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Haven

My presence is like a salt 

That will always remind him of his pain

Even when I want to heal his misery

Alex

Dozens of stories are about a man

Falling in love with his lover's heart's receiver

I never read one about a man

Falling in love with the woman 

Who was to give her heart to his dying lover

Before we heal, we first get hurt. But is it really healing or simply fooling the pain?

Find out in The Healing Sins Series, the new steamy, hot, and sizzling series from Catherine Tramell, author of The Game of Doms Series.

The Healing Sins Series is a collection of medical romance that will make you believe in happiness, overcome the pain, and hold on to your hopes while heat up your lust but make you desire a happy-ending romance.

In this first book, you will enjoy the twist of a doctor, Alex Monroe, falling in love with the sleeping patient, Haven Ricci. No. This is not the classic tale of Sleeping Beauty meeting her Prince Charming. This is a story of an extraordinary twist that will make you believe that happiness is yours when it has to be yours. With hotness on the side.

Disclaimer: Though romantic and sweet like heaven, this book contains explicit sexual depictions that are hot as hell. This book is recommended for mature audiences only. All characters involved in sexual scenes are also above 18 years of age. 
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I stop and watch my wife kiss our son while a nurse holds him. My baby cries, wanting to be in his mother's warm arms, but Lauren is too weak to have him in her arms. I take a deep breath, hoping that the air inside me will keep holding up my heart. Not for my wife, but for my son. 

"Dr. Malone," the nurse says in greeting as he presents my son to me.

I softly smile and give them a sign to bring my son to the nursery. Lauren avoids my eyes as the nurses leave us. The guilt in her eyes is still so apparent that it rubs off on me, too. I already know the truth, but I still can't find the heart to touch my son.

“He’s yours,” Lauren tells me.

“I know.” Thanks to science.

“Alex.”

“A second chance? We’ve agreed to that,” I cut my wife off. “He needs you. We’ll be together again.”

Lauren holds on to her chest and shows a sad smile. She doesn't believe me and thinks I'm doing it only because of her heart. Partly, Lauren's right. I can't tell her the truth that I still hate her for what she did to me. But we have to face things together, such as her failing heart and my fear of letting my son grow up without a mother.

"I don't think I can...."

“I’m doing everything I can,” I bite my lips to hide my frustration of telling her a lie. “We will have that second chance.”

Lauren finds the courage to look at me and smile. I force myself to reply with a sincere one, but even her pitiful face can’t erase the memory of what she did to me. Of what I have to do for her.

I have been a doctor since the moment she met me. My priority has always been saving people's lives, especially children's lives. Lauren admired it, and I thought she loved me for that. Maybe she did, but it wasn't enough. She grew tired of waiting to be the first on my list and had an affair a few months into our marriage.

The guilt of infidelity took a toll on her heart and worsened her chronic heart condition. When she found out about her pregnancy, I tried talking to her. Childbirth could kill her, I reminded her every time. I hated what she did to me, but I can't let her die. For her sake and the child's. Lauren insisted that the child was mine and wanted to give birth to him – hoping he could mend what she broke. 

Despite all the technologies and the preparations to lessen the risk to her heart, giving birth made everything worse. Now, she needs a heart. My son needs a mother. And I – I am willing to do everything to give my son what he needs.

“This is punishment,” Lauren said with a forced chuckle. “I broke a perfect man and a perfect life for having a weak heart.”

Yes. Her heart is weak. I want to tell her that. How can she fall for another man for which she claims was temporary?  But I can't blame her. She may have loved me for who I am, but she had needs. Every woman wants to be special, and I failed to make her feel that way.

So, yeah. This second chance is not only for her but for me. I need to heal and forgive her. But I still need to find her another heart. The question is when.

Lauren is at the bottom of the list. I have used all my influence to get her higher on the priority list, but she's still too far away from the top. No one wants to give up their loved one's heart. Even those people whose daughter has been sleeping for six years. I even bought a significant amount of shares in this hospital. I'm hoping that Lauren will get the heart once the daughter dies.

“Everything will be fine,” I tell Lauren. “I will find a heart,” I say, in hopes that the new heart will be strong enough to love only me.

I want to comfort Lauren, but I still can’t fight my coldness towards her. I pretend to receive a call from my fellow doctor and excuse myself from the room. A new heart to love only me? Will I ever love Lauren again after she has a new heart? Will it erase the pain she caused my heart and my ego?

A second chance, I remind myself. We both need it, and hopefully, we will win through it.
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"No! If my daughter dies, her heart goes with her!"

