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Chapter One
 
   
 
 
   The denizens of Hell were gunning for Amity. 
 
   At least, it felt that way to her. It was easy for her to believe that for the last few days, all the creatures from the pit were working as hard as they could to invade the semblance of peace she’d forged for herself on Earth. One thing was clear to her—someone was determined to mess up her “life,” such as it had been. At first, it was just little things: the spaghetti strap on her blouse snapping; finding a streak of black grease marring her long blonde hair; and the bouncer at her favorite nightclub refusing to allow her through the velvet rope—not that his words had stopped her from getting inside, but it was an unusual and unexpected frustration for her.
 
   What topped it all off though—what made her week truly terrible—was the three-inch scratch along the side of her Corvette. The car had been immaculate when she’d left it to go spend a few precious hours hunting for her latest look from her favorite designers. It should have been pristine when she returned. She’d only conjured the damned thing a week earlier, so there were no excuses for any damage on the beautiful body. With her angelic protection around it, it should have still been perfect when she’d returned to it. Instead, there was a blemish in the baby blue paint. 
 
   She swore under her breath and then cursed at the sky. Tipping her head up, she let fly a stream of invective that looked out of place from her plump, pouted lips. As the words flowed from her, calling out each of her many brothers in turn—warning them what she might do if she ever found out they were responsible—she paced along the sidewalk beside her car. Three steps, turn. Three steps, turn. Three steps . . . 
 
   “You have got to be fucking kidding me!” 
 
   The heel had just snapped clean off her favorite pair of designer shoes. It was something that had never happened in all her years of loving designer items—something which made her certain the cause of her heartache could only be coming from the demons of Hell, or her meddling brothers. It was hard to tell the two apart sometimes.
 
   “Michael, if this is your doing, so help me . . .” she muttered under her breath as she ripped off the once exceedingly expensive heels and threw them onto the passenger seat of her now-ruined convertible. He honestly seemed like the most likely candidate for the trouble in her life. She tossed her waist-length platinum hair over her shoulder. The small action resulted in a round of hollers and catcalls from behind her. In her current state, she was unable to ignore the noise like she usually would. 
 
   She closed her eyes as her frustration bubbled over and lightning crackled between her fingertips. The three men calling to her from the café were blissfully unaware just how close they were to dying in that instant as they shouted names such as “baby” and grossly complimented the way her legs looked in her skirt. The base, disgusting things they said were enough to send even the most pious angel to the edge of vengeance. 
 
   Sucking in a breath and shaking the tingles out her hands, she reminded herself that the men were only human. Mortal males were attracted to her curves and hair, to her boobs, and her thin waist. It was just the way of the world, had been for as long as she’d visited Earth. It wasn't as if she hadn’t used that attraction to her advantage when it had served her purposes. Long ago, before it was frowned upon, she’d even had a couple of dalliances with human lovers. Back when angels were openly permitted to show their true form as they walked among mortals, and regularly interacted with them.
 
   As she calmed herself with a few more deep breaths, she decided there wasn’t really any point in smiting the poor humans who thought it was their right as men to shout obscenities at her. They deserved her forgiveness. Her pity. Not her wrath. 
 
   With a sharp exhale, she decided to save all of her anger for her asshole brothers, especially if she found out any of them were in fact responsible for the little trick with her shoes or the scratch in her paint job, as she suspected. There were a few angels who would have done it to her just for a laugh, and others still who would have done it as a perceived justice for her not-so-angelic ways. 
 
   When her eyes fell on the scratch again, her certainty grew that someone from Heaven or Hell was punishing her for some reason. After all, she’d picked the color purely because it perfectly matched her eyes. Adding the fact that someone broke through her defenses, it was only logical that the wound in the paint was a personal attack. 
 
   With a sigh, she bent over and rubbed a finger over the scrape, all but erasing it completely. The car was almost pristine again, but it didn’t erase the knowledge of the scratch. She would never be able to look at that spot again and not see the injury inflicted upon her car—and therefore against her. That alone was more than enough reason to conjure a new one before too long. 
 
   Maybe I’ll get a pink one next time.
 
   After sliding into the driver’s seat, while muttering curses under her breath aimed at whoever was screwing with her, she started the car and threw it into gear. Despite the roaring growl of the engine that filled the cabin, it was impossible for her to miss the telltale flutter that indicated one of her family had come to visit. 
 
   She cast an irritated glance at her passenger seat and, sure enough, her most powerful brother was there on the seat. Michael held the balance of life and death of everyone on Earth in the palm of his hand, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have time to screw with her for fun. She scowled at him when she noticed that he’d tossed her precious shoes casually onto the floor as if they were worthless. She wanted to kick his ass out of the car for that alone. 
 
   Once she was certain he was aware of her displeasure, she gave him a once over. For the moment, his hair was mahogany brown, but of course, that could change at any moment. His grey wool suit was clean and pressed, but definitely not designer. Amber eyes assessed her and she itched to flip him the bird. Through it all, his superior attitude radiated out of every one of his pores and triggered Amity’s irritation. It was the tight set of his eyes and the way his top lip lifted into a sneer. 
 
   Amity clicked her tongue when she realized that his suit wasn’t even tailored. It actually looked like it might have been off-the-rack, and the grey was so dirty-looking it could have almost been brown.. She didn’t understand it. Every member of her family had the ability to conjure anything they wished into existence, just like she could, yet, without fail, her brothers all went for the cheap stuff. They all took the pious route. 
 
   “The way it should be,” they would say as they looked down their collective noses at her luxurious choices. 
 
   With the way Michael’s arrogance infected the car and dragged on her mood, she was barely able to resist the urge to roll her eyes at his smugness or hold her tongue about his attitude. It was clear that if she raised the issue of his less-than-desirable choice in clothing, he’d respond with some sanctimonious bullshit about money being the root of all evil, or something equally as annoying. Then the argument would start in earnest. 
 
   She would bite her tongue, even if she didn’t agree with his views. It wasn’t like angels had to worry about money. Her logic: why conjure off-the-rack when with no extra effort she could have designer? Sure greed was one of the seven deadly sins, but so was sloth. In her opinion, not going after what she wanted was the epitome of laziness. True, her brothers might have argued that it was a weak case, but she’d stopped caring what they thought about her centuries ago.
 
   “Good afternoon, Amitiel.” Her brother’s voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere all at once. Not just from inside the car around her either. No, he made it so that the noise reverberated inside her skull too. Wincing away from the sound, she glared at him. She hated when her brothers used that voice here on Earth. In Heaven, it was okay; there was no cage of flesh and bone for the sound to rattle around inside and echo off repeatedly. Captured by the soft tissue within her human shell’s brain though, the experience gave her a headache. 
 
   “Cut the crap, Michael.” She pressed the heel of her palm against her forehead to ease the ache. “And it’s Amity. It has been for the last hundred years or so.” 
 
   Ignoring her comment, he took a moment to look at their surroundings, before running his fingers along the leather interior of her door. His gaze followed the luxury lines and fine details that would have cost her a pretty penny if she hadn't just conjured the car into existence. When he turned to look at her, he had one eyebrow raised. 
 
   “Still as shallow as ever, I see.” 
 
   The arrogance radiating from him seemed to grow to epic proportions, but Amity was relieved that at least he was back to using his human voice rather than his “normal” one; the angelic one which could rip apart the sky on his whim. 
 
   She debated ignoring him for a while as she zipped in and out of traffic on the 405. The car was traveling at speeds that would have had any mere mortal in the passenger seat gripping onto the dash for fear of a grim end. She didn’t need to fear death though, and neither did Michael. There was little either of them had to fear. At least, outside of scratched paintwork and broken heels—and her wrath if she confirmed it was definitely Michael’s doing. 
 
   “What do you want?” she asked after the silence filling the car grew too much for her to bear. 
 
   He picked at an imaginary piece of fluff on the car door. At least, she hoped it was imaginary. 
 
   Her mind raced as she wondered whether there actually was a loose thread that he was picking at. If so, his actions would only serve to make her week that much worse. She was tempted to growl at him at just the implication of the potential for damage. She twisted in her seat and watched his fingers until she was satisfied he wasn’t breaking her car. 
 
   “Well?” she prompted when he didn’t respond to her question. 
 
   “We’ve a job for you.” 
 
   In a performance worthy of an Oscar, she showed him exactly how she felt about that statement. Her eyes left the road as she tossed back her head and groaned at the sky with a sound that wouldn’t have been out of place coming from a dying walrus. Without glancing back down at the road, she swerved to the right to avoid the minivan going less than half the speed limit. When she finally finished her wordless, but certainly not silent complaint, she turned back to her brother. 
 
   “I’m on vacation.” It wasn’t entirely true. She was still doing most of her tasks after all. She just wasn’t dealing with the face-to-face stuff. The fact was that every minute of every day was a balancing act in her head, overseeing the internal truths of seven billion humans on Earth, and at least half a billion more souls who’d been tapped to do Heaven’s bidding rather than passing through the pearly gates. 
 
   It would have been impossible for her to monitor the individual thoughts of every person, but most people didn’t need that to happen anyway. They just needed the spark of recognition when they hit on the truth and a gentle reminder when they strayed. She was that little voice of intuition to guide them to what was right. That was her specialty, and she could do that without getting her pristinely manicured hands dirty in the field. 
 
   “You’ve been on vacation for over half a century.” His disapproving tone told her that he’d lost the little thread of sympathy he’d shown her when she’d first requested her leave of absence from dealing with the up close and personal side of her role. Once, getting into the nitty-gritty had been a big part of her job, but to say that her last assignment hadn’t gone so well would be a gross understatement. Michael had understood that at the time, but obviously, her continued absence was yet another cause for concern for him in a long line of what he considered her failures. “We’re calling you back in for a hands-on operation.” 
 
   “Why me?” she asked. It didn’t make sense. For the last three-hundred odd years, she’d started to use good old-fashioned miracles to force her charges to see the truth—which tended to leave souls in a bit of a mess for their remaining days on Earth—and Michael had never even bothered to try to hide his disapproval of those methods. In fact, he’d whined and bitched at her twice as often as usual in that time. He'd hated that she’d dropped the touchy-feely crap. “Why call me in now? Just get one of the others to handle it.” 
 
   “It’s a delicate case. One which requires our best woman.” Even as he spoke, the hair at his temples seemed to grey, as if he was trying to add seniority and gravitas to his words by pretending to be her senior. As if they hadn’t both been brought into existence in the exact same instant with the snap of a metaphysical finger. There were some younger angels, but she and Michael were both among the originals. 
 
   “Why?” she asked, trying to sound disinterested, even though her curiosity was well and truly piqued. From the moment Michael opened his mouth to lure her back to work, it was clear that this particular assignment was something more than normal. 
 
   Occasionally, some people needed direct help, something more than their own instincts. It was possible Michael was there to give her one such charge, but even that was unlikely. She hadn’t been tapped for any of those assignments since her so-called vacation began. That level of assistance would be a fairly straightforward assignment for any one of the multiple legions of Heaven’s little helpers. It didn’t even need to be an angel giving it, a cupid or cherub would suffice. At any moment, there were scores of workers scurrying around Earth ready, and usually more than eager, to take any command her brothers were willing to issue. To guide fate as it was. It would have been easier for Michael to use one of them. 
 
   Even if Amity was specifically needed for one of those types of assignments, she would generally have received the request the normal way—straight into her angel mind, buried beneath the layers of humanity she tried to wrap around herself. True, she would have ignored it for a while, but Heaven had come to expect that. 
 
   That was why it was apparent that if Michael had personally come to deliver the request for her presence, there was something major going on. It had to be the sort of assignment that either needed her particular fast and furious style, or that could only be handled by her greater capacity to know truth from lie. It was impossible for Amity to deny the fact that she really wanted to know why.
 
   She wasn’t entirely sure she was ready to take on another personal case, regardless of what Michael might have wanted. Still, she was definitely curious. Most likely, it was a monumental screw-up that they needed her particular lack of tact to resolve. Something they couldn’t—or wouldn’t—do for fear of crossing the line and not being pious for one goddamn second of their existence. 
 
   She waited for Michael to elaborate, enjoying the way he squirmed in his seat under her gaze. The action was a confirmation of everything she’d suspected. A wicked grin crossed her features as she realized that it might have been even bigger than she'd suspected. There was no way she was going to let Michael get out of this one easily. 
 
   It was almost refreshing to think that maybe someone else in Heaven had screwed up. That she wasn’t the only fallible one. The memory of her failure weighed heavily on her for a moment before she shook it off. That was then; this was now, and it was different. She’d had plenty of time to close her angelic-self off from the world in order to heal after that nastiness. 
 
   “What did you do?” she asked with a barely suppressed chuckle.
 
   
 
 
   
Drew threw his keys into the bright bowl on the stand near the front door. 
 
   The ring full of metal struck the side of the dish with such ferocity that for a moment, he thought the glass might shatter. As if he would have cared if it did. If he’d shattered his perfect little bowl—the one that sat at what he considered exactly the right distance from the door—it would just be one less thing for him to dust. One less thing for him to worry about. The fact was that he needed to have less to worry about at that particular point in time. Well, more specifically, he needed to worry less about everything—or maybe he needed to fill his mind with random crap that didn’t matter. Anything to stop his mind from working overtime like it was. 
 
   He looked around the house that he'd moved into just the day before and felt more uncomfortable in the spacious living area than he ever had anywhere else in his life. Everything in the house seemed to taunt him with unfulfilled promises. Even the salmon-pink walls seemed to mock him with their cheer. When he'd first looked through the house, he’d thought his girlfriend—now ex-girlfriend—would adore the uniquely colorful paint. Her possible opinion on all of those things had felt so important to him when he’d found the place. Now that the two letters “E” and “X” had been added between them, all of his choices were meaningless.
 
   The only reason he’d even leased the house was so he could move away from his father’s place where he’d lived since moving back to Flint, Michigan. Things had been so different just yesterday. He’d been happy then and thought she was too. In the space of just a few short minutes at her house, less than an hour earlier, his worst fear had manifested into reality and he still wasn’t sure how to process that. 
 
   He tried to ignore the sting in his eyes, working hard to convince himself that it wasn’t the burning of tears ready and waiting to fall if he let them. He’d never cried in his adult life and he wasn’t going to start today. Especially not over some woman. 
 
   Admittedly, he was probably the closest to crying he ever had been. 
 
   And she wasn’t just some woman. She was Becca. She was the one. 
 
   He'd been in love with her since the eighth grade. So many of his dreams over the years had been filled with images of her. Her curly black hair and large green eyes. Her soft, pink lips and womanly figure. She’d filled his heart with the promise of love and happy ever after. 
 
   That was nothing more than a fantasy though. The future, which had seemed so bright and full of promise, was behind him now. Shredded into tatters that could never be repaired. 
 
   Even now, each time he closed his eyes, he could hear her laugh and see the sparkle of amusement in her eyes. 
 
   Although circumstances had driven them apart soon after he’d first discovered his feelings for her, he’d thought his return to Flint might have changed that. At least, he'd hoped it would. Maybe she wasn’t the only reason for his return, but he’d only be lying to himself if he tried to deny that she’d been a big part of it.
 
   In the time he’d been away—almost ten years—he’d half expected Becca to have left the city, married, or at least become deeply involved with someone else, but she hadn’t. He’d only been back home for a few days when he'd learned she was available, and seemed more attracted to him than she ever had been in middle school. For a time, it looked like his risk had paid off. 
 
   It had all been going so well. 
 
   After their perfect reunion, and the wonderful dates that followed, he'd thought that maybe, just maybe, all of his dreams were coming true. It had all seemed like something out of a fairytale or romance novel. Every time he’d closed his eyes when he was with her, he could see their future stretching out in front of him: bright and full of unchecked promise. It was logical that he'd continue to work his ass off at the hospital until he had enough of an upstanding reputation to find a better position somewhere in a better city. In the meantime, he’d save as much as he could until he had plenty of money put aside—at least enough to whisk her off to another town. A bigger one where she could chase every career whim she might ever have and he would continue to progress toward his specialization in cardiothoracic surgery. 
 
   The heart. 
 
   It was ironic then that his desired area of expertise was the very part of him that Becca had shattered without even uttering a word. All it had taken was one look at her smitten face when she looked at photos of another man, for Drew to realize the truth. He’d been lying to himself for too long. 
 
   What a fucking joke, Drew thought as he filled a glass of water. 
 
   He wanted to hate her—wanted it with every fiber of his being. But he just couldn’t. 
 
   He’d spent so many years longing for her—even when apathy and distance had separated them—that he didn’t know how to feel anything else but desire. During the drive from her house—from the madness-inspiring scene in her private darkroom where she had surrounded herself on all angles with her personal collection of photos of that fucker—he’d been half-crazed and he was still trying to figure out the best way to process what he’d seen. 
 
   She’d picked another man and there was no way to win her back. That fucker had screwed everything up, and she hadn’t even been willing to listen to Drew’s warnings about Evan’s true intentions. 
 
   He should have trusted his instincts better. He should have fought harder against the influence of that prick, Evan. That bastard had walked right up and stolen Becca’s heart out of Drew’s tender grasp, all under the guise of friendship.
 
   Worse still was the fact that in so many ways Evan could have been Drew’s doppelganger. They shared their eye color: hazel, although Drew’s nudged toward blue rather than Evan’s muddy brown. Even their hair had the same chestnut hue. Despite their similarities though, Becca clearly preferred the shorter, less fit version of the two. God only knew why. 
 
   Drew set the untouched water back on the counter as the thought of taking even a sip made his stomach churn. Reaching for the edge of the counter, he steadied himself and took some deep breaths to calm the raging storm that had taken hold of his body. 
 
   That was life, he philosophized, as he tried to loosen his hold on the counter and stop his teeth from grinding together. Things didn’t always go the way people planned, he reasoned with some difficulty. 
 
   His jaw ached from the crushing pressure he exerted on it even as he tried to be rational in his head. When he was finally able to pry his hands away from the countertop, they had formed involuntary fists in a desperate need to move, to react, to inflict some sort of revenge on the one who’d stolen his happiness away. On Evan. 
 
   As if a light had been switched on in his mind, he figured out the best way to get over Becca. He would do what he had always done before. What he did whenever he didn’t know what else to do. He would punish his body in a grueling workout. Then he would study. 
 
   In that way, he would move on. 
 
   Hadn't his years in college been filled with little more than study, the gym, and the occasional round of meaningless sex? 
 
   It had helped him to focus then, and there was no reason it wouldn’t work any longer. Right now, he needed focus more than he needed anything else. He simply had to force himself to realize that what he’d hoped for with Becca was nothing more than a pipe dream and the pipe had officially burst.
 
   Who needed love when he had his career? And other more immediate distractions—like working out.
 
   That’s exactly what I need. 
 
   Moving through his house, he readied himself for a good workout. 
 
   Perhaps he should have stolen one of her precious photos, he mused to himself when he ripped off his suit and pulled on a pair of gym shorts. Not because he wanted to see that prick, Evan’s, face again, but it would have made a great addition to Drew’s punching bag. He could have used the image as inspiration to exact some semblance of revenge and pretend he was beating the shit out of the guy’s smug face and tacky smile. If nothing else, it would have been a little extra motivation to hit harder and faster than he usually did. 
 
   Drew headed for his garage where he'd left the beginnings of his rudimentary gym. With only the bag and a treadmill, it was fundamentally lacking in equipment, but it would do. He had a membership to a more professional establishment in town, but at that moment, he didn’t need fancy equipment. More than anything else, he needed to smash his fists against something until his arms ached and his body protested. He wanted his breath to leave his body for all the right reasons and not just because he found it hard to breathe around the gaping wound in his chest. 
 
   As he yanked on his boxing gloves, he stretched and warmed up. Bouncing from foot to foot, he pictured encountering that fucker in a dark alley. 
 
   With steady, calming breaths, he let his imagination run away with him until it was easy to believe the punching bag in front of him was a brown-haired, hazel-eyed, girlfriend-stealing bastard. 
 
   Drew’s fist connected with the side of the bag with a sturdy thump. He’d used more strength than he usually did, drawing on the power of his entire side to force energy into his fist. He only wished that inflicting pain on this analogue would make the real Evan feel the same things, like some sort of gym-inspired voodoo doll. 
 
   “We’re just friends,” he growled at the bag as his other fist smashed into the bag with all of the strength he could muster. 
 
   They were words she’d uttered to him whenever he’d expressed concerns about the fact that her friend was far too obsessed with her to be normal. 
 
   “He’s gay,” he said again, shoving his right fist against the bag again. 
 
   I told her he wasn’t, he thought to himself, delivering another blow. 
 
   He paused as a sickening thought entered his head. Had she known that all along? 
 
   Had she just wanted to see how many lies Drew would believe before seeing the truth? For all he knew, Becca and Evan had been an item since before Drew had ever arrived. Was it possible that they’d been having a good old chuckle behind his back after every date?
 
   He released a primal cry and hurled his fists at the bag in a fast flurry, each hit that landed making his knuckles scream in protest. The agony made him more desperate for a violent outcome, so he ignored the pain and hit harder. Even though part of him was conscious of the fact he would regret it in the morning, he was more than willing to endure aching limbs if it dislodged the agony of losing Becca from his chest. 
 
   “Trust me,” he said in a mocking impression of her singsong voice. “You have nothing to be worried about.” 
 
   That was almost a mantra for Becca, especially in the last few months. Nothing to worry about my ass. 
 
   “Are you in love with him?” he spat at the bag. What sort of a question is that? Why didn’t I demand she explain the photos? Maybe I misunderstood and she actually still wants me, but I left before she could find the words. 
 
   He shook his head.
 
   You know she doesn’t, he thought, stamping down on the hope before it had the chance to swell into something that would cause him further pain. 
 
   The part of him that clung desperately to the hope like a life preserver in a sea of tears reasoned that she’d never actually answered his question. If he’d waited a little longer, maybe something more would have been revealed.
 
   She didn’t have to answer the question, Drew thought to silence the voice. Her apology and the look on her face had spoken volumes. She was in love with the friend she’d defended more times than Drew could count. She probably hadn’t even realized it before that moment. Even though Drew didn’t think she’d intended to hurt him, it had been the ultimate outcome. 
 
   Still, he couldn’t hate her. 
 
   But he could hate Evan. 
 
   Did, in fact. He used it, funneling the heat in his blood until it surged through his limbs and pounded into the bag over and over. Drew’s breathing was ragged from exertion as he beat the bag until he was completely drained and the inanimate object had won the round. 
 
   Putting his hands up to stop the swinging movement of the bag, Drew took a moment to catch his breath. Resting his forehead against the leather, he tried to calm his body even as his breath hitched. He tried to convince himself that it wasn’t because exerting all of his energy had done nothing but push him that much closer to losing it entirely. 
 
   By the time he pulled his gloves off, his arms were shaking and his fingers felt like they’d been filled with concrete. His knuckles ached and protested with even the smallest movement. To keep his joints moving, he rolled his wrists in slow circles and winced as they too complained about the effort of even that small action by shooting jolts of pain along his fatigued muscles. Certain he’d be worse in the morning, he hoped he wasn’t required to help on any surgeries. If he was still hurting when it came time to go to the hospital, he’d simply have to tell his father that he wasn’t in any fit mental state to cut people open or stitch them back up again. Although that wouldn’t help the situation of having to face his now-ex. 
 
   As he thought her name, the pain he’d beaten away struck back with unreserved force. His eyes stung as something more than just sweat clouded his vision. 
 
   Perhaps there is no escaping the pain, he thought as he tossed his gloves on top of his towel. That didn’t mean he couldn’t try. 
 
   He climbed onto the treadmill and set it to the top speed, ready to attempt to outrun the hurt.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Two
 
   
 
 
   Drew must have checked the clock on the wall at least twelve times in the last ten minutes. He could have sworn that time had stopped entirely instead of just skipping past the parts he didn’t want to have to face, like he would have preferred. In twenty more minutes, Becca was due to start her shift at the hospital. She was never late, which meant he had less than twenty minutes to prepare himself to see her again. Part of him longed for it; another part hoped she’d take a personal day. 
 
   Like I should have.
 
   For the better part of his shift, he’d hovered between the staff room and her reception desk. Not that it was solely hers, but it was where she would sit when she arrived to torture him for the day. 
 
   He’d debated leaving a note on her keyboard begging her for another chance, but he didn’t want to stoop that low, especially when there was a good chance that Becca wouldn’t be the one to find it. Besides, he wasn’t the sort to beg—never had been and didn’t really plan on becoming that person for her. 
 
   Only, he didn’t know what else he could do. He wanted her back. The dreams, which had haunted his limited sleep all night, were evidence that he was far from over her. 
 
   It was just . . . he’d never actually had to win someone’s heart before, let alone win anyone back after he’d lost them. He didn’t know what to do. Didn’t even know where to start. 
 
   Once he’d decided that begging was out of the question, he’d considered whether it was possible to keep himself busy and away from her desk for her whole shift. At least then he wouldn’t have to deal with her or any of the messy fallout. It may have been the coward’s way, but it was also the easy way, for both of them. He didn’t doubt she might appreciate that option just as much as he would. If the first time they had to face each other again was in front of a crowd, it would be as awkward for her as it would have been for him. 
 
   Giving her some space would certainly be the chivalrous thing to do, he justified as he worked to convince himself that it was the best option. Still . . . he couldn’t decide.
 
   He wished he could know for certain which choice would cause the least humiliation for him. All he knew was that he wanted to see her again, wanted to make her smile and to hear her laugh once more. He wanted to take her on a date again, to escort her to the finest restaurants, and then bring her back to show her his new house. His new bedroom. 
 
   He closed his eyes and imagined the feeling of running his fingertips over her soft skin once more. She could sleep in his arms for the first time ever. Drew wouldn’t have to worry about his father’s concerns over any possible lack of propriety if Drew bought her home before they’d at least become engaged. As if Drew was nothing more than a bumbling virgin who’d never shared a bed with any woman before and needed his virtue protected. 
 
   At the thought of the things he wanted to do with Becca, to share with her, Drew felt more resolute in his desire to try to straighten things out. At least to return to the friendship they’d once had. Could he do that soon though?
 
   Even as he considered the possibility, it occurred to him that he really didn’t want that. He wanted her once again. All of her. 
 
   Maybe it didn’t matter that she had feelings for that other prick. After all, he’d heard rumors that Evan had left town anyway. Cathy, Becca’s best friend and a nurse who often worked close by Drew’s side, certainly seemed to think that was the case. She’d mentioned something about that bastard leaving town abruptly just after Becca’s birthday party. Of course, Becca had never mentioned it, mostly because even back then, when they’d been together and happy, Drew couldn’t stand hearing that asshole’s name. 
 
   Drew sighed at the memory of what was probably the last night he’d seen her truly happy. Then his mind wandered down unwelcome paths. Had her unhappiness since been the result of Evan leaving town? 
 
   Drew clenched his protesting fists at the thought. It struck him then that he really should have connected those particular dots sooner. Denial was a wondrous, but dangerous mindset. 
 
   It was further evidence of the feelings Becca had harbored toward her friend for so long. Proof that was obvious in hindsight. However, if the fucker was truly gone, then her feelings for him didn’t really have to stand in the way of her romance with Drew, did they? Drew wasn’t entirely sure if he could handle being with someone who was in love with someone else, but if she was willing to give it another try, he would almost be willing to forgive and forget. It would take some pride swallowing, but he knew she was worth it. Given the chance, he’d take her and love her so hard that she could barely remember her own name, let alone that other fucker’s. 
 
   The thought cemented his decision and a plan solidified in his mind. Even though he had a few patients waiting for him, Drew wouldn’t leave the reception area until he’d seen her again, until he’d spoken with her and told her everything he felt. That what he’d seen in her basement darkroom didn’t matter. That he was willing to forgive and forget. That they could still be together, if only she was willing to give it another try. Then, he’d sweep her into his arms and everyone who witnessed the scene would burst into a round of raucous applause at their reunion.
 
   When the automatic doors slid open to reveal Becca arriving five-minutes before her shift was due to start, he held his breath. The first thing he noticed was that her gaze didn’t sweep the room searching for him. Neither did she look like she’d spent the night anywhere near as sleeplessly as he had. In fact, her eyes were clear, her face fresh, and a small smile played on her lips—the sort of smile that only hinted at the happiness bubbling beneath the surface. 
 
   He frowned at her obvious joy and worried about the implications of that expression. It wasn't that he wanted her to be sad as such, he’d just needed to see some sort of evidence that she'd been affected in some small way by the events of the previous night. That she’d spent some time mourning the loss of their relationship. That she cared that they were no longer together. 
 
   The sight of the tiny smirk on her lips made his heart beat faster in his chest, until he felt the urge to strike something. Her smile shouldn’t have made him so irrational, but it did. Maybe it was because he'd expected her to come to work with blood-shot eyes, tear-stained cheeks, and a heavy countenance. Perhaps hoped was a better word. Regardless, it was a disappointment to see her so content. So . . . happy. It made him yearn for another session with his punching bag despite the way his knuckles already protested against the weight of a simple pen. 
 
   Was it really too much to ask for her to have had a day of sorrow, mourning over what they'd shared? Maybe two. That really wasn’t much, was it? Something to prove that it hadn’t all been a waste of his time—that she had actually cared for him at least a little. That some tiny part of her felt bad for the shit she’d put him through with her feelings for Evan and her constant denial of them. For stringing Drew along when he deserved so much more. 
 
   He wanted something to justify the aching burn in his chest. The agony of something like a simple heartbeat couldn’t have been any more painful, not even if he’d been forced to undergo open heart surgery without anesthetic. And yet, there Becca was, smiling. 
 
   When their gazes met, she had the decency to at least look a little sadder than when she’d first entered the hospital. Almost as soon as she’d glanced his way though, her eyes darted away again. The fleeting eye contact confirmed everything that Drew had feared. She’d already moved on. At least, in her own head. Whether she’d physically moved on as well was too much for him to even consider without spiking his desire to punch the closest wall. 
 
   Regardless, the action was a big black line drawn underneath the ledger of their relationship. A marker dividing all the blissful days they’d shared so far from all the dark ones still to come for him. Drew might have spent years pining for someone who he'd thought he had no possible chance with, but he wasn’t stupid enough to continue obsessing when the evidence was clear that she no longer wanted him.
 
   In the wake of her apathy, he felt every part the gawky, pimple-faced teen she’d unknowingly rejected years ago once more. As that sensation cut into him, he curled his agonized fingers into a fist, turned, and walked away from her without a word or backwards glance. 
 
   Seeing her so carefree when he was filled to the brim with sorrow was like having a huge stick shoved into the turmoil bubbling inside him and spun rapidly to stir up all the sediment. It took everything in him to control his outward appearance. His fingers clenched and twitched as he formed and unformed tight fists, but that was it. He managed to suppress all other outward signs of his anger. To everyone else, he would have appeared a paradigm of control. 
 
   Drawing in a deep breath as he headed back to meet his next patient, he resolved to push Becca from his mind.
 
   
 
 
   
“Huh.” Amity sat back in a slight daze as she considered everything her brother had just shared with her. Her car still whipped between the lanes of the interstate at speeds which far exceeded legal limits, but she kept the engine well under the red line while she was otherwise distracted, processing Michael’s words. 
 
   The story he had told her was one of loss and of love. Of heartbreak and sorrow, and of love triumphing even as it destroyed. There was something about it, which she needed to clarify though, because surely she’d heard one part wrong. 
 
   “So let me get this straight,” she said, glancing over at her brother to watch for any telltale signs that he was hiding something or that she’d hit a raw nerve. “You made this guy, this Evan, a cupid, used his soul for years as penance for his crimes, claim you’ve been happy with the results he’s achieved, and now you’re going to reward him by making him human again?” 
 
   She curled her nose up in disgust. She couldn’t think of anything worse. A cupid wasn’t quite as unlimited as an angel in their ability to conjure the things they needed, but humans had to work for everything they wanted. They had to deal with messy emotions and other messy things like toilets and showers. Hot and cold. Eating for sustenance rather than pleasure. As much as she preferred the company on Earth to the far too pristine vistas of Heaven, she couldn’t think of a worse punishment than to be forced to be human for a limited span before moving on—either up or down, depending on one’s life choices. 
 
   Michael’s mouth twitched with frustration. He’d never intentionally let it show—there were rules against letting his emotions control him after all—but she could see it nonetheless. After spending a number of millennia with her family, she’d picked up the ability to read most of their tells. Of course, her natural ability to detect bullshit helped with that too. 
 
   “You know we had no say in the reward. It was determined at the moment of—” He cut himself off when she started to move her hand in a mimicry of his words. He frowned at her, the first definite sign that she’d broken through his impenetrable virtue. 
 
   Her mouth twitched as she enjoyed the moment a little too much. “Yeah, yeah, I know. It was pre-ordained when he was judged. What I mean is why would anyone willingly choose to be so . . . limited?” 
 
   “Not everyone craves the material things over emotional fulfillment.” 
 
   The judgment in his tone was impossible to miss, but she was long used to it. It was like each of her brothers spent their time trying to be more virtuous than any of the others. Almost as if it was their idea of fun. She wasn’t willing to buy into that crap though. She could think of other much more enjoyable things: shoes, cars, companionship. Not that she thought any of her brothers had ever felt the touch of a woman. Even if they had, she certainly didn’t want to know about it. 
 
   The memory of holding someone—of touching another—made Amity feel a little sad. It had been so long since she’d felt any sort of real intimacy—too long. She missed it. Craved it. For centuries, the reign of the chastity brigade had taken over the natural order of things. After all, it wasn’t as though the Heavenly host had never been able to spread the love. In years past, angels were known for their affection and attractiveness more than their pious attitudes. They had inspired statues and stories, murals and reliefs. People had worshiped them for the joy they could bring to the world and not just the miracles they could produce. 
 
   Then modesty and the shifting notion of sin had arisen, and the good times had ended. The good book was penned—the word of man masquerading as the word of God. In the millennia since, intimacy between humans and angels had become strictly frowned upon, which left Amity bereft of the attention she’d once been lavished with. That had been just one adjustment she’d had to make in a long line of them since that time.
 
   Despite her protests, she felt vindicated by one thing—she wasn’t the only one on Earth who thought her brothers took their devout attitude a little too far at times. She’d seen that truth repeated in many a mind throughout her service. 
 
   “So, Amity”—Michael said her name like it tasted foul in his mouth, even though phonetically it was only marginally different from her true, angelic, name—“the cupid’s mistakes need to be rectified. Rebecca’s human lover”—he closed his eyes, no doubt calling the name to his mind—“Andrew must be healed. He cannot do it himself, not after cupid’s touch inspired emotions within him. Are you going to help us or not?” 
 
   She grinned at him. He’d been so busy being a disapproving ass that he hadn’t felt her shift herself and the car—as well as everything inside it—from L.A. to Michigan. She pulled her convertible into a parking spot that miraculously opened up the instant she needed it. 
 
   “Of course, I will,” she said with a winning smile. “Just show me the way.”


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Three
 
   
 
 
   Drew cursed himself for his basic inability to stay away from Becca. It seemed ingrained in his very DNA to be near her. It was like there was some external force compelling him back to her desk over and over. 
 
   Even though he’d sworn to not spare her another thought, he seemed to gravitate toward the reception area far more regularly than he actually needed to. On at least three occasions, he’d found himself walking the corridor that lead to her desk only to wake from his trance-like state and realize that he was supposed to be in a completely different section of the hospital. 
 
   Then, when she’d left to meet Cathy in the cafeteria for lunch, he hadn’t been able to resist following the pair. He just needed to know her mind. Had she moved on already? Did she feel any sorrow over what they’d shared and lost? He’d tried to make himself as invisible as possible as he selected a table just a few seats away from the two girls, all the while wishing he could somehow develop the ability to hide in plain sight, as if such nonsense actually existed. 
 
   As it turned out, the spot he selected was perfect for listening to their conversation and better still, was hidden by a bush that had been brought into the space with the intention of brightening up the dim cafeteria. Now, it had become a secret hiding place where he could spy on the two women, much like the hours he’d spent in middle school secreted around corners to catch a sliver of unguarded interaction between Becca and her friends. He could feel in every part of him that the particular conversation he witnessed this time was far more important than anything he had overhead back then. More than anything, he wanted to know what Becca had to say for herself. He hoped he might finally hear the truth from her own lips, even though he really didn’t want to hear her say the “L” word in conjunction with that fucker’s name. 
 
   He heard one of the chairs at his table scrape across the floor, as if someone was planning on sitting with him, so he turned to warn whomever it was that he wasn’t in the mood for company. Big, puppy-dog eyes, belonging to one of the new interns, met the scowl firmly planted on Drew’s face. Drew had been introduced to the kid just a couple of days earlier, but couldn’t remember his name. Simon? Steven? It was definitely something beginning with an S. Drew nodded away from the table. He hoped that between the gesture and his unwelcoming expression the intern would get the hint that Drew wanted to be alone. 
 
   Luckily, the intern seemed to understand and backed away with his hands in the air. Drew figured he’d have to hunt the young man down eventually and apologize, but it wouldn’t be anytime soon. Not when Drew was possibly on the verge of discovering something big or at least hoped he was. 
 
   “So are you going to spill the beans willingly or am I going to have to come to your place tonight, ply you with wine, and force it out of you?” Cathy asked Becca after a few moments spent catching up on their days, which had been interspersed with long, awkward pauses.
 
   Drew listened more intently to ensure he didn't miss a single word of Becca's reply. 
 
   Becca’s gaze dropped to the table in front of her. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
   Drew’s breath caught in his throat at the sound of Becca’s voice. It was so carefree, so sweet and lilting, the way it always had been when she’d spoken to him before. The last time he’d heard it—was that really only last night?—it wasn’t lilting or sweet. It was broken and rough, and she was saying she was sorry to him while surrounded on all sides by someone else’s face. 
 
   Not sorry enough, he thought to himself as he crossed his arms and furrowed his brow. 
 
   He turned back to stare at the side of Becca’s head through the foliage. Just as he’d observed earlier, she didn’t seem to be suffering any post-break-up blues. He had his suspicions on exactly why that might be the case, but needed to hear it from her mouth before he’d believe she’d stoop so low so soon. 
 
   “Don’t know what I’m talking about?” Cathy repeated, disbelief clear in her tone. “You’re walking around like the cat that got the canary while Drew looks like said canary after the cat batted it around the house for a few days.” 
 
   Drew glanced down at his outfit, slightly insulted by Cathy’s assessment. Sure, he hadn’t taken quite as much care with his appearance before leaving the house as he usually did, but he didn’t look that bad. 
 
   Or do I, he wondered as he took in his rumpled shirt and crinkled pants. He ran his fingers over the stubble that marred his chin. 
 
   Maybe there’s a little truth in her statement, he thought. But if she knew what I’d been through, she’d understand. 
 
   Dismissing Cathy’s statement as hyperbole, he moved a few plant leaves out of the way to get an even better look at Becca’s profile. She looked guilty, or maybe he was just imagining the way that emotion might sit upon her face. 
 
   “Clearly something happened last night with Dr. Sex God,” Cathy continued. “So spill, missy.” 
 
   “It’s a long story,” Becca said, her voice dropping so low Drew almost couldn’t hear her. 
 
   He held his breath and leaned in closer. 
 
   “It’s just . . . last night . . .” She trailed off with a sad sigh and looked in Drew’s direction. 
 
   To avoid detection, Drew let go of the foliage, letting it fall back into place as a screen between them. He refused to avert his eyes or stop listening though. 
 
   Cathy leaned closer, practically tipping over the table in her haste to get within whispering distance of Becca. Not that it mattered because when she continued, she hadn’t dropped any of the volume out of her voice and Drew could still hear her just fine. Although, maybe that was because he was trying so hard to ensure he didn’t miss a single word of their conversation. “Don’t tell me he’s having issues downstairs?” 
 
   Drew’s hands formed into fists despite his aching joints. He was sorely tempted to march over to the table and inform Cathy that he certainly had no problems downstairs. He’d even prove it to her if he had to. 
 
   Becca shook her head before taking a sip of her lemonade. The way her lips caressed the bottle stirred reactions in Drew that he rightfully shouldn’t have had any longer. Knowing he'd have to work hard to convince his traitorous body not to find her attractive, he tried to will away the stirrings. The hurt that echoed through him should have been enough to keep his cock at rest, yet it wasn’t. After simply watching her take a sip of her drink, he was already pitching a tent in his pants. It was ridiculous the hold she had over him. 
 
   If she’d uttered a single word to indicate she wanted him back, he would have been back at her side in a heartbeat. He would have given Cathy a personal demonstration that his cock wasn’t the issue. No, it was that other cock who fucked everything up between Drew and Becca. 
 
   “We—we broke up.” For the first time, Becca showed some outward sign that she was even remotely upset that things had ended. It was only a slight downward tug of her lip, but Drew felt a rush of vindication that maybe she wasn’t as happy as she had looked at first. 
 
   Cathy gasped. “No! Why?”
 
   Becca lowered her gaze to the bottle as she picked at the label. “Evan.” 
 
   The word was like a bucket of ice water dumped down his spine. The two-syllable explanation for their break-up was too much for Drew to bear, a stark reminder of why she would never ask him to take her back. He pushed away from his table. The sound of his chair scraping roughly against the floor called attention from all of the tables nearby and at least ten sets of eyes gazed in his direction.
 
   Why am I even here? This is pathetic. 
 
   He scowled at them all before turning to leave, meeting Becca’s gaze as he did. She looked aghast that he’d been nearby when she’d been moments away from gushing about that dick. 
 
   “Drew, wait!” 
 
