could. One raised his voice and she had to studiously work at not blaming Nathan’s lack of planning or empathy.

      By the time lunch came, Simone felt ill. Once again, she knocked on the wood and this time when he opened it, the woman stood behind him. “Thanks for fitting me in on such short notice.” Then the woman sashayed out.

      “Nathan! You’ve upset your clients and I’ve had a long and difficult morning…”

      He smiled enigmatically. “Go to lunch, Simone. Then we can get to work this afternoon.”

      When she opened her mouth he shook his head and refused to answer. Deep inside anger bubbled away. He’s not going to tell me anything.

      In the end, she took his advice and headed out of the door to her car, where she sat, stupefied. What the hell is going on?

      There was no answer, and on return from lunch a note sat on her computer—Can’t make dinner. Ellie’s sick and I’m babysitting.

      He avoided her for the rest of the afternoon and she worked, quietly stewing over the events of the morning. The whole time, his attitude ate at her.
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