Mr. Ricci slightly pulls his wife away from me. Mrs. Ricci stops struggling and cries on her husband’s chest. I look away from them to avoid increasing the guilt I feel. I’m asking them to kill their daughter. No. I’m buying their daughter’s heart.

The attending physician informed me that Haven Ricci, the girl who has been comatose for almost six years, was about to lose her battle. The Riccis have spent their fortune on everything that can bring her back. The young lady has fought hard, but her vital signs have deteriorated over the past weeks.

The team that looks after their daughter had told the Ricci couple that they have to get ready for the worst. I came to ask if they could donate their daughter's heart.

Lauren can be the priority if she receives the heart as a personal donation from a match. Haven Ricci is Lauren's match, and I'm willing to give everything to get my wife and me a second chance – for my son's sake.

“I am not selling my daughter’s heart!” Mrs. Ricci yells at me.

But Mr. Ricci is tempted by my offer. His corporate share has lessened this past year. He is about to lose his seat as a director. I offered him a proxy right over my share and a return of a few of his stocks. Haven Ricci. Her heart should be worth it. It’s too damn expensive. 

My best friend and fellow pediatrician, Damon Cowell, asked me if it's all worth it. I don't know. But I have always been a person who refused to give up what is mine. My love for Lauren may not be as strong as it was before, but I'm not going to give her up. I grew up in a good home filled with love and almost believed that the world was perfect. Lauren may have put a crack in it, but I will not let her do the same to my child. My son will grow up just like me – full of love.

So, there’s no question if it’s all worth it. I will have Haven Ricci’s heart.

"Please. I promise you, I will take care of Haven's heart," I tell Mrs. Ricci. "I will give my wife a beautiful life. One you might have wished for your Haven. I will fill your daughter's heart with nothing but happiness."

Mrs. Ricci stops crying and turns to me. Her husband kept her in the dark about my offer. I have to appeal to her heart as a woman. I'm not sure about what I told her, but if Lauren doesn't make the mistake of cheating on me again, I will fill their daughter's heart with nothing but happiness. I only hope her heart is not a cheating one.

“Your wife is a lucky woman,” Mrs. Ricci says between sobs. She looks at her husband and says, “Just her heart. Nothing else.”

After saying the words, Mrs. Ricci walks into her daughter’s room. Mr. Ricci takes a deep breath and walks closer to me. He looks at me and says, “About your offer, I want it done before the operation.”

"Of course," I don't know if I should be disappointed in him. But for six years, he put aside his vicious businessman mentality for his daughter. Now, it's time for him to make a comeback.
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Help me! Save me. I can hear my mother begging me to wake up. But I can't. I don't know how anymore. The last things I remember are a bright light flashing through my eyes, the fading laughter, and the increasing screams. How long have I been in this dark place? I feel warm but cold.

It's like a long journey to nowhere. I'm trying to find that brick road, but I find myself in a field of flowers. Everything is beautiful, but I'm alone. Somebody please! Take my hand and pull me out of this solitude.

A beeping sound. I hear it again, then it stops. The same voice repeats in my head. My mom's cry, my dad's heavy breaths as he holds back his cries, and some strange voices. But now, everything seems quiet. Like I’m left alone to leave. I don’t want to go!

Another beeping sound echoes in my ear, but I lose hope. It'll be gone again soon. It always does. Suddenly, a gush of strange warmth envelops me. Please! I pray when somebody holds my hand. My mom? My dad? It is the first time I feel this way since seeing the flashing lights.

“Don’t worry,” a deep voice whispers through my ears. My heart jolts, and the beeping sound almost wakes me. Once again, I lost hope that it meant something. The warmth in my heart disappears as something slips away from my hand. "I'll take care of your heart."

No! Wait! I can see myself screaming, but why doesn’t anyone hear me? I’ll take care of your heart. And for the first time in a long time, I hear a loud thumping sound. Deafening. Waking me. Forcing me to find the way to a different light. Then the beeping sound grows louder, overshadowing my fast heartbeat.

Then, there it goes again, a warm feeling coming from my hand. Please. Pull me out of here, I scream in my head. Let the beeping stop and calm my heart. Then, everything stopped.
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I let go of a loud groan and release myself into ecstasy. I close my eyes and chase my breath. With her beautiful face in my mind. With the satisfying warmth of her hand. She's so beautiful I want to make a fairytale come true. 

A fairytale. 