   Even as he heard her call out to him again, he stalked away. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity stared at the empty space that her brother had occupied just a second earlier. 
 
   Ass, she thought to herself. He hadn’t even bothered to say goodbye before disappearing. He’d just dumped his big mistake on her to fix and then left. Sure, it was an intriguing assignment, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t have at least employed some basic manners and said goodbye. 
 
   She looked at the hospital building across the street, trying to work out the best way to handle the situation she’d just been given. Michael inferred she should be covert, and that she should employ diplomacy and tact. The tone in his voice while he’d detailed the mistakes he and his lackeys had made left no doubt that he wanted her to be particularly discreet on this case. 
 
   Clearly, he doesn’t know me at all, she thought as she chuckled to herself. 
 
   She checked her face in the mirror, ensuring she was still happy with her current appearance. She decided her eyes needed to be a slightly darker shade of blue and her pink lips a shade or two lighter. When she took another glance, she smiled. It was so much easier just changing her appearance by small degrees rather than wasting all her energy applying and removing make-up each day like so many human women running around on Earth had to. 
 
   Deciding that her L.A. chic dress would probably look a little out of place in the small city hospital, she conjured herself into a new tank—precisely matching the color of her lips—and a pair of super skinny J Brand jeans. There was no point in completely denying who she was and not wearing something designer after all. For a moment, she debated on what would be the best shoe, but decided she just needed a new pair of Jimmys. They were her favorite after all and were damn near perfect with the exception of Heaven-induced breakages. 
 
   Once she was satisfied that she had her showstopper looks firmly cemented in place, she climbed from her car. She didn’t bother putting up the roof or locking the door. If someone stole it, it would only give her more reason to get a new one. Between the three-inch scratch that she’d erased from the rear quarter panel and the fact that she wasn’t quite sold on the color anymore, it was probably time for another anyway. 
 
   With a confidence that was impossible to fake, she sauntered to the crossing and with a flick of her wrist turned the traffic light from green to red. Four lanes of traffic screeched to a halt as they slammed on their brakes to keep from running the light. She didn’t even break her stride as she stepped onto the road and headed for the hospital. 
 
   
 
 
   
Drew stood a distance away from Becca’s desk, watching her do the menial tasks of her job. He’d been careful to ensure that she hadn’t seen him approach, and then spent five minutes watching her and wondering what she’d wanted to say when he’d rushed away, after she’d caught him spying. Truthfully, he didn’t want to ask because he suspected she was just going to try to apologize for what he’d overheard and then try to justify her actions by gushing about that other bastard. Drew knew he didn’t have the patience to deal with that sort of utterance. Not today; not while the hurt was still so raw. 
 
   Part of him—the pimply teen part who’d spent years watching Becca from the back of the classroom—refused to give up hope though. It was willing to take all of the sensible thoughts hostage and secure them tightly, to do anything to keep hope alive. That part played dirty, whispering words to encourage Drew to continue to pursue Becca. He would have said it was an almost supernaturally driven desire, if he had believed in such rubbish. 
 
   Internally, he slapped himself. He wasn’t completely delusional; he knew that wasn’t a possibility. Even if it was, he wasn’t sure he wanted it. She’d hurt him. There was nothing to say she wouldn’t do it again. 
 
   He watched as she worked, recognizing all the little ticks he’d always thought were so cute. She twirled the ends of the curls in her ponytail, stuck her tongue out of the corner of her mouth when she concentrated, and danced her fingers across the desk as she read her screen. The small movements reminded him of the quiet moments she’d shared with him while they were dating, when he’d stop by her desk randomly during the day and they’d flirt and share secretive, innocent touches. When she’d pass him little love notes and he’d make carnal promises about the way their night would progress. 
 
   Did he really deserve to be her second choice?
 
   The answer was overwhelmingly clear to him, and yet there he was staring at Becca as if he had no choice in the matter. 
 
   While Becca was Drew’s entire focus, her concentration was elsewhere. If she noticed the weight of his gaze, she didn’t let it show. She didn't turn in his direction and offer a shy smile like she used to. Neither did she hide behind the ledge of the desk to block herself from his view. Instead, she just sat staring straight ahead at her monitor as her fingers moved over the keyboard. He might as well have been on the other side of the hospital. It was further evidence of how little he had actually meant to her. 
 
   Was I ever more than just a distraction? 
 
   He thought back over their disagreements and the issues that seemed to have cropped up time and again over the last few weeks. He wondered whether maybe he’d pushed when he should have backed off. Surely Becca was able to understand that all he’d wanted was for her to find her dreams and follow them, and that he was poised ready and willing to do whatever was necessary to support her. 
 
   It was just unthinkable for him to allow her to accept mediocrity when she could have had brilliant. He wanted a perfect life for her. It was what he expected of himself, and it was natural he’d want the same for her—more so with his mother's words echoing in his head. 
 
   “Find yourself a girl as smart as you are and treat her as your equal. A trophy will tarnish as the years go on, and she'll just end up resenting you for restricting her to such a life.” 
 
   He’d been certain Becca was that girl, and he hadn’t wanted to allow her to relegate herself into the trophy-wife role the way she’d seemed ready to during their time together. 
 
   True, his mother’s words had been about his father’s treatment of her before the divorce, but they had affected Drew nonetheless. He’d been told the story of her lost career and witnessed her misery first-hand. 
 
   Long ago, fresh out of college, his mother had been given the chance to follow her dreams into fashion and help cofound a magazine, but she’d passed on the opportunity in order to be with his father. She’d given up every other career goal when Drew was born. 
 
   By the time Drew was fourteen, his mother’s friend was a multi-millionaire heading up a magazine so popular that most new designers would have given their eye teeth to score a feature. After receiving a fresh offer to work at the magazine, in a lowly role barely above that of a paid intern, his mother decided that giving up her dreams once was more than enough. She’d packed everything of hers and Drew’s and they’d shipped off to Orange County without his father. 
 
   After learning of her shattered dreams and feeling the bitter sting of resentment she harbored toward him and his father, Drew had sworn to do anything he needed to help his mother achieve her goals, even as he pursued his own. By the time he’d moved back to Flint, she had finally made editor-in-chief—the position that could have been hers almost thirty years earlier if circumstances were different. He vowed never to let anyone he loved make the same sacrifices his mother had. 
 
   Becca would never have had to make such a gesture if he had anything to do with it. He would have worshipped her and supported every sensible dream and desire she’d had.
 
   He wondered whether he should try to articulate those issues better for her. Maybe that would change things and they could have another chance at a happily ever after. She may have thought she had feelings for that bastard, Evan, simply because Drew had pushed too hard, too fast. It was possible that with his insistence and guidance, he’d forced her away rather than drawing her closer. He’d tried to explain it before, of course, but somehow his words always became tangled on his tongue and came out wrong. They always left his mouth harsher than he desired, providing a spark to the fire that burned within Becca. 
 
   He planned to march over to Becca and tell her everything that was on his mind as soon as her shift finished. When she walked past him toward the staff room though, her gaze met his for a fraction of a second before she looked away again. In that brief glimpse, he saw pity and regret—not the love he deserved. 
 
   There was no “misunderstanding” about it. He knew that deep inside. She wanted someone else, and the thought was enough to burn Drew alive. 
 
   What was the point in trying to explain anything when she’d already made up her mind?
 
   
 
 
   
Amity still couldn’t understand how her boneheaded brother could have made such a monumental error. Instead of releasing the cupid from servitude with a blessing to pursue his love, Michael had led him to believe that he was duty bound to pair her—to pair this Rebecca—with someone else, with the good doctor that she had to help. 
 
   Not only that, Michael had known this cupid had revealed his true nature to his charge and done nothing to rectify the situation. 
 
   Amity had no doubt it was all to do with Heaven’s “hands-off” policy. Let those on Earth guide themselves with minimal interference. She rolled her eyes. Sure, it was fine for Heaven to put a cupid in the path of two random souls, but God forbid you actually give that cupid any concrete instructions or a guidebook. 
 
   She realized her brother probably assumed that her constant presence in the mind of everyone on Earth was enough to have helped lead the cupid to the truth. If he had, then he’d significantly overestimated what her influence actually did. It wouldn’t have been the first time he’d made that sort of mistake either. Sometimes she wondered whether any of her brothers actually knew her, or anything about the humans in their care. 
 
   With each new millennia that passed, it became more apparent that the angels simply didn’t understand what she was and wasn’t capable of. The same could be said for their views on humanity. She’d seen the darker elements of human nature, parts which her brothers preferred to gloss over. Some of those aspects fascinated her, but they were also a large part of the reason she’d spent so much time away from everything, and why she buried her true self beneath designer clothing and expensive cars. 
 
   Her step faltered as the truth of that thought echoed throughout her body. Sometimes knowing every truth, being unable to fool herself for even a minute, just sucked. She took a deep breath as she pushed aside her many issues. Her brothers cared about her, she knew they did. It was just that they didn’t get her. No one ever had. She doubted anyone ever would. Maybe the sad truth was that no one ever truly understood anyone else in the universe. That those who claimed they’d met their soul mate were just lucky to have found the one person who understood them slightly better than all the other suckers out there. 
 
   Never mind, she thought dismissively, stopping the train of thought in its tracks and not allowing her depression to grow strong enough to make her disappear before she’d done what she’d come to do. There was, after all, no point in dwelling on her brothers’ failure to grasp who she was, or her exasperation with the world at large. Instead, she’d rather focus on finding out just how badly Michael’s inaction had damaged this special case. 
 
   If Michael was right, if this Drew fellow she’d been assigned to had in fact been in the direct line of fire of a cupid’s mistaken match, the fallout could be potentially catastrophic. Didn’t she know that truth all too well? Painfully well. She shook off the doubt and took a deep breath. Once she was certain her assured, confident façade was firmly back in place, she stepped through automatic glass doors to start her first mission in fifty years.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Four
 
   
 
 
   Drew was still arguing with himself—his pride battling hard against the part of him that wanted to chase after Becca—when the glass doors opened with a swish. Striding into the building with a purposeful gait was a gorgeous woman who could have easily walked into the hospital straight off the streets of Orange County. She reminded him of being back home with his mom. Of proper Hollywood money, wrapped from head to toe in designer wear. Although Drew couldn’t instantly name the brands, he definitely recognized the signs that the clothes weren’t from the local discount stores. 
 
   Before long, Drew was ready to put the blonde from his mind. After his first glance, he’d figured he had her pegged. She was just like all the other plastic fantastics he'd known once upon a time. Sure, they were good for a few nights of distraction, but they didn't turn his eye, or his heart, the way Becca had. In fact, most of the girls who looked like her, at least most of the ones he'd encountered, rarely had the intellect to hold a meaningful conversation. Any who could hold their own in a witty dialogue were usually career driven and after something just as casual as he’d wanted himself. 
 
   He turned away to go back to his vital task of stalking after Becca while she collected her personal items from the staff room. He was midway through a fresh internal debate over whether or not to talk to her when something compelled him to look at the new arrival again. It was almost as if an enormous, invisible hand had grabbed his head, swiveled it in her direction, and refused to let him look away again. 
 
   He watched as she walked up to the desk Becca had vacated not long ago. While he was forced to watch her, he realized that she wasn't quite like all the other blonde Barbies he'd seen and dated on the West Coast. The platinum hair that spilled down her back was almost pristinely white, barely a hint of yellow color shone through at all. It was so pale that it could only be bleached, yet she had no dark roots clawing their way out of her scalp as if desperate to force her to resubmit to her natural color. Rather, it appeared that the stripped-out white was natural. The fact that her eyebrows were only a few shades darker, made Drew think perhaps it was. 
 
   The new arrival leaned against the counter with a casual stance and looked Kylie, the person now occupying the reception desk, squarely in the eye with a confidence that was rare. Drew would have considered this new sight sexy had his heart not just been crushed underneath the heel of Becca’s boot. 
 
   The way the blonde stood as she chatted with Kylie left Drew with a clear and unobstructed view of her body. He took full advantage and assessed her with an admiring gaze; figuring he might as well considering the odd compulsion to stare at her. Maybe if he took in every feature, he could learn more about why she held him captive. There had to be something his mind had noticed to pin him in place so, but it wasn’t being helpful by offering up what exactly that might be. 
 
   Her breasts were barely tucked into her singlet top, which she wore despite the nip of winter that was beginning to invade the air. Her cleavage didn't exactly spill over the top of the material, the way it usually did on those beautiful phonies back in California. Instead, the lipstick pink material neatly framed her perfectly formed chest, allowing her to straddle the thin line between sexy and demure. 
 
   Her jean-clad legs were shapely and long, rising up to what Drew was certain would be a pert ass if she just twisted a little more to the left to give him a better view. 
 
   The overall effect was a little unsettling, in that it made Drew forget Becca’s existence for a precious few seconds as his blood flowed south at a rapid rate. The blonde laughed at something Kylie said. The action caused her chest to rise and fall in time with the melodic sound of her giggle, which was enough to stop Drew’s breath momentarily. His mouth dried out and he had to lower the clipboard in his hands to cover the prominent bulge rising in his trousers. 
 
   With his eyes drawn to her so completely, it was impossible for him not to notice the natural bounce to her breasts and the fact that they lacked the artificial roundness that always seemed to accompany a boob job. Either her perfect chest was completely natural or her surgeon was fantastic. 
 
   As she spoke to Kylie, he noted that while the stranger's lips were pouty, they didn't appear plumped up. She didn't have the fake, stunned look of someone injected with far too much Botox. In fact, she was so perfect it was almost unnerving. Like she'd stepped out of the photo-shopped pages of his mother’s fashion magazine. The sort of person who just didn’t exist in real life—except she was right there in front of him . . . living. 
 
   She turned toward him, her cornflower-blue irises levelled at him as if he was exactly the person she was looking for. Then she smiled. Her soft pink lips parted slightly to show a row of pristine, white teeth. As if her grin was a signal to release the hold over him, Drew finally felt like he could breathe and move on his own again. It didn’t mean he could go anywhere in a hurry though, not until his blood had flowed back out of his favorite body part and resumed its normal pumping routine. 
 
   Embarrassed to be caught staring, he averted his eyes before lifting the patient chart back up in front of him—hoping that the situation downstairs wasn’t too noticeable as long as he didn’t move—and pretending it was the most fascinating read ever. He didn’t dare look up again, or even breathe, until she’d walked past him. Relieved to have not been caught and confronted about his obvious staring—he supposed she was probably used to it—he lifted his eyes from the chart again, only to meet Becca’s gaze. 
 
   He hadn’t heard her approach, but she must have followed in the blonde’s wake. The pity and compassion in the depth of her eyes was too much for him to bear. He wanted to turn and walk away. He didn’t need her to feel sorry for him. Even though ten minutes earlier, he’d wanted nothing more than to have her talk to him, he didn’t want it like this. It wasn’t enough for him to have her attention, he needed her love. There was nothing more that he wanted in that moment than for her to look at him the way she had done in the first few weeks after they first started dating. 
 
   Back then, lust and desire filled her eyes. Every time her gaze wandered in his direction, she had looked at him like he was the only man in the world. The man she wanted more than anything else, not like he was some pathetic stray puppy. 
 
   When she opened her mouth to say something, he narrowed his eyes at her to let her know her sympathy was misplaced before turning and stalking away without listening to whatever lies she wanted to spin. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity had to admit that the good doctor was pretty cute. She also noted he thought of himself as Drew, not Andrew. It seemed her own name wasn’t the only one Michael butchered.. She hadn’t been able to study him in great detail as she’d spoken to the receptionist, but her sojourn at the registration desk had given him a chance to study her. She’d made sure of it. Even now, after she’d released him from her hold, Amity could still feel the way his gaze had prickled along her skin. As he’d watched her, she’d traced her grace around the edges of his mind and had gleaned some basic details about the girl— Becca, as Drew knew her—whom he was pining for. 
 
   She just wished she’d been on the scene just a few minutes earlier, so she could have had a chance to witness the interaction between the cupid’s intended love and the one who’d suffered from the cupid’s misfired arrow. The hurt echoing off Drew in the moments before Amity walked into the hospital was still a palpable presence in her mind. She felt the truth of it echo through her limbs, just as it had rocked through Drew’s body. 
 
   Having experienced the depth of Drew’s grief and love, Amity wondered whether it was even possible for the cupid to love the girl trapped in the middle of a Heavenly shit storm more than the doctor did. That question drove her need to learn more, which was probably exactly, what Michael expected to happen. Damn her curiosity and desire to learn the truth. She still wasn’t sure exactly what fallout her brother had been concerned about or why they’d wanted her on the scene. She had thought that paying the cupid a visit might help her to work it out. Except, she couldn’t do that. 
 
   Technically, Michael warned her not to interfere there—hadn’t even given her names or any clues to go off in order to locate the wayward bow-boy. Despite that, she hadn’t thought it would be too difficult to find out more; there were markers she could look for after all, but Michael had been very explicit when he’d told her to stay away. He’d mentioned something about the delicate balance of the universe being at stake, and Heaven’s promise still needing to play out between the cupid and his lover. Michael had even gone so far as to warn Amity that her involvement with that couple might shift the plan entirely. 
 
   That didn’t stop Amity’s growing curiosity though. Or quell her desire to ignore the advice and just do what she wanted anyway. She was guided by truth, and it signaled to her like a beacon. In her mind, there was a great big flashing neon sign that hung over Becca and her cupid, but there was something blocking Amity’s ability to read the metaphorical lettering. That something could only be interference from one of her brothers. Given that Michael was the one to assign her this task, and also the one who’d forbidden her access to the couple, it had to be him who was withholding what must be a whopper of a truth. 
 
   It would come out in time though—the truth always did. 
 
   Despite the aching niggle to discover what was being hidden from her, she decided against visiting the cupid. It had nothing to do with Michael’s warning though. She wasn’t letting him walk all over her. Her motivation was simpler than that; she wanted to study Drew further. Wanted to learn what made him tick. Wanted to discover what was so special about him that she’d been directly assigned to his case rather than Heaven simply setting another cupid onto the task to set him up with someone new. Besides, the easiest way to work out what was being hidden was to sit back and watch—to wait for something to reveal itself. The truth will out, Amity thought, and she knew that better than most. 
 
   The instant she reached a corridor that hid her from prying eyes, she cloaked herself and returned to where Drew had stood when she entered the hospital. Only he wasn’t standing and watching any longer. He was striding up the hall toward Amity with a long, purposeful gait that was clearly designed to increase the distance between him and whatever he was walking away from as rapidly as possible. 
 
   Amity glanced around him to see the back of a woman with a ponytail full of dark curls disappear outside seconds before the doors closed behind her. Amity tried to get a read on the woman. The swirl of guilt that overpowered everything else in the woman’s head made it clear it was Becca. 
 
   She frowned as she considered the essence she’d felt buried in the middle of the bones and muscle that made up Becca’s physical body. The soul she’d momentarily touched was familiar, but Amity couldn’t instantly figure out why. She could only assume it had something to do with Michael’s interference. Had he left a trace of his grace there? 
 
   It didn’t seem likely, but Amity wasn’t sure what else it could be. Whatever she’d felt was a passing awareness, maybe there was some familial link. After all, Amity hadn’t worked in the trenches for over five decades, and the woman she’d seen wasn’t anywhere near that old, so she couldn’t have encountered Becca’s soul before. Unless . . . 
 
   Amity pushed the thought of reincarnations out of her mind to focus on Drew, more than a little annoyed that once more, she’d been unable to witness his direct interaction with the woman who had broken his heart. It just left Amity with more questions than answers.
 
   As if he’d felt a change the precise moment Becca left the building, Drew paused and took a deep breath. The sound pulled Amity’s attention back to him and she fell into step behind his steady strides when he started moving again. 
 
   She followed him through a number of corridors until he reached a small, tidy office. The instant he was through the door, he pushed it shut. The wood slammed closed an inch from Amity’s nose, but she just teleported inside, ensuring her cloak was still firmly in place. If it hadn’t been, and he’d found her in the hall, she could have simply pretended to have misunderstood directions she’d been given by the receptionist to find the Women’s Health Clinic. In the confines of his office though, when he thought he was alone and that the door hadn’t opened, it would be impossible to lie about her reasons for being there. 
 
   Not that she was much of a liar anyway. In fact, she was downright terrible at it. It was all part of the whole Angel of Truth deal. 
 
   Alone in his space—or at least thinking he was—it wasn’t long before Drew released the tension Amity knew he was carrying from the brief touches of her grace against his soul. He punched the side of a tall gray filing cabinet in one corner of the room, forcing it to slam into the plasterboard on one side, leaving a dent in the white paint. The force of the impact echoed around the space for a moment, like the ringing of a dull, out-of-tune bell. Caught up by the momentum of the shifting cabinet, the small potted fichus on top of the metal structure rocked back and forth dangerously as if it was contemplating pitching itself from its lofty home and onto the mottled gray carpet below. 
 
   Drew kicked at the drawers with a growl before pushing himself off the innocent furniture, leaving the filing cabinet to lament the dents that now adorned its bottom drawer and once perfect side. 
 
   Amity stepped into the void he’d left behind, lifting her hands to still the wayward plant before it could take the fateful fall. 
 
   Instead of punishing any more of his office equipment, Drew turned his hands onto himself. He brushed hasty trails through his hair twice before fisting his fingers as deep as possible in the short brown mess and yanking hard. 
 
   “Idiot!” he cried as he spun and kicked at the wall. 
 
   It had been a long time since Amity had been in such close confines with someone going through such agony. The feeling of his emotions battering at her body made her take a backward step to press against the wall farthest from him. It was as if each negative feeling wanted to climb beneath her skin and strip away everything but the bare, bitter truth that resided within her. The feeling was a big part of the reason why she hadn’t allowed herself to be alone in such close quarters with a single human for such a long time. Better to spend time in large spaces, teeming with humanity. There, the multitude of individual emotions clashed together to become a background cacophony of feelings. In those places, nothing could permeate further than skin deep. 
 
   Once, long ago, she’d have been ready and willing to play counsellor to Drew’s heartbreak, slowly coaxing him from pain to pragmatic acceptance. That was before it all went wrong though. Now that she was so out of practice, it was all she could do to even stay in the room with the negativity rolling off him in attacking waves. It was an all too familiar reminder of her very last case. The assignment that had shattered the final grip she had on her sanity and which had sent her packing her bags before rushing off without notice on vacation as far from her brothers’ influence as she could possibly get. 
 
   Years ago, humans had been relatively carefree and easy to understand. They’d loved and lived without the bitter twisted core that she now believed resided within each and every one of them. She couldn’t exactly pinpoint the moment the change happened, or when she’d first noticed it, but she felt certain it had sprung up around the same time all of the new rules and religious dogma arrived. It had been enough to drive the desire she had once felt to help mankind with gentle, prompting, methods completely out of her system. Since then, humankind had marched ever onward into the future and the bitter edge only seemed to grow. Phones replaced physical contact, email replaced phones, and then a whole new phone took over once again. The more electronically connected humans became, the less they emotionally connected with one another, and the more they lied to themselves. 
 
   To protect her heart, and her grace, from further injury, she wanted to just yell at Drew to stop already—to just give up the anger and move on and be one step closer to acceptance. Eventually, he’d realize that everything happened for a reason and that even though it might not seem like it at that particular moment, the break-up was for the best. The relationship, and its end, would help him discover life lessons that he might have missed otherwise. Both he and Becca would be better off apart. At least, that was what Amity needed to force him to believe. 
 
   Amity looked down at her hands, debating whether to hit him with a concentrated dose of the truth; a small zap of her energy, something to push him past his anger and drive him that much closer to acceptance. It was poised in the tips of her fingers as soon as the thought crossed her mind. All it would take was for her to brush her hand against his skin and then she’d be able to dig around for the truth and reveal it for him. It would be like a sledgehammer to his brain, a harsh shot of reality, and it would hurt at first. But that was her style these days—wham, bam, thank you, ma’am. It was easier than dealing with the messy fallout of actual human emotions and it largely removed the complication of free will. True, it left a mark on the soul—a scar that would never fully heal, and that could cause the receiver to be constantly open to the bitter truth. It could also force the receiver to cope with the truth a little quicker than some people could handle. Given the nature of free will, that could result in unpredictable outcomes. She’d misjudged it the last time, and she didn’t want to do that ever again.
 
   Still, she reasoned, it was quicker and easier than any other option. Her obligation to her brother would be met and she could be gone again before nightfall. She wouldn’t have to deal with another moment of the agony of being stuck in close confines with so many negative emotions. 
 
   When Drew dropped into the small office chair and then slumped forward to bang his head against the desk repeatedly, Amity stepped closer and lightly grazed the pads of her fingertips against the back of his neck. She didn’t even dare to breathe as she touched him, unwilling to give him any reason to suspect that there was anything unusual going on. 
 
   Michael had stressed that it was imperative that Drew didn’t suspect otherworldly involvement. He couldn’t learn about the existence of angels or cupid. That Becca knew the reality was bad enough; the last thing Heaven needed was half a town running around with that sort of knowledge. Even without her brother’s warning though, Amity knew it was a bad idea to reveal her true nature to humans. Without fail, humans shown her grace either desired to do her kind harm for some perceived wrong or fell to their knees in blind worship of things which Amity herself didn’t even believe in anymore. 
 
   Despite her care, Amity’s soft touch had an immediate effect on Drew. He dropped his forehead against the desk once more before leaving it in place. Then a silent sob shook his chest and a shooting pain echoed back up Amity’s arm. 
 
   “No.” The word was a barely uttered breath, but it had torn past her lips without her consent. It was more than just his human emotions that had caused her to back away with one hand cradled in the other. She’d brushed against an image. She’d seen two faces from her own past, faces of those she’d failed. She never thought she’d see either of them again. It was a truth she’d thought was long buried. The name of the cupid, Evan, rang in her mind. She had to stop herself from crying out again. There was no way it could be back to haunt her now . . . could it? 
 
   The force of the reverse energy flow had been almost enough to unseat her grace from her human shell. The shockwave disarmed her and she stepped away from him before she could unearth and expose the truths she’d planned to show him. She’d ripped into his heart—into his very soul—and left him open to the raw, bitter truth. She couldn’t leave him the way he was, but with her hands still burning, there was no way she was going to touch him again so soon. 
 
   She stumbled away from the doctor until her back smacked into the wall with an almost-but-not-quite-silent thump. If Drew had heard it, he showed no indication. For the first time in a long time, Amity was forced to examine her choices, her mistakes. She had to reconcile the result of the emotions she’d brought to the surface in those she’d tried to help with her original goals. The buzz of Drew’s emotions within her was like a mirror held up in front of all of her flaws and faults. She didn’t like it, not one little bit. She turned and fled, teleporting herself as she walked so that by her second step, she was back at her car. 
 
   I need to get away from here, she thought as she jumped behind the wheel before deciding it would be quicker and easier to forgo the vehicle altogether.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Five
 
   
 
 
   A quiet knock on his office door snapped Drew out of his thoughts. He was almost relieved for the distraction that pulled him away from a wave of sorrow and rage, which had simultaneously infected him, rendering him motionless. He pushed himself upright, rubbing blindly at the spot where his forehead had rested against the desk—certain there would be a telltale red mark branded across his skin from the weight of being pressed against the hard surface. 
 
   He cleared his throat to dislodge the lump that had sprung up when the unexpected influx of emotions had struck him. Then he swiped at his eyes, ensuring there were no telltale tears within. Not that he could have possibly been crying over Becca of course. 
 
   “Come—” he cut himself off when his voice issued in a high squeak. He cleared his throat once more. “Come in,” he said more firmly. 
 
   Pushing the door open tentatively, and leading with two Styrofoam cups that were sure to contain fresh, hot coffee, was Cathy. Becca’s best friend, but also a nurse at the hospital. Drew wasn’t sure which role she was filling on this particular visit. 
 
   She seemed to take the fact that he didn’t immediately demand that she leave the room as a positive sign and she smiled, kicked the door closed, and moved to his desk before placing one of the cups on his desk. 
 
   “I thought you could do with a coffee,” she said needlessly. It was clear she felt obligated to fill the yawning silence that otherwise occupied the space. 
 
   He could see there was a deeper motive to her action, one that seemed to be dancing just on the tip of her tongue, but to her credit, she didn’t come out and ask. Although the fact that she didn’t just blurt it out, as she normally would, set Drew on edge anyway. 
 
   “What do you want?” he asked, resigning himself to the fact that there was no point in delaying the inevitable. Dealing with Cathy would be a hell of a lot easier than having to face Becca—maybe he could get some of the answers he needed without having to suck up his pride completely. The last thing he wanted to do was fall to his knees and beg Becca to love him again, which was exactly what he was seconds from doing every time he saw her. 
 
   “I just wanted to see how you were doing,” Cathy said, sitting on the corner of his desk and taking a sip from her own cup. 
 
   He barked out a hard laugh. “Oh, I’m just fan-fucking-tastic. How do you think I’m doing?” 
 
   She chuckled in response, but looked contrite. “Yeah, there were probably better ways I could have worded that, huh?” 
 
   He snorted as he nodded. “You think?” 
 
   Cathy shifted into the seat across from him and cast a level stare at him over the top of her coffee. “Look, I know I’m Becca’s friend, and I know you probably don’t want to talk to me about all this just because of that fact alone, but if you ever need an ear, mine is free. I like to think I’m your friend too.” 
 
   He flinched, reminded by her harsh appraisal of his appearance to Becca over lunch. 
 
   “Am I really that pathetic?” he asked. 
 
   “It’s not that.” 
 
   At her words, he lifted a questioning eyebrow, hoping to silently remind her that he’d heard her conversation with Becca. 
 
   “Okay, it’s not only that. I’ve seen the way you look at Becca, Drew. I know the way you felt about her in middle school. I also know that none of this can be easy for you.” 
 
   His jaw ticked with the pressure he was exerting on it. A throbbing ache built in his temple with the blood pulsating through him. He made a mental note to have his blood pressure checked at the earliest possible opportunity. 
 
   “Not as easy as it is on her, that’s for sure,” he said. 
 
   He hadn’t intended to give the words a voice, but they’d slipped out anyway, as if glad to be freed. He’d been keeping them pent up for almost eighteen hours, ever since he’d been dumped. Eighteen hours and Becca was already strolling around looking like a love-struck schoolgirl. The sound of his teeth grinding even harder at the thought filled the silence that his words had left in their wake. 
 
   “That’s . . . that’s not really fair,” Cathy said with hesitant caution. 
 
   He started to wonder whether he’d made a mistake not throwing her out right away. She spoke again before he had the chance to act on his regret though. 
 
   “I’m not going to defend what she did. But I don’t think she ever intended to hurt you. She really does care about you, you know.” 
 
   “She sure has a damn funny way of showing it.” 
 
   “Maybe. But that doesn’t make it less true.” 
 
   “Just not the same way she cares for him though.” Drew was surprised by the bitterness in his voice. 
 
   Cathy shrugged. “No. I guess not.” 
 
   “I should have done more,” Drew admitted, more to himself than to Cathy. “I knew that asshole was trying to get into her pants and I didn’t do enough to be sure he never got the chance.”
 
   After his tongue had started moving, it didn’t seem to want to stop. It was acting independently of his brain and spilling secrets he hadn’t wanted to admit to anyone—let alone Becca’s best friend.
 
   “What could you have done? Banned her from seeing him?” Cathy snorted. “That would have gone down like a lead balloon. The thing is I honestly don’t think either Evan or Becca understood their feelings for each other until they suddenly did, if you know what I mean?” 
 
   He didn’t know. He didn’t care to know. He was sick of hearing Becca’s name, and he was doubly sick of hearing that other fucker’s. “I’m sorry if I don’t exactly find that knowledge comforting.” 
 
   “No, I guess it wouldn’t be.”
 
   “Thank you for stopping by, Cathy.” He hoped his tone conveyed the finality that he intended it to have. He didn’t want to spend the next few hours locked in a conversation which could only lead back to his ex over and over again. It wasn’t helping his resolve to not break down over something as stupid as a break-up. True, it was his first time on the receiving end of one, but he’d initiated enough of them to know that they weren’t always driven by hard feelings and cruel intentions. The fact it was Becca—the woman he’d set as the bar to measure all other potential relationships against—who’d been the first to break his heart was as agonizing as it was fitting. 
 
   Thankfully, Cathy took the thinly veiled hint in his words and stood to leave. 
 
   “Anytime.” She started for the door but then stopped, and turned back toward him. After a brief pause, she rounded his desk and placed her fingers on his arm. 
 
   When he met her gaze, he saw a sadness that said she understood how he felt—at least a little. 
 
   “I meant what I said, Drew. I think of you as a friend. I did in middle school and I still have since you came home. If you ever need an ear to bend, I’ll be here.” She turned to leave again, but stopped once more. “Or you can talk to Gary if you’d prefer to keep it amongst the men.” 
 
   She smiled warmly at him and he could see why her husband had snapped her up. There was a level of innate understanding buried within her and she seemed to get men in a way most women never could. He was also relieved that she hadn’t mentioned Becca’s name once more. 
 
   “Thank you,” he said again, meaning it a little more this time. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity hadn’t returned to Drew or to the hospital at all since she’d rediscovered the ache of human emotions and the guilt of her mistakes. Instead, she’d retreated to the top of Mount McKinley thousands of miles away. While the air in Flint had been only just starting to cool toward winter, the season had well and truly claimed the mountaintop. Even though she didn’t need protection from the cold, she’d wrapped herself in a number of layers topped with a Donna Karan jacket. Fashion was her fallback, a way to give herself something to focus on outside of emotions. 
 
   Her hands were free from coverings though. Instead of being nestled in warm gloves, they were plunged deep into the surrounding snow. She'd already held them there long enough for a human to have lost most of the feeling in their fingertips, possibly even long enough for a severe case of frostbite to have settled in, but she didn’t care. She didn't have to worry about trivial things like blood flow and oxygen. Her human body did whatever her grace instructed, regardless of what happened around her. 
 
   Despite the cold of the snow wrapped around her fingers, the skin of her palm burned as though it was still pressed against Drew’s neck. Her anger and hurt over what she believed constituted a massive betrayal by her brothers—by Michael in particular—burned through her in a white-hot burst. 
 
   She heard a flutter behind her, but didn’t even bother to turn to greet her visitor. She already knew exactly who it was, and had no doubt he was ready to launch into some lecture about her behavior and how it served her right. How she’d deserved the surprise she’d just received. 
 
   “What are you doing here, Michael?” she asked, not feeling any need or desire to make him feel welcome. 
 
   His feet crunched over the fresh snow as he made his way to her. When he reached her, he knelt at her side before resting his hand on her shoulder. “I came to make sure you were okay.” 
 
   Even though his touch eased the burden of the burning of her palms, she pulled away from him. He didn’t deserve the peace of mind that came from helping her. “Okay? No, I am not okay. I am so far away from okay I don’t know if I will ever be okay again. You set me up!”
 
   He looked at the snow between them. “That was . . . regrettable.” 
 
   “No, the plagues of Egypt were regrettable. What you did was a dick move.” 
 
   “I was only doing my duty. This is your chance for penance, which you’ve wanted for a long time.”
 
   “Fuck penance.” At the harsh tone of Amity’s voice, Michael winced away as though he’d been struck. 
 
   “Amitiel—Amity,” he corrected himself at the narrowing of her eyes. “Of all the angels who walk the Earth, you should know most of all that the path to the truth brings penance. You want this, even as you rally against it.” 
 
   “Why didn’t you warn me?” 
 
   “Would you have accepted the task if I had?” 
 
   She sighed as his words hit their intended mark. No. She wouldn’t have taken the assignment if she’d known all of the players. As soon as she’d learned the truth, she would have fled to the other side of the world and hoped it would all resolve itself without her involvement. She tipped her head forward, using her curtain of hair to shield her from the world—and from Michael in particular. 
 
   “I could have prepared myself for it,” she whispered, even though she knew there was no truth in the words. There was no preparation for the discovery that the one person you were assigned to help was only hurt as a result of your past failures. 
 
   Michael sat onto the snow, twisting his hips so he was more in front of her than beside. He brushed her hair away from her face and tucked it behind her ear. “No, you couldn’t have. I know you probably will disagree with my next statement, but this is for the best. By helping Drew find acceptance, you will see that what happened back then was not solely your responsibility.” 
 
   She looked into Michael’s eyes and saw galaxies swirling around in the warm amber depths. As much as she struggled with the big brother mantle he took onto himself, it was moments like this one where it was evident why he did. Even though the first of the angels were brought into existence in the same nanosecond, Michael’s burdens in the intervening years made him infinitely older than her or any of her other brothers. After all, he held the literal balance of the whole universe resting within his grace. 
 
   She felt like a mewling child staring into an infinite abyss as she met the depths of his gaze. It was no wonder that many humans who had seen the sight went crazy. Others were luckier. Even though everyone met Michael in the end, when his grace would pluck their soul from their body and prepare them for judgment, most were spared the sight of a face-to-face appearance. 
 
   She swallowed down her fear as she wondered exactly how many judgments and cases Michael had weighed and decided during the course of their conversation. How many souls he’d gathered? How many had moved onward and upward, and how many had been sent back to Earth to do Heaven’s bidding? She cast her eyes away from his, unwilling to meet the oblivion in the depths any longer. She wasn’t afraid of the infinity they held as much as the judgment she saw within them. 
 
   It wasn’t enough to stop her from asking the question which had frightened her the most since she’d seen the truth though. “What if it was my fault though? What if all of her suffering was because of me?” 
 
   Michael reached for her arm again, allowing his compassion to flow through his touch. Instead of fighting him off once more, Amity allowed him to comfort her. With the contact, he shared everything that happened after she’d left that fateful day so long ago and the rest of the story about the cupid—the parts he’d hidden before. 
 
   She clenched her eyes as tight as she could while images of her last case assaulted her mind. It was no wonder she’d been instructed to stay away from the cupid. From Evan. The name brought his face into her mind. Both of their faces. Evan and Rose: young lovers torn apart by greed. 
 
   Once, long ago, Heaven had a plan for the two of them. A cupid had been assigned to their case when they were still in school. The problem was that Rose’s father had planned another outcome for both his daughters. He wasn’t at all satisfied with the punk from the wrong side of the tracks wooing Rose. No, he’d wanted to use her as a commodity to advance his own selfish needs. Ultimately it had cost his daughter her life.
 
   Michael had given Amity the case rather late in the piece. Her duty was to show Rose’s husband the truth: that the marriage was a loveless one and that both he and Rose would be happier if they were apart. Heaven had expected her to do it the proper way, guiding the man slowly to reality. Amity had decided to do things her way, but she’d had no way of anticipating the reactions her methods would inspire though. The damage that the truth had caused on that occasion raced through her mind and caused her hands to tremor. And now, now she’d forced Drew into seeing similar truths with the same lack of care. She couldn’t help but question, once again, how she’d got everything so wrong. 
 
   Back then, she’d always had five or six special cases at a time. In fact, despite the perfunctory manner in which she performed her tasks, she’d been the perfect angel. She’d even worn clothing off the rack. But the truth was that humanity sucked and the truth hurt. Free will was synonymous with pain and suffering. And that was why she’d run from her duty. 
 
   After sensing Rose’s panic that day, Amity had raced to her side, but it was too late. Less than a second after her arrival, she’d felt the presence of Michael’s grace in the room and sensed Rose’s soul slipping away for judgment. It had been too much for Amity to cope with and she’d walked away after that. She’d hidden from the truth and tried as hard as she could to turn her mind away from that pain. 
 
   Until the moment Michael revealed Evan’s subsequent choices, she hadn’t even known of his tragic decision after learning of Rose’s death. She hadn’t known of his date with the bottom of a cliff. Or his agreement to serve a stint as a cupid. 
 
   With the new information at her disposal, Heaven’s decision to give the cupid a human life as a reward made more sense. He was merely being given what had been snatched away by Heaven’s own previous missteps. 
 
   My missteps, she thought bitterly. 
 
   The fact remained that if she hadn’t pushed Rose’s husband with a hard jolt of the bitter truth—hadn’t enraged his jealousy and clued him in to the existence of the letters between Evan and Rose—things might have been very different. Rose and Evan may have secured their happily ever after a lifetime ago. 
 
   Michael’s fingers stroked a gentle path over her arm, the touch giving her something concrete to focus on rather than the agony of the past. 
 
   “It wasn’t your fault,” he said. “No one could have predicted what would happen after he’d learned of the truth.” 
 
   Amity nodded at his platitude, not believing it for a moment. When she opened her mouth, her newest fear rushed out. “What if Drew’s just the same as he was?”
 
   “Even if he is, you aren’t responsible for his actions.” 
 
   She pulled away from Michael’s touch. 
 
   “I won’t let it happen again,” she hissed. An instant later, she was cloaked and back at Drew’s side ready to do whatever it took to stop him from hurting Becca or Evan.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Six
 
   
 
 
   Drew had never had a more embarrassing day. 
 
   The humiliation of everyone knowing about him and Becca breaking up would have been bad enough, without the added fact that after Cathy’s visit to his office, he didn’t seem to be able to keep any of his little secrets inside. Each time he opened his trap, something he’d have preferred to keep hidden came spilling out. He didn’t know why, but put it down to a bout of insanity that he wished would stop. He’d even spent twenty minutes telling the janitor about the little strawberry birthmark Becca had on her inner-left thigh—everything from the way the skin tasted, to the way the slightly raised bump felt against his tongue. 
 
   In the end, his father sent him home on stress-leave. 
 
   “Take tomorrow off to recuperate.” He’d been instructed as he’d been walked out of the hospital. 
 
   His jaw was so tightly clenched that he worried he might be causing permanent damage to the veneer of his teeth, especially with all the extra pressure he’d been exerting on them in the last day. He reasoned it would have to get easier when he was home, and away from other people. Home. Even the word seemed to mock him. He’d barely moved in yet he was already sick of it and ready to move out. Move on. 
 
   The fact remained that everything about his home was arranged with the understanding that he’d soon be showing Becca the space. He’d planned on bringing Becca back home for their first full night together. Planned on holding her tightly in his arms and giving himself to her, falling asleep at her side—a deed, which to him, required a much greater level of intimacy than something as common as sex. He’d done it before with other girls, almost exclusively because of too much alcohol consumption, and he’d always hated himself in the morning. A long time ago, he’d learned it was far easier to get the job done and then just go his own way rather than try to deal with awkward morning afters. 
 
   With Becca, it was going to be different though—special. He was building up to it and had intended to bring her over as soon as he had everything just right. In hindsight, he could see how idiotic he’d been. Maybe if he’d shared more, been more open about everything, then that fucker Evan wouldn’t have had a chance to muscle in on his girl. 
 
    Becca didn’t even know he’d leased the place—he’d wanted to surprise her. It seemed so stupid now, but carving out this little slice of privacy for himself was Drew’s way of recognizing he was almost ready to make a longer-term commitment to her. Not entirely ready, because marriage was a huge step and he didn’t want to end up having multiple wives like his father, but certainly closer to investigating the options of thinking about getting engaged. 
 
   He’d set the getting-a-place-of-his-own wheel in motion the day after she’d given him a key to her own house. That simple gesture had made him believe they were on the same page about the direction things were moving in. That it was the way she’d wanted them to go. 
 
   Could I have been a bigger fool? 
 
   He clenched his hands around the steering wheel. The skin over his knuckles and all of his joints, still sore from the pounding he’d given his punching bag the night before, ached in protest. How had it all gone so wrong in the space of twenty-four hours? 
 
   Without a second thought, he twisted the wheel so he was headed toward Becca’s house. Yesterday, confronted with the multiple images of Evan, he’d told her to let him go. Today, after everything he’d endured and the knowledge of what life was like after losing her, he wasn’t nearly so ready to give up without a fight. 
 
   “Goddamn you, Becca,” he growled as he turned onto her street and saw the house where he’d spent a number of evenings with her panting and desperate in his arms. He’d given her experiences unlike any she’d had before. She’d told him as much, and his pride desperately needed to remind him of them all. 
 
   His mind whispered cruel thoughts at him about the things Evan might have done with her—things which could have wiped all thoughts of Drew from her mind. 
 
   Drew’s painfully tight grip on the steering wheel impossibly tensed even further until his knuckles threatened to burst through his already white and stretched skin. 
 
   “I should just show you why I’m better than he is,” Drew muttered, thinking about how easy it would be to reenact the pummeling he’d given the punching bag with the real thing. 
 
   The steering wheel that had been so tight in his grip an instant earlier took a sharp turn to the right, throwing him against the door as the car lurched into a spin. 
 
   Although the temptation was there to ram his foot onto the brake as hard and fast as he could to bring the car to a complete stop, he knew that it would be a mistake. Instead, he feathered his foot on the pedal to bring his Merc to a steady halt. 
 
   He looked around the car, wondering if anyone in the houses that lined Becca’s street had their noses pressed against their windows to watch his humiliating spin. 
 
   That’s just what I need. He placed his hands in a steel grip at a perfect ten and two. 
 
   With care, he moved the car out of the middle of the road, trying to ensure he didn’t further damage whatever had broken to cause the spin. The car drove perfectly—moved perfectly. He started to wonder whether he’d accidentally knocked the steering wheel out of alignment. The skin of his knuckles protested as he pushed the speed of the car higher until he was at the speed limit. 
 
   Once he was satisfied that whatever had caused the issue was clearly not repeating itself, he brought the car around so that he was heading for Becca’s once again.
 
   He was only a few houses away when the wheel yanked sharply to the right again. He tried to fight it, the muscles in his arms straining as he used everything he had in him to hold the wheel straight and stay on the road. 
 
   “What the hell?” he growled. He mentally catalogued everything that could be wrong with the car to make it lose control twice in such quick succession. He got as far as flat tire, damaged steering arm, or broken axel before he ran out of ideas. He was a doctor, not a mechanic. 
 
   Once again, he was able to bring the car to a careful stop. This time, he climbed from the vehicle and did a quick circuit around the car to see if he could figure out what was wrong. Nothing looked out of the ordinary, at least nothing he could see from a standing, and then a kneeling, position. He was damned if he was going to lie down on the road or slide underneath to see if he could see something wrong. It wasn’t like he’d know what to look for anyway. 
 
   There were only a few choices Drew could make. He could ring AAA and wait for someone to come to his rescue, as if he were some goddamn damsel in distress. Alternatively, he could attempt to drive the car home and hope to God that the steering held out until he made it back; or he could walk to Becca’s house, knock on her door, and use the whole broken down car thing as an excuse to talk to her. Except then he’d have to explain why he was on her street in the first place—and he would potentially be stuck without an escape route if things went badly. 
 
   That wouldn’t be good at all. 
 
   Unless . . . He stood a little straighter at the thought. Unless it was the moment. 
 
   His smile stretched wider. That was what it would be. The moment. That perfect time where what happened wouldn’t matter anymore and things would suddenly become right between them again. He allowed himself to envisage the scene. He’d ring the bell and then wait, posed on the doorstep, for Becca to answer. The instant she pulled the door open and saw it was him, she’d throw herself into his arms and apologize again and again for not believing him when he’d warned her of Evan’s true intentions. They’d kiss. They’d make-up. He’d carry her to her bedroom where they’d spend the better part of the night having wild and wonderful make-up sex in every position possible before inventing some new ones. 
 
   He was ready to rush to her place just thinking about it. Only the whole idea felt wrong. The concept of her taking him back felt foreign and inconceivable in the back of his mind. He shook his head to clear the feeling, but it only grew stronger. The closer he got to Becca’s house, the more concentrated the feeling became, until he almost wanted to vomit from the pressure of it. The more he thought about it, the more intense the ache of wrongness grew. 
 
   Maybe going to Becca’s isn’t the best thing to do after all, he decided. The relief that flooded him at the thought was palpable and instant.
 
   He was back at his car in no time, but still couldn’t decide what to do next. Say a prayer and hope for a safe drive, or wait for assistance in a place where Becca could easily spot him if she looked outside her house. That thought sealed the decision for him. There was no way he’d hang around and make an even bigger fool of himself than she’d already made him. 
 
   He reached for the car door, almost ripping off the handle when it didn’t budge. 
 
   What the hell? It’s locked? 
 
   He tried the handle again. Why’s it locked? 
 
   He looked through the window to the steering column where his key ring was still dangling from the key stuck in the ignition. 
 
   How is it locked? 
 
   It was supposed to be one of those foolproof locks that meant you couldn’t lock the keys in the car. He frowned at the car, as if his burning stare alone would force the locks to pop open and allow him entrance. Instead, the car sat still and silent as Drew decided what to do next. 
 
   He recalled a little cocktail bar just a short walk away—he and Becca had shared a few drinks there one night when they were still dating. As soon as the thought popped into his mind, his decision was made. 
 
   Nothing like a night out to clear my head. I’ll deal with this crap tomorrow. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity watched as Drew dug his hands into his pockets and shrugged his jacket further around him before heading down the street. She wasn’t sure where exactly he was going, but his anger had burned away to disappointment, and she didn’t think he posed a threat to Becca or Evan any longer.
 
   She felt a little guilty about forcing Drew off the road the way she had and then for locking him out of his car. There was little else she could have done though. He’d had murder in his tone when he’d muttered to himself about going over to Becca’s. Although Amity didn’t detect in him any specific capacity to cause injury, she couldn’t risk making the same mistake twice. She couldn’t do that to Evan and Becca—and she couldn’t do it to herself. 
 
   If yanking Drew’s car off the road kept everyone safe, she’d do it over and over. 
 
   Besides, Michael said that Evan and Becca had their own story, she added internally. She couldn’t let Drew interfere with that, not if she could help it. 
 
   Not that she was entirely sure why she was taking Michael’s words into account all of a sudden. She put it down to the fact that he was just one of those people—angels—that others couldn’t help but listen to. One afternoon in his company, and Amity was practically toeing the company line again. Not that she was about to give up her Jimmys anytime soon. No, Heaven would have to send the whole hoard to pry them from her feet, but everything else was practically by the letter. 
 
   Well, everything except for the way she’d tried to heal Drew. She wasn’t supposed to try for miraculous changes of mind. It wasn’t natural, and human souls tended to get a little scarred in the process. She’d prepared him so he would be better able to see the truth she wanted to implant, but because of the surprise she’d received, she hadn’t been able to finish the task. Now it was too late. 
 
   It hadn’t taken her long to realize that her forceful touch had torn open his humanity, and opened his soul up. Internally, he was on display for her—for any passing angel in fact—begging for her grace to heal the damage she’d caused when she’d tried to force the truth into him. He might not have felt anything, but his soul had a giant wound rent through it. A wound that was weeping his pain, and all of his truths into the world. She would have been surprised if he’d been able to lie since she’d torn him open—even a small, white one to spare someone’s feelings. 
 
   His already partially healing soul was too fragile to force another miracle onto just yet. She could try, but she worried it might kill him. There were only so many forcible jolts of energy a human soul could take before failing after all. If that happened, it would be another human life on her hands. 
 
   The link she’d created when she’d tried to meddle in his mind was still open and her grace willingly wrapped around his soul to help soothe the worst parts of the damage she’d caused. In truth, it was closer than she’d allowed herself to get to anyone else in at least a century and a half. There was a comfort to it that she was surprised to feel. It fed the need to nurture that was a natural part of her make-up, but that she’d kept buried deep inside for countless years. Despite his obvious heartbreak and the echo of the same, which reverberated through her body, it was almost a relief knowing she could help him at least a little. 
 
   If she could help him heal himself, before he’d lost all hope, then there was a chance he would escape from a life of torment. He’d have no lingering issues which would see him sad and alone for the rest of his days. She owed him that much for inflicting the damage on him in the first place. If nothing else, it would give her the opportunity to assess any possible risk he might pose—to himself or to Becca. 
 
   Instead of leaving the car in the middle of the road—Becca’s street—where Drew would have to return to it, Amity concentrated on moving herself, and it, to Drew’s driveway. She’d have to get him home the same way. Then she’d have to alter his memory, which was always risky. If an angel went back too far, there was always the chance the person would forget vital information, an especially dangerous issue when that person was a doctor. One evening would be safe though; she was sure of it. 
 
   Once the car was safe in his driveway, Amity popped back to Drew’s side. 
 
   She caught sight of him just as he entered into a cocktail bar. Waiting a couple of minutes to give him time to settle in, she followed behind. She didn’t worry about cloaking herself, not yet at least. It wouldn’t matter if people could see her, or even if Drew could see her. After all, once he had a drink or two in him, she’d be able to start talking to him. Then she’d be able to try to dig into the truth within him the old-fashioned way. 
 
   She watched as he took his drink from the bartender. He tipped it back, drinking the double in one large gulp and allowing the liquid to rush down his throat. As if that small quantity of alcohol was enough to start the process of relaxation, he shrugged out of his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his business shirt. Then he rolled his head from side to side, stretching out his neck muscles. 
 
   From her vantage point, Amity took a moment to admire just how well put together Drew was. It wasn’t just the obvious parts of him that guided her eye to roam over his body—like his classically handsome face, his chestnut hair, or his soulful brown eyes. It was the smaller things too. Like the sinewy muscles that ran down his forearms, which twisted around his bone to form delicate shapes beneath his sun-kissed skin. It was his firm chest and strong back, which stretched his business shirt just so. It was the way the white shirt revealed his body—lean but muscled, and screaming of power, strength, and protection. 
 
   Amity was struck with a sudden desire to trace her fingertips along his muscles and admire every inch of the perfect specimen that he was. The way she had been able to with men in ancient Rome. It had been so long since she’d experienced having the sensation of powerful human muscles twitching under the soft ministrations of her palms. It was an impossibility, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t admire him and imagine it. After all, despite Heaven putting the kibosh on relationships, it wasn’t really wrong to have admiring thoughts about Drew. As an angel from Heaven, it was her job to appreciate the finer details that were present in all of Heaven’s creations—and concentrated more in men like Drew. At least that was the justification she made in her mind as her gaze trailed over his body once more. 
 
   Putting out the best “keep away” vibes she could to deter the other men in the bar from approaching her, she watched as Drew finished his second drink and then had another two in rapid succession. At his current rate, he was going to drink himself into oblivion before too long—and then she wouldn’t even need to use any special ability to wipe his mind after their chat. 
 
   Deciding it was time to approach him before he’d drunk too much to be able to talk to her, she sidled up to the bar and slid onto the stool. 
 
   “Hi.” She dropped the act that made her unapproachable and smiled warmly at him. 
 
   He glanced at her, before doing an almost comical double-take and sitting up straighter. He cleared his throat. “Um, hi.” 
 
   “I saw you at the hospital today, right? Do you work there?” She figured that her best angle to worm her way under his skin was appealing to the baser parts of his personality—his lust and his pride. 
 
   He puffed his chest out and his smile widened. “Yeah, I’m a doctor.” 
 
   She moved her fingers as close to his arm as she dared without actually touching him. She couldn’t risk making that physical contact or else the pain that she could feel from his soul would shoot through her as an acute and sharp agony deep in her grace. The sort of wounds she’d caused with her meddling would echo through her angelic self. Her entire body fought against that possibility.
 
   She cursed her impatience—the need for a speedy resolution that had seen her try to push him so hard so fast. She cursed Michael—if she’d known what touching Drew would reveal, she might have taken a different method. She cursed her sudden caring attitude—why the hell did it suddenly matter to her that he wasn’t ready for a new miracle. Why wasn’t she willing to try her luck anyway? True, she didn’t want another human death on her hands, but she wasn’t the only angel with blood on her hands. Some had even directly destroyed humanity in the name of vengeance, with little or no remorse for their actions. 
 
   Her smile had faltered as the thoughts assaulted her, so she plastered it back on her face again. “I’m Amity.” 
 
   “Drew.” 
 
   “So, Drew, what sorrows are you here to drown?” 
 
   He frowned at her question before looking around, as if checking the bar for traitors or spies. When he spoke, his voice was demanding. “How did—”
 
   Amity cut him off with a trill of laughter, infusing her voice with as much melody as she could. “A man doesn’t drink as much as you have as quickly as you did unless he’s trying to forget something.”
 
   “Have you been watching me?” He raised an eyebrow at her and grinned, as if he’d caught her and discovered her dirty secret.
 
   His question made her realize what she’d just unwittingly admitted. But then she decided to use that to her own advantage. “Maybe. Would it be a problem if I was?” 
 
   He shrugged. “Depends.” 
 
   “On?”
 
   He leaned closer to her, whispering into the ever-closing gap between them. “On why you’ve been watching me.”
 
   She bit her lip in a way that she knew human men found attractive. Then she glanced over her shoulder, feigning a need to check for onlookers. “You intrigue me.”
 
   He chuckled. “Well, I’ve certainly been told worse.” 
 
   She shifted in her seat, not needing to feign interest as she leaned closer. “Tell me all about it,” she purred.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Seven
 
   
 
 
   The whizzing sound of his curtains being drawn and hastily thrown to one side of the window pulled Drew from his sleep. His head throbbed and his body protested—unwilling to be awake after the alcoholic punishing from the night before. 
 
   “Get up!” A female voice he didn’t recognize commanded. 
 
   Drew groaned and threw an arm over his eyes to stop the sun from burning through his eyelids and into his precious brain beyond. 
 
   Don’t tell me I’ve brought a one-nighter home, he thought as he considered why there was a woman in his house. A woman who definitely wasn’t Becca—the voice was far too sultry and low to belong to her.
 
   He hadn’t wanted to do anything like that now he was back in Flint. The gossip was too intrusive, especially when everyone in a fifteen-mile radius seemed to know his father. That was part of the reason he’d been so happy when he realized Becca, the girl who’d been the subject of many teenaged fantasies of his, was apparently head-over-heels for him. He hadn’t had to worry about one-night stands, and embarrassing his father, the well-respected doctor. 
 
   Drew sighed into the crook of his elbow. How had he screwed this one up? It was just supposed to be a few drinks to help him relax and forget Becca, but instead, he had almost no memory of the night and apparently a stranger in his house. He hadn’t obliterated himself so thoroughly in a long time. If ever. 
 
   When he heard the quiet footfalls of the other person in his room, he wondered if she would excuse herself if he ignored her long enough. As if his need for her to be gone had instead been a siren call to her, he felt two petite hands close around his forearm. Her grip was like a vice, which was surprising considering how frail the long, thin, glove-encased fingers had seemed when she’d first touched him. 
 
   “Did you hear me Andrew Graham Petersen?” the voice snapped. 
 
   He groaned in protest. No one ever used his full name except his mother but that wasn’t his mother’s voice. His head ached too much to give it too much thought though—all he wanted to do was crawl back into the blissful sleep he’d enjoyed just a few moments earlier. 
 
   “It is time for you to pull your ass out of that bed and into the shower. That’s enough feeling sorry for yourself. It’s time to get up.” 
 
   “Give me one good reason why I should.” His throat was dry, parched from too much alcohol the night before, and the words stuck to his cheeks and coated his tongue in unpleasant ways. 
 
   Gloved hands lifted his arm away from where it covered his face and pinned it against the bed. 
 
   Holy hell she’s strong! 
 
   His mind raced with what that strength could do in the bedroom. It was one thing for him to be able to hold up a woman and twist her into whatever position he wanted her in, but for her to have the strength to hold herself in awkward poses . . . his morning wood grew harder at the thought. 
 
   Surely he’d experienced a taste of that last night? 
 
   Inching one eye open, he was blinded by the sun still flooding through the window, and making his eyes and brain throb. Trying to ignore the ache, he worked on recalling any details of the previous evening, but the last thing he remembered was sitting at the bar. 
 
   A vague recollection of a blonde woman suddenly appearing at the stool beside him at the bar sprung to his mind. It hadn’t been just any blonde though. No, it was the one he’d spotted at the hospital—the one with the perfect tits and fuckable pout. She’d walked back into his life exactly when he’d needed someone to talk to. He recalled her starting a conversation with him and then . . . 
 
   Nothing. 
 
   Had he managed to score with her? 
 
   The excitement that coursed through him waned as he realized that if he had, he couldn’t remember one single second of it. It was a damned waste. Then again, if they’d done the deed the night before, and she was still in his house, there wasn’t really any reason why he couldn’t try for an encore. What better way to sweep all thoughts of Becca out of his system than to allow the blonde to blow his . . . mind. 
 
   Blinking to try to clear away the agony the sunlight caused each time he opened his eyes, he focused on the place he imagined the woman to be, based on her hand holding his arm securely by his side. 
 
   What he saw in the moments before his eyes adjusted to the light was nothing short of miraculous. The woman—what was her name again?—leaned over him. She was even more beautiful up close than he remembered. Breathtakingly so. Literally—he had to remind himself that breathing was a required part of living. 
 
   In fact, she was so stunning that it made his heart pound, sending blood rushing through his body and down to his cock. 
 
   Her pale hair seemed whiter than ever, pristine like falling snow, and the sun streaming in from the window formed a halo around her head, giving her the appearance of one of those pictures on the stained-glass windows of the church his mom used to drag him to years ago. She looked like nothing short of an angel. A wry smile lifted her lip and she watched him with clear amusement in her eyes. 
 
   “Welcome to the world of the living, Sleeping Beauty,” she said. Her voice was more melodic than he remembered it, but the bell-like quality rang through his pounding head and a fresh throbbing began just behind his temples. Without thinking, he moved to bring his arm to his head as he sat upright, but with her hand holding his arm in place he couldn’t. Instead, he ended up doing an awkward half sit-up and smashed his head against her chin. 
 
   She pulled away from the bed as a string of curse words far too filthy to come from a mouth so pretty streamed from her lips. Her hands clutched at the place his forehead had struck her. 
 
   Drew fell back to the bed, with his now-free hands clutched around his head as a fresh wave of nausea rolled through him. Eventually, he was able to focus on the fact that he wasn’t the only one who would have been hurt by the movement. 
 
   “God, I’m sorry, I”—he rolled onto his side and then pushed himself into a sitting position—“I didn’t mean to . . .” He waved his hand in her direction. 
 
   With a great effort, and miraculously without vomiting, he pushed himself upright and covered the distance to the blonde. He felt he owed it to her to check that she was okay. 
 
   When she pulled her hand away from her face, he’d half expected to see blood. Or at least a red spot which would later develop into a bruise. The way his head continued to ring from the force of the impact, he knew it hadn’t been a gentle tap. Instead, there was nothing, not a single mark. He moved to inspect the injury anyway.
 
   She held up her hand to stop him from coming any closer. 
 
   He took another step. 
 
   “Stop,” she demanded. 
 
   There was something about her voice that almost compelled him to follow the direction. It didn’t stop him from protesting though. “I just want to check you’re okay.” 
 
   “I’m fine. Just . . . don’t come any closer.” 
 
   He frowned. Why won’t she let me help her? “I really should—” 
 
   “No.” Her tone was firm and it brokered no further argument from Drew. 
 
   
 
 
   
Upon seeing the kicked-puppy look that crossed Drew’s features, Amity almost felt like she owed him an apology. Only she couldn’t say what she needed to in order to sweep away his confusion. How could she? She couldn’t exactly explain that it hadn’t been the force of the impact of Drew’s forehead that had left her hurt and stunned—she’d endured way worse than that over the years and physical pain meant little to her if she didn’t allow it to. 
 
   No, it was simply the fact that Drew had touched her, which had hurt. Just as she’d known it would. Ever since she’d forced him off the road—and away from a confrontation with Becca and Evan—Amity had been walking a fine balance trying not to touch Drew. When she’d had to, she’d taken every precaution to ensure no skin to skin contact. She’d almost succeeded except for a couple of incidents. 
 
   Drew stood with his head cocked slightly off-center and his arms crossed over his firm, bare chest. He was watching her with a careful, assessing gaze—as if he could see through all of the layers of fake humanity which she’d cloaked herself in and right down to the very core of her. To her grace. 
 
   Amity dropped her gaze from his, before realizing that she was inadvertently staring at his semi-aroused cock pressing against the stripy cotton of his boxers. 
 
   “I am sorry,” he said again. The words were almost petulant, as though her refusing to let him help her was the worst slight she could have made against him. He took a backward step and sat back on the edge of his bed. 
 
   “I know. But it’s really fine.” She tried out a smile. “See.” 
 
   “Okay.” He nodded before turning back to look at his bed. Amity could almost see his mind ticking over. His hangover. The rumpled sheets. Her presence. 
 
   She started to realize why knocking him out, scrambling his memories, and bringing him home might not have been the best idea. Or maybe that part was fine, but choosing to stay until the morning was the part that was going to cause her grief. 
 
   “So . . .” he turned back toward her with a coy smirk on his lips. “Last night—”
 
   “Nothing happened!” Amity practically shouted the words to cut off his question. It was a little bit of a lie, but the truth was something she couldn’t admit to. Or at least, wasn’t willing to examine in any more depth than she already had. 
 
   He’d been drunk by the time she used her charm to convince him to leave the bar, and they’d barely taken three steps outside the door before she’d pulled him against her, ready to zap his ass back to his house. He’d obviously thought she was making a pass though, and his lips had caressed hers before she’d had the sense to pull away. The sensation of his lips brushing across her mouth had caught her off guard. Mostly because it hadn’t caused the pain she’d been expecting. In fact, it had been different. Almost . . . pleasant. 
 
   Regardless of whether or not she’d enjoyed it, it had been the cue she needed that it was time to return him home. An instant later, she’d lowered him onto his bed, removed the memories of their conversation—where he’d spilled his heart to her, telling her his every feeling for Becca—and then left him to sleep off the effects of two different types of brain-scrambling. Only one self-imposed. 
 
   She should have left then and there. Should have gone back to Heaven and planned how best to help him with her newfound knowledge, but she couldn’t. The truth was Drew intrigued her. He was a bit of an enigma. An alpha male who wasn’t afraid to tell everyone around him of his opinions, but who also owned his emotions and loved completely, even when that left him hurt. If his drunken ramblings about the reasons Becca might have left him were to be believed, he clearly didn’t back down about voicing his thoughts, yet he was nothing but sweet when describing his love. It had made Amity more resolute in her decision to show him how to heal himself rather than try to force him to understand again by use of another miracle.
 
   “Oh.” Drew’s disappointed exclamation pulled her from the memory. 
 
   It took her a second to realize that it was her admission that caused that little sound of regret. 
 
   “Why not?” he added, sounding as though he was concerned about his virility—or maybe his reputation. 
 
   Amity’s lip twitched as she wondered whether she’d accidentally wounded his pride. She could have kicked him while he was down, the set-up was almost too easy, but she didn’t. “Do I look like that kind of girl?” 
 
   His eyes swept over her body, drinking her in as desperately as he’d downed the alcohol the previous evening. When his gaze lifted back to meet hers, his eyes screamed, “Yes,” even as his lips formed the word, “No.” He cleared his throat. “I mean, I don’t know what kind of girl you mean.” 
 
   She could see through to the heart of him. He was an open book. He’d had easy women in his bed before, but he didn’t want to offend her. She chuckled as her little way of calling “bullshit,” but let his statement fall mostly unchallenged. 
 
   “Why are you here then?” 
 
   “Don’t you remember?” she asked. 
 
   His lips twisted into a grimace. “Sorry, last night . . .” He scraped his fingers across his scalp. “Well, to be honest, it's a bit of a blur.” 
 
   She took a small step closer to him now she was certain he wouldn’t try to reach for her again. “Last night I told you what I am and you asked for my help.” 
 
   “What you are?” He blinked in confusion. “What are you?” 
 
   “A personal trainer.” She grinned at him, hoping her confidence would sell the lie. As the angel of truth, her whole body and personality bucked away from untruths, so it was much more difficult for her to be deceitful than was fair. She just hoped she could avoid looking like a complete idiot by skirting around the truth rather than coming out with a blatant lie. She lifted her cheeks just a little higher, trying to force her lips into a winning smile. “And life coach.” 
 
   “And why exactly would I want a life coach?” He sounded more like he was talking to himself, but Amity was ready with an answer anyway. 
 
   “You said something about needing to get your life back in order after Becca.” 
 
   The name hung in the air between them as Drew’s gaze shot back to meet hers. 
 
   “I told you about that?” He pushed himself up off the bed and raked his hands through his hair. “Why would I tell you about her? You’re a complete stranger.” 
 
   She placed her hands on her hips. “That’s not what you said last night. Besides, we’re not strangers. We’re roommates.” 
 
   “Huh?”
 
   Forcing an exaggerated sigh through her lips, Amity pushed the lies as far as she was willing. “This would be much easier if you could remember. I told you that I was new in town and didn’t really have anywhere else to stay other than more nights in lonely hotel rooms. When you heard that, you invited me here to stay because you didn’t want to be alone when you were at home. You even said it would make our arrangement easier.” 
 
   “The personal training and life coach arrangement?” he clarified.
 
   She nodded. “That’s the one.” 
 
   “So how will this work exactly?” 
 
   “You tell me. Your well-being and state of mind are all that matter to me now.” 
 
   “Are you going to wake me like this every morning?” 
 
   “No.” She quirked her lips into a smile. “Just the ones where you’re too hungover to function properly.” She laughed, allowing her stress to melt away now that he seemed to buy her lies.
 
   “Gee, thanks.” 
 
   “You’re welcome,” she said, her words full of sincerity. 
 
   “I meant—” He sighed. “You know what, never mind.” 
 
   “Why don’t you go have a shower and I’ll get some breakfast.” 
 
   He grimaced. “I’m not so sure food is a good idea right now.”
 
   “You should eat.” 
 
   She saw his gaze flick down to watch her hands—firmly planted on her hips—before lifting back to her eyes. 
 
   “Is there any point in arguing?” he asked as a smirk lifted the corners of his mouth.
 
   “Not really.” 
 
   “Okay, fine. Who knows, maybe I’ll actually feel like eating after a shower.” 
 
   Amity smiled. Not only had she managed to find an adequate cover to give her time to help him heal, but she had also lied successfully. 
 
   Maybe things were looking up for her after all.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Eight
 
   
 
 
   Drew thought he had negotiated through the whole stranger in his bedroom debacle fairly well. Except for one thing. He hadn’t asked her to refresh his memory and tell him her name. Which meant there was a woman—a beautiful woman—whom he’d apparently invited into his house, to live no less, making him breakfast just feet away from where he was currently naked, toweling himself off after a shower, and he didn’t even know what to call her. 
 
   Fuck! 
 
   He wondered the best way to approach the name situation now. He couldn’t just come out and ask her now, not since such a long time had gone by, could he? By the end of the conversation, they’d been talking as friends—or at the very least acquaintances—could he really admit that he had less than zero clue about what her name might be? It didn’t seem right, but he had to figure it out eventually or else the living arrangement could become very awkward very fast. What if a day went by and he still hadn’t learned what to call her? A week? 
 
   He figured that he’d handle it however seemed right when he walked out into the kitchen. It was only after he’d been obsessing over the name situation for a full five minutes that a thought occurred to him: he’d spent a full five minutes obsessing over a woman who wasn’t Becca. It had to be a record or at least the longest since his return to Flint. 
 
   While he pulled on his attire for work—where he was going regardless of what his father had said the day before—he turned his thoughts away from the errant intrusion by the one who’d broken his heart and back onto the blonde who’d apparently invaded his life. 
 
   Would it really be so bad to have such a bombshell as a roommate? Maybe she’d prove to be just the distraction he needed to get over Becca. The fact that all thought of the latter had been washed away by the mere mystery of a name made it seem hopeful. Although similar dalliances hadn’t helped much before; in fact, they’d often made him want to get out of Orange County and back to Flint as fast as he could, that didn’t mean it couldn’t work now. 
 
   They were all vapid and vacuous women who were more interested in my paycheck than my dreams or desires outside the bedroom. 
 
   Was this woman—the nameless one in his kitchen singing a melodious, bell-like tune—just like them? Or was she something more? Beauty and brains. 
 
   Like Becca. 
 
   Just thinking her name hurt, but surprisingly not quite as much as it had the day before. That little fact alone solidified his already strong desire to go to the hospital, regardless of the fact he was supposed to be having a personal day. He couldn’t in good conscience take the day off when so many people were relying on him to be there. And he didn’t want to when Becca might be there. He wanted to see her just as badly as he didn’t want to face her. Eventually, he’d have to deal with the fact that unless one of them moved, which was unlikely, she would be at his place of employment regularly. He just had to learn to grin and bear it. It would have been nice to try to do that on a day when his head didn’t pound and his mouth didn’t taste like ass. 
 
   Once he was dressed, he headed out to greet his apparent new housemate. 
 
   “Hey . . . you,” he said. His pride left him unwilling to admit to his memory slip when it came to her name, but he needed to address her in some way.
 
   “Feeling better?” She slid a plate of pancakes in front of him. 
 
   Despite the way his stomach twisted with the aching emptiness of his hangover, the scent of the food was divine and somewhat wholesome. It almost reminded him of the ones his mom used to make, back when she was still with his father. His mouth watered as he leaned over to inhale the delicious scent. His housemate—he really needed to find some way to work out her name—poured a generous serving of syrup over the top. 
 
   “I thought you said you were a personal trainer?” he queried as he took in the decadent looking breakfast. 
 
   She laughed. The bell-like sound was a lot less grating now that he’d had time to wake properly and have a warm shower. In fact, he reasoned that after some aspirin and a proper breakfast, it might even be melodic, like her singing had been. “They’re banana oatmeal pancakes; higher in fiber, lower in fat, but just as delicious.” 
 
   “You know you sound like an infomercial, right?” Drew found himself chuckling despite how odd the whole scenario was. He knew for a fact that his house contained none of the ingredients, which meant that she must have gone to some effort to organize everything before waking him up. 
 
   “Just eat. I promise they’ll make you feel better.”
 
   He nodded, more than willing to follow that instruction. With his first bite, he confirmed the pancakes were everything she’d claimed they’d be. And more. 
 
   “So, where are you from originally?” he asked between bites. He really thought if she was going to be living in his house, he should know something about her. Like her name, he chastised himself. 
 
   “Here and there,” she said evasively. 
 
   He tilted his head in question. 
 
   She pushed her hair back off her face, tucking the long, white strands behind her ears. “I’ve travelled a lot. So much that I haven’t been home in a very long time.” 
 
   He frowned at the sorrow in her voice. Something in her tone sparked a protective streak in him, one that had last come out to play on Becca’s birthday when he’d tried to warn that fucker, Evan, to stay away.
 
   “Let’s just say, I come from a little north of here.” Her eyes danced in amusement, even though her words were not particularly funny. 
 
   “North? Canada?” 
 
   She smiled a secretive grin. “Something like that.”
 
   It was clear she didn’t want to answer it more specifically than that, and he didn’t want to frighten her away with demands for information. If she was keeping it secret, he had to believe there was a reason for it. He wasn’t concerned about trouble; he could handle himself and she seemed to be able to as well. That didn’t mean he wasn’t a little curious though. “You’ve never wanted to return?” 
 
   “Wanted? Yes and no. But I feel like I carry home with me wherever I go. Besides, my brothers are never far away.”
 
   “How many brothers have you got?” 
 
   She laughed. “Too many.” 
 
   It was a reminder that Drew was an only child. What he wouldn’t have given to have siblings. At least one other. Someone else to take some of the pressure off him. The never-ending need to be the perfect son; the perfect doctor as he followed in his father’s footsteps; and the perfect husband giving his as yet non-existent wife, endless support while letting her pursue her own dreams even as he relentlessly followed his own. All of his parents’ hopes and dreams for a successful married man producing multiple heirs to the Petersen name. 
 
   He was feeling so sorry for himself that the words started to tumble from him before he could stop them. “I always wanted a brother, or even a sister. I wouldn’t have been picky really. It just would have been nice to have someone to share things with when I was younger. Even now, it would be nice. With the whole thing with Becca, what I wouldn’t give to talk to someone about it. And being torn between two houses so far apart when my parents divorced was really hard. Honestly, living with my mother, and her crazy expectations for me to settle down and marry, was driving me a little insane before I left. I moved back here to live near Dad so I could get a break from it for a while. He helped me get a good position at the hospital, which could give me loads of experience. And I know that’s probably nepotism, but it will help fast track so many things and why shouldn’t I get the chance to get ahead just because my father is head of surgery? It’s not like I don’t work my ass off every day to get there. Then I have all this crap with Becca and the fact that she wants someone else—someone who’s not me and can’t offer her any of the things that I obviously can. He doesn’t even have a job, as far as I can tell. What sort of life can he offer her? Really? But despite that, apparently I’m not enough for her. And part of me thinks I should just pack up and move back home near Mom to get away from it all, but the women down there were all so fake.” 
 
   He sat upright as he realized what he’d said and how much he’d spilled in his rambling. The blood drained from his face, but she barely flinched at his long-winded admission. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said. “I really don’t know what came over me. It’s almost like I can’t keep any secrets for myself anymore. It’s been this way for over twenty-four hours now, and it’s part of the reason why I was at the bar last night. I really—” He clamped his hand over his mouth. It seemed to be the only way he could get his lips to stop moving and spilling all the gory, sad details of what his life had become. He took a few deep breaths until the compulsion to tell her his entire life story left him, and then he moved his hand away with a sigh. 
 
   His new housemate blinked for a moment, as if trying to figure out the best way to react to his rambling. Running away screaming was probably the logical reaction, and he figured it was probably on the cards. At least until she tilted her head after a moment and regarded him quietly. 
 
   “Has that been happening a lot?” 
 
   “That depends. What do you mean by a lot? Like I said, since yesterday I don’t seem to be able to keep my mouth still for long. And it is far worse this morning than it was yesterday. In fact, it’s so bad today I am actually considering speaking to Dr. McGregor the instant I get into work. He’s a psychiatrist, so maybe he can tell me whether this is some sort of symptom of the break-up or something worse. But how messed up am I if I have this sort of reaction to a simple relationship breakdown? Then again, how else do you explain the fact that I spent a significant amount of time yesterday telling one of my patients every intimate detail about the time I broke my leg when I went skiing with Mom and her beau du jour in Aspen. You see it was only the second time I’d gone—” 
 
   “Drew,” his new housemate prompted, letting him know he was doing it again. 
 
   “Damn it! I just don’t seem to be able to stop this morning. It’s worse than ever. Maybe it was the alcohol. I must have had a hell of a lot to drink last night after all. More than I’ve had in forever. I can’t remember the last time I had a night that I couldn’t remember the next morning. And I can’t remember anything from last night. I mean, I can’t even remember your name. How drunk do you have to be to invite a woman, a stranger, to live with you, and be your goddamn life coach and personal trainer and not even remember her name?” He paused long enough to realize what he’d said. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” he added for good measure. 
 
   To his surprise, she didn’t get upset. She didn’t slap him and call him an asshole for not remembering her from the night before—or at least not admitting to that when she’d first pulled him from bed. She didn’t even laugh at his admission. 
 
   Instead, she gave him a soft smile that almost seemed to light her from within until he got the same impression that had struck him in the bedroom—that he could almost see a halo of light around her head and shoulders. The sight calmed him, and he was able to manage to gulp down a refreshing breath. 
 
   “It’s Amity.” 
 
   “Amity,” he repeated, feeling almost light-headed after seeing . . . well, whatever it was he’d seen. 
 
   There was something going on that he didn’t understand. Perhaps he was still drunk. Maybe his drink had been spiked, but that wouldn’t really explain everything because his rambling had started long before he’d imbibed any alcohol the day before. 
 
   “That’s, um, a really pretty name,” he said, not sure how to move past the awkwardness that his rambling had interjected into the conversation. 
 
   “Thank you. I like it.” 
 
   “I guess you have to, don’t you? If you don’t like your own name, what hope is there?” 
 
   She laughed. Now, the sound of tinkering bells in the tone made Drew smile. 
 
   “Plenty of people don’t like their given name. In fact, don’t tell anyone I told you, but my real name isn’t Amity.” She winked at him. 
 
   “What is it then?” He hoped it wasn’t rude to ask. More than ever before he desired not to offend her. He didn’t know why he didn’t want to but was certain it had something to do with . . . with whatever that light had been that he’d seen. 
 
   “Amitiel.” 
 
   “That’s . . . a little more unusual. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever heard it before.” 
 
   “You could say my father was a little old-fashioned.” She smiled in a way that hinted at some secret joke she wasn’t willing to share. He wondered if it has something to do with her not returning home. She didn’t seem overly upset by it though, so maybe there wasn’t a deep, dark secret, just an ordinary, boring leaving home story. 
 
   He wondered whether he should ask, push for more, but there was a guarded expression hidden beneath her soft smile. His career choice had left him fairly receptive to when to push and when to stop. 
 
   Except when it came to Becca, he thought bitterly. 
 
   “Mine too,” Drew said to keep the conversation moving. “He’s one of those people who think a woman should stay at home when the kids come along. He pushed Mom to do that and she was happy for a while, but once I started school and she was alone for long hours during the day, she went a little stir-crazy. That’s when she got the offer to help— Goddammit, I’m doing it again.” 
 
   Amity backed away from his outburst. “Maybe it’s best if you head off to work soon,” she said in a voice that was surprisingly less scared than anxious. Almost as if she was worried about him for his benefit, not because she was concerned for her safety or questioned his sanity. “Before you spill any secrets you wouldn’t want me to know.” 
 
   “How can I go to work like this? It’s hard to stay tactful and have a good bedside manner when you can’t stop yourself from having bouts of verbal diarrhea.” 
 
   “Maybe you just need to spend some time away from the hospital to work out your feelings then?”
 
   He frowned, the last thing he needed was a day of girly conversations about his feelings. He’d clearly done that last night, albeit while he was drunk, and that obviously hadn’t worked. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity didn’t know how to make Drew better. Not in the sense of helping him to help himself. Not like she used to at least; like she wanted to. She was out of practice. The last time she’d done that, there were people who still worshipped cats as gods. Although, from what she’d seen on her vacation, some single women still did. 
 
   After seeing the look on his face each time her influence hit him in force, and made him spill secrets he’d never intended to share, she was almost inclined to use another miracle and try to fix him despite the potential risks. She couldn’t though. She didn’t want him to be killed at her hand. Of course, there was a chance he could survive, but he’d be unlikely to do so without scars. 
 
   In the long run, it wouldn’t matter if his soul was a little scarred and beaten up. It wasn’t like Lucifer would mind a little damage. In fact, he seemed to prefer them that way. Going up was all about forgiveness and divinity. Heaven swore to accept the righteous in every form, regardless of what scars they might bear. 
 
   She sighed. The simple truth was that if he survived another miracle so soon after the first, any scars left on his soul wouldn’t affect his afterlife. They would however affect his life up until the moment of his death. He would have trouble opening up to others for the rest of his days. If he didn’t heal himself, he would most likely end up alone and miserable. He’d probably have a string of meaningless, casual affairs, never settling down with anyone. Then he’d probably buy himself a sports car and have a full-blown mid-life crisis. She didn’t want that for him. It wasn’t the plan Heaven had laid out for him before the cupid had been pushed into his path. And stopping it was why Michael had put her onto Drew’s case. 
 