It is more than that. I don't only feel something about the patient's beauty. She also teases the sexual demon hiding in me.

Haven Ricci. 

I should have listened to Damon, my fellow, when he told me not to meet her. It will only bring me guilt.  I should have known that. But as a person, part of me wants to find out from whom Lauren's new heart will come.

Instead of guilt, I felt something different – especially when I touched her hand. Her warmth was so strange that it awakened lust and a longing in my heart. After Lauren cheated on me, I buried myself in work and never thought of loving anyone again. I always pick some crazy colleague or young employees who are willing to spread their legs for me to satisfy my lust. But casual sex isn't my thing. It always fails me.

When Lauren announced that she was pregnant with our child, I tried to awaken my passion for her. We were to be a family; I had to find that spark again. 

If I forgive Lauren and she remains faithful to me, maybe that passion can spark again. Months passed, and our child was born. The spark never came.

Through Lauren.

Strangely, I felt that spark today. With Haven. Why?

Is it because her heart will be Lauren's?

Or is it because that young woman is gorgeous? 

Her lips are thick and pouting like a cherub's lips. Though pale pink, her mouth still makes me want to know its taste. Haven's eyelids are long, showing how big and wide her eyes can be. I'm curious about what they look like – when they stare into my eyes.

The more I think of her, the more I want her to wake up. The more I imagine her as a healthy woman, the more I desire her. My lust gets stronger. I shake my head. Is this a way to counter my guilt? 

I will end up loving her heart, but I am – in a way – the one who will kill her.

I wash my hands and look in the mirror. Haven's face still appears in my memory. Is it worth it? But then, she's about to cross death. If it can give Lauren a second chance at life, and me a second chance at happiness, maybe it is.

A loud knock on the bathroom startles me. I find Dr. Ruiz, Lauren’s cardiologist, in my office with Damon. They show the usual reaction of doctors with bad news. Haven? I almost laughed at myself. Why would I think of her first?

“We need to do the operation ASAP,” Dr. Ruiz declares. "Lauren just had another arrest, and it's worse than before."

My whole body becomes numb. I don’t know what to think. Of course, Lauren should get the operation at the soonest time possible, but a part of me hesitates. I only saw Haven once. I didn’t get to watch her face for a long time.

“Are you alright, Alex?” Damon asks.

Get your head straight, Alex. I look at Dr. Ruiz and nod. "I've already talked to Mr. Ricci. They have signed the papers."

Dr. Ruiz blows a sigh of relief and quickly calls out his team of heart surgeons. Damon looks at me and shakes his head. He has been my friend for almost a decade and can read my reactions well. This time, his suspicion may only be half right. Yes. I feel guilty that I'm about to end Haven's life. But I can't help the growing frustration that someone as beautiful as her will be gone before I may know and have her.
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The halls of the operating room are eerily quiet. I can only hear Mrs. Ricci's cries as medical personnel lead Haven to the operating room. The slow beeps in Haven's monitor prove that she's almost gone. Lauren is inside the operating room. A team of heart surgeons struggles to keep her heart strong before the transplant.

Mr. Ricci looks at me. I can see his hesitation. Technically, he sold his daughter to me after we closed and signed the contract.

"Can I hold her again?" Mrs. Ricci asks the nurses. I look away when she holds her daughter's hand and cries her apology for not doing everything she can to save her.

Her words console me. I'm doing everything I can for my son's mother. It is enough to calm my conscience but not the strange regret growing in my heart.

Mrs. Ricci lets go of Haven's hand, allowing the nurses and aides to tow her towards the operating room. When her bed passes before me, I avoid looking at her face, but I can't. I want to see the most beautiful being I've seen for the last time. "Stop," I utter.

The nurses adhere to my order. Just one last time. I walk closer to take a look at Haven. She's paler than when I first saw her. Haven's pouty lips have turned slightly bluish. She looks like an angel. She’ll be one in a few minutes.

My eyes land on her hand. I try to fight the urge to hold it again, but it can be my last time to do it. I reach for her hand and squeeze it a little. The nurses and aides become puzzled. None of them knows that the person waiting for the heart is my wife. They probably wonder what a pediatrician is doing to a dying donor.

“I knew her from before,” I lie and move closer to Haven. I become bolder and push my face closer to hers. Ah. She smells like baby powder with a hint of hospital disinfectants. I softly chuckle and whisper to her, “I’ll take care of your heart always, Haven.”