   True, she hadn’t been granted even a single glimpse at that plan when assigned to said case, but she knew enough about how they operated behind the pearly gates to realize that if angels and cupids were involved, there was a bigger picture at work. Of course, like all matters of faith, it would be too easy if she was simply told what that was. 
 
   “Work out my feelings?” Drew laughed. “What is this? A chick flick?” 
 
   An idea hit her as he spoke. She had said she was a personal trainer after all. It was time to build on that persona. “No, I mean literally work them out. When you get home from your shift, we’ll have our first session.” 
 
   He smiled at her and nodded. “I like the way you think. If I make it through the day, you’ve got yourself a date.”


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Nine
 
   
 
 
   Drew found himself thinking about Becca a little less during his day at work; instead, his whole mind was focused on his non-date with Amity and her promise to work out his emotions in the form of physical exertion. It was what he’d tried to do when he took out his initial agony with his punching bag, but he had a feeling doing it with professional eyes on him—especially professional eyes which were a pretty, azure blue—would be even more helpful. 
 
   In that way, he managed to get through the day mostly unscathed. He did have an incident where he spent a full fifteen minutes telling his father all the details of Amity’s arrival in his life, and the agreement they’d come to. Which probably would have been fine, and not any cause for concern, had it not been for the fact that five of those minutes had involved Drew describing his precise thoughts about her breasts and a healthy debate with himself over whether or not they were natural. It was a subject he’d questioned when he’d first caught sight of her and which he had pondered over a little too intensely all day, but also one he didn’t plan on trying to clarify with Amity. Not with the strength she’d shown or the fact that she was going to be doing at least some of the cooking around the house and would easily be able to poison him.
 
   After Drew’s discourse on Amity’s breasts, his father had muttered something about rebounds and the possibility of an appointment with Dr. McGregor before letting Drew get back to his rounds. 
 
   By the time Drew finished with all of his patients for the day, he had a spring in his step. He could have tried to convince himself that it was just because he’d had a decent day at work with no major Becca incidents. He could have pretended it had nothing to do with what waited for him at home. He would have been lying to himself on both counts though. The truth was he was looking forward to Amity running him through his paces and more than a little excited about spending some one-on-one time with her. He hadn’t worked out with a personal trainer since he’d left Orange County and he was looking forward to working himself until his muscles ached and were at the point of collapse. 
 
   Amity was already waiting for him when he arrived home. His garage door stood wide open, revealing that his small makeshift gym had a new addition. A brand-new weight bench sat a little to the left of the treadmill. Standing in front of the new equipment, was Amity. 
 
   “How was your day?” she greeted as he climbed from the car. 
 
   Her hair was set in a high ponytail and she wore a loose, translucent white shirt over a tight tank, and a pair of the shortest running shorts he’d ever seen—and there were short ones in L.A. Her shirt slouched to one side, revealing the smooth sloping curve of her shoulder. She was a glorious sight to behold, like something off the pages of a fitness magazine.
 
   “Ready to get your ass kicked?”
 
   His gaze snapped up from where he’d been staring at the way her ponytail trailed down underneath her loose shirt and over the curve of her breast. For a moment, he thought maybe her statement was a sign she’d caught his blatant staring and was unhappy. Then he noticed that she bounced from side to side, as if warming up, and he understood it was a prompt that she was ready to get started. 
 
   The sight of her movement, and the way various parts of her body bounced in time with her actions, forced improper thoughts into Drew’s head. He couldn’t deny that he harbored something of an attraction toward her. After all, he was a heterosexual man with a fully functioning body and she was hot. In fact, he would have gone as far as to say that without a doubt, she had one of the sexiest bodies he’d ever seen. It was more than just that which made her attractive though. Even though he hadn’t known her long, he could tell there was much more to her than just that. His early assessment of her was that she was beauty, brains, and compassion all rolled into one. She wasn’t easily offended and she’d held her own in conversations with him. Granted it had only been minimal conversation so far, but she’d easily held his attention each time they’d spoken. She was, as they say, the complete package—at least she appeared to be. 
 
   He was certain that as he spent more time with her one of two things would happen. He’d either grow to realize that she was vapid and lose interest, or he’d grow ever more attracted to his blonde houseguest. Which was honestly the exact opposite of what he needed. After all, he already had one awkward post-relationship fallout to deal with at work—did he really want one at home too? Could he deal with an ex-girlfriend at every turn? 
 
   The answer was simple. It was a big fat resounding no. 
 
   Much better to never get involved in the first place, he decided. 
 
   It was clear that he needed to put all of his thoughts about Amity into a big box marked, “Friends Only,” and leave it at that. Although, that didn’t mean he couldn’t admire the way her chest moved. Or the long, lean legs that poked out of the bottom of her ultra-short running shorts.
 
   He tried to push those unhelpful thoughts aside and nodded. “Sure. I’ll just, um, go get changed.” 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity had spent her day learning everything she could about personal training. Although she’d only made the suggestion as a ruse for why she’d be staying, she genuinely wanted to do the best she could to help Drew. It was in Heaven’s interest for her to do what she could to help him, after all. 
 
   When she’d checked out his exercise equipment, she’d noticed he didn’t have a weight bench. Truthfully, she could have trained him on the equipment he did have, but she’d decided she was going to do her best for him—which meant giving him the best equipment. 
 
   He’d returned from his bedroom wearing nothing but a pair of basketball shorts and a towel draped over his right shoulder. All of the muscles Amity had admired through the slightly see-through cover of his white business shirt at the bar the previous evening were on display. Once more, she took a moment to scrutinize his body. Dressed, he’d seemed to be muscular but slender, with a sinewy, leonine build. Now that his upper body was exposed, she could see he was more bulked than her imagination had considered he would be. His shoulders were round and solid, his upper arms thick and defined. His six-pack and abs were perfectly outlined, the bottom forming into a little “V” that pointed the way down into his shorts. Despite Heaven’s edict on angels and physical contact with humans, the sight of Drew ready for a workout pushed all thoughts of personal training out of her mind. She wanted to do other personal things instead. Things that would most definitely be frowned upon by her brothers. It took her a moment to even realize Drew was speaking to her. 
 
   “Amity?” he queried. His voice was almost concerned. 
 
   She cast one more glance over his semi-naked state before shaking herself out of her stupor. It was all the stuff that she probably should have noticed that morning when she’d dragged him from bed, but she’d been far too concerned with making up a decent cover story for why she was there to watch his body. Now though, now he moved confidently; in fact, it struck her that he almost seemed to preen like a peacock just a little.
 
   “Sorry, what?” she asked.
 
   “I said, ‘Where do you want me?’” 
 
   “Oh.” She blinked as she waited for her mind to catch up with his words and all the lewd thoughts they sparked within her. “Oh. Oh! Uh, over there!” She pointed at the treadmill. 
 
   The twitch at the corner of Drew’s mouth confirmed he’d stifled a smile at her discombobulation before jumping onto the treadmill. He must have seen her open-mouthed staring. Not that it would have been hard to notice. She’d have to be more discreet in the future. Surely seeing him so barely dressed a few more times would help—it certainly couldn’t hurt. 
 
   Once he was set-up, she started him off with a slow pace, slowly warming his body, and increasing the speed and incline until Drew’s body was pushed as hard as she dared push him. She needn’t have worried though—whatever she threw at him, he took without complaint and without a single missed step. His breath remained steady and even throughout the warm-up.
 
   It was Amity herself whose breath grew short as her heart pounded in her chest when she walked from the front of the treadmill to the back, purportedly to check his technique. Instead, she was watching the tiny muscles all the way down his spine twitch, stretch, and flicker as his legs pounded away at the belt beneath his sneakers. The barely constrained power in his arms was on full display as he pumped them in time with his legs on each of his long strides. Just above the waistline of his shorts, two dimples rested either side of his spine and she got flashes of brushing her fingertips over them.
 
   It was almost a shame when she had to move to the front of the machine again and slow the pace down to give him a break from his cardio workout. Once he climbed off the machine, the first thing he did was down a few gulps of water. His Adam’s apple bobbed in time with each swallow, causing Amity to swallow reflexively. He grabbed the towel and patted his face, but didn’t do anything about the beads of sweat that glistened across his chest. Not that Amity minded. She appreciated it in fact. After all, it was just the human body doing one of the little miracles it did daily. 
 
   Without missing a beat, she directed him onto the weight bench. As he rolled himself underneath the bar, each of his ab muscles contracted in turn. It took everything in Amity’s power not to make an audible noise of appreciation or run her fingers across his six-pack once he was lying flat in front of her. She almost lost her cool entirely when she was spotting his bench press and therefore was forced into close proximity to his flexing biceps while his head—his mouth—was so close to her pelvis. 
 
   After an hour, with another round on the treadmill and a number of reps of increasingly greater weights on the bench, Amity finally called a halt on the session. When she did, Drew didn’t collapse in a heap like she’d thought he’d might. He had a strength and a stamina the like of which she hadn’t seen for years. Like the heroes of old, back when she’d been able to walk free in the human world, as her heavenly self with her resplendent wings on display for all to see, and had been worshipped as Themis by the Greeks and Justitia by the Romans. 
 
   “Wow, you really did kick my ass,” Drew said as he wiped his face with the towel again. His voice was just a little breathless and a bright smile lit his face. His muscles, engorged with the blood racing through his system, flickered and twitched as they slowly cooled. “But you were right. It’s just what I needed to work out some of my feelings.”
 
   Amity had to admit that exercise looked good on him—no, it looked great on him. Thankfully, she’d spent the last hour growing ever more accustomed to the sight of his semi-naked body, so she was able to keep her tongue straight and speak properly—just. 
 
   She offered him a smile. “Just earning the roof over my head.” 
 
   “You don’t really need—” 
 
   She cut him off by pressing two fingers against his lips. It was a natural reaction, but it sent the familiar jolt of pain racing through her and she leapt away from him. She yanked her hand away and rubbed her fingers together absently at her side. “I really don’t mind. In fact, I quite enjoyed it.” 
 
   Her gaze trailed over his body without her permission. When she lifted her eyes back up to meet his, she saw amusement dancing in the depths of his hazel-blue irises and realized he’d caught her wandering gaze. 
 
   He practically puffed his chest as she fought back the blush that her human shell caused to rise on her cheeks. 
 
   To Drew’s credit, he didn’t call her out on her obvious ogling. Instead, he gave her a genuine smile. “I’m starved now though. Why don’t we have showers and head out for some dinner? My treat. It’ll be my thank you for everything you’ve done for me so far.” 
 
   She stepped away from him a little, fixing her ponytail even though it was fine. He was heaping far more praise on her than she really deserved—she was just trying to fix the things that she’d destroyed in the first place. 
 
   “I’m not sure I’ve really done that much,” she said. 
 
   “Please? Have dinner with me. It’s the least I can do.” 
 
   She didn’t really need food, but she couldn’t explain that to Drew without raising more questions. Then again, she really couldn’t think of one good reason to say no. 
 
   Besides, she thought. What harm can come from having dinner? 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Ten
 
   
 
 
   Drew had no idea what had possessed him to ask Amity out for dinner. He was standing there recovering from her hard-ass training session when the desire to take her out, to treat her the way a lady should be treated, washed over him. He supposed it was better than another night moping around the house over the things that he’d lost. 
 
   Maybe Dad’s right. Maybe I am rebounding.
 
   He supposed that it wasn’t really fair to Amity to use her as a filler in his life, but he didn’t think he could help it either. It had felt good when her eyes trailed over his body; he would have been lying to deny it. It had sent the blood pumping around his body to an entirely different muscle than the ones he’d just been working out. She was an attractive woman, and the fact she was taking an interest in his health and well-being, made it hard not to feel some sort of desire for her. 
 
   Knowing that women typically took longer to get ready, he decided to take his time in the shower, ensuring he worked out every ounce of tension that she’d elicited in him with her smoldering gazes and gentle, coaxing touches. 
 
   When he’d finished, he picked out an outfit, which was probably a little more formal than he needed to wear for the places available for them to dine, but he wanted to impress her. He shouldn’t have wanted to, but he did.
 
   Surprisingly, she was already ready when he’d finished getting dressed. He’d been ready to wait patiently, expecting her to take forever like most of the other women he’d dated. 
 
   “Look who’s finally ready to go,” she teased. 
 
   He thought about what he’d been spending his time doing while she’d been out here waiting patiently for him and embarrassment burned through him. “I would have been quicker, but I’m already sore from the workout you put me through,” he said to justify his delay. “It’s been a long time since anyone has worked me so hard—outside of the bedroom at least.” He frowned when he realized that he was doing the whole truth telling at the expense of his dignity thing again. “I mean . . .” When he couldn’t think of any way to change or explain away what he’d just said, he decided to just run with it. He offered her an embarrassed smile. “Wow, did I really just say that?” 
 
   Amity laughed, and once more, he was struck by how melodious the sound was. He wanted to make her laugh over and over again. 
 
   “It’s okay. Your secret is safe with me. Let me know if you want me to go easier on you next time though.” 
 
   “Definitely not. It’s the best workout I’ve had in ages—even though I know I’ll ache tomorrow.”
 
   “Maybe we’ll try some stretching tomorrow then. Yoga, perhaps?” 
 
   He scrunched his nose up. “I’m not sure about that. I’ve never rea—” He cut himself off before he could say that he’d never really been into yoga because an image of what yoga with Amity might entail popped into his mind. He could almost see her bending and stretching to show him how to get into all of the right positions. He might have been recovering from heartache, but he was a man, and the thought of watching a beautiful woman stretch and contort herself into a variety of poses in front of him was more than he could resist. He wasn’t a saint after all. Perhaps a few yoga sessions with Amity were exactly what the doctor ordered to get over Becca. “Actually, you know what? That sounds like a great idea.” 
 
   He offered her his arm before leading her out to his car. He didn’t really have a plan for where he was going to take her, only for where he wouldn’t. Any place that had been a scene of a date with Becca was strictly off limits. Partly because he wanted to start his friendship with Amity off with a clean slate and no lingering reminders of Becca, but also because he wasn’t sure he could keep his mouth from running off with every little fact of his relationship if he was close to reminders of it. It seemed that highly emotional situations were the ones that caused that issue to rear its ugly head the most. 
 
   Then he decided where they would go. There was a small Thai restaurant down the road from his house that he’d eyed as he’d moved his belongings from his father’s house. True, it wasn’t entirely suited to his needs—he’d thought that his first time dining there would be with Becca, but he hoped that the potential setting for a possible date wouldn’t give him the same emotional baggage as the actual location of a real date. 
 
   The restaurant was small; there were only ten tables, most with only two seats, but even still, the place was empty. Maybe it was because it was the middle of the week, but regardless, they didn’t have any trouble finding a table.
 
   Drew led Amity toward her seat and when the waiter arrived, ordered three dishes for the two of them to share. 
 
   “Do you do that a lot?” Amity asked. Her tone was more amused than annoyed, but there was an edge to it, which Drew didn’t understand. 
 
   “Do what?” 
 
   “Order food for everyone at the table.” 
 
   “I—uh, I don’t know.” He’d never really thought about it. It was something he’d always seen his Dad do when he was younger. He’d just fallen into the habit too when he’d started dating. “I guess so.”
 
   “You know, there are some who would consider that rude.” 
 
   He blinked at her. He’d never even thought about it. No one had ever mentioned it before. Even Becca, who’d been willing to push back on so many things, had never mentioned it. Not really. At least, not outside of complaining about always having to eat so healthily. “Really? Are you sure?”
 
   Amity laughed. “I’m sure.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said. The last thing he’d wanted to do was offend his houseguest. 
 
   She just smiled in a way that assured him she wasn’t really upset, but it had given him a cause to stop and think about the way he’d been in the past. 
 
   For a moment, he let a frown cross his face as he wondered why no one had ever just come out and told him if they had an issue. Maybe it was just Amity, maybe she just had some strange customs coming from Canada—or something like that. After a moment, he decided to push it out of his mind and enjoy the rest of the evening. He’d had a decent day so there was no point in ruining it over something as trivial as ordering food. 
 
   He leaned forward against the table and gave Amity as warm a smile as he could muster while his mind continued to work on the ordering food conundrum without his consent. “I guess if we’re going to live together, we should get to know each other a little better.”
 
   “Now that you’re sober enough to remember it you mean?” 
 
   “Funny.” 
 
   “Well, I’m just saying. You were too drunk to even remember who I was, or anything about our arrangement last night. It’ll be nice to have a conversation that I know won’t be forgotten in twelve hours’ time.” 
 
   “Let me guess. You’re never going to let me live that down, are you?”
 
   “Maybe one day.” Her smile turned wicked. “Once you’ve given me something else to remember you for, that is.” 
 
   Her statement made his mouth dry and his pants tight. There was so much he could do for her that she’d remember. He closed his eyes and reminded himself of his decision to keep her at arms-length so he didn’t end up with another disastrous relationship so soon after Becca had broken his heart. Especially not a disaster that he then needed to room with, at least until she found somewhere else to live. He didn’t need a rebound—didn’t want one. What he needed, and what Amity offered, was friendship. Just friendship. “I guess I’ve some work to do to repair my reputation.”
 
   Amity waved her arm around the restaurant. “This is a good start.” 
 
   Minutes later, the food was placed in front of them and Drew found the perfect segue into normal conversation. He asked a little more about her family, and soon realized it was a topic Amity was a little coy about. He was willing to let it go and move on to a different subject to avoid making the dinner uncomfortable.
 
   “So what are your plans here in Flint? Or at least, what brought you here before I waylaid you with my sad tales?”
 
   “My brother actually asked me to stop by. Said I might find a meaningful position.” 
 
   “Have you checked it out?”
 
   She laughed at something, but shook her head when he gave her a questioning look. “I have. I’m not sure it’s quite right for me though.”
 
   Something akin to sorrow swept through him—would she be moving on just when he thought he’d found someone to help him shed his misery. You’ve known her all of a day, he berated himself, you should not be this attached already. 
 
   “Are you going to be leaving soon then?” he dared to ask, hoping he could keep the extent of the misery that statement caused him hidden. 
 
   “Maybe. Probably. I don’t know. Honestly, I haven’t thought further ahead than what we’ve got going on here.” She waved her hand between them. “I’m happy with that for a while.”
 
   “So this, between us, you’re happy for it to go on?” he asked. “It’s something you want to do, I mean?”
 
   
 
 
   
Amity wondered the best way to answer Drew’s question. She knew that he was talking about something completely different to what she was talking about, but she wanted to answer him without lying. She’d learned it was far easier to skate around the truth than to lie outright. “It’s been a while since I’ve been so directly hands-on with anyone, but I am enjoying it so far.”
 
   “What have you been doing up until you arrived in Flint then?”
 
   “Lately, I’ve been on something of a sabbatical.”
 
   “Why?” Drew looked honestly confused by her statement. 
 
   She knew why the concept was foreign to him of course. He was career driven to the extreme. It had been instilled in him at such an early age; he probably didn’t even realize that there was any other way to be. Even if she hadn’t learned that from him the instant she’d touched his soul, blind Freddy could have seen it. It was obvious in every aspect of his life. There was little he did that wasn’t to improve himself somehow—either personally or professionally. 
 
   Amity looked deep within herself for the answer to Drew’s question. The answer was actually simpler than she cared to admit. “Because I started to question the point of it all.” 
 
   “The point of what?” 
 
   It was impossible for her to articulate every issue she had, especially while keeping her true nature hidden. “Of working hard. Of pleasing everyone else first and foremost. Of having to put up with other people’s crap just to get a little bit further ahead. I mean I get it. There’s a certain satisfaction that comes from hard work, but I had the world at my feet. There was a time when thousands worshipped me, but it didn’t matter. After a while, I stopped caring and then I started to make mistakes.” 
 
   “Thousands worshipped you? You couldn’t have had that many clients, surely? Or did you do workout DVDs?” Drew moved from side to side, as if trying to get a better look at her. Perhaps trying to work out whether he’d seen her on the cover of some fitness DVD or in a magazine. 
 
   “Something like that.” Amity couldn’t believe how much she’d revealed unwittingly. She wondered whether the wound she’d torn in Drew’s soul was working in reverse. She needed to change the subject before she spilled secrets that she shouldn’t. “What about you? Why medicine?” 
 
   He gave her a wry smile. “I’m not sure I really ever had much of a say in it. It was medicine or medicine as far as both of my parents were concerned. My only choice was what I’d specialize in.”
 
   “So why did you choose the heart?” It had come out before Amity had considered the fact that it was knowledge she probably shouldn’t have. Knowledge gleaned from the moment she’d brushed his soul and not something he’d told her aloud. For a second, she held her breath, waiting for Drew to question the source of her information. 
 
   Instead, he just smiled. “Call me a hopeless romantic, but I hoped to help mend people’s broken hearts.” 
 
   “You say ‘hopeless romantic’ like it’s a bad thing.”
 
   He snorted. “Isn’t it? I mean it hasn’t exactly helped me at all.”
 
   “You mean the Becca thing?” Amity didn’t really want to mention his ex-girlfriend’s name, not while they were having such a good time, but she was certain that was what he was alluding to. 
 
   He clenched his teeth. “Yeah. The Becca thing. It’s just hard to accept that I lost her. That I lost in general really. I never lose. Not since I stopped being a middle school loser. It’s hard to explain, but she was my end game in so many ways. She was the one I saw myself with whenever I thought about the future. There was a time when I thought I was so madly in love with her that I couldn’t even think straight. Back in middle school, she was the subject of every boyhood fantasy. I lost count of the number of times I jerked off to thoughts of her. And I thought finally, finally, that the plan was working out the way it was supposed to. Only then, that asshole started to get more and more friendly and everything started to go wrong. I don’t know what I did or didn’t do that ruined it, or whether the whole thing was doomed before it began, but I can guarantee we would have had more of a chance without him on the scene. I could have tried again to win her heart and maybe I would have, and God-fucking-dammit, I’m doing it again!”
 
   Amity tried not to laugh at Drew’s exasperation. She could feel the pain and frustration bleeding from him, and she truly did feel sorry for him, but his blustering expression was almost comical. 
 
   Drew took a deep breath. “Could you just forget I ever said anything?” 
 
   “I can if that would make things easier.” Amity assessed him for a moment. The corners of his eyes were pinched with stress and the post-exercise glow had faded. Knowing the personal cost would be high, but not really caring, she reached out her hand and placed it on his arm. She barely flinched as the ache of his broken heart and torn soul stung her fingers and echoed throughout her body. “Or you can keep talking. I’m a good listener.” 
 
   She drew her hand back and placed it in her lap, trying not to be obvious as she tried to shake away the pain. 
 
   “I don’t want to burden you with my bullshit.” 
 
   “It’s no burden. And it’s not bullshit. You loved and lost. That hurts.” 
 
   “You’ve experienced heartbreak too?” 
 
   Her statement had obviously come out with such sorrow he could tell she’d been hurt. If only he knew the truth—that her hurt was from the very mistakes that had led him to experience the heartache he was going through. 
 
   “You could say that.” She was worried he might ask the next, inevitable question. One which she wouldn’t be able to answer in any way that could satisfy him—who broke her heart and how? She pleaded with him silently not to. 
 
   As if reading her cues, he snorted and held up his wine glass. “Here’s to us, a couple of heartbroken saps.” 
 
   She gave him a grin, willing to move on and change the subject. “Cheers.” 
 
   The conversation ebbed and flowed with a natural ease after that. At least until Drew waxed lyrical for five minutes on why it was so important to maintain a good career trajectory. That the only way to be truly successful in life was to have a great job and constantly strive for the next level. 
 
   “Bullshit,” Amity said, not willing to allow him the concession of her pandering to his beliefs. 
 
   “What do you mean bullshit?” 
 
   “I mean it doesn’t matter if you are the chief of staff at a hospital or a homeless person left destitute by your own choices.” 
 
   “Of course it does.” 
 
   “No. It really doesn’t. What matters is whether you are a good person. Whether you do what you can to help your fellow man. Whether you support the dreams and interests of those you love. That’s what matters.” 
 
   “But why can’t you do both?” 
 
   “I’m not saying that you can’t. I’m just saying that at the end of it all, it doesn’t really matter. When you die, it’s how you were as a person, and not what your career was, that matters. That’s what determines whether your soul moves up or down.” 
 
   Drew looked at her in shock. “You mean Heaven or Hell?” 
 
   He frowned, no doubt at the turn the conversation had taken. Amity instantly regretted saying anything. Faith was always a touchy topic with humans—she could never know whether they would be offended or not or which particular strain of religion they had chosen to follow. 
 
   “I didn’t take you for a religious person,” he added. 
 
   It was Amity’s turn to snort. “Heaven and Hell have nothing to do with religion. They are to do with faith.” 
 
   “Same thing.” 
 
   She shook her head sadly. “No. They’re really not.” 
 
   “How so?” 
 
   “Faith is trust that there is something bigger than yourself in the world, something magical that guides us all. Religion is one particular group’s interpretation of that trust.”
 
   “Okay, so your faith says that I shouldn’t work hard to become a doctor?” 
 
   “Not at all.” She smiled in a way she hoped was reassuring and friendly. She needed to remember the reason she was even in Flint. Getting on the good doctor’s bad side wouldn’t help her goal. And she really didn’t want to upset him, that hadn’t been her intention at all. “Just that it shouldn’t be the be all and end all of your life. When was the last time you did something fun?” 
 
   “This afternoon was fun.” 
 
   She sighed. “I mean something fun just for the sake of being fun. Not because it was good for your body or for your career.” 
 
   Drew looked deep in thought for a moment. Then his frown deepened. He didn’t seem willing to say, so Amity reached out her hand and, ignoring the shooting agony associated with his touch, pulled the truth from him. A vision swum into her mind: Drew standing on Becca’s porch while she berated him for not dressing up for her costume party. 
 
   Even though she knew from his touch that Drew would never reveal that as the last time he tried something “just for fun,” she decided to take away the option because she knew he wasn’t there for fun and he hadn’t dressed up anyway. 
 
   “And not because you felt you were obligated to do it. Come on, it can’t be that hard. Tell me the last time you had fun.” 
 
   His smile turned wicked. “Oh, I’ve had fun. Plenty of fun.”
 
   “Outside the bedroom. I want to know the last time you did something completely insane for no other reason than doing something insane.” 
 
   He cleared his throat. “Oh.” 
 
   “Well?” 
 
   He sat in thought for another few seconds then smiled triumphantly. “I played a game of football at Dad’s when I first arrived home.” 
 
   “Did you use it as a chance to get to know your new colleagues and as a workout?” 
 
   His smile dropped. 
 
   It was Amity’s turn for the triumphant grin. “So?” 
 
   He huffed. “Well, if you’re going to be so specific, then I don’t know that I ever have.”
 
   “You’ve never had fun?” 
 
   “Not by the narrow definition of fun you’ve given me to work with, no not really.” 
 
   “No movies? No rollercoasters? Nothing like that?” 
 
   “Not really. I don’t see what the big deal is.” 
 
   “You haven’t wanted to?” 
 
   He shrugged. “What can I say? I am who I am. Before their divorce, my parents were more the dinner-party-with-colleagues than hours-at-the-playground-with-a-child type.”
 
   The thought of a child growing up without learning how to have fun broke Amity’s heart. “That’s terrible.” 
 
   He shrugged again, but the movement was somehow sadder than before. “It is what it is.” 
 
   Amity sat in thought for a moment. Then she lifted her hand to call for the waiter and the check. “Well, tonight, that changes.” 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
   
 
 
   With a fair amount of trepidation, Drew followed Amity’s lead out of the restaurant and back to his car. As he drove, she directed him to some secretive location. When they arrived at their apparent destination, he gaped in horror. 
 
   “You can’t be serious,” he said, glancing up at the building and then back at Amity. 
 
   Amity climbed from the car before Drew could drive off again. He groaned because although it was tempting considering where she’d led him, he was far too much of a gentleman to leave her stranded alone on the side of the road. 
 
   She leaned over into the car, giving Drew an eyeful of cleavage—which just wasn’t playing fair in his opinion. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”
 
   “I really think your definition of fun is a little different from mine,” he muttered. 
 
   “You admitted that you don’t have a definition of fun,” she pointed out, unhelpfully. “So that means we try my fun.”
 
   Against his better judgment, Drew climbed from the car and followed Amity into the building. 
 
   “But bowling?” He looked around as they entered the darkened bowling alley. The sound of balls rolling down the lanes and smashing into pins was barely audible over the thumping music. His own voice was barely audible for that matter. Even his thoughts seemed dulled in comparison to the loud thrumming bass line. 
 
   “Trust me!” Amity shouted, just loud enough for him to hear, before clapping her hands and turning to the counter. 
 
   Drew looked around. It seemed like everything was covered in the sort of paint that glowed under UV lights. He wondered what other things might begin to glow on the seats and bowling balls if it was subjected to the stronger CSI-style UV lighting. After a second, he decided he was probably better off not thinking about that. 
 
   “Here.” Amity thrust a pair of bowling shoes at him. They appeared fairly well maintained, but they were still second-hand shoes. They’d still been on other people’s feet. Other people who might have all manner of bacteria and conditions.
 
   “My idea of fun certainly does not include getting athlete’s foot,” he said. 
 
   Amity just laughed at him before pointing to herself. “Life coach remember.” She winked. “If I can take off my Jimmy Choos to put on these bowling shoes, you can too.” 
 
   “But I don’t have Jimmy Choos on,” Drew teased. 
 
   “You know what I mean. Now, come on.” She grabbed the cuff of his jacket, leaving his hands free to hold the unfashionable white, black, and red bowling shoes while she dragged him to their lane. 
 
   After he’d tugged on the offending footwear, which were about as comfortable as they were fashionable, he glanced at Amity. She was in her element. Her hair, still up in a high ponytail from their workout, hung down her back and flicked from side to side as she flittered about tucking her shoes under the plastic seats. As if she felt his gaze, she looked up at him. 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “I just didn’t peg you for a bowler.” 
 
   She grinned. “I’m full of surprises.” 
 
   He nodded. “That you are.” He stood and clapped once. “Okay, now, what exactly am I supposed to do?” 
 
   She laughed. Then her expression became one of confusion. She must have realized he was being serious. He’d never bowled before. His mother would have conniptions being anywhere near a place like the one he was in, and his father . . . well, his father would probably love to bowl—now. His new wife had filled his life with love and laughter that had been absent throughout Drew’s entire childhood. Even at Becca’s birthday party, his father had gotten into the swing of things and dressed in costume. In fact, it had been yet another source of contention between Drew and Becca. Drew had thought the whole concept childish and inane. 
 
   When Drew had first returned home, he’d thought the new, carefree model of his father was the result of a mid-life crisis of sorts, but after the conversation he’d shared with Amity over dinner, he was willing to concede that maybe, just maybe, the way his family had been when he was young wasn’t entirely normal. Perhaps he did need to learn how to loosen up a little from time to time. Why that had to include second-hand shoes and a bass line loud enough to interrupt the rhythm of his heart was beyond him, but he supposed he was willing to try it. After all, when he’d made the agreement he’d come to with Amity, he’d obviously—in his highly inebriated state—realized something that his sane self would never admit: that something had to change or he would be forever doomed to repeat the same mistakes.
 
   “First, you need to select a ball,” Amity said, pulling him from his thoughts. She pointed in the direction of several racks of balls of varying color. 
 
   Drew looked at them in disgust, wondering what critters might have been rampantly breeding underneath the racks. How many creatures had littered feces across the surface of the balls and inside the set of holes drilled into each one.
 
   “Get the heaviest ball that you think you can comfortably throw,” Amity said before disappearing from his side while he tried to work out what he needed. 
 
   She returned to him with a sparkling pink ball that looked brand-new. 
 
   “Do they have another section somewhere?” Drew asked as he looked around to see if he could spot where she’d found her spotlessly clean ball. “Are they hiding the good balls there?”
 
   Amity just laughed and pointed to a fluorescent blue ball on the bottom row of the rack. “Just use that one.” 
 
   Drew didn’t argue. The sooner they started the game, the sooner he could be done with the whole charade of having to pretend to have fun in a bowling alley. Amity would realize that it just wasn’t him, and he’d be left to do the things he wanted to do. 
 
   By the time he’d retrieved the ball and returned to the lane they’d been assigned, Amity had already typed in both of their names and was ready to start. He pulled off his jacket, and then loosened the top buttons on the business shirt he had on before rolling up the sleeves. If he was going to be doing something so ridiculous, he at least wanted to be comfortable doing it. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity hadn’t been bowling for years. She tried to think back to the last time she had, but it wasn’t like she’d taken specific note of the date or even the year. All she knew was it was before she’d been assigned to Rose’s case. Since then, she’d become so focused on trying to escape the pain—of trying to bury it beneath brand-new cars and designer outfits—that she hadn’t done much at all just for the fun of it. She was as bad as Drew. Worse, because she knew how much richer life could be when you filled it with more than just designer threads and ever-increasing pressure, yet she’d cut fun and interaction out of her life. 
 
   She hadn’t expected it, but dragging Drew out for the night was actually helpful for her as well. Of course, that at least partly came down to the fact that she was trouncing Drew in the lane. Seeing him pout and proclaim that he’d never done this before over and over was actually surprisingly entertaining for her. He was the sort who didn’t fluster easily, so it was refreshing to see him out of his comfort zone for a while. 
 
   Truthfully, he’d scored fairly well for a beginner, getting over 130 in each game. Despite that, she’d managed to edge him out with a few miraculous curves on balls that looked destined for the gutter. True, she might have used her influence on them to ensure they hit just right for a strike, but that was beside the point. She didn’t view it as cheating as such, just playing to her strengths. 
 
   By the time they’d finished two games, the music and atmosphere had loosened Drew up a lot. She’d spotted a smile on more than one occasion, and had even managed to get him to do a little victory dance at one point after he’d scored a strike. It was certainly a long way from the crazed, potentially violent man that she’d stopped from going to Becca’s house to confront Evan and Becca the night before. 
 
   Not that she’d admit it to Michael, but she’d actually enjoyed being hands on with a case again. It didn’t hurt that Drew was easy on the eyes and mostly easy to talk to. Or that she really wanted to get “hands on” with him. Although there were many times that she’d been so tempted to, she hadn’t touched him. Not even just to remember what it was like to trace soft fingers over solid muscle. 
 
   “So what now?” Drew asked as they left the bowling alley. 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “Well, surely you’re not going to let me just call it a night there after introducing me to this thing you call fun?” 
 
   Amity grinned at him. True, she’d plied him with a fair bit of cheap beer while they’d been bowling, but she hadn’t expected him to become so loose so fast. She wasn’t sure what else they could do that was fun, at least none that wouldn’t lead to expectations from his side—from hers too if she was honest with herself. 
 
   “We could go get ice cream?” she suggested.
 
   “Ice cream? It’s freezing out. Do you think—?”
 
   Amity touched her fingers to her lips to tell him to stop talking and grinned. 
 
   “The point is to do something stupid. To do something you wouldn’t normally do. To do something a little crazy. To. Have. Fun.” 
 
   He assessed her for a moment. “Okay, ice cream it is.” 
 
   They drove around for a while, trying to find somewhere that was open at the late hour. In the end, a small pizza and ice-cream place fit the bill. They grabbed a cone each and then Amity convinced Drew to go for a walk through the park as they ate them. 
 
   “Are you sure this is safe?” he asked again. His gaze darted from tree to tree, as if he was just waiting for a mugger to jump out from behind one of them. 
 
   “There’s no one here,” she said. “And if someone jumps out, I’ll protect you.” 
 
   Drew rolled his eyes. “My hero,” he deadpanned. 
 
   “Well, come on, live a little.” 
 
   “Wanting to live a little is exactly why I think walking here at night is a bad idea.” 
 
   “Trust me?” she asked. What he didn’t know, and what Amity would never have been able to reveal to him, was that at that moment, she kept them both safe in a little bubble. She’d extended out her cloak, so to the rest of the world, they didn’t really exist. 
 
   With a sigh, he fell into step beside her. 
 
   As they walked, they talked about everything and nothing. 
 
   By the time they returned to his car, Drew seemed to have developed a peace of mind that Amity would have thought impossible just a couple of days ago. He wasn’t completely healed. There was still a tear in his soul, the remnants of the hole that she’d opened, but it was smaller. It was possible that he’d be able to recover on his own. It was likely that her proximity was exactly what he’d needed to start the process of healing and that he’d be fine without her. She could probably let him down easily and then leave him to move on by himself. 
 
   Only she didn’t want to. 
 
   She argued with herself that maybe he’d turn violent without an outlet to release the pent-up frustration he’d feel each day going to work with Becca, but deep down, she didn’t really believe him capable of that. The fact was simply that she didn’t want to leave. Not yet. She was enjoying the sensation of being helpful again—of being more hands on than she had been in too long. As she settled into the passenger seat of Drew’s car, she could almost hear Michael’s voice echoing through her head. 
 
   “You mustn’t lose faith, Amitiel, just because some humans do not know the meaning of love, doesn’t mean that humanity is doomed or inherently evil.”
 
   He’d told her so many times not to give up on humanity. That they weren’t all bad, but she’d grown ever more jaded as the years passed. Instead of letting the legions of Heaven guide all mankind together to a glorious utopia, humanity had perverted the angels’ hard work and just made up new and terrible reasons to go to war. 
 
   As much as the angels suffered from the continued spiral of hatred, Amity was one of the hardest hit. It was a well-known fact that the truth was one of the first casualties in any war. She was affected by the lies humans told themselves—the little ones and the big. Over the years, it had become harder for her to deal with the barrage of emotions with one-on-one access to the inner-truth of another person. She’d closed herself off and turned her back on it. She hadn’t even regretted it. 
 
   Until now. 
 
   She looked over at Drew, who had no reason to suspect she was anything other than what she’d told him she was. How could one man have churned up her belief system so completely? It should have been a signal to run in the opposite direction. 
 
   “So what’s on tomorrow’s agenda?” she asked instead. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
   
 
 
   The next two weeks passed in much the same fashion as the first day Drew had let Amity take him out. On the days he had to go to work, she would be waiting for him to come home so she could put him through his paces on the exercise equipment and then they’d go on some ridiculous date just for fun. There were no expectations, no possibility of scoring, and absolutely no seriousness allowed. They were just two friends hanging out with no real rhyme or reason for the dates. It was so far outside of the scope of anything Drew had ever done before. 
 
   Sure, he’d had one-nighters and that sort of fun, but that had been stress relief for him, something to help ease any potential case of blue-balls and give him the focus he needed to study again. He’d never understood hobbies or fun for the sake of it. At least not until Amity came along. 
 
   She’d even managed to coerce him into seeing the latest animated movie and he’d found himself laughing through most of it in spite of himself. The nighttime activities were the perfect distraction from the days he might have had otherwise. Whenever he had to talk to Becca, he found himself purposefully thinking about Amity instead. It was his only method of coping with the urge to beg Becca to tell him that it was all in his head and they still stood a chance in the crazy world, despite the fact that it was obvious she’d been happier in the last few weeks than he’d ever seen her. 
 
   Even bringing Amity to the front of his mind didn’t stop the yearning he felt to reach out and caress Becca’s cheek again when he was near her though. It didn’t stop the ache in his fingertips when he thought about trailing them over her skin once more. Or the stirring in his pants as he recalled just how many days it had been since they’d last shared a bed. 
 
   “Dr. Petersen?” Becca’s voice oozed irritation as she tried once more to get his attention. The quiet growl in her voice snapped him out of his thoughts. She had a patient’s chart in her hand and she’d been telling him . . . something. He’d become lost in thought because she had a random curl that had fallen free of her loose knot. That strand had distracted him with memories of his fingers in her silken hair as she sucked . . . 
 
   “Drew,” she hissed under her breath as he lost his train of thought again. 
 
   “Sorry, I was remembering how good it felt when you sucked my co—” he managed to cut off his verbal diarrhea before he went any further, but it was too late. Three pairs of eyes—a green pair he was used to staring into as she writhed beneath him in pure, unadulterated pleasure, and two other pairs he’d never met before in his life—all stared at him, wide-eyed and disbelieving. He could practically feel the blood rushing to his face, filling his cheeks with heat. “I, uh, I mean, I’ll umm . . . Miss Lewis, can you please refer the patient onto Dr. Steward? She’ll be able to help.” 
 
   He spun on his heel and walked away before he could cause any more embarrassment, for himself or for anyone else. He was in his office, trying to work out why he was unable to refrain from spilling his deepest darkest secrets whenever he thought about, or talked about, Becca, when she walked into his office. 
 
   “What the hell was that?” she hissed. She waved her arm in the general direction of the reception area. 
 
   Drew wasn’t certain how to respond, so he just stared at her. This was the first time she’d ever been in his office alone, and with the door closed at that. Usually if she needed him, she’d stop by and stand just outside the door for long enough to impart the information he needed. Even when they’d still been dating, she’d never come into his office; although he’d fantasied about it often enough. Back then, he’d spent more time than he cared to admit dreaming up all the ways he could use the different office furniture to his best advantage and draw those perfect moans of pure pleasure from her throat. He blinked at her in rapid succession as he tried to will away his sudden erection. 
 
   “Are you trying to embarrass me? Get me fired? Is this some sort of sick payback?” 
 
   He frowned, but it was about all he could do as he took in Becca’s red face and high-pitched voice. Her green eyes flashed with rage and he was powerless in the face of her reaction. It was the first time he’d ever really felt her claws. The whole time they’d dated, she’d been almost meek—willing to sacrifice so much for him. It occurred to him, for perhaps the first time ever that he really didn’t know Becca all that well. At least, not this new, real Becca who was so different to the idealized one he’d loved for so long in his own mind. 
 
   “I know things didn’t go the way you planned—the way either of us planned. God, if I knew then what I know now, I would have made sure nothing ever happened so we could stay friends. I care about you, Drew. I know you might not believe me, but I do. And goddammit, you cannot do this! Not here. This job may not be my life’s ambition, but damned if I want to lose it!” 
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said. His voice was barely above a whisper, but it was enough to cut through Becca’s anger. 
 
   “Why?” she asked again, her voice imploring and desperate. 
 
   He stood from his office chair and turned his back on her. That left him inches away from a plain, white expanse, but he couldn’t look at her. Now she’d lost the initial heat she’d shown, the flush on her cheeks and the heaving of her chest filled his mind with images that would only lead to more trouble. More than anything else in that moment, he needed to keep his verbal spillage issues under control, which meant not looking at her or thinking about her. 
 
   He fisted his hands in his hair as he tried to will away the thoughts. He needed to give Becca a reason for his outburst—an outburst that could easily see him sued for sexual harassment—but he didn’t have one. All he had was a headful of inspiration, which wouldn’t have been out of place in a Playboy magazine. 
 
   The truth was, he didn’t really want Becca that way anymore. He didn’t even want to want her. Someone else was starting to take up residence in his mind, someone equally as taboo, but his unimaginative mind just couldn’t fill in the blanks well enough to give him the one image he was starting to crave with a maddening desperation. He was fine at extrapolating known data to build realistic scenarios in his mind, but to come up with an image entirely from scratch was something he hadn’t needed to do since high school. Even then, he’d never been good at make-believe and pretend. So now, when his body craved Amity beneath him, wild and wanton, his mind offered up the next best thing, Becca. 
 
   “Are you going to answer me?” Becca’s voice was almost silent, broken just as it had been when she’d uttered her apology for loving someone else. 
 
   He exhaled shakily. “I don’t know.” 
 
   “You don’t know if you’re going to answer me?” The anger was back in force. 
 
   He spun back around but couldn’t meet her gaze. “No, I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why half the crazy stuff that has happened to me lately has been happening. First, I find you on the very first day I arrive back in town, and we have a moment that is everything I dreamed of having with you when I was younger. I could barely believe my luck that you were unattached and as interested as I was. So of course, I throw myself into the relationship, thinking that everything is fantastic except for the fact that you have this guy hanging around you almost constantly. Someone with an ulterior motive that I tried to warn you about time and time again but that you refused to listen to.”
 
   “That’s not fair. Evan didn’t . . . He wasn’t . . .” She frowned at him before signaling for him to continue, no doubt realizing she couldn’t argue the fact that Drew had been right about Evan’s motives all along. 
 
   “Then, just when I think we might have a genuine future, just when I lease a house so we can spend more time together in a space of my own, I find out that you’re in love with him as well. I knew how he felt, but I never guessed you would do that to me. To us. I should have known though. You spent so much time defending his motives. So much time defending him. I should have seen it sooner. Cathy did, you know. She knew all along. She even tried to warn me, but I was just too blinded to see it.” 
 
   “Drew, I—”
 
   He cut her off, refusing to allow her to try to take the moment away from him. It was his chance to tell her everything he felt, something he’d been unable to do so far. It was becoming increasingly clear to him that he had to let her go, and in order to do that, he needed closure. Then he wouldn’t let her have a hold over him anymore. “And then when I think things have finally reached the lowest point that they can reach, my car starts fucking up and I end up with some odd inability to keep my private thoughts private. So to answer your question, I have no idea why I said what I said other than the fact that things have been going from bad to worse ever since I arrived back in Flint, and I don’t know how to stop things from getting even worse.” 
 
   “Wow, I . . . I had no idea.” 
 
   “No, you wouldn’t.” You’ve been far too cozy in your little love-nest with Evan. “Let’s just say that if it wasn’t for Amity, I probably would have gone completely insane by now.” 
 
   “Amity?” Becca’s brow furrowed and he could see her trying to match the name to a face. There were no Amitys that she would know though. He could tell she wanted to ask for more information, but decided he’d rather let her stew on it. She didn’t deserve his generosity after the way things had ended between them, even if he had just made an ass of himself at her expense. 
 
   He crossed his arms, leaned against the wall and nodded. 
 
   Becca huffed. “Okay. Amity. Good. I’m glad you found Amity, but you can’t pull any more crap like you just did. Seriously, you’ll get us both fired. If Mr. O’Brien complains, I won’t take the fall for you.” 
 
   Her assumption made Drew’s eye twitch and jaw clench. It wasn’t like he’d expected her to lie for him. In fact, he would probably be incapable of carrying out that sort of deception at the moment anyway, not with all of his truths on the very tip of his tongue just waiting to spill forth. 
 
   “I never asked you to.” 
 
   She scowled at him for a moment, but then her expression softened. “Is it always going to be like this between us?” 
 
   He could have asked, “Like what?”, but he knew exactly what she meant. And he didn’t have any real answer, so he just shrugged. 
 
   “I—I don’t want it to be,” the words spilled from Becca in a rush. “I really hope we can be friends one day.” 
 
   Staring at her, at her pleading eyes and small, hopeful smile, Drew wanted to assure her that they might get back there, but the truth was he couldn’t see that path. He couldn’t see a day when they’d be in the room together and it wouldn’t feel like his heart was trying to claw its way out of his body through his throat. It should have been easy to form the words, “Me too,” to give her that little white lie to help ease the trouble he’d stirred within her, but they wouldn’t come. 
 
   When a beat too long had passed and he still hadn’t said anything, the tiny smile that had curled the corner of Becca’s mouth fell. She opened her mouth to say something else, but was stopped by a knock on Drew’s office door. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Becca, I’m going to have to go. And again, I apologize for what happened before. I was out of line, and I’ll try to ensure it doesn’t happen again.” 
 
   Becca huffed, and it was clear the conversation wasn’t over—she would be back to deliver another piece of her mind at a later time. Thankfully though, she must have decided it wasn’t worth the continued hassle at that point. She spun on the spot before striding from the room without a backward glance, leaving the door wide open in her wake. 
 
   Drew pinched the bridge of his nose, wondering how to even start to fix the little issue he’d been having. 
 
   I was so certain I was getting on top of this. 
 
   For the last two weeks, the attacks, or whatever they were, had been happening less frequently—but something about Becca stirred it all back up again. She was the key, he was certain of it. 
 
   “Come in,” Drew called to whoever it was outside his office when they didn’t enter as Becca left. 
 
   When after a moment he still had no extra company, he lifted his head in confusion. 
 
   As if waiting for his attention as her cue to arrive, Amity strode into his office as if she owned it. With her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, and another perfect tank top which made his trousers tight—purple this time rather than lipstick pink—she was a vision. Exactly what he needed to see after his encounter with Becca. 
 
   “You ready?” she asked. 
 
   Drew frowned. He couldn’t remember them making any daytime plans. So far, all of their dates had been at night, long after the day was behind him, or on his days off. “For?” 
 
   Amity giggled. “Lunch, silly.” 
 
   “What are you doing here?” 
 
   “I told you, I’m taking you out for lunch. You must get sick of cafeteria food all the time.” 
 
   “Well, yeah, but . . .” 
 
   “But what?” 
 
   “It’s just that your timing couldn’t have been better if you’d planned it.” He shook his head, marking it down to a coincidence. Then he offered her his arm, ready to head out. 
 
   
 
 
   
Alarm bells were sounding in Amity’s head. She was really pushing her luck when it came to Drew. She needed to back off, but instead, she seemed to be rushing headlong toward him faster than ever. She was feeling things she shouldn’t have been feeling, and not just because he was human. He was damaged, hurting, and she was daydreaming about breaking many, many years of celibacy in a number of varied and interesting ways. At least ten of which involved the weight bench she’d conjured for him. Seeing him on the black bench, half-naked and straining as he lifted ever increasing weights sent her mind straight into the gutter and made it almost impossible to have any thoughts that didn’t involve them both shedding their clothing. 
 
   She’d raced to the hospital as soon as she’d detected his anger—zipping to the space outside his office door in a fraction of a second. She listened as he spoke with Becca, and wrapped her grace around his mind listening for any sign he was about to crack the way Rose’s husband had so many years ago. 
 
   Instead, he’d taken the opportunity to heal himself a little more. Amity smiled to herself as he took a few big strides toward acceptance and understanding—the two things he needed to find to be in a position where he could heal and then maybe even find someone new to focus on. 
 
   The thought sent her smile tumbling into a frown. She didn’t think he was ready for anyone else just yet. At least, she wasn’t ready for him to be with anyone else just yet. It had only been a few weeks since everything had happened with Becca, after all, and if he was going to fall for anyone else, it should be someone who brought out the best in him. The silly, laughing-at-animated-trolls best in him. Amity stopped the train of thought in its tracks—it was dangerous to let herself think that way. She wouldn’t be the only one to face Heaven’s repercussions if Michael found out how she felt about a human. 
 
   After pulling herself up, Amity had continued to listen to the conversation. She’d debated rescuing Drew from Becca, but didn’t when it sounded like he didn’t need her help. She’d only intervened after Drew had said her name. It had shocked her to the core when Drew had given her so much credit for keeping him sane. She’d known she was helping, but for Drew to say he would have gone crazy if not for her . . .
 
   Well, she almost didn’t believe it. Except he couldn’t lie—the tear in his soul might have been slowly healing, but it was still there, and the interference of her grace’s lingering presence still pushed him into speaking only the truth. 
 
   After hearing her name, she’d knocked. Not because of any concern she had that things might get nasty, but because she genuinely wanted to spend some more time with Drew and was going slightly insane over the fact that Becca was in the room alone with him. The fact was that Amity desired Drew’s attention more than she should have. She’d interrupted Becca and Drew in what could have been a healing conversation, and she couldn’t even find it in herself to care. 
 
   He’d stirred compassion in her that had lain dormant for years. It terrified her just as much as it fascinated her. So when he’d offered her his arm, she’d taken it willingly—albeit carefully so she didn’t touch his bare skin with hers. 
 
   “So what’s on the menu?” she asked Drew. 
 
   “You tell me since you’re the one who instigated this lunch date.”
 
   “Yeah, but you know the area better than I do.” 
 
   “There’s a little deli up the road. We could get some sandwiches.” 
 
   They walked in a companionable silence. Amity assumed Drew was still lost in thought over what had transpired between him and Becca. She could have confirmed it by brushing her grace against his soul again, but she had an urge to do things the old-fashioned way—with instinct and guidance. 
 
   “So what exactly did I interrupt back there?” Amity asked after they’d grabbed their food and settled at the only spare table in the tiny diner. 
 
   Drew snorted. “Nothing good.” 
 
   Amity waited for Drew to elaborate with a raised brow to let him know she wanted more. When he started talking again, he told a tale of word vomit that left Amity cringing through her fingers and laughing along with Drew. 
 
   “She must hate me,” Drew said as his chuckling subsided. 
 
   “At least you can laugh about it now.” 
 
   “When I was stuck in that office with her, I didn’t think I would ever be able to. I have you to thank for that.” He leaned forward, and slipped his hand forward across the table, as if he was going to reach for her. Before he could, she smoothly dropped her hands into her lap. 
 
   Even though the thought of holding his hand terrified her for the pain it might cause, her stomach twisted in a not altogether unpleasant way at the thought that he’d made the attempt. She wanted to let him, but she didn’t want to feel the pain of humanity. There was more than that though; her brewing desire was alarming her more by the minute. Part of her wanted nothing more than to flee at the mere thought of how desperately she wanted to let him hold her hand. 
 
   “I haven’t really done anything,” she said. 
 
   He frowned as he looked at the place her hand had been. “I think we both know that isn’t true.” 
 
   The way he looked at her made the air in the small deli thicken to the consistency of tar. She didn’t need the oxygen, but she still felt the struggle to breathe as acutely as any human might. 
 
   “You’re probably going to be missed if you’re not back soon,” she said, pushing away from the table in a desperate attempt to break the tension. 
 
   He eyed her barely-touched sandwich before pushing his own away. “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
   Before she’d had a chance to say anything more, or reduce the impact of her obviously too abrupt change in topic, he’d cleared off the table, tossed everything in the bin and was pushing the door open to leave the small space. 
 
   “Drew, wait,” she called out as she followed him out. She caught up to him easily despite his long-pacing strides. “Don’t run away from me. Please.” 
 
   The instant her hand touched his shoulder, he spun around. His face was a blank mask, but his eyes practically screamed with the pain he was hiding. “I’m not running.”
 
   He turned and started pacing back toward the hospital again. 
 
   She sighed. “Drew—” 
 
   “Just don’t worry about it,” he threw back at her over his shoulder. 
 
   “I am worried about it.” 
 
   “Why?” 
 
   “Because I’m your friend.” 
 
   He stopped and sighed. “Yeah. That’s right. Friend.” 
 
   Amity could tell that something had shifted between them, and maybe that shift had set him backward, but she didn’t know how to fix it other than to give him space.
 
   “I need to remember that,” he muttered under his breath before moving on again. 
 
   Maybe the hands-on approach isn’t as effective as I’d hoped. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
   
 
 
   Friend.
 
   The word rattled around Drew’s head all afternoon, long after Amity had left him after their disastrous lunch. Her words had been the reminder he needed that they were friends. Just friends. That was all they were, and all they could be. Her friendship was a big part of the reason he’d been feeling better lately, but he was still recovering from a broken heart for fuck’s sake. The last thing he needed was an awkward situation at home as well as at work. 
 
   It was just that . . . well, they’d been getting along so well that he’d all but convinced himself that she felt something for him too. Maybe not love, it was too early for that, but something more than friendship. 
 
   Apparently not. 
 
   He’d fumbled his way through a few consults but his mind was elsewhere. It was at the front desk with Becca, but not for the reasons his mind had turned to her so often in the past. Instead, he wondered what the etiquette was for the broken-hearted. Did the fact that she appeared to have well and truly moved on mean he could too? His mind was also off with Amity—God knows where—wondering how to stay just friends with her when she’d become such a constant presence in his life. It was easy to imagine sharing more with her—sharing everything with her. 
 
   He was so preoccupied with his haunted past and his desired future, that it took him until almost mid-afternoon to realize he was being assigned to the most basic cases. Every patient he’d seen were ones he probably could have managed with his eyes closed, even as an intern. For a moment, he debated trying to get to the bottom of it, but logic quickly reasoned that it was probably his father’s doing. After all, his father had been the one to suggest a little time off—no doubt this was his idea of a compromise. 
 
   He marched to his father’s office, hoping to deal with the issue as quickly as possible, but it sat empty. When the initial disappointment of that discovery wore off, Drew thought some more about his situation—or tried to in between his mind swinging to thoughts of Amity. It became clear to him that maybe his head was so full of Amity because his life was so full of her. Since she’d crashed into it at the bar, they’d spent almost all of his free time together. He hadn’t even spent that much time with Becca, and he’d been dating her. 
 
   Maybe he needed an evening off, he decided. An evening away from Amity and back in his old routine. Or at least, the routine he had established around dates with Becca. 
 
   With his father obviously in surgery, or somewhere else in the building, Drew decided to bypass asking him for permission and rang his stepmother, Addy, instead.
 
   “Well, this is a surprise,” Addy said when she picked up the phone. “To what do I owe the pleasure?” 
 
   The hesitant joy in her voice gave Drew momentary pause. He’d very rarely called to speak to her. In fact, to call their relationship tenuous would have been a vast overstatement. 
 
   It was because of his mother and his loyalty to her. Even though she had been the one to do the leaving, she’d still considered it an unforgiveable sin when his father had moved on and remarried. Because of the simple fact that Addy was ten years younger than his dad, Drew had always assumed the marriage was the result of an early mid-life crisis, especially when he’d learned about the new hobbies Addy had encouraged him to take up—something which Drew himself had only recently begun to understand the benefits of. 
 
   “I was just wondering if Dad had any plans this evening,” Drew said. 
 
   He wondered whether he imagined the small sigh on the other end of the line before Addy spoke again. “No, we have no plans for tonight. Why?” 
 
   “I just thought I might come home for dinner. If that’s all right, that is?” 
 
   “You know you’re always welcome.” Her voice had perked up at least three octaves during her response, so much so he could practically hear her smile. 
 
   Once more, as he ran through a plan for dinner with Addy, he found himself wondering whether he should really go easier on her. Maybe she was actually good for his Dad—she certainly meant a lot to him. In the same way that a particular blonde someone shaking Drew loose a little hadn’t harmed him in any way. 
 
   He’d just hung up from the call and turned around when he practically tripped over Cathy. 
 
   “You. Me. Your office. Now.” She snapped the five words at him before turning and heading in the direction of his office before he could argue. 
 
   He should have guessed that what happened with Becca—his wildly inappropriate slip of the tongue and the subsequent explosion in his office—wouldn’t be the end of it. Like a schoolboy following after the headmaster, he dragged his feet and took his time making his way back to his office. He knew Amity wouldn’t come back onto the scene to rescue him from Cathy—not that the rescue from Becca had ended that fantastically. 
 
   By the time he closed his office door, Cathy was already sitting in the chair across from his with her arms folded across her chest. 
 
   “To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked as he circled his desk to take his seat. 
 
   “What’s going on with you, Drew?” 
 
   He didn’t want to open his mouth just in case things he didn’t want to say spilled out again. Instead, he shrugged and stared at her, waiting for her to get to the point. 
 
   “I’ve been hearing stories from all around. I thought some of them were too farfetched to be true, but after this morning, I don’t know what’s too farfetched anymore.” She raised her eyebrow at him. “So, I ask again, in the interest of the vestiges of our friendship, what’s wrong?”
 
   Cathy’s attitude left Drew reeling. She was always no nonsense, but this was even more blunt than usual. Wondering if he was pushing all his friends away today, Drew leaned forward, cupped his hands over his face, and blew out a frustrated breath. “I don’t know what’s wrong.” 
 
   “Not good enough.” 
 
   He looked up at her, wondering just how crazed he must have appeared after the day he’d been having. He raked his hands through his hair. “I know it’s not. Trust me, I do. But I don’t know what else to give you. If I told you the truth, I doubt you’d believe me.” 
 
   She leaned back in the seat and gave him her best, “Try me,” look. 
 
   He scoffed. 
 
   “Trust me,” she said. Her voice was a little softer, inviting. 
 
   He remembered what she’d said to him the day after he was unceremoniously dumped, and all the times she’d been there for him professionally, and found himself wanting to confide in someone not involved in the situation. “Fine. But you’re not allowed to have me committed after I tell you.” 
 
   She laughed. 
 
   “I’m serious,” he added. If someone came to him spouting the sort of information he was about to spill, he wouldn’t think twice about having them put into involuntary psychiatric care. 
 
   When she nodded and indicated that he should proceed, he sighed and then let the words flow. For the next thirty minutes, he detailed every strange occurrence that had happened to him since his break-up with Becca. 
 
   “And to top it all off,” he finished. “I think I might be falling for my housemate even though she’s made it clear that she is not interested in me in that way. I’m stuck in the friend zone. How pathetic is that?” 
 
   During his monologue, Cathy had alternated between sitting back skeptically and leaning forward as if nothing could have been more interesting. Now, she was somewhere in the middle with an unreadable expression on her face. “I don’t think it’s pathetic at all. Pathetic would be curling up in a ball at home and not doing anything. Pathetic would have been driving to Becca’s house for a confrontation. Trust me, Drew, you are far from pathetic.” 
 
   He offered her a weak smile. 
 
   “But we do need to get this verbal diarrhea under control. It’s affecting your work and your patients.” 
 
   “I know.” 
 
   “It could cost you your job.” 
 
   “I know,” he repeated, his voice resounding with a little more of the frustration that bubbled in his chest. 
 
   “It could cost Becca hers.” 
 
   “I know, goddamn it. I know.” He stood, slamming his fists onto the desk in front of him as the words exploded from him. The instant they were free, he wanted to reel them back in and remove the wide-eyed concern on Cathy’s features. He slumped back into his chair. “I just don’t know what to do about it.” 
 
   “You could talk to Dr. McGregor?” 
 
   “I don’t know that it’ll help.” 
 
   “It might though.” 
 
   He waved her off dismissively. 
 
   “Maybe you need a vacation?” 
 
   He sighed and thought about just getting away, of letting his hair down and going somewhere completely unfamiliar with no expectations or chance of running into either Amity or Becca. 
 
   “Maybe you’re right,” he said as the idea formed and solidified in his mind. He barked a hard laugh as he shook his head. 
 
   Cathy tilted her head questioningly. 
 
   “A week ago, I wouldn’t have even considered the option,” Drew explained. “I would have thought it was nothing more than a waste of time. Time I could spend improving my skills here.” 
 
   “You can’t spend your whole life working,” Cathy said. 
 
   “You’re the second person to tell me that lately.” 
 
   “Maybe that just means that it’s time for you to start listening.” 
 
   When Cathy eventually left Drew’s office, he was more confused than ever, but actually felt okay about it. Maybe he didn’t need to have all the answers all the time. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity didn’t know where to go. She burned and ached, and was more confused than she’d ever been in her entire existence. Thousands of years’ experience hadn’t prepared her for the way Drew made her feel. When she closed her eyes, a million thoughts and emotions swelled around inside of her like a swarm of angry bees, each one demanding attention and stinging her from within. For the first time in the longest time, the shell wrapped around her grace took center-stage. Her human body thrummed with need, overriding all of the desires of the angelic parts of her. 
 
   In an attempt to escape the hormones battering her body, she closed her eyes and retreated into herself. She loosened the hold of the humanity she’d wrapped herself in for so long, and allowed her grace to leave her body. Before she’d really decided what she was going to do, she returned home for the first time in too long. Heaven was an impossible thing to describe to anyone who couldn’t travel there. It wasn’t at all like the storybooks of man described it to be, at least not to the angels who resided there. There were no gold-lined streets, no white-clad beauties plucking at harp-strings as they lazed about on clouds. There was nothing. And yet it was everything. Every hum of energy that wrapped around the cosmos, everything that kept it all connected, radiated out of Heaven. 
 
   Human souls, all a pure form of energy, returned to find a home alongside loved ones and keep the whole universe balanced. They were all conscious, able to have thoughts independent of the pool of energy they formed. Therefore Heaven was something different to every person who entered through the pearly gates. Angels were the caretakers of Heaven and Earth and were acutely aware of the interconnectivity of everything. Only one angel could read the dreams the human souls created though. 
 
   “Amitiel?” The “voice” thrummed through her and around her. Without her human shell, Amity felt, heard, and even tasted the word. It became part of her for the moment that it existed. “What are you doing here?” 
 
   “I needed to come home, Peter. I needed space to think about something.” Even as the words encompassed her being and released to him, they dragged the emotions and the feelings she’d been able to hide so well down on Earth with them. In that instant, Peter, keeper of secrets and creator of worlds, knew everything she had ever felt. 
 
   Her brother’s energy thrummed near hers and she was brought into a world of his making. He stood guard at the metaphysical pearly gates—creator and curator of all the worlds inhabited by the souls in his care—and this was his way of forcing her to stop and talk. 
 
   She took a moment to appreciate her new surroundings. The bright, spring sun filled the orchard with light. The scent of the crisp fruit hanging from the trees provided a pleasant backdrop to what she was certain would be a not-too-pleasant conversation. Her outfit, gingham and overalls, was something she never would have picked for herself and her hair was split into platted pigtails. She decided to keep her mouth shut on the outfit lest Peter decide to make it even worse. 
 
   She glanced over at Peter, holding an apple in his hand and sitting on a bench positioned between two trees. His appearance was that of a seasoned farmhand, tan and weathered skin; his face shadowed by the straw hat on his head and the mottled pattern of the sun filtering through the trees around him. Top to toe, he was dressed in check and denim.
 
   Amity chuckled as he threw the fruit at her. She caught it mid-air and offered him a wry grin in response. “Apt,” she said.
 
   “I thought so.” 
 
   Holding the apple in both hands, she took a seat next to him. She hadn’t thought she’d had any specific reason for returning home, hadn’t planned much at all outside of escaping the overloaded human body that she’d inhabited until moments earlier, but now that she was with Peter, it was like a light switched on inside of her. She’d unwittingly come to seek council from the one person who could give it without anyone else finding out. He gave support, offered souls what they needed to adjust to the change, and because he was stuck guarding the gates, wasn’t impacted by any of the changes that occurred on Earth. He wouldn’t judge her for her growing feelings toward Drew, not the way that Michael would.
 
   “What should I do?” she murmured. 
 
   “Do you love him?” 
 
   “Don’t we love them all?” she asked in response. That was certainly the standard line amongst the angels—the guardians of the world. 
 
   “That is not what I meant, and I believe you know that.” 
 
   “I know. And the truth is, I don’t know. I know we’re not supposed to feel for them, at least not the way I think I might feel about Drew, but I can’t stop thinking about him. I want to check on him whenever I’m away from his side. I can’t imagine the day that I have to leave him to live the rest of his life. I don’t know if I could stand seeing him in the arms of another.” 
 
   “But?” 
 
   “Well, I haven’t done this in years. Maybe this feeling is normal. Maybe it’s just been so long since I’ve allowed myself to feel anything for anyone. Maybe—”
 
   Peter sighed and shook his head sadly. “Why did you come here? Did you want me to help you justify the way you feel? Do you seek permission?” 
 
   “No. I—I don’t know. I guess I just want to know whether this is normal. I can’t be the only angel to have ever gone through this.”
 
   Peter pushed himself off the bench and paced away from her. “You know I can’t tell you that.” 
 
   “What can you tell me?” 
 
   “All I can say is that if you really love someone, it can change you. Once something is changed, it can never go back to the way things used to be. Even if everything appears to go back to the way it once was, that change is there.” 
 
   “But how do I know if I really love him?”
 
   “You’ll know. There will be a moment, and you will just know.” 
 
   Her heart fluttered in her chest as she asked the question she really wanted to ask—the one, which could change everything. “And if I am, is it worth the risk?” 
 
   He changed his appearance to age at least twenty years in a matter of seconds, he was trying to diminish the advice he’d given her—diminish his trusted counselor status. “Who am I to say? I just keep the peace among the souls in my care.” 
 
   “But—” Her question stilled on her lips as her humanity called her back. 
 
   “Amity,” Drew’s voice surrounded them in the orchard. 
 
   Peter’s gaze snapped to Amity’s. “You have to go.” 
 
   “But I still don’t—”
 
   Drew’s voice called for her again. 
 
   “Now,” Peter said, cutting off further argument. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
   
 
 
   Drew was distracted as he walked through his front door. His mind was running at a million miles an hour with Cathy’s words and with plans for his dinner at his father’s house. He called out a greeting to Amity before heading straight into his ensuite to get ready. 
 
   While he showered, he gave some serious thought to getting out. Or at least, getting away. He didn’t want to force a relationship with Amity when she clearly didn’t want one. After all, he couldn’t risk having his heart broken again, but he wasn’t sure how to stop his heart thundering along that track. It wasn’t like he’d chosen for her to show up in his life as she had, to inject color and fun in a way he’d never experienced before. Some time away from the situation definitely seemed like the best idea. 
 
   As Amity’s lack of interest in pursuing anything further ran through him, his mind turned to what possible changes he could have undergone since leaving L.A. that left him so undesirable to the women he wanted. Back there, he had women practically clamoring for him, even if it was just for his cock and his paycheck. Now though . . . now, he felt like the pathetic teen he’d been before he’d been dragged from Flint the first time around. It didn’t help that he was in the middle of a dry-spell which had started in the days leading up to Becca leaving him. Maybe he needed to go somewhere crazy, somewhere tropical, and spend some time getting laid with no expectations. 
 
   He was still mentally planning possible vacations as he dressed. His lack of an imagination didn’t do him any favors and he wondered whether he would have been far better off just giving a travel agent his credit card and letting them plan a holiday for him. Those thoughts were still running through his head when he sought out Amity to let her know that he would be out for the evening. Not that he needed to let her know really. They were only housemates after all. Friends. He didn’t owe her any explanations. It was just that after all their days and nights spent together, it felt wrong to go out without at least telling her where he was headed to ensure she didn’t worry needlessly. 
 
   “Amity?” he called as he left his room, hoping he’d be able to conduct the conversation face-to-face and at least have a chance to explain some of the reasons he’d been agitated at lunch. 
 
   When he reached his living room, she was resting on the sofa. Her body was practically enveloped by the puffy brown suede cushions, as if the sofa had claimed her as its own and was trying to drag her body into its depths. 
 
   She looked so peaceful that he didn’t want to disturb her. He moved to grab a pen from the drawer underneath his coffee table, but stopped when he realized Amity wasn’t breathing. 
 
   The sensible part of him told him that he was wrong. That she was obviously just drawing such shallow breaths that he couldn’t see the movement. He moved closer, desperate to know she was okay. 
 
   “Amity?” he said, trying to rouse her. 
 
   He crossed the room to her side and lifted his hand to press his fingers against her carotid artery. Before he could touch her, she sat bolt upright with a sharp indrawn breath. The movement sent Drew tumbling backward onto the floor. 
 
   “Fuck! You scared the crap out of me!” He sucked in a breath and as he blew it out, he was able to slow the beating of his heart. At least a little. “Are you okay?” 
 
   Amity dragged her fingers through her long hair, playing with the ends rather than meeting his gaze. 
 
   “Am, are you all right?” 
 
   Her eyes finally lifted to meet his. “Am?” she asked. “That’s new.” 
 
   “Sorry, I just thought . . . if we’re friends and all.” It almost hurt him physically to say the word friend. This is crazy! he thought. It wasn’t even two weeks ago that I was mad about Becca. I really do need to get away from women in general for a while, at least all the women I might actually care about. “I thought it wouldn’t hurt to give you a nickname. If you don’t like it, I’ll stick to—” 
 
   “No, no, it’s fine,” she cut him off. “I’ve just never really had a nickname before.” 
 
   “Are you okay?” He moved closer to her as he asked her again. 
 
   She looked a little perplexed by his question. “Of course, why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
   “Because . . . well . . .” He wasn’t sure how to best broach the subject of her not breathing when he came into the room. He decided to drop it and just keep an eye on her. Maybe she had sleep apnea. It wasn’t exactly an uncommon disorder after all. Pushing the worst of his worry out of his mind, he offered her a weak smile. “Listen, I was thinking about doing something a little different tonight.” 
 
   “Like what?” 
 
   “Dinner at my father’s place.” 
 
   She smiled brightly. “Oh, that sounds really nice. I’d love to meet him.” 
 
   He ran his statement through his head again and realized exactly how it could sound like he was inviting her along too. It hadn’t been his intention, but he couldn’t disappoint her by telling her the truth either. That he’d planned the evening to specifically not include her. 
 
   “When do we leave?” 
 
   He shrugged. “As soon as you’re ready.” 
 
   She stood and smoothed her clothes with her hands. “Let’s go then.” 
 
   “Okay, just let me—” He pointed behind him. “Keys.”
 
   When he went to get the car keys, he pulled out his phone and sent his father a quick text to let him know dinner would have to be for one more. He led Amity to the car and held the door for her. 
 
   “About earlier,” she started before faltering as he climbed in the driver’s seat. She twisted in her seat to meet his gaze. “At the diner, I didn’t mean to offend you or hurt you. I just didn’t plan for this.” 
 
   He froze, captured in her gaze. “Plan for what exactly?” 
 
   “For feeling this way about you,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt . . . so . . . so much for anyone before.” 
 
   Drew could hardly believe his ears. He’d hoped there was a possibility that she felt the same way, and here she was confessing to that fact, despite her clear affirmation of the just friends stance a few hours earlier. 
 
   “It’s ridiculous that you can make me feel this way because I’m—” She sighed and looked away. 
 
   “You’re what?” Drew’s heart was in his throat as he considered the many ways that sentence could end, each worse than the last. Gay. Married. Leaving. 
 
   “It’s hard to explain, but I just can’t . . . I’m not allowed to feel the things that I really want to let myself feel.” 
 
   Drew’s heart was pounding in his chest. He couldn’t even concentrate enough to drive. He pushed the key into the ignition, but then his hands fell to rest lamely in his lap. “What are you trying to say?” 
 
   “Just that I might have made a mistake, today I mean, and I wish I could have a do-over because I’m sure I would handle it differently.” 
 
   He ignored all pretense of trying to start the car and turned to look at Amity instead. “Do you mean that?” 
 
   She looked down at her hands. “Yes. No. I don’t know. I’m scared, Drew.” 
 
   “Of what?” 
 
   She scoffed. “Of everything. This is all so new. I don’t really know what to do.” 
 
   “Look at me, Am,” he murmured. Every ounce of desperation he felt for her was clear in his voice. 
 
   She twisted in her seat and the genuine fear in her eyes made his heart ache. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity wished she’d kept her mouth shut. It would have been so much easier dealing with everything if she’d just kept quiet. She knew her words had driven Drew’s hopes through the ceiling. She could feel his every emotion echoing through the tiny cabin of the car. It was stifling and made it almost impossible to breathe—it was hard to keep up the pretense of being a normal human without that small action. 
 
   When, at his insistence, she’d turned to look at Drew, her heart felt like it had stopped beating. He just stared at her for a moment. The desire and hope in his gaze was so intense that she was frozen like the proverbial deer. 
 
   She swallowed down everything that was bubbling inside of her, turning her insides into a tumultuous mess. “What?” 
 
   He smiled. The sight was dazzling, almost as if the clouds that had rested upon his brow since the day she’d first seen him had finally parted to allow the real Drew to shine through. “You don’t know how much I needed to hear that.” 
 
   “Drew, I—”
 
   He shook his hand to silence her. “Before you say anything else, I just wanted to say thank you. I don’t think you will ever realize how much you have done for me just by being at my side.” 
 
   He reached forward and brushed her hair behind her ear. With the movement, his fingertips stroked across the curve of her cheek and she was struck by the same pleasant jolt she’d felt when he’d drunkenly kissed her. 
 
   He dropped his hand to her side and leaned forward out of his seat, pressing his lips to the place his fingertips had just left. Amity closed her eyes and did what she could to hold her emotions in check as he did. His breath tickled across her cheek as he moved his mouth and touched his lips to the corner of hers. She instinctively jerked away from the contact.
 
   He stiffened at her reaction and pulled away as well. “I’m sorry. I must have . . . I thought you meant . . .” He groaned and ran his fingers through his hair. “I really shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” 
 
   She shook her head. “You didn’t. You don’t. It’s just—” She released her breath in a rush before burying her head in her hands and releasing a frustrated growl. After that did nothing to help her, she looked back at him. “When I said I wish I’d handled things better, I meant that I wished I’d explained better why we can’t do, well,” she brushed her fingertips over the spot where he’d kissed her, “that.” 
 
   Drew turned away. “I’m an idiot. I’ve misread every fucking sign you gave. You must think me pathetic.” 
 
   “No.” Her voice was earnest, and she hated that she’d let them end up in this place. The bubbling mess inside her was no better than his emotions, so she was being buffeted from outside as well as within. She reached out to touch her fingertips to his cheek, guiding him back to look at her. 
 
   She met his gaze and held it. He needed to know how she felt, deserved to know the truth—or at least what version of it she could give him. “I feel those things. God, do I feel them! It’s just that, us being together, it’s not a good idea, Drew.”
 
   He placed his hand over hers, holding it against his face. “Why not?” 
 
   “Because one day, maybe one day very soon, I’ll have to leave. And I don’t want to hurt you when I do.” 
 
   He leaned forward, his gaze piercing and full of longing. “I’m willing to take that risk.” 
 
   With as much care as she could, she extracted her hand from his hold. “I’m not. I can’t start anything more than the friendship we already have.” 
 
   She hated the words even as they came out, but she was already too deeply and personally involved in Drew’s case. She had to hurt him to help him, or there would be no escaping unscathed for either of them. 
 
   “Isn’t it my choice whether I want to take that risk?” 
 
   “It’s mine too,” she argued weakly. “I—I don’t want to get hurt either.” 
 
   “I think it’s too late for that, don’t you?” He reached for her hand, drawing it back to his face, her palm to his lips. Although the pain she’d experienced each time they’d touched still buzzed through her, there was an undercurrent of something different—something new. 
 
   She’d never been more scared of any simple movement before. All of the walls she’d built over the millennia erected themselves anew as her skin brushed his, but there was a tiny chink in her armor. He pressed his lips to her palm in an open-mouthed hiss, his eyes closed as if in prayer. The action, combined with her failing defenses was enough to let him penetrate her armor, and before she realized what she was allowing him to do, he pulled at truths he was never meant to see. She tried to stop the information from leaving her in a rush, but with her grace wrapped so tightly around his damaged soul, with her body and mind tuned so innately to his, it was impossible to stop. 
 
   “Drew,” she uttered in a broken whisper at the look of horror that crossed his face when he dropped her hand. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
   
 
 
   Drew's chest tightened as an influx of information flooded into him. He could barely believe what he was seeing—couldn’t understand the sheer enormity of the information. 
 
   Flashes of truth raced through his brain, one after the other. Him, his face, Becca, Evan, Rose—who's Rose—Evan, loss, death, cupid, angels, Heaven. He gasped for air as voices filled his head—voices that came from everywhere and nowhere all at once. He yanked himself away from Amity. His head pounded and he panted with effort to draw in any oxygen. 
 
   He heard Amity’s voice, but he couldn’t focus on the words she said. What was running on repeat in his mind instead was the fact that Amity had lied to him. She hadn’t stumbled across him in the bar, she’d stalked him there. She was in Flint for one reason, and one reason alone—him. The truth of it choked him, made him anxious to be gone. To be anywhere but in the car beside the one who had betrayed him. 
 
   Fat tears rolled down Amity's cheek as she watched him carefully. She opened her mouth to talk again, but he held up his hand to stop her. He didn't want to hear more. Not now. Maybe not ever. She'd lied to him. She wasn't a personal trainer. Wasn't a life coach. 
 
   She was a fucking angel—an actual, real-life, Heaven-dwelling, haloed, winged angel—and he had no idea how to even begin to process that. 
 
   Was everything a lie? 
 
   Gasping down another breath, he twisted around to face the front of the car and his fingers found the keys in the ignition. He wasn’t sure what he was doing—where he was going—he just knew he had to get away. Far away. He had to escape from the noise echoing through his head. Had to escape from Amity and the way she looked at him with fearful eyes like she was just waiting for him to crack—not that he could escape her entirely while she sat in his car. All he could do was hope that if he ignored her for long enough, she’d get the hint and disappear—like she apparently could if the images in his head were anything to go by. Suppressing a shudder, he pushed his focus back onto the car and tried to plan where he might go. 
 
   The fierce concentration on his possible route only lasted a few seconds before his anger grew to ridiculous levels. He'd just been thrust smack-bam into the middle of a Heavenly shit-storm without warning or consultation, and he was supposed to be fine with it? He'd had his heart stomped on all because he'd developed a crush on someone who was apparently pre-ordained to fall in love with someone who died fifty years ago. Then the one person who could have actually been his salvation—who he genuinely thought was helping him to heal—had lied to him. She’d made him believe that there was the possibility that she might feel the things for him that he was starting to feel for her and it meant nothing because it was all make-believe. 
 
   It was all bullshit!
 
   “Drew, what are you doing?” 
 
   Amity’s voice was the catalyst he needed to actually move somewhere. Steadfastly ignoring her, he pushed the button for the garage door, put the car into gear and reversed out onto the street. 
 
   “Drew, talk to me, please.” Amity pleaded beside him. “You're scaring me.” 
 
   He scoffed, but still refused to acknowledge her with words. Even as he drove the streets, he wasn’t certain where he was going or why, but he knew talking was the last thing he needed to do. He needed to act out; to hit something—someone—and vent his frustration at the situation he'd unwillingly been forced into. 
 
   “Drew, please?” Amity's voice was quiet, almost like she was in tears again. 
 
   He didn’t risk a glance to check though, because if he did, his anger would probably simmer away and at that moment, his anger was all he had left. 
 
   “I don't think you're coping with this very well.” 
 
   He snorted. Of course he wasn't coping with it well. How on earth did anyone expect him to cope with it? The world had just grown a thousand times bigger and more confusing than he’d ever thought it could be. Heaven, Hell, angels and cupids; they were all concepts so far outside the scope of any of Drew’s limited imaginings. 
 
   He tried to breathe and stop his chest from burning, but it didn’t stop his heart from aching. It was worse than when Becca had wordlessly confirmed she loved someone else. He scoffed, wondering what she would think if she knew the truth about the fucker who she fell for. Maybe he should enlighten her. 
 
   Even as he had the thought, a horrific notion struck him. What if she already knew? What if that was the reason she’d left Drew for Evan? Maybe the little cupid could offer her something Drew just couldn’t. 
 
   Drew shook off the thought. She hadn’t known . . . had she? 
 
   He’d arrived at his destination before he’d even consciously planned where he was going. 
 
   Amity reached for the steering wheel, yanking him off the road. The car struck the curb with a wicked thump. 
 
   Just like the last time I came here, he thought. He knew the reason for that now of course, had seen it all in the flashes he’d absorbed of Amity’s life stalking him. 
 
   “Don’t,” he snapped. He turned to her and snarled. “Don’t interfere. Don’t try to stop me. Just. Fucking. Don’t.” 
 
   She shrunk away from him. From the information he’d gleaned from her mind, he knew that she had more power than he could imagine. She had the power to strike him dead where he sat, yet she cowered from his anger. Despite that, there was no desire to smite him for his deeds buried in her gaze, just genuine concern. It disarmed him a little; but not enough to stop the course that was set in motion the moment he’d seen the truth. He threw open the car door, not willing to repeat the fuckery that came with his last attempted visit to Becca’s house. 
 
   Fuckery of Amity’s doing. 
 
   He hit the pavement hard, striding toward Becca’s house with deliberate steps. He didn’t care that it was practically dinnertime. Or that he might be interrupting Evan and Becca doing any number of things in the privacy of her house. 
 
   Serves him right if I do stop him from getting lucky. Drew even felt a little glee that the bastard who stole Becca from him might be about to lose her. It was like his hurt was vindicated by being able to inflict pain on someone else. The fact that Becca would then be available again barely registered with Drew—he certainly didn’t want her back. Not anymore. After everything he’d been through, he was just about ready to swear off relationships for life. Even if he wasn’t, a certain blonde had taken over every aspect of his desire at some point. 
 
   With Amity right on his heels, he marched down the street toward the little clapboard house that had, for a time, held some good memories for him. 
 
   “Drew, stop.” Amity’s voice was compelling. It forced his feet to halt and his body to freeze mid-stride. 
 
   He ground his teeth as he tried to will his body back under his control. Truthfully, he should have been concerned that Amity was able to compel him into action—or inaction as it was. It wasn’t his biggest issue though. The fact that she’d taken away his free will was more than he could stand. It reminded him of the first time he’d seen her, of the force pinning him in place and forcing him to notice her. The fact that it had been her the whole time was just fire on the flames of betrayal. 
 
   His voice was dangerous and low when he spoke. “If you ever felt anything even remotely like friendship for me, you will let me go. Right now.” 
 
   The force compelling him to remain stationery lessened and finally released him from its grip completely. 
 
   “Just please don’t hurt them.” Amity’s voice floated to him from behind, a quiet utterance he almost missed completely. He turned back to confirm she’d spoken, but she was already gone. 
 
   Good riddance, he thought. The moment the thought passed through him, he regretted it. Even though the relationship hadn’t been exactly what he’d thought it was, he had to admit that Amity had helped him—even if he admitted it begrudgingly. Maybe it wasn’t enough to avoid the sting of the truth completely, but for a time, she had helped. 
 
   Covering the last of the distance to Becca’s house in a number of long strides, Drew became possessed by his mission. He pounded on the door with his fist and shouted her name. 
 
   The door swung open to reveal Becca, dressed in a pair of flannelette pajamas, staring at him with brows pinched together in concern. 
 
   “Drew?”
 
   No, it’s the fucking Easter bunny. 
 
   “What are you doing here?” 
 
   “We need to talk.” He pushed past her before she had the chance to argue or slam the door shut in his face. 
 
   She let him pass without argument, but her confusion was clear and growing by the second. 
 
   “Becca, who is—” Evan asked as he came out from the kitchen. He used a dishtowel to dry his hands before throwing it over his shoulder. There was something a little different about him, but Drew couldn’t put his finger on it. Truth be told, he wasn’t really interested in trying. His question died on his lips as he spotted Drew. His brow pinched and he mashed his mouth into a hard line. “Oh. What do you want?” 
 
   A low growl rattled in Drew’s chest and he knew he wouldn’t be able to form any words to that fucking cupid, so he turned his back on Evan and moved closer to Becca. “Did you know?” 
 
   She met his gaze before her eyes flicked over his shoulder, no doubt searching out Evan. 
 
   “Know what?” she asked with an almost practiced caution. 
 
   “Did you know about him?” Drew waved his arm behind him in the direction he knew Evan stood. 
 
   Her skin paled and her gaze sought Evan more desperately. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
   “Bullshit!” 
 
   Becca jumped at Drew’s explosive shout, but he couldn’t feel sorry for her. She’d known that there was a bigger picture. She’d known about Heaven’s apparent plan. It was obvious in her eyes and clear from her lying lips. She’d known what Evan was, what he was doing and what he was capable of, yet she’d still strung Drew along. Even after everything had come out, after Drew had been left heartbroken and ready to beg for a second chance, she hadn’t taken two fucking seconds to tell him the truth—that he’d never stood a snowflake’s chance in Hell of winning her heart. That he’d been marked as the pathetic loser who’d get his heart broken by her even before they’d uttered a single word at his welcome home party. 
 
   Drew’s hands shook and he still couldn’t seem to get his breathing under control. 
 
   “Drew, maybe we should talk in private.” It was Evan’s voice from behind him that spoke. 
 
   Drew spun toward him, a response ready on his lips; a string of cuss words ready to fly at a moment’s notice and a threat agreeing to a private talk outside. 
 
   “No!” Becca leapt forward and grabbed Drew’s shoulder before he could take a step or utter a single one of the words he’d prepared. 
 
   Drew jolted at her touch, as it brought him crashing back to Earth. What was he doing? Why had he gone to Becca’s house? He was only torturing himself. 
 
   Why was he still there? 
 
   He’d just needed her to admit the truth, even though he knew it wouldn’t change a damn thing. He turned back toward Becca and lifted his gaze to meet hers, imploring her to be honest. “Did you know what he is?” 
 
   “Was.” It was her only response, and it confused Drew even more. 
 
   “What exactly is that supposed to mean?” he snapped as frustration boiled in him once more. 
 
   “It means that whatever you think you might have learned about me probably isn’t quite true anymore.” Evan’s voice was steady, lulling, but lacked the compelling quality it had held before—the same quality Amity’s voice had held when she’d tried to stop him. 
 
   Drew spun on him. “So you’re not a cupid sent from Heaven to fuck up my life?” 
 
   “No. Not anymore.” 
 
   Drew felt his lips curling into a sneer and he was ready to leap. 
 
   Evan put his hands up in a gesture of peace. “What I mean is, I can see why you’d think that, but you have to understand there was no malicious intent.” He smiled and issued a small chuckle. “Well, at least not at first. I can’t say I didn’t want you out of the picture once I’d realized how desperately I loved Becca though.” 
 
   He looked over at Becca with such love and reverence that Drew wanted nothing more than to smack him in the mouth to wipe the look off his face. Drew’s teeth ground together audibly and Evan looked back at him. 
 
   “But it was never our intention for you to be stuck in the middle of everything going on. Neither of us wanted you to be hurt.” 
 
   During Evan’s speech, Becca had crossed to his side and taken his hand. She returned his love-struck look with a matching one of her own. 
 
   “Becca has a voice, doesn’t she?” Drew said, glaring at Becca. 
 
   Becca drew Evan’s hand in front of her, almost as a shield, and clasped it between both of her own. “I do. But Evan knows what I want to say.” 
 
   “Which is?” 
 
   “That I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt you, Drew. It’s just that Evan”—she turned to look at him with a matching reverential stare—“well, he was a cupid, but he was never actually assigned to match me up with anyone else. It’s just that neither of us really understood what that meant until it was too late.”
 
   “Heaven doesn’t really issue concrete instructions,” Evan added. “It’s all to do with free will.” 
 
   Drew stared between the two of them talking about Heaven, cupid, and instructions as though it was all just a normal part of everyday life. 
 
   “Has the whole fucking world gone crazy?” he snarled.
 
   “It’s a lot to take in,” Becca said. “But eventually it makes sense. And I guess it’s nice to know that someone has your back.”
 
   Drew was incredulous. “Has my back? Has my fucking back? Are you fucking kidding me?” 
 
   Becca and Evan looked at each other in confusion. 
 
   “If this shit is Heaven having my back, I’d hate to see what would happen if I pissed them off.” 
 
   “How did you find out about all of this anyway?” Evan asked. 
 
   Drew snorted. “An angel. Someone who knows all about your past. Amity, she’s—” 
 
   “Amity?” Evan repeated, cutting Drew off. Evan’s brow was set deep in a frown as though he was trying to place the name but was coming up blank. 
 
   “Amity? The one you said is helping you?” Becca asked, before pressing on as though Drew had actually confirmed it. “An angel?” 
 
   “A female angel?” Evan asked, almost over the top of Becca. “I’ve never heard of a female angel.”
 
   The calamity of sound and Amity’s name being said over and over in conjunction with the word angel was too much for Drew to stand. He didn’t need this confrontation anymore, not as much as he needed silence and space to think. 
 
   “I’ve got to go,” he said, stalking back out of the house without waiting to say a proper goodbye. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity caught sight of Drew leaving the house and raced to catch him. 
 
   “Drew, listen, I never—”
 
   He held up his hand to silence her. “I don’t want to listen. You lied to me, Am. I thought . . .” he sighed as his head dropped to look at the ground in front of him and his hand fell to his side. “You know, never mind, it doesn’t matter what I thought. You lied to me.” 
 
   “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to get hurt. I haven’t done this in so long.” 
 
   “I told you what was happening to me. I told you that I couldn’t keep my secrets secret. I told you the impact it was having on me and you knew it was your fault. You knew that, and you let me believe I was going crazy anyway.” 
 
   “I never meant for you to think that. I screwed up, Drew. I’ve made some terrible mistakes.” Tears rolled down her cheeks and her voice hitched. She thought of all the mistakes she’d made, of the ones that had led to Rose’s death, to Evan’s suicide, to the exact point she now found herself—standing on the precipice of the unknown, practically professing her love to a human. Peter’s words raced through her mind.
 
   “You’ll know.”
 
   He’d been right after all, because she knew. She loved Drew. He might have just been the best damn thing that had ever happened to her, and she’d screwed it up. She was supposed to be healing him, but in so many ways, he’d ended up healing her. And now, she could tell she either had to convince him to forgive her, or she would lose him entirely. An eternity of knowing she’d screwed up the best thing she’d almost had would be her punishment for failing him.
 
   But she couldn’t be with him either. If she pursued a relationship with him, something more than just friends, eventually they’d break Heaven’s rules. They’d both face punishment for that. 
 
   She wanted him as badly as she needed to leave. 
 
   “My choices, my mistakes, have cost people their lives, Drew, yet none of it, none, has hurt as much as this does.” She clutched her hands to her chest and tried to stifle the sob that rose to her lips. 
 
   Drew closed his eyes. “You could have told me,” he murmured. 
 
   “You wouldn’t have believed me.” She brushed her fingertips over his cheek. Because the pathways that had been opened up during their last touch were still wide open, so she knew Drew could feel exactly how much everything hurt her, and his pain was just adding to it. He would also be able to see the truth in her words that she would have to leave again soon. Love between an angel and a human was forbidden. She was faltering, ready to give in to it all, but terrified of what might happen to her—and to him—if she gave in to everything she felt. 
 
   “This is me, Drew,” she said. “This is the truth. There’s nothing else but this.” 
 
   With the connection still echoing through her body, she could feel Drew. She knew his instincts screamed at him to run. Just like he had done with Becca. Like he had done most of his life if he was completely honest with himself. Only she could feel his resistance to it. He didn’t want to run anymore. Not from Amity. The sight of her tears disarmed him, and made him yearn to wrap her in his embrace until all the pain had left them both. She wanted to tell him he should. She wanted to feel his arms around her. She wanted to give in to his strength and offer him her own in return. But she couldn’t. 
 
   A sob hitched her breath as she let slip all of her truths. Her pain. The fact that she had to leave him anyway. The fact that she couldn’t love him—not because she didn’t, but because it was forbidden. She could see the exact moment Drew decided what to do next, yet she could do nothing to buffer her heart against the pain as he stepped away from her touch.
 
   “Leave me alone, Amitiel.” 
 
   She flinched away from his use of her real name, just as he’d known she would. 
 
   “I want nothing more to do with you.” His voice was steady, calm. If she hadn’t just been privy to his most private thoughts, she might have thought his words were true. 
 
   “Drew, please,” she sobbed. “I don’t want it to end like this.”
 
   “Leave. Me. Alone.” His voice was a low hiss. 
 
   She shook her head. “Not like this, please?” she begged, taking a step toward him, which he countered with another backward step until he stood in the middle of the road. 
 
   “You said it yourself, you’ll have to leave anyway.” 
 
   She sighed and dropped her hand. “I know. And that hasn’t changed, but I don’t want you to hate me.” 
 
   “We both know this was doomed to fail from the start. You can’t even be yourself with me.” 
 
   She closed her eyes and loosened her hold on the layers of humanity her grace was wrapped in. She allowed as much of her angelic self to shine though as she dared. “This is me.” 
 
   His awe-struck look faded almost as soon as it appeared. “Maybe, but it’s not enough. I’m sorry, Amitiel, but it’s not enough.” 
 
   He turned and walked back to his car with his head hanging low and his shoulders slumped, leaving Amity to experience the heart-wrenching pain of true heartbreak alone. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
   
 
 
   Drew drove away from the scene trying desperately hard not to glance in his rearview mirror at Amity standing, watching him leave. She’d opened herself to him, shown him every part of herself, even the flawed parts she kept hidden away, yet he’d left her. He’d told her he didn’t want her around anymore. 
 
   Of course, it was a lie. 
 
   A blatant and painful lie, but he hoped it would protect him in the long run. The only consolation he felt in the whole screwed-up situation was that she hadn’t dumped him for another man. She’d genuinely had feelings for him. He felt the truth of that radiating through their connection. But he’d also felt her pain. Her confusion. Her agony at his touch. He’d felt her desire to remove the hurt from him, and to correct the things she’d done to him to try to fix the heartbreak Becca had inflicted on him. Amity’s intentions were noble, but she’d fucked it up. 
 
   Drew growled at the empty car, certain that if Amity wanted to catch up with him, she could have without too much thought or effort. The fact that she hadn’t just confirmed all the reasons he’d been right to refuse to stay with her and allow his heart to open up to her anymore. It would have only ended with him embarrassing himself further, not to mention causing himself so much extra pain considering he had been falling for her a little more every damn day. 
 
   He drove toward his father’s house, not really feeling like dinner, but knowing that he couldn’t return home either. Not yet. It was so full of reminders of Amity that he wasn’t sure he’d ever be comfortable there again. 
 
   It was only when Drew climbed from the car at his dad’s that he realized he’d told his dad that there would be an extra guest for dinner. Because of that simple text, there would be a litany of questions over why he’d shown up alone. 
 
   As expected, he was greeted at the door by his father and Addy, and the question he was dreading. 
 
   “I thought we were having another for dinner tonight?” his father asked. 
 
   “The plans changed,” was all Drew could manage. Then he had to grind his teeth together to stop from saying more as his father proceeded to berate him for being selfish. 
 
   “Addy’s been slaving over this meal ever since you invited yourself over today. She went out of her way to prepare another dish when you said you were bringing someone because the original menu wouldn’t have been enough for the four of us. Couldn’t you have at least called to let us know that you’d changed your mind again?” 
 
   Drew flexed and released his fingers, forming and reforming a fist over and over, as he listened as his father lectured him. 
 
   Addy seemed to sense there was something bigger going on and she placed a hand on her husband’s chest to silence his tirade. 
 
   “Are you okay, Drew, honey?” she asked, moving to place her hand on his shoulder. 
 
   Drew’s guilt over leaving Amity on the side of the road, his ache over going to Becca’s house to stir up things that were better left unsaid, and even his particularly cruel treatment of Addy over the years, all came crashing down on him the instant her fingertips touched his shoulder and he broke down. With a shake of his head, he fell into her open arms, and allowed her to comfort him. She was the next best thing to his own mother—possibly better because he couldn’t remember his mother ever offering such unwavering support. 
 
   When Becca decided she loved Evan instead, it had brought Drew close to the edge, but he’d never imagined crying genuine tears over something as silly as lost love. Not willingly. Now, with the Amity-sized hole beginning to work its way through his heart and soul, he couldn’t imagine not grieving for everything he’d lost. 
 
   Before he could really comprehend what was happening, he’d been led to the sofa and handed a stiff drink. He tossed it back before going on a rambling outburst about his terrible behavior. By the time his tongue had stopped wagging, he’d told his father and Addy everything about Becca, how she’d made him feel and how it had ended. He’d been able to hold himself together just enough to avoid mentioning any of the supernatural elements of the story, but that was only one of a very few things he was able to hold inside. The other was Amity. He couldn’t bring himself to talk about her, even though those wounds were the worst at that moment. 
 
   After he’d finished, his Dad gave Addy a look that asked for some space, and then left the room. He returned seconds later with something he’d retrieved from his study. When he placed it on Drew’s lap, Drew recognized it as the wedding album from his parents’ wedding. Vivid memories of his mother pouring over it in the weeks and months leading up to her decision to uproot his life in Flint to follow her dreams rushed into Drew’s head.
 
   He didn’t understand what it had to do with anything though, or why his father had handed it to him. Drew turned over the first page, and looked at the inscription on the title page. 
 
   Dale Petersen and Eleanor Conn. 
 
   “I loved your mother more than anything,” his father said quietly. “Until you came along of course.”
 
   Drew flipped over the pages while his father spoke, still not understanding the point of the photo album or the words his dad uttered. 
 
   “We were happy. For so long, we were happy. And then one day . . .” 
 
   Drew flipped the page again, and a note fell out. 
 
   “Dale, I am no longer satisfied with our union. You have been a wonderful father and an adequate husband. However, I can no longer be stifled by your expectations. I need my own career. I have been offered the chance of reclaiming the position offered to me fresh from college, and I have decided that I am going to do what I should have done many years ago. Andrew will of course be coming with me. With regret, Eleanor.” 
 
   Drew frowned as he read the letter. It seemed so impersonal. So like his mother. 
 
   “I never knew anything was wrong. I never even suspected that your mother was unhappy. Until I got that note, I thought our lives were perfect.” 
 
   Even now, years later and happily married to someone else, the note still affected Drew’s father. It was clear in the hitch of his voice and the way he avoided eye contact when Drew looked up at his pacing form. 
 
   Drew still didn’t understand exactly what the note and the album were supposed to mean though. Why his dad had given them to him.
 
   “She broke my heart that day,” his father continued. “It came out of nowhere and it was almost enough to destroy me. There were days when I seriously contemplated ending it all.”
 
   Drew swallowed heavily as his father talked about being suicidal. It had never occurred to him that the marriage breakdown had affected either party so severely. Even though he’d been a bit of a self-absorbed teen at the time that it happened, he’d thought he had known the truth. He’d assumed that the split was a natural, and fairly amicable, one. It was a revelation to find that wasn’t the case. His hands shook as he held the note up and read it again. No matter how many times Drew read the words, the pain in them—both from giver and to receiver—was evident. It gave the words a power that almost seemed to crackle off the page.
 
   “Do you regret marrying her then?” Drew asked around the knot in his throat. He couldn’t ask the more dangerous question—did his father regret having him?
 
   “No. Even at my darkest times, and still to this day, I don’t regret that. Despite everything, I have never regretted the time I had with your mother.” 
 
   At the words, it clicked with Drew what his father was saying—in his own roundabout way. He chuckled despite the weight on his heart. “Are you trying to tell me that it’s better to have loved and lost than to never have loved at all?” 
 
   “Maybe not quite in those words, but yes, I guess I am. I know how you felt about Becca before you left. I was so happy when I learned that you two had decided to make a go of it. Sometimes fantasies are just that, though. One day, you’ll meet someone that will make you the best you that you can be. They’ll make what you had with Becca feel meaningless by comparison.” 
 
   Drew didn’t have the heart to tell his father that he thought he might have already found that someone. Found and lost again to be more precise. 
 
   Never really had in the first place. 
 
   He wished there was some way of reversing time and going back to the moments before he decided to leave Orange County. True, his life then had been a tad on the predictable and dull side, but he’d also never felt the sting of rejection. He’d never had fun, had never bowled, never watched stupid kids’ movies just for the heck of it, and had never walked in a dangerous park late at night in the cold while eating ice cream either.
 
   “Cathy thinks I should just get away from it all for a while,” Drew said. 
 
   “I think that’s a good idea. She’s a smart woman.” 
 
   “Don’t you need me at the hospital though?” 
 
   “This may come as a shock to you, but the hospital doesn’t stop operating just because one doctor doesn’t turn up for work. I’ve taken you off most of the rotations anyway because I was concerned about you. Take a week, two even, and I think your patients will thank you for it. You’re no good distracted like you are.” 
 
   “I guess you’re right. How soon can you arrange for me to leave?” 
 
   “You can leave tonight if you want. I’ve already lined up a contingency plan after what happened with Mr. O’Brien today.” 
 
   Drew groaned into his hands as he recalled the terrible slip of his tongue. 
 
   “It won’t go any further, this time, but I can’t guarantee that will be the case if anything like that happens again. You’re just lucky that Becca—”
 
   “I know, Dad. It’s not like I meant to say it.” 
 
   Dale placed his hand on Drew’s shoulder. “I know. That’s why I know you need some time to yourself. But first, let’s eat.” 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity watched Drew drive away for as long as she dared. Then she spun on her heels, only to wind up face-to-face with Michael. 
 
   “What did you do?” he asked, nodding in the direction in which Drew’s taillights had disappeared. 
 
   “I’m not in the mood for this,” she said. She took two steps to get away from him, the first in Flint, the second in LA. It was still too early for the nightclub she’d materialized in to be opened, but she hoped for some peace and quiet in the somewhat familiar surroundings. She clutched the sink in front of her and closed her eyes. 
 
   “Do you believe I will let you shake me that easily?” Michael’s voice was right behind her, even though she was in the ladies’ bathroom. 
 
   “Can’t you just leave it alone, Michael?” she begged. She really couldn’t deal with her overbearing brother so soon after what had just happened. 
 
   “What is wrong, Amitiel?” 
 
   She flinched at the name, a harsh reminder of Drew using it to drive her away only a short time earlier. The sound of it was like a stake to the heart and in that moment. She hated her given name more than she ever had before. “I’ve told you, it’s Amity. And I asked you to leave it alone.” 
 
   He put his hand on her shoulder and spun her around. “You know better than that. I cannot just leave it when you are so upset. It clouds my judgement.” 
 
   “I shouldn’t have taken the assignment. I should have just left it all how it was. I was okay before you made me do this.” Tears pricked her eyes, but she wouldn’t let them fall while Michael was nearby. 
 
   “Talk to me, Amity. That is why I’m here. Tell me what happened.” He used his compulsive tone on her, even though it didn’t work as well on other angels. 
 
   “You mean you weren’t watching over me with your all-knowing radar?” 
 
   “Contrary to your obvious belief, I do not spend my every waking minute watching over everything, just as you do not personally oversee the deliverance of every truth in the world.” 
 
   “I’m not in the mood for your crap, Michael. Is there something you wanted?” 
 
   “All I wanted was to check that you were all right.” 
 
   “I’m fine,” she lied. There was no way she could explain to Michael the intricacies of what she was going through. Even if he gleaned what he could from her grace, it was likely to be the jumble of random thoughts racing through her own mind. She had no clarity on anything, but unfortunately, the only person who could help her gain that clarity didn’t want to see her again. 
 
   It’s probably for the best, she lied to herself. 
 
   “I just wasn’t ready to go on an assignment. Especially not this one. You should have listened when I said I was on vacation.” 
 
   Michael wrapped his arms around her, and she felt his grace envelop her as well. “Amitiel, you are stronger than you believe, wiser than you’ll acknowledge, and better than you let yourself be. You feel so much more than any of us. You always have. I know Drew is still hurting. I can feel that much. You need to help him heal or he will be doomed to misery for his remaining days.” 
 
   Amity huffed out a breath, trying to force her irritation at Michael’s words from her body together with the air. “He doesn’t want to see me again. What exactly would you have me do?”
 
   “He doesn’t have to see you. You know that. I am certain you will find the best way to resolve this situation if you just allow yourself to be true to who you are.” 
 
   In spite of herself, and the tangles she’d tied her heart and mind into, Amity felt a little spurred by his words. She wasn’t sure she could deal with being in close proximity to Drew without the benefit of talking to him, but it was certainly an option until he could heal his wounds himself. Nothing good would come from running. Michael was right. It would only hurt Drew more if she did. Besides, she’d run, in one method or another, for far too long. With her decision firming in her mind, she looked up at Michael, and offered him a genuine smile of gratitude. “I—I think I know what to do now.” 
 
   She just needed to find the courage to do it and call in a few favors to guarantee some private time. She could only hope Peter would be willing to help and that Drew would be willing to agree. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
   
 
 
   After the depressed start to dinner at his father’s house, Drew actually found himself enjoying being out of the house filled with reminders of the two women he’d cared for. Eventually, his father and Addy were able to take his mind off the day he’d had and he was able to relax a little. If he’d been in any doubt over his choice to take a break from the shit that life had thrown at him in the last few weeks, it was completely removed by the time he left his father’s house. In fact, by the time he’d slid behind the wheel of his car, he had a solid plan in place and a promise to his father to return in a week without the baggage he’d carried around with him since Becca had unceremoniously dumped him. 
 
   His plan was to do the one thing that Amity had been trying to get him to do since she’d first appeared in his life: to do something spontaneous and fun. After getting home and packing his suitcase, he slept restlessly as the reality of what he was going to do settled over him as a growing knot in his stomach. It was crazy and impulsive—everything he wasn’t but maybe needed to be for a while. 
 
   Early the next morning, he drove straight for the airport with his passport and luggage. He strode up to the first desk he saw and slapped his credit card onto the counter. 
 
   “One return ticket to anywhere,” he said with a confidence he didn’t really feel. 
 
   The man behind the counter, Ted according to the name badge pinned to his immaculately pressed suit, appraised Drew with barely concealed contempt. For a moment, Drew regretted getting dressed in such a hurry, he’d just been so anxious to get moving before he became so paralyzed with fear over the unknown that he backed out entirely. 
 
   “I’m sorry, sir, I need to input a destination.” 
 
   “The next flight, where’s it going?” 
 
   Ted raised an eyebrow at him before turning to his computer with what appeared to be a deliberate slowness. He hmm’d and typed, before pausing to give Drew another withering glare, sighing, and turning back to type in a few more lazy letters. 
 
   “Well?” Drew asked as his irritation got the better of him. 
 
   “It’s going to Chicago.” 
 
   “One ticket to Chicago then.” 
 
   “I’m sorry, sir, the soonest I can get you on a plane to Chicago would be tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
   “But you just said the next flight’s going there.” 
 
   “It is, sir,” each time Ted said the word, he sneered it just a little more. He clearly thought Drew was being a menace or wasting the airline’s precious time. “But that flight is fully booked.” 
 
   “What about the flight after that?” Drew asked. He was over the conversation already. 
 
   If he’d known spontaneous was going to earn such contempt, he would have planned in advance. 
 
   “Tampa Bay.” 
 
   “Are there any seats available?” 
 
   “There are two seats.” 
 
   “Well, I’ll take that one then.”
 
   “So you don’t want a ticket to Chicago?” 
 
   “No.” 
 
   “Just a second, please,” Ted said before muttering something under his breath. A moment later, he returned to his slow tapping on the keys. 
 
   In an attempt to avoid saying something overly rude to the booking clerk from Hell, Drew turned to survey the slowly growing crowd around him. A giggling couple raced to the next counter, spoke with the woman with the perfectly coiffed hair standing behind it for a few moments, handed over their credit card, and then received tickets almost immediately. Drew was starting to regret his choice in helpers when Ted cleared his throat. 
 
   “I’m sorry, sir, there are no seats available on that flight.”
 
   Drew’s fingers curled into fists and he took a couple of deep breaths. “I just want the next ticket on the next flight that is leaving this airport with a free seat that I can purchase. Do you think you might possibly be able to manage that?” 
 
   Ted looked down his beak-like nose at Drew. “I am trying to help you, sir. I do not need to accept your attitude.” 
 
   Drew blinked in disbelief. “My attitude? My attitude?” he practically shouted at the clerk. 
 
   “If you don’t calm down, sir, I will have to call my manager.” 
 
   “Call your fucking manager,” Drew said, hoping that Ted’s manager might be able to get him to actually do his job sometime before Drew strangled him. “And maybe we can discuss the incompetence of the staff here.” 
 
   Ted gasped in surprise and looked like he was going to say something, but then his eyes focused on a spot over Drew’s right shoulder. Whatever he saw, he appreciated. 
 
   Drew turned to look in the same direction. When he saw what had caught the clerk’s eye, he stopped breathing. Gliding toward the desk where he stood, was a blonde-haired angel. Literally. He wondered why Amity was there after the way things had ended the night before. Hadn’t he made it clear that he wanted her gone—with his words at least even if he hadn’t meant them in his heart. Why she was dressed in a skin-tight, red mini-dress was another mystery, but one he was less inclined to worry about when he at least had the chance to study her one last time. 
 
   When his gaze met hers, and her lips curled into a cautious smile, his heart leapt into his throat. He swallowed hard to push down the emotions that the sight of her, smiling and strolling toward him, stirred within him. 
 
   Knowing he didn’t want to have a confrontation with Amity in front of the obnoxious Ted, Drew moved away from the desk without another word. As he moved, dragging his suitcase along behind him, Amity started to walk faster, racing toward him with a greater urgency. In fact, her ever quickening strides made him think something must have been dreadfully wrong. Had she been sent by Heaven to deliver even worse news than everything he’d learned so far? 
 
   He found his own steps quickening to cover the distance between them, the wheels on his suitcase click-clicking loudly behind him in protest to his speed. As soon as he was in earshot, he murmured her name. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asked, his concern leeching into his voice. 
 
   Her pace slowed and she frowned. “Wrong?” 
 
   “I just thought . . .” he trailed off as he tried to articulate the concerns that had raced through his mind when he’d seen her. “It’s just that, well, after last night, I didn’t think I’d ever see you again.”
 
   “Why not?” Her expression was enigmatic, making it impossible for Drew to judge the meaning of her words. “Just because you told me you didn’t want to?” 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity sucked in a comforting breath, preparing to put it all out there. She would either be rewarded or rebuffed—but at least there wouldn’t be any lies and Drew would know everything. 
 
   “I don’t think that’s enough to keep me away,” she admitted. 
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   She stepped closer to him, so close she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. With her heart beating a million miles a minute, she placed her palm over his cheek. “I mean, I want you, Drew. I know it’s wrong and I can’t promise you forever, but I can’t leave things the way they are.” 
 
   Drew lifted his hand and placed it over hers. He closed his eyes and exhaled a shaky breath. 
 
   Because of the connection between them, she knew exactly how he was feeling. Without words, he affirmed everything she felt—everything she’d hoped that he felt. 
 
   “What are you doing here?” she asked. 
 
   “I was trying to do what you wanted me to do: get away. But Napoleon there wouldn’t sell me a ticket.” He swung his hand back in the direction of the clerk, who was gaping openly at the pair. 
 
   Amusement danced in Amity’s eyes, but her voice was somber when she spoke. “Can we go somewhere to talk?” 
 
   Drew wanted to, so badly, but he didn’t want to open himself up to the heartbreak that he knew was inevitable. “I’m not sure there is much more to say.” 
 
   “Please? I have something important to discuss with you.”
 
   Despite clear reluctance, he nodded. Amity followed a few steps behind as he led the way back to his car. The emotional aura emanating from him was almost palpable. Amity wished she could say something to put his mind at ease, but there was no way of telling him what she needed to talk to him about—she had to show him. She only hoped she was doing the right thing. 
 
   When they were secluded away in the privacy afforded by the cabin, he rested his head back against the seat. “What was it that you wanted to say?”
 
   “I’m sorry, Drew. This might hurt a little.” 
 
   She took one of his hands in hers before pressing her other against his temple and hitting him with the full force of her grace. Then she left Earth behind once more, not allowing any part of herself to stay behind—after all, she didn’t want to be found. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
   
 
 
   Drew opened his eyes as the sound of crashing waves replaced the roar that had occupied his mind since the moments after Amity’s apology. He tried to remember what had happened exactly, but he couldn’t. All he could recall was a white light, brighter than anything he’d ever seen in his life, and a roaring sound that had rushed past his ears and overtaken every part of his being. He dropped his hand from Amity’s and took a step back from her. 
 
   “What the Hell?” he cried out in shock. Nothing that he’d ever experienced before had even remotely prepared him for whatever had just happened. 
 
   Amity’s eyes danced with amusement. “You’re looking in the wrong direction. There are some advantages to being a Heavenly being. This is one of them, but unfortunately, the trip won’t be as gentle for you.” 
 
   “What are you talking about?” 
 
   Before he’d even had a chance to fully absorb the fact that he was standing on a golden beach somewhere in the world, only God—and Amity, Drew supposed—knew exactly where, he realized that both his and Amity’s outfits were different than they had been only seconds earlier. Amity was in a white, practically see-through dress that left very little to the imagination. Drew had miraculously changed into a pair of white board shorts and a light-blue collared shirt that was hanging open, exposing his chest and stomach. 
 
   After assessing his outfit, all while trying to work out if he had in fact become certifiably insane, he lifted his gaze to the horizon again. Despite the situation he found himself in—not that he knew exactly what that situation was—he had to admire the beauty in his surroundings. As he turned a full circle, he saw a brown wooden shack rising out of a dense forest. It looked almost designed to impede on the view as little as possible.
 
   In both directions, the land curved back on itself almost immediately; the island, or peninsula, they were on must have been rather small. It didn’t escape Drew’s notice that the water surrounding the pristine shoreline was the soft azure blue of Amity’s eyes and the white sand on the beach almost perfectly matched the color of her hair. 
 
   “What’s happening?” he asked. “Where are we?” 
 
   “You probably don’t want to know the answer to that,” Amity said in an amused tone. When he met her gaze, it was full of something he couldn’t read—fear maybe but that was in such contrast to her tone that he didn’t understand it. 
 
   “How did we get here?” He found it impossible to wrap his head around the fact that a minute ago, they were in Flint, and now they were somewhere completely different—and in different clothes no less. 
 
   “You wanted to get away.” 
 
   “To see somewhere new and try to have some fun; not to avoid civilization altogether.” 
 
   At his words, Amity’s smile sunk. Despite everything that had happened the previous day, he hated seeing her so crestfallen. 
 
   “I mean, it’s beautiful,” he said to backtrack. “It’s just . . . well, where are we?” 
 
   Amity laughed, filling the air with the tinkering of bells that had an almost Pavlovian reaction on his cock. He willed away the feeling, knowing he couldn’t have that with her. That was part of the issue they’d found themselves in, wasn’t it?—well, that and the fact that she’d lied to him. 
 
   Although hadn’t she said herself that she wanted him? His mind wandered down the dangerous path, remembering her words at the airport. She had something important to tell him, but why did she have to bring him to . . . well, to wherever he was, to tell him? 
 
   “I still don’t think you want to know, but we’re together and I can guarantee we won’t be interrupted for at least a week. Surely that’s what matters?” 
 
   “Maybe, but—” 
 
   She cut him off with a finger pressed against his lips. “Just think about whether the where is really that important. If it is, ask me once again and I’ll tell you. Otherwise, just trust me when I say that I’m sure you’d rather not know.”
 
   The touch of her warm skin against his lips sent a shiver down Drew’s spine. His board shorts did nothing to hide the reaction that her presence caused on his body. Even as the thought struck him, Amity’s gaze trailed down his body and she released a small but wanton sigh when she spotted the prominent bulge. 
 
   She dropped her finger away from his mouth. Drew’s heart leapt into his mouth as Amity’s fingertips trailed down his chest and over his stomach until she palmed his cock through the thin material. 
 
   His breathing sped and he closed his eyes at the sensation. A needful moan passed his lips even with the warnings Amity had given him ringing in his head. Letting himself fall for her would only end in heartache, but as she made her move, he found himself not caring. 
 
   “This week is about wish fulfilment,” she purred as she moved closer to him, close enough that their bodies were touching. “Anything that you want, you can have.” 
 
   It was hard to concentrate on the reasons he should argue against what was happening when his entire focus was on the small circles she traced with her fingers. 
 
   She stood on tiptoes, leaning against him. It was immediately clear that she had very little—if anything—on underneath her slip of a dress. Through the thin material, her perked nipples rubbed against his chest as she pressed her body against his. Her hand moved from his cock to his back, trapping him in her presence. “Anything that we both want,” she whispered against his cheek with heated breath. 
 
   She wrapped her other arm around his neck and touched her lips to his, light little caresses that wiped his ability to think of anything else but her mouth and her touch. 
 
   “I want this,” she breathed between soft kisses. “I want you.” 
 
   Drew felt an almost palpable relief run through him as she invaded his every sensation and left him with little choice but to accept everything she offered. One arm snaked around her waist, pulling her closer. His other found her hair, his fingers dipping into the silken threads. Nothing existed for him except for the sensation of her body yielding against his own. The power he felt about bringing this heavenly creature to her metaphorical knees just as she’d done to him was as heady a drug as Drew had ever tasted. 
 
   Amity’s touch was divine. Her lips tasted like honey, and when her tongue swept forward to brush against his, it was like nothing he’d ever experienced before. Every other kiss, the touch of every other woman he’d ever caressed, faded into the distant past as he reveled in his present with her. 
 
   In his future. 
 
   The thought was enough to stop him cold. 
 
   He had no future with Amity, and he had no right to be dreaming of one. They had nothing beyond this stolen kiss on a secluded beach. Loosely gripping the top of Amity’s arm, he pushed her away. Her face fell and her eyes practically screamed with hurt and rejection as he stepped away from her. Although he longed to wipe the pain away, he only knew one way and he couldn’t do that without risking replacing it with greater agony when things ended. 
 
   “What am I doing?” he murmured as he turned away from her. 
 
   “You’re letting go,” she replied, placing her hand on his arm. Her look was pleading, imploring him to continue what they’d started moments earlier. 
 
   “Letting go of what?” 
 
   She brushed her fingers over his forehead, trailing fingertips through his hair. “Of who you used to be. Of the hurt. Of the assumption that you have to be the best of everything in order to have a happy life. Of the fact that you have to have a plan for the future in order to live in the now.” 
 
   He breathed out a mirthless chuckle. “Why did you have to be so perfect?” 
 
   Moving closer to her again, he pushed his fingers into her hair. The movement wasn’t guided by lust as much as it was by sorrow. 
 
   Closing his eyes, he rested his forehead against hers. He didn’t have any words that could fix everything; had none of his usual confidence to deal with the situation laid out in front of him. The truth was he was terrified of letting himself feel anything more for the beguiling angel than he already did. Then again, he wasn’t sure it was possible to feel more for her anyway. 
 
   “Why did it have to be like this?”
 
   “I’ve only ever been what you needed me to be.” She ran her hands around his waist. “But then, you impossibly became everything I needed you to be as well. And that’s why I—I made a mistake. A terrible one. I fell for you.”
 
   “Falling for me was a mistake?” He opened his eyes and met her gaze. There was no way he could pretend that the words didn’t sting. 
 
   She dropped her eyes to focus on his mouth. Her lip quivered as she spoke. “Yes, it was. What we feel is frowned upon, Drew. If my brothers found out, it wouldn’t work out well for either of us.” 
 
   “That’s why you’d have to leave anyway?” Drew asked to clarify her statements from the day before. He wasn’t sure whether he was supposed to feel cheered that she really did love him, or depressed because it meant nothing anyway. 
 
   She nodded. “And it’s also why we’re here.” 
 
   He tilted his head in confusion. 
 
   “Here, we’re somewhat protected from, well, from everyone who would rather us not be together. We’re cloaked from their prying grace—err, eyes.” 
 
   “Why? How?” 
 
   “Because this place”—she closed her eyes and sighed—“it doesn’t really exist.” 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity regretted her choice of words as soon as they were free. She hadn’t wanted to explain what she’d had to do to get this slice of privacy for the two of them, at least not this early into their time together. Mostly because she was worried that Drew might be mad enough about what she’d done to get them some space that he’d demand to leave immediately. Although, it was probably only fair that he did know. Better having to return him home straight away than to lead him on and let him think they were somewhere on Earth. 
 
   He frowned. “What do you mean?” 
 
   “This”—she spread her arms out wide to indicate the small island—“is Heaven.” 
 
   Drew laughed. Then he must have realized she was serious. 
 
   “What did you do to me?” His frown returned, deeper than before, as he patted his body as if it might have suddenly evaporated without him realizing. “Am I dead?” 
 
   She dropped her head to look at the beach beneath her feet. She toed the sand a few times in an attempt to stall. It really shouldn’t have been so hard to angel-up and tell him the truth. 
 
   “Amity,” he said, his tone compelling her to answer. 
 
   She took a deep breath before swallowing down her fear to tell him the truth. “No, not dead, but right about now, airport security will be finding you slumped over in your car. In a coma.” 
 
   “A coma?” he yelped. “Are you serious?” 
 
   She looked at him with pleading eyes, imploring him to understand. A coma really was the lesser of two evils when it came to finding this way to be alone together—if only for a stolen moment. “It was the only way I could get you here, at least without actually killing you.” 
 
   His eyes widened with fear. “You put me in a coma?” 
 
   “To spend some time with you,” she justified. 
 
   “You put me in a coma so we could have a date?” His tone was incredulous. 
 
   Dread trickled down her spine. She’d worried that he would take her truth badly. There was no doubt in her mind that he would soon ask to leave and they’d never get this chance again. 
 
   “It was the only way,” she cried, clutching at his shirt. “The other angels can’t find me here. They won’t ever know about this, about us. Peter will keep our secret safe.” 
 
   “Peter?” He raised an eyebrow. His voice was somewhat calmer—as though he’d moved beyond the anger to a strange acceptance. “Like Saint Peter and the pearly gates?” 
 
   “The one and only.” 
 
   All thought that he’d found any form of acceptance was wiped away in an instant when Drew’s hand found his hair as he started to hyperventilate. “Are you kidding me? This is all a goddamned joke, right?”
 
   Before she had a chance to respond, he added, “You’re really not joking are you? This is really happening? I’m in Heaven with a fucking angel.” 
 
   He laughed hysterically for a moment before his face went slack and his skin paled. Then he started to pace. “Are you allowed to swear here? I mean, I’m not going to be sent straight to Hell just for a fucking swear word, am I?” 
 
   “Relax, Drew,” Amity said, moving closer to him and stilling his movements with her calm presence. 
 
   He stopped pacing at least, although his crazed gaze indicated he was still far from being relaxed about it all. 
 
   She laid her palms on either side of his face, caressing his cheeks and forcing him to look her in the eye. “Just imagine this is all in your head.”
 
   “Is it?” His gaze was steady, unwavering as he asked—no doubt watching for a lie. 
 
   Little did he know that Amity couldn’t lie; not here at least. On Earth, she was a bad liar; in Heaven, it was an impossible feat. Her angelic grace, her need for the truth to overpower all, couldn’t be tempered by her human shell when she was in Heaven. 
 
   “No,” she admitted. “But it’ll be easier if you think of it that way. What happens here is between you and me. We’re the only ones who will ever know.” 
 
   He looked at her and absorbed the calming energy that she tried to fill him with. It wasn’t enough to completely erase the crazed look from his eyes, but it did stop his body from trembling. 
 
   “This is so far beyond . . . well, beyond anything,” he said. “How exactly am I supposed to deal with this? And what about my family? Dad must be so worried right now.” 
 
   Amity started to doubt herself and her actions anew. She’d just imagined that he might be willing to take her up on her offer, and now it was all lost. Drew’s statement had seemed so final that Amity assumed he was turning her down. 
 
   Although she could understand him not wanting to open himself up to more heartbreak, she’d been hoping to take a few precious days of stolen time that she could carry with her for all eternity after she left him to the rest of his life. He was human, and he was healing himself at a rapid rate, so she was almost certain he would find love again. Even though that reality was painful to consider, the fact that he’d eventually find happiness almost made her happy. 
 
   “I—I can take you back now, if you want?” She really wanted to have this time with him though. One blissful week, where they could carve out their own little slice of Heaven. She’d imagined the things they could do enough times while hashing out her plan the night before, but in all her planning, she hadn’t really given much thought to the possibility that Drew wouldn’t be interested in exploring the limited time she could offer. 
 
   “Yes. No. Just . . . give me a minute to try to process this, please?” 
 
   The fact that he didn’t immediately want to leave gave her hope. 
 
   “I love you, Drew,” she said as she met his panicked gaze with a steady calm she didn’t really feel. It was time for her to put it all on the line. “It’s not enough. It won’t change anything, but it’s the truth.”
 
   He placed his fingers under her chin, guiding her face up to his. “I love you, too, Amity.”
 
   The words were everything she already knew, but she was relieved to hear them anyway. 
 
   “But this—us—it won’t last, will it?” 
 
   She shook her head before resting her face against his chest. “It can’t.”
 
   A sorrowful sigh issued from him. 
 
   “All I can offer you is one week,” she said, stepping back a little to trace her fingertips over his jaw. “One week of pure, unadulterated pleasure, but that’s it. And I’m sorry about that. I’m sorry I’m too selfish to give you up without hurting you more first. I just couldn’t walk away without asking for this first.” 
 
   “And what if I don’t want to let you go?” 
 
   “You and I both know you’ll have to. Neither of us have a choice in that.” 
 
   “This is so fucking stupid,” he growled before he captured her hand in his own and pressed her palm against his lips. 
 
   “I’m sorry.” 
 
   “Me too.” 
 
   A moment passed as the two of them stared into one another’s eyes. Drew’s lips pressed against her palm once more before he spoke again. 
 
   “I could just stay here forever.” There wasn’t a trace of doubt or insincerity in his voice when he said it. 
 
   She could barely believe what she was hearing, barely allowed the hope to swell in her chest. “You’d do that? For me?”
 
   She’d never allow him to, but the fact he was willing to throw away everything he had for her was more than she ever could have expected. It meant more than she anticipated. 
 
   Pacing away from her, he ran his fingers through his hair. “The last couple of weeks . . . they’ve changed me. I don’t know yet if it’s for the better, but I do know that I’m not willing to turn my back on those changes and blindly walk back into my old life, my old habits. I want to stay. With you.”
 
   He turned back to her, his gaze flashing with his obviously scattered thoughts. His eyes were wide and wild, and she realized that all of her plans had been so selfish. She needed to put her own needs aside, and do what he needed for a while. 
 
   “Even if it was possible, I couldn’t let you do that. You have family. You have your patients. You can’t willingly walk away from all of that for me. I know you wouldn’t really want to—and it’s not a choice you can just take back if you change your mind.” 
 
   The reality of what staying there with Amity would actually entail must have registered with Drew and he frowned. “How long can I stay with you for? I mean, and still be, you know . . . alive?” 
 
   “You’re the doctor. You tell me.”
 
   “I don’t know what my body is doing down there?” The last two words were uttered with such clear confusion that she wondered once again whether her plan was a bad idea. “Or what is happening to it. Me. Him?” 
 
   “Your body will continue to do everything it needs to in order to survive, at least. I think it will.” 
 
   “You think?” 
 
   She shrugged. “I’m sorry. I’ve never done this before, but I had to. I had to take the risk, do you understand?” 
 
   “Shouldn’t I have had a say? Especially if you only think you know that I’ll be okay.” 
 
   “Yes. You should have. I’m sorry.” Her lip quivered as tears pricked her eyes. She dropped her head to look at the sand again. There was no way she could look at Drew without tears. 
 
   “If I—um, it?” He shook his head. “If everything responds the way that it should, I—shit, what am I even saying? This is crazy!” 
 
   He buried his head in his hands. When he lifted it again, he met her eyes. 
 
   “But it would be crazier not to enjoy a few stolen moments with you,” he murmured. 
 
   Without pausing, he covered the two strides that separated them and pulled her into his arms. Despite her surprise at his fast action, Amity wrapped her arms around his neck and surrendered herself to his embrace as his lips caressed hers. 
 
   It was more than she could have hoped for after his minor freak-out over her actions, and she wanted to tell him that much. “Drew, I—”
 
   He silenced her protest with another kiss. “I don’t want to have to say goodbye, but if I’ll have to eventually, I want to enjoy every minute I have with you until then.”


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
   
 
 
   Taking Amity’s soft gasp at his words as permission, Drew swept her into his arms, lifting her up to carry her across the sand and into the private bungalow at the edge of the beach. 
 
   Amity giggled in his arms, and the sound made him practically sprint to the front door. By the time he arrived, he saw it wasn’t actually a solid door at all, but a series of strings of shells screening the inside from the outside. For half a second, he was confused by the lack of security in the way of a lockable entrance, but then he remembered Amity’s words to consider the whole place as being in his head. There was no need for locks there because there was nothing to lock out. 
 
   Besides, he reasoned from some place deep inside that accepted the whole mess a little too easily, there are no burglars in Heaven. At least, none who didn’t repent. 
 
   He carried Amity through the doorway, the rounded shells rolling over their bodies in a clatter of noise. When he reached the inside, he didn’t pause to investigate the decor. Instead, he pressed on, moving toward the doorway he could see at the far side of the space—the one that housed a giant four-pillar bed with gossamer curtains. 
 
   Amity was practically panting when he set her down on the mattress. Her breathlessness almost made it seem as though she’d just raced him toward the room rather than been carried. The sight confused him until he met the lust-filled depths of her gaze. When he did, there was no need for further words. He let his hands and lips do the talking for him. His fingertips and tongue caressed every exposed inch of her skin as she tugged at his shirt to free his body. Now that the unspoken accord had passed between them that this was definitely going to happen, he didn’t want to wait another second to explore. 
 
   He hooked his fingers into the hem of her dress and yanked it up over her body. Just as he’d suspected, she was completely naked beneath the thin material. He moaned at the sight of her milky-white, almost opaque skin; at the swell of her full breasts and the perfect buds that tipped them; and at the smattering of light blonde curls that marked the apex of her thighs. He wanted to touch, to taste, and to memorize every part of her. 
 
   “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he murmured as his eyes swept paths over her body. He climbed backward off the bed just far enough to give him space to remove the last of his own clothing. The instant he dropped his board shorts, his erection sprung free—rock hard and pointing in the direction of the woman he wanted more than anything or anyone. 
 
   Starting at her thighs, he kissed his way up her body, committing every inch to his memory. When he reached her full breasts, he closed his eyes and allowed his fingers to learn every curve and bump. 
 
   Amity moaned beneath him and her hands began to wander across his body. Drew had always prided himself on his ability to last—he’d never been a two-pump chump, not even on his first attempt—but the feeling of her fingertips softly tracing his skin while he took her nipple between his lips was almost enough to make him lose it. His breath came in short, desperate bursts as he tried to hold himself together. He couldn’t even begin to imagine what it would feel like to have her hand caress him even more intimately. 
 
   When he looked up, he saw a ghost of a smile on Amity’s lips. He wondered what she was thinking until her hand moved down between them and her fingers formed a loose grip around his shaft. It was almost like she’d read his mind, but the stream of consciousness that lead to that thought was obliterated when she stroked up and then down in a soft, slow motion. He closed his eyes and moaned as he bucked into her hand. 
 
   “God, that feels . . .” he trailed off when he couldn’t find an adequate word for the sensation. It was more than amazing, more anything than any words he knew or could possibly hope to learn could ever fully describe. 
 
   Instead of telling her, he decided to show her, moving swiftly and covering her lips with his own. He cupped one hand against her cheek, holding her in place as he attacked her mouth with kisses. He sucked on her lower lip, drawing it between his teeth before sweeping his tongue across it. Then he plunged his tongue forward into her mouth as he bucked against her hand again, wordlessly voicing his need for her. 
 
   As her tongue danced with his, she hitched one leg around his thighs. Drew took it as an invitation, moved his hand from her cheek down between her legs, and stroked it across her slick, heated skin. Even the sensation of her desire on his fingertips was enough to make him lose control. He had to think unsexy thoughts if he didn’t want to fuck it all up too early. The problem was that it was impossible not to think sexy thoughts with the blonde-haired angel lavishing attention on his body with both hand and mouth. 
 
   He pressed two fingers against her entrance, stroking lightly in and out until she was practically crying out beneath him. 
 
   “Drew, I need you. Please?” She lifted her hips so that his fingers slid deeper within her. She tightened her hold on his shaft and coaxed him closer to her body. 
 
   His mind was barely functioning beyond what was right in front of him, beneath him, the voice of an angel desperate for him. He wanted to argue that he couldn’t take her yet, that if he did, he wasn’t sure he would last more than a few seconds; that he needed to make sure she was satisfied first, but all of his arguments fell away as she pleaded again. 
 
   Without allowing himself to over think it, or second guess his actions, he took over her grip of his shaft, lined himself up and sank deep inside of her as matching wordless exclamations of need spilled from them both. Knowing he wouldn’t last, not bareback and so full of need, not with such an exquisite creature beneath him, he used his thumb to guide her to climax as he crashed into her over and over for his own. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity stretched languidly over Drew’s body. Only seconds earlier, he’d taken her to places she’d never even known existed. It had been a long time since she’d felt anything so wonderful—and she’d possibly never felt anything quite so much. She’d certainly never experienced such intense feelings before, or shared anything so special with another. Maybe it was the fact that here in Heaven, she was granted a connection to souls greater than any that she could achieve on Earth which had granted her the heightened experience. Her grace was in control, reading his moods and even his thoughts when they were focused enough. 
 
   She recalled how powerful she’d felt when she’d held him in her palm, not simply his physical body, but his very soul. Her body buzzed almost instantly with need for him again as she thought about it and she pressed her lips against his chest. 
 
   The low moan of desire that escaped Drew’s lips told her that he was just as ready for round two as she was. This time though, she wanted control. She wasn’t used to handing complete control over to another, and while she was happy to do it for Drew because she knew that he needed it, she had her own experiences to try before they had to leave their time together behind. 
 
   She pushed herself up off the bed, climbing over Drew’s body and straddling his waist. 
 
   “Am?” Drew questioned as he cracked one eye open. 
 
   “Surely you’re not finished yet?” she teased. 
 
   He looked a little panicked at her suggestion. They’d collapsed into a satiated heap not even five minutes earlier and even with his stamina, he’d never gone again quite so quickly. She could read in his thoughts that he didn’t think it was humanly possible. But that was exactly Amity’s point, what she wanted to show him. Human limitations didn’t exist in Heaven.
 
   His cock, limp and used, rested on his thigh, just in front of her hips. 
 
   “Don’t worry,” she assured him. “I’ll take my time so that you’ve had a break before we go again.” 
 
   She smiled wickedly and then conjured the smoothest silk ropes she could, and secured them around his wrists, tying him to the bed. 
 
   He snapped out of his satisfied daze and twisted to look at the bindings. “What are you doing?” 
 
   “You’ve always been so restrained everywhere else but the bedroom. Now, you’re learning to be free everywhere else, you can learn what it’s like to be restrained in the bedroom.” 
 
   His thoughts screamed at her, confirming his acceptance of, and even desire for the idea, but he wasn’t completely ready to let go of his need for control just yet. “But how am I supposed to please you if I can’t use my hands?” 
 
   She smiled at him, certain it would radiate every wonderful emotion crashing through her body. “I love that you think of my needs before your own, but we’ve got days and days for that. And this is your Heaven. This is for you.” 
 
   It was a lie. She was certain she’d find many and multiple orgasms over and over during their week, even without him using his hands ever again. Securing his arms was just one way she could help him see that letting go and giving up control wasn’t always a bad thing. Even in their stolen moment together, she wanted to help heal him. 
 
   She kissed his body, ensuring her hair trailed over his skin as she moved from his throat to his stomach. Even though her hair tickled his sides, the sensation went straight to his cock rather than his funny bone. He moaned his pleasure, but she already knew how her touch affected him. 
 
   Before long, his erection was back in force and she sank down onto it. The satisfied feeling of being filled by him caused her to tip her head back and moan. For the first time, Drew strained against the silken ropes she’d used to secure him. 
 
   He wanted to touch her, to kiss her. His need echoed through her. She decided instead to put on a show for him. Listening to her intuition about the places he wanted to run his fingers, she slid her own hands over the same areas as she rocked her hips against his. She ran her hands over her breasts, rubbed her thumbs across her nipples, and moaned in time with Drew as she did. When he was practically arching off the bed to get to her, she finally relented—a little. Without breaking the rhythm of the rocking motion, she leaned forward so that Drew could take her nipples into his mouth one at a time. Her body clenched around him and her cries grew louder as she found her release. 
 
   “Please, Am,” Drew whispered, his voice full of need. “Let me free.” 
 
   She leaned backward as she rode out waves of pleasure. Drew groaned as he ground his hips against hers, trying to emulate the movements she’d been making moments earlier. Spent, she dropped forward over him and brought her smiling lips against his, covering his mouth with soft, sated kisses. 
 
   Just when he was growing completely desperate, Amity snapped her fingers and the bounds disappeared. Drew didn’t waste a second. He scooped Amity up, flipped her onto her back, and clutched her hips tightly while he pounded into her. 
 
   It wasn’t long until he had her screaming his name once more, and only then did he allow himself to tumble over the edge with her. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
   
 
 
   Drew linked his fingers with Amity’s and relished the feel of her silken skin brushing against his. With his other hand, he stroked long, languid paths along her side as images of the last few hours ran through his head again. A contented sigh escaped from his lips. His every desire had been satisfied in every way imaginable—and some he’d never dreamed of. He’d had to call on every reserve to have the stamina to keep up with Amity’s voracious appetite, but already, the need to claim her again was stirring within him. It hadn’t even been a day, and he already wondered how he was going to say goodbye in just seven short days. 
 
   One thing he quickly learned was Amity was still trying to perform her duty to Heaven, and to him. In small ways, she guided him to realizations he would never have had on his own. Like trusting his partner. From his very early exploits, he’d learned through experience that it was his duty to ensure his woman was pleased. If she wasn’t, he was at fault. With her surprising rope trick, Amity had shown him that his need to please didn’t mean he had to touch and caress, and rush his woman to the edge. Amity proved that trust and partnership were more important tools in a lover’s arsenal than hands or a mouth. 
 
   Eventually, Amity climbed from the bed. He wanted to follow her, but he wasn’t entirely sure his legs would work. They still felt a bit jelly-like after their most recent round, where he’d pinned Amity against the wall as he attacked her body. 
 
   Only minutes after she left the room, Amity returned with a tray full of food. As tempting as the platter of fresh fruit looked, it was Amity that drew his eye. Completely naked with her long hair hanging loosely over both shoulders, she looked like the embodiment of the Birth of Venus painting. 
 
   Despite his protesting legs, he jumped from the bed, grabbed the tray out of her hands, and placed it on the bed. Then he reached for Amity’s hands and led her to the shower for another round. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity wished she was just a little more selfish. 
 
   After a week, a blissful week where clothing was sparse and she and Drew had explored each other’s bodies on every surface in the bungalow, as well as down in the warm, tropical water that surrounded the island, it was time to return him to his body—to his real life. 
 
   She didn’t want to though. She wanted to stay where they were, forever wrapped up in each other. It was useless though—eventually Michael would look for her. Peter would only keep her secrets so long. A week was nothing for an angel, comparable to less than a few minutes for a human, but one day, her responsibilities would catch up with them both, and Drew would have given up everything for nothing. 
 
   She rested her forehead against Drew’s. 
 
   “I don’t want to leave,” he said, bringing his lips to hers in a move obviously designed to tempt her not to send him back. 
 
   She ran her hands around his waist, anchoring herself to him. “And I don’t want you to go.” 
 
   “But you’re still going to make me.” He gave her a sad smile. 
 
   “I don’t have a choice. What else can I do?” 
 
   “Tell me to stay, and I’ll stay.”
 
   “You can’t give up your life for me. Eventually, I’ll have to leave and then you’ll be stuck here alone.”
 
   “I wish there was another option,” he said.
 
   Tears pricked Amity’s eyes. “I can’t tell you how much this week has meant to me,” she said. A sob wracked her chest and took away her last words. 
 
   Drew ran his fingers over her cheek, wiping away an errant tear that fell. “To me too. I’ll never forget you, Amity. Never.” 
 
   “Promise me you’ll live your life to the fullest. That you won’t be afraid to love again.” 
 
   He sighed. “How can I? No one will ever live up to you.” 
 
   She clasped her hand over his, pressing his palm to her cheek. “Promise me.” 
 
   Just as she caught the regret in his gaze, he closed his eyes. “I’ll do what I can.” 
 
   It was the most she’d get—more than she could have hoped for. She didn’t want him to move on, didn’t want him to find anyone else, but neither did she want him to live the rest of his life without love. 
 
   Amity pressed her lips to his and forced his soul back to Earth. She didn’t ask if he was ready, didn’t confirm that he’d said all he wanted to say, and didn’t warn him of what she was going to do. 
 
   It wasn’t a proper goodbye, but if she’d left it any longer, she wasn’t sure she would have been able to let him go at all. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twenty-One
 
   
 
 
   One minute, Drew had Amity’s lips on his and the sound of waves rolling against the beach echoing in his ears. The next, he had a pounding headache, dry lips, and the clamor of sounds that always echoed around the hospital ringing in his ears. 
 
   He hurt. He hadn’t expected his “landing” back on Earth to be so painful, but every part of him ached. With his dry, aching throat, every breath was a lesson in agony. Even opening his eyes hurt, the harsh light piercing against his sensitive retinas. He closed his eyes and wished with everything in him to be allowed to return to Amity’s side. Sorrow rushed through him as he realized that he would never see her again. She’d done her job, maybe too well, and he was well and truly over Becca. 
 
   He recalled his final promise to Amity—he had to find a way to move on. Even after only a few minutes, he realized that although the ache in his heart was going to be harder to get over than any agony he’d felt over Becca, some parts were actually easier. Instead of being heartbroken and left to wonder why he’d been undeserving of love, he felt revitalized and powerful that even an angel had fallen for him. Amity had loved him, had helped him, and had opened his mind and heart up to so many things he’d never even considered. He owed it to her not to wallow. To get up, to get back into his life. To . . . fall in love again—as deplorable as that idea sounded to him in that moment. 
 
   With great effort, he edged his arm toward the call button and brushed his finger against it. Then he sank back against the pillow as the exertion of that small motion stole his energy. The general exhaustion and atrophy he felt was more than he’d anticipated. After the first day of learning what Amity had done, he’d actually barely given his body back on Earth a second thought. He hadn’t considered what it would be like to wake up to muscles that hadn’t moved of their own accord for over seven days. 
 
   Within what felt like seconds, a clamor of voices filled his ears and he winced away from the cacophony. After the relative peace and quiet of the private beach, where the only sounds were the waves and his and Amity’s cries of pleasure piercing the stillness, the squabble of noise was too much. He could barely distinguish the different voices out of the mess of sound, but eventually, he picked his father’s voice and Cathy’s voice among the noise. 
 
   He blinked, trying to focus on the dark shapes moving throughout the light. The sensation of skin touching his palm jolted him to attention and made him focus on the sensation. 
 
   “Drew, can you squeeze my hand?” his father’s voice asked. 
 
   He flexed the muscles in his arms, trying to force the strength in his arm into his fingers. It had never been so hard to do something as simple as form a fist before. As he closed his eyes once more, he realized it was going to be a long road to recovery, but as he recalled Amity’s touch, he knew the time with her was worth every painful second of rehab. 
 
   As soon as his fingers closed around his father’s, there was a round of applause in the room and what sounded like a hundred voices broke out into bouts of excited whispers. Amongst the noise, he thought he picked out Becca’s voice, but it disappeared as quickly as it had come. 
 
   Then another sound filled the room, one which caused him to shake off all of his lethargy and forced his eyes to snap open again. 
 
   Amity’s voice whispered around him. “Goodbye, Drew.” 
 
   He lifted his head as much as he could, and looked around at the half-dozen nurses and doctors filling his private room, trying to spot the platinum locks that his fingers had spent the better part of a week buried in. His heart pounded faster, and the monitor attached to him sounded off at a faster rate in response. 
 
   “Relax,” Cathy said as she placed a steady hand on his shoulder. “You have to keep calm. You’re in the hospital. What’s the last thing you remember?” 
 
   “Amity,” he croaked, trying to glance around Cathy’s concerned face and find his angel. Already, the crystal clear images of their time together were fading like the wisps of a dream. 
 
   He fell back against the bed when he realized that Amity wasn’t amongst the small crowd. Obviously, his mind was giving him some form of final wish fulfillment. As Cathy took all his vital signs and tried to get him to interact, all he wanted to do was sink back into his the dream. 
 
   What if that’s all it was? he wondered. What if it didn’t really happen?
 
   It took hours for Drew to convince everyone he was fine, but they still didn’t release him from the tiny room. Even after the occupational therapist had come and worked with him for over an hour, finishing by saying he was making great progress considering, he wasn’t allowed to leave. No doctor was willing to be the one who discharged the chief of surgery’s son prematurely; not after he’d been unresponsive for over a week. 
 
   By early evening, Drew had been scanned, prodded, and poked, and was more than ready to leave. He’d read his medical charts, and knew they had yet to find anything of concern. Drew was satisfied that, other than a need for some minor ongoing physical therapy to rebuild his muscle strength, he was in perfect health. 
 
   He was about to sign himself out, and leave against medical advice, when his father came in and told him in no uncertain terms that if he left under those conditions—before the neurologist, psychiatrist, occupational therapist, and any other ~ist who wanted a piece of him was done—Drew would be unable to return to work. In short, he had to stay in the hospital or he’d be out of the hospital for good. 
 
   As if the fact that he was a patient, walking around in his damn pajamas most of the day, wasn’t embarrassing enough, he was forced into seeing the psychiatrist Dr. McGregor. The shrink was most interested in discussing the possibility that Amity wasn’t real. He argued that Drew’s increasingly erratic behavior in the weeks after his break-up with Becca could be seen as symptomatic of a trauma response to the rejection by the subject of Drew’s long-term idolization. The more Drew argued that Amity was real, the more insistent Dr. McGregor became about the fact that she wasn’t. 
 
   “A few people have mentioned you talking about this, Amity, but not one person has seen you with her.” 
 
   “We went to the bowling alley. We went for ice cream. We’ve been out for dinner on a number of occasions all over town. She was living with me, goddammit!”
 
   “Your father was at your house shortly after you collapsed. There was no one else there.” 
 
   Drew could hardly say that she couldn’t have been there because they were in Heaven together. There was no way the doctor would think him sane if he started saying things like that. As the memories of his time in paradise with her became ever more dream-like, even he started to question his sanity. 
 
   “There was no evidence of anyone else ever having been in the house though either,” Dr. McGregor insisted. “No clothing. No female toiletries. Nothing.” 
 
   Drew blew out a breath. “We had a fight the night before. I told her I didn’t want to see her again—she probably moved her stuff out while I was at Dad’s.” 
 
   After talking around in circles, Drew finally got Dr. McGregor to agree to sign off on his part of Drew’s father’s list to allow for Drew’s release, on the proviso that Drew go for another appointment in a month. 
 
   So it went for the next twenty-four hours, with Drew having to argue, convince, and all but bribe his colleagues to get them to satisfy his father’s ridiculous list. When he was finally free to leave, his father insisted Addy drive him home. Thankfully, she left him minutes after she’d dropped him at home—more than willing to give him the space he now craved. 
 
   Looking around the room, he was flooded with doubt over what was real and what wasn’t, but equally engulfed by regret at taking Amity’s offer. 
 
   If there ever really was an offer, he thought as he sank into his sofa. 
 
   He leaned forward and buried his head in his hands. 
 
   “Amity,” he murmured, almost in prayer. “I wish things could have been different.” 
 
   
 
 
   
I do too, Amity thought as she heard Drew’s words. 
 
   She’d watched him carefully from the moment he’d woken in the hospital bed. She’d seen his frustration as he wanted to leave; watched him struggle to take a few steps on shaky legs; heard him defend her against the psychiatrist who was determined to make Drew believe that she didn’t actually exist. 
 
   She sat on Drew’s coffee table watching as he murmured words intended for her. His quiet utterances, whispered in prayer as they were, would have reached her ears even if she was on the other side of the globe. Being so close to the source though, seeing all of the emotions that he experienced, made her long to reach out to him. She wanted to assure him that she was real. That she had cared for him. That she regretted their split just as much as he did. 
 
   As he pleaded with her for some sort of sign, some sort of proof that what they’d shared hadn’t just been a coma-induced dream, she longed to be able to give it to him. Only she knew she couldn’t risk a single word. If she did, she wasn’t sure she could walk away again. 
 
   The smart thing to do would have been to put some distance between them, to turn from him without looking back, like she’d asked him to do, but Amity had never really been one for doing the smart thing.


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   
 
 
   After the week spent in his own personal Heaven with his very own angel, and then another week recuperating at home, it was a struggle for Drew to go back to real life. The process was slow, partly because of the physical need to build up the muscle loss his body had experienced while he’d been upstairs, but also because of the mental barrier of trying not to think about Amity. Unlike his break-up with Becca, he didn’t have to see Amity every day. In fact, he hadn’t seen or heard from her at all since her goodbye on the beach. 
 
   He often found himself wondering where she was, what she was doing. Who she was helping, and how. When those moods struck, he’d usually walk past the bowling alley where they’d shared their first non-date. Or go to the park where they’d shared ice creams in the cold. For brief moments at a time, he even wondered whether Dr. McGregor was right—maybe she had been nothing more than a figment of Drew’s imagination. A figment dreamed up to help him recover from Becca’s rejection. He would have believed it, if not for the nervous way Becca seemed to dance around him since he was privy to Evan’s secret. 
 
   As hard as it was having to go back to a normal life without Amity, as much as he missed her and longed to hold her one more time, he felt healthier—better—than he had after Becca left him. He didn’t have any bouts of intense frustration which he needed to take out on his punching bag. It took a conscious effort to continue to do the things Amity had wanted him to do though. Instead of always being at the hospital or in the gym, like he had been in California, he went out. He had fun. Or at least the closest approximation he could get to it without Amity by his side. 
 
   Within a month, his life was back to some semblance of normal. 
 
   By the time Christmas came and went, he was no longer required to see Dr. McGregor, he’d been given a clean bill of health, and he was back to normal rounds—including being allowed back into surgeries. 
 
   On New Year’s Day, he’d stopped for a quick coffee in the almost empty cafeteria when the doors opened, carrying Cathy’s voice into the room. 
 
   “Oh, my God, that’s gorgeous!” she enthused.
 
   The utter joy in her voice made Drew lower the tablet he was reading on and look up toward the door. Cathy clutched at Becca’s hand as the two of them moved to the counter lost in their own conversation. 
 
   “I would ask if you’re sure about rushing into all this so quickly,” Cathy continued. “But honestly, I’ve never seen you happier.”
 
   Drew knew he should stop listening. He should turn away from the conversation, read through the article that he had in front of him, and pretend the two women didn’t exist. Only, he couldn’t look away. 
 
   “You should have seen it, Cath.” Becca’s voice carried easily to him. 
 
   Dropping his head into his hands, he tried harder not to listen. He attempted to read the information on his tablet, which had held his interest just minutes earlier, but which now only seemed to report Becca’s words back at him. 
 
   “He woke me up at exactly midnight. At first, I was upset that he’d woken me, but when I sat up, there were at least twelve dozen roses all over the bedroom and there Evan was, down on one knee in the middle of it all. He told me that he wanted to start the New Year the same way he wanted to live the rest of his life.” Becca’s voice was dreamy and filled with all of the things Drew had once wanted to experience with her himself. 
 
   Even though he no longer entertained even the smallest hope that there was any future with Becca—he didn’t even want there to be—the tone in her voice still cut him deep. It was a reminder of all the things he’d lost. It was a reminder of Amity and the promise he’d made—and the simple fact that he’d never be able to ask Amity that same, vital question. 
 
   He ground his teeth together so loudly that he was surprised the women couldn’t hear him. Then again, they were too wrapped up in their little private celebration to notice him. 
 
   “I’d always thought roses were a little cliché and tacky,” Becca continued. “But he’s definitely changed my opinion on that. And afterward—” 
 
   Becca met Drew’s eye and cut off. Her eyes widened as she realized he’d obviously heard everything. She was probably wondering what he would do now. In the weeks since his “incident,” as everyone in the hospital called it, they’d settled into a somewhat tenuous working relationship. He no longer stalked her movements or accidentally said anything inappropriate about her, and she spoke to him only enough to do her job. They weren’t enemies, but they were a long way from friends. 
 
   Drew broke eye contact first. He’d heard enough. Too much. He fell back into the relationship that he and Becca had shared for the last few months, and simply pretended she didn’t exist. He packed up his things, grabbed his coffee, and left the cafeteria without another word. 
 
   He didn’t stop until he was back in his office. He kicked the door closed behind him, dumped everything onto his desk, and then stood trying to process what had just happened—and how it made him feel. Although he didn’t want to admit it, one conversation—one little piece of jewelry—had changed everything. It had sent him back to the mindset that he’d experienced in the days and weeks following his break-up with Becca. It wasn’t that he wanted her back, those desires were long behind him. What hurt, what caused his chest to ache in a way it hadn’t in so long, was the reminder that his own happy ending was an impossibility. 
 
   Hiding in his office, it was too easy to recall Amity’s dazzling smile. Too easy to remember the night she’d first forced him to have fun. The only thing that was hazy in his mind was the snatches of his time in Heaven with her. Those memories haunted his dreams, but his conscious mind struggled to focus on them for any length of time. 
 
   When he saw Becca’s engagement ring, he was reminded of what he’d lost due to Heaven’s fuckery. He would never get to experience that joy with the woman he loved; never be able to ask Amity that magical question. Maybe he wouldn’t get the chance to ask anyone. There was one thing he knew for damn sure, he would have done something far more romantic than twelve dozen roses. Roses were just so . . . boring. What more could he expect from an ex-cupid though?
 
   Nothing, he supposed. 
 
   He reflected on the crazy months since he’d made the choice to move back home. He’d thought Becca was the answer to his prayers, but that was bullshit. Then he met the real answer to his prayers, and he couldn’t ever see her again. She was someone he wasn’t allowed to want, but his stubborn heart refused to listen to Heaven’s edict. 
 
   It hurt. 
 
   Every part of him ached with the realization that, willingly or not, he’d opened himself up to two women only to be hurt and then abandoned by both of them. The pain of heartbreak—of losing Amity—that he’d been able to mostly stave off with pragmatic acceptance crashed over him like a tidal wave. 
 
   “Goddamn it,” he growled as he pushed away from his desk. 
 
   He turned and saw the dent he’d left on the filing cabinet in the corner the last time he’d been so upset. In two strides, he’d covered the distance and smashed his heel against it so hard that the metal bent inward almost halfway up the cabinet. He grabbed the top of the drawers and yanked, twisting his body out of the way as the cabinet tumbled down to the ground with a crash. He let out a primal roar—not caring who was listening or who heard. 
 
   He tipped his face up to the ceiling. “Fuck you all!” 
 
   “Fuck who exactly?” The voice surprised him and he wheeled around in disbelief. 
 
   He knew Amity could be anywhere—everywhere—but he hadn’t expected her to ever be in his office again. Especially not now. Not after almost two months of silence. Not looking so good. And especially not looking like she might have cared what happened to him in the months they’d been apart. 
 
   It was one invasion of privacy too far. She couldn’t just turn up in his office and expect him to be happy to see her. Even if his heart did skip a beat or two at the sound of her voice. 
 
   “Fuck who? Fuck you all. Fuck you. Fuck Becca. Fuck Evan. And most importantly, fuck Heaven. I didn’t ask for any of this. Did you know your precious cupid popped the question? Becca’s off the market. And of course the one woman I want more than anything else is off-limits. It’s like I’m not allowed to be happy.” 
 
   She flinched, but then assumed a stoic mask. “If that’s how you feel, then I don’t know how to help you anymore.”
 
   “Of course it’s how I goddamn feel. How the fuck else am I supposed to feel?” 
 
   “I don’t know, happy that someone you care about is happy?”
 
   Drew just blinked at her. He’d been so busy feeling bad for his losses and his aches that it had never occurred to him that he should feel happy for Becca. He supposed he did in a way—he just wished that he could experience some small sliver of that happiness for himself. At least something that he could remember and know without a doubt that it wasn’t a dream. 
 
   “Are you happy?” he asked. 
 
   Her eyes flashed with something that he couldn’t read. “My existence isn’t as simple as happy or not.” 
 
   “That’s not an answer.” 
 
   She shrugged. “Maybe not, but it’s the only one I’ve got for you.” 
 
   He wasn’t satisfied with her response; it wasn’t even slightly adequate after so many weeks of silence. Not to mention the lost memories. It was impossible for him to ignore the questions burning in his mind. He had to ask her the most important one, or he would go insane. “Maybe you can answer this instead. Did you know that the whole time would be like a dream that I can never quite grasp when I woke up from that coma?”
 
   She broke eye contact. He read his answer in her body language. She did, or at least suspected it. “I had heard of humans having near-death experiences. Of being returned to Earth and not remembering the details of their experience in Heaven,” she answered finally. “I had hoped that it wouldn’t happen to you though.” 
 
   “Do you have any idea what it’s been like for me since I came back? I’ve been trying to convince myself it was real, and everyone else seems certain I had some sort of breakdown.” 
 
   “I never wanted that.” 
 
   “And what about you?” he asked. “You just disappeared. You didn’t even spend a single second trying to make sure I was okay. Did you push me out of your mind the instant you sent me back?” 
 
   “That’s not fair.” She moved forward, as if she was going to reach for him. 
 
   “None of this is fair,” he snapped, stepping back to avoid her touch. 
 
   “Do you think I meant to hurt you?” she asked. 
 
   “What else am I supposed to think?” He turned away from her, but was greeted with the image of his fallen filing cabinet. He squeezed his eye shut at the sight. He didn’t need the reminder of his anger.
 
   When Amity remained silent behind him, he turned back around to face her. 
 
   “It almost feels like you were happy to forget me.” 
 
   She turned from him and brushed her hair behind her ear. Her bottom lip quivered and her eyes dropped to his mouth. Drew couldn’t help but ache at how fragile she looked. “I don’t have the luxury of forgetting anything.” 
 
   “You think forgetting what happened is a fucking luxury?” he stalked toward her again, trapping her against the door. “Tell me you don’t think about it.” 
 
   “I—I can’t.” Her tongue stroked forward to slick her lips as her eyes focused on his mouth. “That week was the most perfect time in all of my existence, but nothing has changed. I wish it had. We need to keep it professional.”
 
   “Professional?” He blew out a frustrated breath. “What exactly is that supposed to mean?” 
 
   “It means that I helped you. And in your own human way, you helped me too.” 
 
   He waited until her gaze lifted to his own. He saw the pain of her denial buried inside. “That’s bullshit, and you know it.” 
 
   “I don’t know what you want from me, Drew.”
 
   Raising an eyebrow, he leaned closer to her—close enough that they shared the air they breathed. 
 
   “That’s bullshit too,” he whispered. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t be here.” 
 
   He lifted his hand and traced his knuckles over the soft curve of her jaw. She left out a shaky breath, signaling him to trail his fingertips into her hair and guide her face closer to his. 
 
   When their lips where almost touching, he murmured, “Why are you here, Am?” 
 
   She closed her eyes and leaned into his touch, tipping her head up so that her mouth was so close to his. “Because I couldn’t stay away when you were hurting so much. When you’re still hurting.” 
 
   The words were a reminder of everything that had happened, of everything he’d faced after she’d just disappeared from his life. He dropped his hand and stepped away from her. “You did a pretty good job of it for the last eight weeks.” 
 
   She blinked and wouldn’t meet his eyes. “Yeah . . . I guess I have.” 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity couldn’t meet Drew’s gaze as she lied. It was better for him to believe she hadn’t been around since the day he’d woken from their little slice of Heaven. Easier. He wouldn’t realize how desperately she pined for his touch that way, even if her body screamed for him. 
 
   It was a mistake to have shown her hand, and, well, herself, but she couldn’t silently watch his heartbreak anymore. She’d thought he was healing. She thought she’d done enough to keep him happy, but watching him tear his office apart made her see that he was simply masking everything better than she’d suspected. 
 
    She’d obviously become so reliant seeing his every thought during their week together that she’d lost her ability to read his actions and his non-verbal clues quite as well. 
 
   “Do you regret it?” Drew’s question took her by surprise, but she knew exactly what he was referring to. 
 
   The truth was that she did, but probably not for the reasons he might suspect. After she’d allowed herself to start to fantasize about him, she’d had the most vivid images of what an affair with him might be like. The reality had exceeded all of her expectations and to have to let it go was harder than she’d ever believed it could be. 
 
   When she didn’t respond, Drew walked further away from her, returning to his stance against the desk, leaning forward and blocking off his expression. 
 
   “I don’t,” he whispered. “Even though I can only remember the smallest slivers of it, I have only one regret with it all.”
 
   Don’t say it, she thought. Please, don’t say it. She didn’t want to hear the words that her heart longed for him to say. 
 
   “I should have stayed.” He spun back toward her and in two steps had her pinned against the door once more. Truthfully, the hold he had on her wouldn’t have been enough to keep her pinned in place if she tried to fight him off, but she didn’t want to. 
 
   “I should have given up all of this for you,” he whispered intently against her cheek. “I will. None of this means anything without you by my side, Am. I’m not living anyway, so please, take me back. Keep me. I’m yours. I have been ever since you took me bowling.”
 
   His breath blew over her clavicle and all she had to do was turn her head a little to the left and she could claim his lips. “I can’t.” 
 
   “Then make me forget. Take it all away.” 
 
   “I—I can’t do that.” 
 
   “Can’t? Or won’t?” 
 
   The challenge in his voice told her that his glimpse into her true nature all those weeks ago must have revealed her ability to scramble memories. She dropped her head onto his shoulder and breathed deeply, taking comfort from the familiar scent of his skin. “What I do can hurt you. I don’t want to risk that.”
 
   “How will it hurt me?” 
 
   “Just please, trust me?”
 
   He guided her chin up so that she had to meet his eyes. “So you can erase the pain?” 
 
   She knew she couldn’t lie again, not to him, not while he was so close. She felt a slight twinge of the muscles in her cheek, pulling the corner of her lip downward for just a fraction of a second. 
 
   His finger touched the muscle that had given her away. “You can take away this ache in my chest, yet you won’t?”
 
   His mouth was inches away and it was taking every inch of her restraint not to kiss him and erase his pain that way. 
 
   “It’s not that easy.” 
 
   “Don’t you think you owe me that much? Don’t you think the whole of Heaven owes me that much?” 
 
   He lifted his palm and cupped her cheek. Her body stiffened in response and every part of her begged to experience his touch again. 
 
   “Just take the pain away,” he said, soothingly, his voice as smooth and hypnotic as she’d ever heard a human’s to be. 
 
   The small touch and his gentle plea flustered her. “It—it's not that easy.”
 
   “This pain, here in my chest.” He lifted her hand and placed it over his heart. “I don't want to feel it anymore, just take it away. Only you can do it, Am. Give me some sort of permanent memory loss when it comes to everything from the first moment I saw Becca. Please? I'm begging you.”
 
   “No.” Amity’s response was firmer than she’d planned it to be. 
 
   Her eyes flicked to his as his thoughts and the feelings she stirred within him resonated through their union. The small touches he kept making burned and stung in a way they didn’t in Heaven—all of his hurt echoed through her body. Their proximity, and her demanding tone, made him hard beyond measure, his need pressing against her hip. 
 
   “Why not?” he challenged. “Because then I won't have learned my precious life lesson?”
 
   “No,” she said as a sob stole from her chest. “Because I can't have you look at me like I'm a stranger if I see you again. I—I wouldn't be able to deal with that.”
 
   His brows knitted together with confusion. “Will I see you again after today?” 
 
   “No.” She sighed. “I don’t know. I can’t stay away. I should, but I haven’t been able to. I’ve been with you every damn day since I sent you back.” 
 
   He closed his eyes and rested his forehead against hers. “Is the hurt worth it then?” 
 
   “I think only you can answer that.” 
 
   “No, Amity, I mean this—” he traced his thumb across the corner of her mouth again. “I know it hurts you. I can feel it. Yet, you haven’t asked me to stop. Ask me to stop, Am, and I will.” 
 
   She didn’t realize he could feel all of her emotions still. The connection that had been exposed before was still open and weeping with her agony. Tears welled in her eyes that he was so willing to put his own happiness aside for her. After all the bad she’d seen in the minds of humanity, it was surprising to find something so pure. “Yes. Yes, it’s worth it.” 
 
   The words were obviously all he needed to hear, all he needed to know, to sweep aside the hurt. Before she had a chance to resist, he pressed his lips against hers. It burned, but it made her heart soar. She reciprocated the kiss, her tongue pressing forward instantly to caress his. 
 
   As soon as the contact had been initiated, all of the barriers and walls she’d forced up to keep herself out of his arms came crashing down. The memories of their time in Heaven burned on her skin, and she knew only his touch would extinguish the fires. She rocked her hips forward and his hand caressed her ass, lifting her higher against the door so he was able to slip between her legs. 
 
   While his tongue tangled with hers, his hands roamed desperately, trying to cover all of her body at once. His hips ground against her, taking her mind back to the feeling of his body joining with hers on their private beach. 
 
   After a few seconds, she was able to find the strength she needed to push him away. He stepped back, dazed and confused with his fingertips touching his lips. She only left him long enough to lock the door to his office and flick the blinds shut. Then she covered the distance between them and set to work on his clothing. 
 
   Once she loosened his belt, just enough to pull him free from his coverings, she fell to her knees and held him in her palm. 
 
   “Oh God,” he sighed as she took his cock into her mouth. 
 
   She pulled back just long enough to say. “God has nothing to do with this.” 
 
   In fact, he’s probably having conniptions that I’m even here. 
 
   Drew threaded his hands through her hair and tipped his head back as she took him in her mouth again. She looked up at him as her tongue caressed the silken skin of his shaft. Although Amity had taken control and was setting a decent pace, Drew’s body clearly ached for more. Fisting his fingers in her blonde locks, he thrust his hips, rocking forward deeper and faster. 
 
   In response, Amity circled her tongue around his tip before trailing her teeth ever so lightly over his length, drawing a hiss of pleasure from his lips. He bucked his hips into her mouth harder than before and she knew he wouldn’t last long. He hadn’t been with anyone on Earth since Becca. His body must have been almost ready to explode at the overload of sensations. 
 
   He almost growled when she pulled away from him and stood. 
 
   “I would love to keep going,” she whispered in his ear. His breaths were heavy but warm against her skin. She reached for his hand, placing it on her thigh just at the hem of her skirt. “But I ache. I need you.” 
 
   Taking her movement as a call to arms, he traced his fingertips over the soft skin of her thigh, trailing ever higher until the pads of his fingers brushed across the silken material of her designer thong. When he slid two fingers inside her, she cried out with need. 
 
   Without warning, he picked her up and pinned her against his desk. He pushed her thong to the side, and entered her. At the same moment that he pushed into her, his lips crashed to hers. He fisted his hand in her hair and thrust his tongue into her mouth. 
 
   His hand found the buttons on her blouse, pulling them all apart and then letting his familiar hands caress the contours of her body once more. 
 
   The sensation was so intense that Amity fell into perfect oblivion almost immediately. 
 
   Seconds later, Drew followed. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   
 
 
   Drew couldn’t believe the way everything had been turned on its head. He’d gone from being unable to contain all the hurt that bubbled within him to feeling so elated he was worried he might float away. 
 
   He kissed Amity again, only vaguely aware of the fact they’d just screwed each other on the desk in his workplace. He probably should have been more concerned about their location, but he was just happy to have affirmed that what he’d felt for Amity wasn’t a lie. It wasn’t a dream or a vision he’d experienced while comatose. It was real, and she’d felt it to. 
 
   Amity clutched at him, holding tightly to his body, and then she sighed. 
 
   “This doesn’t change anything, does it?” Drew asked. 
 
   “I wish I could say yes.” 
 
   “I meant what I said. If being . . . up there is the only way to be with you, I’d rather that than this half-life I have down here.” 
 
   She brushed her hand over his face as she moved to sit up and clean herself up. “I don’t think that’s going to be possible. Eventually, my brothers would look for me, and then you’d be left there alone.” 
 
   “There has to be some way around this. I can’t lose you again. I’m not that noble to be willing to sacrifice our happiness for the greater good.” 
 
   Amity smiled. “I don’t know if I am either, not anymore. I don’t know a way around the rules, but if there is one, we’ll find it.” 
 
   An alarm sounded on Drew’s phone, reminding him where he was and the responsibilities he had. Even though he desperately wanted to shrug them all off and stay with Amity, he couldn’t do that to his patients or his colleagues. Not again. Not yet. 
 
   “Promise me you won’t leave just yet,” he said to her. “Not until we’ve had time to talk.”
 
   “I won’t.” 
 
   After ensuring he was clean and tucked away, Drew headed out to face the reality of the world while his angel waited for him in his office. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity couldn’t wipe the smile off her face as she straightened her clothing. When she’d taken the assignment of helping Drew, she’d never in her wildest dreams thought that he’d help her in return. She’d given every part of herself over to Drew, and he’d broken and repaired her over and over. It was just like it had been in Heaven only, more. Drew hadn’t just given her part of his soul, he’d given her all of his body, soul, and heart. There was a particular feeling of responsibility she felt to keep it safe and to find some way to fight to stay at his side. She just didn’t know how. 
 
   It wasn’t like the rule against relationships made a lick of sense anyway. Men who thought they understood things far outside all of the possibilities they could imagine wrote it down. They imposed their own limited views on the rest of humanity, and all angel-kind. 
 
   She paced in Drew’s office while he was gone. She marveled at the human experience she’d just had. She’d thought things were special before because they’d been in Heaven, but she’d been wrong. They’d been special because she was with Drew. Her body ached with need to do it all again even at the thought of it. A pleasant burn took hold at the apex of her thighs and she wanted to find Drew to help soothe it. 
 
   Her happiness fell away when she heard a flutter behind her. She didn’t even need to turn to see who it was. 
 
   “Michael,” she greeted him with a voice of ice. He could only be there for one of a handful of reasons and none of them were good. 
 
   “What are you doing, Amitiel?” The fact that he’d used her true name—her Heavenly name—was cause for concern. He obviously had something to say about her flouting the rules. 
 
   She spun to face him even as she finished buttoning her shirt. “I’m doing what you asked me to.” 
 
   “I asked you to help a broken man realize why his relationship had to fail, not to whore yourself out to him.” 
 
   Before she’d even made a conscious decision to punish his harsh and unnecessarily cruel words, her hand slapped across his cheek. 
 
   “Fuck you,” she spat at him. 
 
   “This is against the rules.” 
 
   “Meaningless rules.” 
 
   “Dogmatic rules.” 
 
   “I love him.” 
 
   “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
   Tears pricked her eyes. “Well, it should. I should be able to have a say in my life.” 
 
   “You are an angel, Amitiel. You don’t have a life. You exist. This human is clearly a bad influence on you.” 
 
   “I won’t leave him.” 
 
   “You don’t have a choice.” 
 
   “Fuck you, Michael. I had thought you might understand. That you might feel some compassion. But you’re just another angel who thinks he’s better than everyone else in existence.” She pushed her way past him, determined to follow Drew and find a way to fight at his side. 
 
   Michael was still spouting off with his holy, sanctimonious bullshit when she slammed the door to Drew’s office. Stalking down the hallway toward the place she knew Drew would be, she tried to process what had just happened. Michael knew—just as she’d worried he would before she’d planned her Heavenly sojourn. He’d seen, or at least sensed, what had happened, and now he would ensure she faced the punishment for disobeying the dogmatic laws. She’d never see Drew again. Literally. There would be a filter placed over his life to block him from her senses. If Drew didn’t repent, his soul would be tagged for servitude, or purgatory. She couldn’t have that, and she couldn’t just leave without saying goodbye. He deserved that much, and even if he didn’t, she refused to leave him without some explanation. 
 
   Tears flooded her eyes as she closed in on Drew. She had no idea what she’d tell him or whether she would even be able to find her voice through her tears. 
 
   
 
 
   
Drew was still smiling from the experience he’d had with Amity, and her promise not to leave, when he crossed Becca’s path. She stopped in her tracks with a panicked expression when she spotted him. No doubt, she thought he would cause issues over her engagement. Perhaps he would have without his reunion, but with Amity’s words about being happy someone he cared about was happy ringing in his ears, he felt differently. 
 
   Without hesitation, he strode straight over to Becca with a widening smile. 
 
   “Congratulations,” he said, sparing a glance at the ring on her hand. 
 
   Becca followed his gaze and then looked back up at him, clearly confused about the shift in his demeanor. “Thank you?” 
 
   “I think it took me longer than it should have to get here, but I really am happy for you.” 
 
   She offered a small smile back at him. “Thank you, Drew. That means a lot to me. I’m really sorry for—”
 
   He held up his hands. He might have been okay enough with it all to offer his congratulations, but he didn’t want to hear her apologize again. He wasn’t really ready to accept it, but at least he knew that he would be one day. There was no doubt in his mind that eventually they’d find their way back to friendship, especially with Amity at his side. 
 
   “It wasn’t really your fault,” he told her and then moved to hug her. 
 
   When he turned around to leave, Amity was standing at the door watching him with wide doe-eyes. He could have been wrong but he thought he saw sorrow and betrayal printed on her features. 
 
   Shit!
 
   A tear rolled down Amity’s cheek as she turned and ran off. Drew wondered whether she’d got the wrong impression over what was going on between him and Becca. 
 
   Surely she knows that I would never . . . that I love her and not Becca.
 
   The thing was that everything he’d said or done with Amity was as a result of his former desire for Becca. The whole reason Amity had come into his life in the first place was because he’d had his heart broken. She knew she’d fixed him, but did she know the extent of his emotions? Did she imagine that he’d take Becca back if given the chance? He didn’t even spare Becca another glance as he chased after the steady clip-clip-clip of Amity’s heels.
 
   “Am!” he shouted after her retreating figure. “Amity!” he shouted when she raced through the emergency exit and headed up the flight of stairs. 
 
   “Dammit,” he muttered under his breath as he pushed himself harder to catch up with her. 
 
   Somehow, no matter how fast Drew sprinted, Amity was able to stay ahead of him. She ran until she reached the rooftop and then burst out into the sunlight. 
 
   “Am, it’s not what you think!” Drew called after her, desperate to have her understand. 
 
   When he pushed open the door to the rooftop, she had slowed and was standing facing him. Tears streamed down her face. Her eyelashes clumped together, but no mascara ran down her cheeks.
 
   “It’s exactly what I think it is, Drew,” she said. Her voice strained and she hiccoughed at the end of his name. 
 
   “No, Am, you have to listen to me. Becca—” 
 
   She held up her hand to silence him. “This has nothing to do with Becca. This is about us. And them,” she spat the word as she lifted her eyes to the sky and flayed her hands widely in the direction of the clouds above. 
 
   “Then why did you run downstairs?” 
 
   “Because I couldn’t . . . I couldn’t say this in front of anyone else.”
 
   He took a step toward her, and she backed away in perfect sync. “Am, you’re scaring me. Talk to me.” 
 
   “They’re going to make me go away. Just like I warned you they would. I can’t stay and I won’t ever see you again once I’m taken. I won’t even be able to find you to make sure you’re safe.” 
 
   Drew was completely lost. He stopped pacing forward because she kept mimicking his movements and was getting dangerously near to the ledge. Instead, he held his arms out, pleading with his hands for her to come closer. “Why now?” 
 
   A sound beside him, like that of a giant pigeon coming to land, forced Drew’s attention away from Amity for a split second. What he saw would have caused him no end of concern before he’d seen the truth of the world in Amity’s touch. A man of indiscernible age, with unruly brown hair and infinite amber orbs for eyes, looked to him. 
 
   “Because she broke a cardinal law.” 
 
   “And who in the hell made those laws?” Drew asked. 
 
   “Go away, Michael,” Amity screeched at the same time. 
 
   Drew turned his gaze back to Amity. “Michael?” 
 
   “My brother.” The words came out like a curse. She clenched her fists and turned away from both of the men. 
 
   “Your brother? Doesn’t he want you to be happy?” 
 
   Michael scoffed. “Do you think a human can possibly understand anything about the happiness of an angel?” 
 
   Drew stepped closer. “I think I know more about her than you ever could.”
 
   “Drew. Michael. Stop, both of you.” Amity’s voice was quiet and broken, and it was enough to still Drew. 
 
   
 
 
   
Amity couldn’t believe it. This was why she didn’t allow herself to feel. The truth hurt. 
 
   It sucked. 
 
   The truth was, there was more pain in love than pleasure—especially for an angel. 
 
   “Amitiel, it is time to put this all behind you and return to Heaven,” Michael said. Although he posed it like a suggestion, it was clear that it was a demand. “A few decades, and you will feel like yourself again.” 
 
   A few decades until Drew was gone was what he meant. 
 
   She growled and wheeled on him. “You just don’t get it, do you?” she snapped.
 
   “Am, please, tell me what’s going on,” Drew begged. 
 
   She looked over at Drew. Poor Drew, who’d had his heart broken by the misfired cupid’s bow, who had given her pleasure like she’d never felt, and heartbreak which she’d never considered. Now she was going to smash the final pieces of his heart and soul by following her brother’s will. What other choice did she have though? 
 
   Her chin quivered as she thought about how to tell him that despite her words earlier, she couldn’t fight Heaven’s will. She had to leave and never be at his side again. 
 
   “I think you should go inside, Andrew. This is no longer your concern,” Michael’s voice was full of Heaven’s authority—he was using his gifts to compel Drew to follow his instructions. 
 
   Drew took a step, and then stopped. Amity knew she should let her brother’s compulsion take effect. Part of her knew it would be easier, and maybe better for everyone, if she simply followed Heaven’s instructions and left Drew. If she stopped being his whore, as Michael had so eloquently put it. Only, it wasn’t what she wanted to do. She’d seen what his life was like in the absence of her. She’d seen the light within him diminish at such a slow rate she’d barely noticed it leave until it returned in force the instant their lips had touched again. 
 
   She shifted and was at Drew’s side in an instant. Her fingers wrapped around his hand. He quickly reciprocated, holding her hand in his own. The connection hurt as it always did. The truths he had buried inside ate away at her until one surfaced. 
 
   Drew looked at her, no doubt feeling the same warmth extending through his chest that was growing in hers. The truth was that they were better off together. She loved him. Not in the way the Heavenly host was supposed to love mortals, but in the blinding I-would-do-anything-for-him way that humans loved one another. 
 
   In that instant, she felt a peace trickle over her. She knew what she had to do. She looked skyward as the truth hit her. She just had to choose; that was all she had to do. That was what Peter had meant. Now that she’d chosen, she knew exactly what she needed to do. Her tears evaporated and she smiled as she moved her head to look at the small ledge that surrounded the rooftops. 
 
   Michael frowned, and then noticed the direction of her gaze. 
 
   “Amitiel, no.” 
 
   It was too late. She had already released Drew’s hand. She was already running. She was already free. She hit the ledge of the roof without hesitation and threw herself over the side. 
 
   Into oblivion and nothingness. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Chapter Twenty-Four
 
   
 
 
   Drew didn’t even pause. As soon as he saw Amity leave the edge, he turned and raced for the stairs. He didn’t think the fall would hurt an angel, but he didn’t know enough about their anatomy to be certain and he wanted to be first on hand just in case. He took the stairs two at a time, racing against an unseen clock, knowing that he had to get to her side before her brother could take her away. 
 
   He burst from the stairwell and ran straight for the automatic glass doors. 
 
   “Amity!” he cried, garnering the attention of the people milling around the entry of the hospital. 
 
   When he worked out roughly where she should have landed, his eyes scoured the ground as he ran. 
 
   “Amity!” he cried again as he caught a glimpse of platinum hair. He didn’t even slow down as he reached her side, just threw himself to his knees beside her unconscious form. His joints ached in protest, but he didn’t care. 
 
   Blood trickled from a wound on her forehead. 
 
   “She made the ultimate sacrifice,” a voice behind Drew said. He couldn’t focus on it, but neither could he tune out the words. “For you.” 
 
   “She’s not . . . she can’t be . . . dead,” Drew muttered. He couldn’t have gone through it all, suffered and rejoiced as he had for it to end like this. All of his training left him completely as he pulled her into his arms and cradled her gently. He brushed the hair off her face and checked the wound.
 
   The person behind him scoffed. “Only a human would think that death is the ultimate sacrifice.” 
 
   “Then what happened, Michael?” Drew said, using the name Amity had called the man earlier as he stroked Amity’s forehead. “Tell me what the fuck is going on here.” 
 
   “The whole of eternity. The balance of humanity. Being a paradigm of good. She gave it all up. For you.” The last two words were practically sneered with disgust.
 
   
 
 
   
Amity blinked as she opened her eyes to nothing. A clamor of confused voices filled her mind as all of her brothers burst into conversations about her choice. She wasn’t sure exactly what she had expected to find at the end of her angelic life, but it wasn’t what greeted her. 
 
   A second later, Michael appeared before her in corporeal form. With a snap of his fingers, he returned her body to her and filled in the blanks of the space surrounding them. The garden was remarkably similar to the one Peter had constructed for their talk, but there was a good reason for that. Both were modeled after Eden. 
 
   “What have you done?” Michael asked. Betrayal colored his tone and he could barely look in her eyes. 
 
   “What I had to.” 
 
   “I could still take you away. There are places in Heaven for fallen angels. Places in Hell too.” 
 
   “Are you so determined to be right that you would hurt me that way?” 
 
   “It’s not a matter of right and wrong!” he snapped, before breathing calm back into his voice. “You betrayed us.” 
 
   “You asked me to betray myself. Which is worse?” 
 
   “You’re an angel, Amity. There are responsibilities. The world needs you. I—” he cut off with a sigh. “I need you. You are the keeper of the truth; surely, you know how important that is when it comes to weighing judgment? I rely on you more than I should, and I’m sorry for that. But you can’t just turn your back on me.”
 
   “I’ve felt happiness unlike any I’ve ever experienced before. I can’t turn my back on that.” Clarity had come to her during the fall and she knew now things that had been hidden from her for centuries. Her grace held her angelic power—but her grace wasn’t her. Buried deep inside, able to be extracted by another angel, was her soul. All she needed to do in order to request that process was fall. Then her grace could move on to another host. 
 
   “You’re sure about this? There is only heartbreak and pain on the path you’re choosing.”
 
   She smiled at Michael’s naivety. He didn’t understand humans like she did, hadn’t spent years buried amongst them, living as close to their lives as an angel could—including indulging in many of their vices. Yes, being human would open her up to heartbreak and pain, but it would also offer the chance at a love the like of which no angel could ever fully appreciate. 
 
   
 
 
   
Drew focused on the girl in his arms. She was what mattered, not the dick who’d fallen oddly silent behind him. 
 
   “Amity, can you hear me?” Drew asked. 
 
   She issued a soft moan and he breathed a sigh of relief in response. 
 
   “I did it.” She tried to sit up, but it was obviously too much for her, and she dropped back against Drew’s hold. She pressed her hand against her head and winced. “I did it, for you, Drew. I fell.” 
 
   “I need to get you inside,” he muttered as he watched her struggle to hold herself upright. Then he paused. “Why do I need to get you inside? Angels can’t get hurt, can they?” 
 
   He looked between the woman in his arms and the guy behind him. 
 
   Michael shot Amity a look filled with regret and then turned and walked away, tossing out one statement as he went. “No, but humans can.” 
 
   “Humans?” Drew still felt he was missing one vital piece of the conversation. “You’re human? How?” 
 
   “It was the only way for us to stay together.” Amity’s mouth tipped up into a smile. “I fell for you, Drew.” 
 
   As if speaking those words stole the last of her energy, she collapsed in Drew’s arms. His training kicked back in, and he raced to get her the help she needed. 
 
   
 
 
   
There were many things Amity was going to have to get used to. Not being able to travel to Drew’s side on a whim was one. Having to get used to having a last name, a driver’s license, and a social security number was another. Although she hadn’t given those last few items a second thought, a Louis Vuitton purse with a full set of identification papers was at her hospital bedside when she woke. She was certain they were a parting gift from her brother. 
 
   The hours after she’d thrown herself off the building were a bit of a blur. She spent so much of it dozing in and out of consciousness. One thing she could remember was a steady stream of visits from hospital staff, but not from the one person she longed the most to see. 
 
   She’d left her old existence behind for him, and he hadn’t even stopped in to check on her. At least, she hadn’t seen him if he had. 
 
   Just as night was falling, the curtain around her bed fluttered and then parted to allow him to enter. 
 
   “Hey you,” he said, with his mouth set in a half-smile. His eyes were pinched with worry, but Amity thought he was a little too nonchalant for having been absent from her hospital bedside for so long. “How are you feeling?” 
 
   At the sight of him, tears welled in her eyes and fell down her cheeks. 
 
   He covered the distance to her bedside in a heartbeat and swept away the drops with his thumb. “What’s wrong?” 
 
   “You weren’t here. You didn’t come back, and I was afraid. Michael warned me that this choice would end in heartbreak . . .” she trailed off with a sniff. 
 
   Drew bundled her up into his arms, holding her against his chest while she brought her tears back under control. “He was wrong. That’s why I couldn’t come before now.” 
 
   She was confused by his statement until he pulled out a small velvet box. 
 
   “Am, I know there are a thousand more romantic ways I could do this. There are a hundred sappy words I would want to say, but I don’t want to waste time trying to find them. I don’t want another minute to pass without you knowing exactly how I feel about you. There is not a single doubt in my head that you are the one I’m supposed to spend the rest of my life with. And I want that to start right now.” 
 
   He opened the box for her and inside was an exquisite ring with a solitary princess cut diamond. 
 
   “Today, you showed me your hand, now I’m showing you mine. Will you be my everything?” 
 
   She didn’t answer him. Couldn’t. Not with her racing heart and shaking fingers. Instead, she just plucked the ring from the box and put it on her finger where it belonged, and where it would stay until the end of her days. 


 
   
  
 




 
   
 
 
   Epilogue
 
   
 
 
   Amity ran the drying chamois along the smooth metal of the old green Corolla. 
 
   My car, she thought as a smile broke out on her lips. 
 
   It was twenty years old, the paintwork was faded, the dashboard cracked, and the seats stained, but it was hers. She’d saved up the money and purchased it all on her own. It was impossible for her to feel better about her wheels, even if it had been the newest Lamborghini. 
 
   For so many years, she’d thought humanity was the ultimate burden, but now she was able to see it with a new mindset. It was the ultimate prize. Every achievement she made, even something as small as buying a car, became another treasured memory. Of course, Drew had argued a little when she’d pointed it out in a lot as they drove by. He wanted to buy her something better, preferably something that had a few less rust holes, and was newer and prettier, but had stopped short of insisting when she’d explained why it was important to her to be able to pay for it herself—and with the money she’d earned. 
 
   It was clear that he’d understood her insistence, that while leasing a fancy new car for her was a sweet gesture, it took away her pride of achievement. She didn’t want to be his trophy—someone to look good on his arm in exchange for gifts and money. Thankfully, he didn’t want that either. They both understood that she’d chosen a mortal life, and that it would take quite some time for her to adjust to being human and all that came with that existence. 
 
   The only concession she’d granted Drew was to let him pay for the relevant courses she needed to take in order to get properly qualified to start her own personal training business so that she could eventually quit her job at the bowling alley.
 
   “You finished?” Drew asked as he popped his head out of the front door to check on her. He had offered to help her wash her new—old—car, but she wanted to spend some time getting to know every dent and scratch on the exterior of her first real possession. She hadn’t done a fantastic job really—she’d ended up wetter than the car, causing her soggy clothes to cling to her every curve. She’d forbidden Drew from coming outside until she was finished—telling him in no uncertain terms that she was quite capable of washing a car—but she’d spotted his eager gaze watching her from the front window more than once. 
 
   “Just about,” Amity said, wiping the hood once more with her chamois. “I just have to get changed.” 
 
   “You’re set on taking your car then?” 
 
   “You’re not changing my mind. Cory is going to be our proud chariot today, whether you like it or not.” 
 
   “My car—”
 
   She cut him off with a glare. “If you value your manhood at all, you won’t even finish any sentence that ends in you suggesting that we take your car instead.” 
 
   He cast her an overly innocent look. “I wasn’t going to suggest any such thing.” 
 
   She moved closer to him, stalking toward him in her wet clothes. “Sure you weren’t.” 
 
   He could see the direction of her thoughts, and his eyes widened.
 
   “I just know the way a little better. It’s my father’s house after all.” He backed away from her with his hands raised in surrender. “But I can see this is important to you,” he added in a rush as he backed away a little faster. 
 
   “Uh huh, sure,” she murmured when she closed in on the front door. 
 
   If he’d really wanted to escape her pursuit, he could have pushed the door shut. It wouldn’t have stopped her from going inside, but it would have signaled that he wasn’t in the mood to play. 
 
   “So, you don’t think Cory is just a death trap on wheels anymore?” 
 
   “I didn’t say that,” Drew said with a wicked grin. He was baiting her. She knew it and she didn’t care. He was going to get what was coming to him. 
 
   She passed the threshold into the house and pushed the door closed behind her. 
 
   “You think she is then?” 
 
   “If I say yes, will it get me in trouble?” His ass smacked against the back of the sofa and he ran out of room to back up. After checking behind him, he turned back to her, a smirk playing on his lips. 
 
   Amity narrowed her eyes at him and slowed her forward progress a little. She was just out of arm’s reach when she grew wary. “You almost sound like you want to be in trouble.” 
 
   In a heartbeat, he reached out for her, wrapped her in his arms, and then tossed her over the back of the sofa before leaping after her. The movement left her stunned, and before she was able to recover, Drew’s lips covered hers, and his body pinned her against the seat. 
 
   “What can I say?” he murmured between kisses. “I like your particular brand of punishment.”
 
   Laughing, she pushed him off her and sent him tumbling to the floor. Before he had a chance to move or react, she straddled his hips and pulled off her wet shirt. “Well, in that case—you’re really going to get it!” 
 
   
 
 
   
Drew’s hand found the base of Amity’s spine as he led her around the side gate into his father’s garden. It was hard to believe it had been twelve months since he’d come home full of expectations about setting the world on fire with his ideologies. So much had changed since then. His career was still important, and he was still set on being a cardiothoracic surgeon, but his priorities had shifted. It was all because of his angel. He knew how to have fun now and that it was okay to lighten up a little from time to time. 
 
   He and Amity had intended to arrive early to help with the set up, but her punishment for his jibes about her car had taken a good hour to resolve, making them late. 
 
   It had been a very good hour though. 
 
   The party was almost in full swing, just waiting for the guests of honor to arrive. A few people milling nearby nodded their hellos or moved closer to welcome the pair. When Drew met his gaze in the crowd, Dr. McGregor’s face turned an odd shade of puce, just like it did every time Amity—whose very existence the psychologist had so vehemently denied—was near. 
 
   Addy bounded over and took Amity’s hands in her own. Since the first moment Drew had introduced them, Addy made it her personal goal to ensure Amity was as comfortable as possible at all times. Addy had taken Amity in as the daughter she would soon become. Although her over exuberant personality had frightened Amity at first, Drew had been able to get his former angel to see that Addy was merely making up for lost time with him and, by extension, his fiancée.
 
   “You’re here at last!” Addy said, pulling Amity away. “Late on a day like today of all days!” 
 
   Amity looked at Drew with a guilty expression. “Sorry, we were waylaid.” 
 
   Drew’s lips twitched. Laid is right, he thought. 
 
   Amity’s gaze echoed his thoughts and he wondered whether anyone would miss them if they disappeared for another hour. 
 
   They probably would, Drew decided. It’s kind of important for us to be here. 
 
   Before he had a chance to see whether Amity would mind playing hooky for a little while longer, Addy linked arms with Amity and led her into the house. Amity winked at him as she disappeared. 
 
   It was hard to believe that the next time he saw her . . . 
 
   “What are you grinning about?” Becca asked. Drew’s gaze reluctantly left the house that had stolen Amity from his view and turned to greet Becca. He smiled at what he saw. 
 
   The soft plum fabric of her summer dress clung to the newly rounded bump she sported. Her dark curls were loose around her shoulders, and she looked positively carefree. 
 
   “You of all people should know the answer to that,” he responded as he looked in Evan’s direction. 
 
   It hadn’t been all that long ago when he’d thought a friendship with Becca and Evan would have been impossible. Ever since the day Amity had given up her grace to live a normal life with him though, he’d been able to look at Becca without the hurt that had occupied his body and soul for what had felt like an eternity. 
 
   When Amity struggled to settle into her new human life and needed help—assistance that Drew was at a loss to give—Evan had stepped in with his unique understanding. Somewhere along the way, the four of them had become friends. Not just a close approximation, but real honest-to-goodness friends. 
 
   They’d even gone on a double date and Evan had filled in the blanks about how and when he and Becca had fallen in love. Drew had listened to the story with his arm around Amity’s shoulder, confident in the knowledge that it had all worked out the way it was supposed to. He supposed that without Heaven's influence, he and Becca probably would have ended up together. They may have even been happy enough . . . but neither of them would have felt the glow of true love. He’d found someone better suited for him than he could have ever imagined. He’d found his angel. 
 
   “Everything okay in there?” Drew asked, nodding at Becca’s stomach.
 
   Becca beamed at him and Drew couldn’t help but acknowledge the truth in what people said about the glow of pregnancy. “Scans were perfect. She’s perfect.”
 
   “She? I didn’t think you were going to find out?”
 
   Evan moved over to them as they talked and wrapped his arm around Becca’s back. “I didn’t want to.”
 
   “But he has trouble saying no to me,” Becca added with a chuckle. 
 
   Drew laughed too. “I know the feeling.” 
 
   “Are you excited?” Becca asked. 
 
   “You’d be better off asking him if he’s terrified. There's still time to back out you know?” Evan deadpanned, before issuing a loud “oof” sound as Becca’s hand struck him across the stomach.
 
   Cathy dragged her husband over to join in the gentle ribbing of Drew. She’d joined Becca in taking Amity into their circle without a second thought. “You know what they say about the only food that kills a woman’s sex drive.”
 
   She nodded in the direction of the towering cake on a small table to the side of the gazebo.
 
   “Run for the hills,” Gary said, wrapping his arms around his wife’s waist and pulling her close. “While you still can.” 
 
   “Not a chance,” Drew said with a smile wider than he ever imagined he’d wear. He'd been looking forward to this day for months—ever since Amity had answered his simple question without a single word. 
 
   Over in the one corner of the garden, someone waved once for his attention. She wore a pressed power suit and had a cell phone clutched in one of her hands like it was a lifeline. 
 
   “Mom!” he called after excusing himself from his group of friends. 
 
   When he reached her, she gave him a half-hug and air-kissed beside his cheek. “You’re looking well.”
 
   “Thanks for coming, Mom.” He’d thought she might pass because of the location, but had desperately wanted her there to celebrate with him. 
 
   She patted his cheek. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.” 
 
   “Come, I’ll find you a VIP seat.” 
 
   
 
 
   
“You look so beautiful,” Addy exclaimed, before pressing her hand against her mouth. Her eyes were glassy, and in the instant before her fingers had covered them, her lips had quivered. She seemed more nervous about the day than Amity felt. The fact that Addy was the mastermind behind it all was probably largely to blame. No doubt, she was acutely aware of the pressure to get everything right. Not that Drew or Amity would have complained if things went a little pear-shaped. They were both used to things not going as smoothly as expected. 
 
   Amity looked at the mirror. The dress wasn't designer. In fact, it was off the rack, the discount rack at that. With her limited income, she couldn't afford designer anymore and letting someone else buy it for her was another concession she refused to allow. For now. She still had a few designer pieces, but mostly her everyday clothes were discount. That was likely to change once she and Drew were married though. After all, she would be expected to wear a certain type of attire to the various charity fundraisers organized by her mother-in-law and the hospital, but there was a certain pride in paying her own way in the meantime. 
 
   That was exactly what surprised Amity the most about her new wardrobe. She was just as happy in a pair of discount store jeans as any of her old outfits, happier in fact. Okay, the brands would have been nice as well, but she didn’t need them to feel her worth like she once had. In the simple cream dress, which Addy had customized with hand-sewn beadwork, Amity felt richer and more beautiful than she ever had before. 
 
   Amity's hair was loose, the powder-white strands falling to her waist. A halo of flowers rested on her head, a secret joke that only a few special people in her life would understand. Today was the day she would finally be able to shed the last of the pain that had pervaded her existence since she’d failed Rose—maybe even longer if she was being completely honest with herself. 
 
    She glanced back over to Addy who was fanning herself to stop her tears. “I promised I wouldn't cry, but I just . . . I can't help it. You are so perfect for Drew. You've brought him out of his shell in ways I never even knew were possible. And now, you're going to marry him, and everything will be perfect.” 
 
   “Thank you, Addy,” Amity said, pulling the older—but also much, much younger in some ways—woman into her embrace. “Thank you for organizing all of this and for being there for Drew, even when he wasn't always there for you.” 
 
   Addy just pulled away and patted Amity’s hand without saying a word. Amity understood why. The last time Addy had tried to voice the emotions she felt about her new relationship with Drew, and about how much it meant to his father, she’d broken down in tears. Neither of them needed tears at that moment. 
 
   “Are you ready?” 
 
   Amity nodded and Addy squealed in delight. “I'll go round everyone up!” She clapped her hands with glee and then left Amity alone to her thoughts. 
 
   Amity turned back to the mirror and thought about the changes in her life in the last year. She had been hurting in ways she'd never acknowledged, hiding from the very thing that ended up being her salvation. With one last look in the mirror to make sure she was perfect for Drew, she turned to leave the powder room. 
 
   “Do I get a hug too?” 
 
   She spun at the voice. “Michael? What are you doing here?” 
 
   “I came to tell you that I'm sorry. That I was wrong.”
 
   Fighting a smile, she raised an eyebrow. “You were what now? I can't have heard that right. My human hearing is a tad less perfect.” 
 
   Michael's lips twitched. “It doesn't happen often. When it does, I'm angel enough to admit it.” 
 
   He paused to eye her from head to toe. 
 
   Amity watched as his mouth twitch again, seemingly to stifle a smirk. 
 
   “He's good for you,” Michael added with a genuine smile. 
 
   “You've been spying on us?” 
 
   “Not spying . . . checking in.” 
 
   “Is there a difference?” she teased. 
 
   He ignored her question. 
 
   Typical angel, absolutely no sense of humor, she thought. 
 
   “I was wondering if you'd do me the great honor of allowing me to give you away?” 
 
   She blinked at him. “You'd do that? For me?” 
 
   He cupped her chin. “Amity, I told you that I relied on you. I've missed your presence here.” He tapped the side of his head. “Even if your duties are fulfilled by someone else, I will always miss you. Let me say goodbye to my beloved sister properly.” 
 
   She teared up at his words. How many times she'd wished for that type of validation before—validation which Drew had willingly given her over and over without her even having to utter a word to request it. Maybe things would have been different if Michael had been willing to voice his feelings more often, if all of the other angels had been, but Amity decided she didn't want different. 
 
   She wanted Drew. 
 
   “The honor would be mine,” she said. “After all, how many women get walked down the aisle by an angel?” 
 
   Michael offered her his hand and they moved to walk to her waiting groom. 
 
   The journey up the aisle passed in a blur. Drew was her goal—and her final destination. When Michael passed her hand to Drew’s, a warmth filled her chest and she broke into a grin so wide she was certain everyone watching could see her molars. 
 
   She turned her head and looked out at the crowd gathered to witness their union and considered how complete her life was now. How full.
 
   When the celebrant started to speak, she looked back toward Drew and her stomach fluttered with nerves. Not over her choice though, never that. It was her desire to ensure the vows they’d selected adequately covered the magnitude of the emotions she needed to express. 
 
   When it was her turn to speak, she tried to steady her wavering voice so Drew would know there was no doubt in her heart. “Drew, today I become your wife and your partner in everything. I promise to always give you the best of myself, while accepting you the way you are. I will keep myself open to you, to let you know my innermost fears and feelings, and all of my secrets and dreams. I promise to grow along with you, to be willing to face change as we both change, keeping our relationship alive and exciting. And I promise to love you in good times and in bad, with all I have to give and all that I am, in the only way I know how—completely and forever.”
 
   As the celebrant announced them husband and wife, the crowd burst into applause. Drew pulled Amity toward him, following the instructions to kiss his bride. As he did, Amity knew, without question or doubt, that she would be at Drew's side until the day they died. 
 
   After that, they would find one another once more on the golden shores of their private beach because true happiness, true love, really could last for eternity. 
 
   
 
 
   
The End
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Happily Evan After (Fall for You Book 1)
 
   Available Now
 
   
Evan is a reluctant cupid.
 
   
Facing an unknown term of servitude to repay his debt to the world, it is his responsibility to guide couples together. Despite initial hesitancy, he has learned to handle every case with care and he now basks in the afterglow of new-found love and relishes in the energy it provides him. But his end goal is still the promise of paradise in return for his penance.
 
   
It's all going according to plan until he receives an assignment that is inconceivable to him. He has to find a mate for Becca, within whom lives the reincarnated soul of his one true love. Bound by his duty to find her a match, he must resist her charm and suppress his own desires. It is his job and he cannot fail, even if his own paradise now seems lost.
 
   
For a cupid, falling in love is against the rules.
 
   
Isn't it?
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Decide (Declan Reede: The Untold Story #0.5)
 
   August 27th, 2015
 
   
Strap in, get ready to start your engines and see where it all began.
 
    
 
   From an early age, Declan Reede’s only goal was to race in the ProV8 Championship Series. One thing he couldn’t anticipate was that a blistering kiss shared with his best friend, Alyssa Dawson, might derail his plans. 
 
    
 
   While he knows things between them will never be the same, it’s impossible to predict just where the road will take them, or how rocky it might get.
 
    
 
   Will he decide to fight for love or follow his dreams?
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Through the Fire (Daughter of Fire Book 1)
 
   Available Now
 
   
Evie Meyers’ life is one spent on the run. Every minute of every day, her life is in danger if anyone should suspect the truth about her ancestry. Her father was willing to risk everything to keep the truth hidden, even from her, but the lies he fabricated were exposed when her high school crush, Clay Jacobs, inadvertently stumbled upon her secret. His discovery puts Evie at risk from a secret organization tasked with washing the world clean of nonhumans—and Clay is one of its deadliest soldiers. Forced into a war she doesn’t understand, all because of what she is, Evie is left with no choice but to flee with her father to escape persecution.
 
   
When Clay reappears in her life, battle scarred and mysterious, Evie is unprepared and terrified as he forces his way back into her heart. When the battle catches up with her, and a tragic accident tears apart the peace she discovered, she finds herself alone and without the protection of her father, or her lover. Now, she needs to keep her secrets hidden and learn to survive on her own in a world that wants her dead, all while searching for the missing piece of her heart.
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   Click here to get started: http://www.michelle-irwin.com/
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Rise from Ash (Daughter of Fire Book 2)
 
   Available Now
 
    
 
   Love has cost Evie Meyers everything. Wounded and alone, she has no choice but to learn how to survive without becoming the monster she is thought to be by the man she loves.
 
    
 
   When she discovers a cryptic message from that very man, Clay Jacobs, her mind is thrown into turmoil. It’s second nature for Evie to run, but there is no escaping the memories of their time together. While she is certain it’s a trap, she longs to discover the true meaning of his words. With heart battling mind, her choices send her on a collision course with what was once lost, leaving her life hanging in the balance.
 
    
 
   Can Evie rise from the ashes of her charred dreams, or will she burn in the attempt?
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Besieged by Rain (Son of Rain Book 1)
 
   Available Now
 
   
Clay Jacobs is a soldier. His family—elite members of a secret organization—are tasked with washing the world clean of all supernatural threats. Each new day brings the opportunity to fight at their side for a cause that he’s never doubted is just.‏ 
 
   
But Clay harbors a dangerous secret. The object of his teenage obsession was not human, and he failed to detect the truth until it was too late to destroy her. Even after she fled, he couldn't bring himself to report her. Now, the memory of the one who got away not only haunts him, it holds him captive and assaults him nightly. Unable to escape her hold on his mind, he races across the country to locate her and restore his sanity. Only instead of the monster he expects, he finds a woman who ensnares him with her charms. In her embrace, Clay dares to imagine a different life.
 
   
When his family discovers his betrayal, and threaten to destroy his dreams in the worst way imaginable, Clay has no option but to return to their side and convince them he’s back on the right track. Will he be able to play his part convincingly when the cause he’s spent most of his life fighting for is the very thing that will end his lover’s life?
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