The quiet halls suddenly panic when Haven's monitor rapidly beeps. I raise my head to look into it, but her hand suddenly curls to hold on to mine. I look at her and find the most beautiful pair of green eyes that matches her shoulder-length, curly red hair.

“Doctor,” one of the nurses calls me while my body turns numb.

“Move away, Malone,” Haven’s attending physician pushes me away, forcing my hand to slip from hers.

“Haven, can you hear me?” her doctor asks.

The young woman doesn't answer, but her eyes keep following me as I walk away from her. The doctor and nurses check on her, but her eyes pin with mine. Every second that our eyes are with each other, my body becomes numb and hot. My heart pounds like there's an avalanche happening against my chest. She’s alive.

"She's back," the doctor declares, confirming my thoughts.

The Ricci couple rushes to Haven's side. I look at the entrance to the operating room and find Dr. Ruiz with a sorry look on his face. No. I look back at Haven. She’s back, but Lauren is about to go.

Guilt dumps on me like a raging waterfall. Did I save one soul and deliver one? And my son? I can accept that I surrendered my second chance to happiness, but to have surrendered my son's right to have a mother by his side? I can't forgive myself for that. I'm the reason for one's life and the other's death.
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Five years and eight months. I have been asleep for that long. The last thing I remember was a bright light before my date's car crashed into another in a tunnel. David, my date, died. I survived by sleeping.

My mother tells me that it was an accident. But it was partly my fault. My stupid immaturity caused somebody's death and my almost death, too. I remember the night well. David dared me to give him a blowjob while driving. I laughed at his dare, but I teased him by giving him a hand job instead. Yes. I was eighteen. Frisky and immature. Fine. I was pretty wild, too.

I wanted to stop when we were about to enter the tunnel, but he grabbed my hand to force me to continue. I told him to focus on driving, but he kept reaching. He ended up driving over the other lane and crashed into another car. Bright lights. Screams. Sirens. They were the last thing I remembered before I went into deep space and got lost.

My father walks into my room with creases in his forehead. It's the same when he comes home after hearing disappointing news about me. Did I sleep that long to avoid his rage after the accident? His wild daughter did not only kill somebody but also put her life in danger. Worse, he had to spend almost his entire fortune to keep me alive.

The wrinkles in his forehead disappear as he shows me a smile. He's hiding something from me, and he's hiding it well. My heart jolts when a doctor comes in. It’s not him. I still can’t forget that doctor who held my hand when I woke up.

“This is Dr. Richard Carter,” Dad introduces. I look at the doctor. He’s about the same age as that doctor who held my hand. But his brown eyes are different. His face lacks the gentleness of that man. “He’s a therapist.”

Many things happened in six years, and many things can shock me. To avoid any adverse effects on my mental health, I need to go into therapy. Is it why I believe that somebody promised to take care of my heart? Was it all but a dream? Was that handsome doctor I saw when I opened my eyes part of that dream?

“Good morning, Haven,” Dr. Carter greets.

Disappointment pulls my heart down. Dr. Carter's voice is different. None of the doctors around me had the same voice as the man. I also haven't seen that man since that day I woke up. Somebody has yet to tell me why I was in the middle of the hallway to the operating room when I woke up.

Dr. Carter flashes a charming smile. I may have been asleep for six years, but I still know how men show their adoration for me. I'm not arrogant, but I used to have boys swarm over me with charming smiles. I smile a little, but I still can't hide my disappointment. Is that doctor a dream?

“We’ll be seeing a lot of each other starting tomorrow,” Dr. Carter adds.

“I hope you’ll help me get out of here as quickly as possible,” I say in a kidding tone, but I meant it.

My parents often forget that I'm no longer unconscious. I heard them talking about a dispute with a stockholder because I suddenly woke up. I don't understand why my miracle became a complication for my father. But the earlier I get off medical care, the easier their life will be.

“It’s up to you, little miss,” Dr. Carter replies.

Dad softly smiles and invites the doctor for a private talk. I look at Mom, and she can tell my worries. "I already know it is because of me, Mom."

My mother frowns. She blows an angry sigh and corrects me by saying, "It's not you. It's because of this doctor."

“A doctor?”

I slowly go numb with shock as my mother tells me the truth. A doctor tried to buy my heart because his wife needed it. I'm not angry that Dad almost sold me. I'm disappointed that the promise I heard wasn't for me. That doctor promised to take care of my heart as it was to become his wife's.

Worse, his wife died because I woke up. That man probably hates me now. I silently mock myself with a laugh. So much for dreaming that I woke up because someone is meant to love me.

"Can I know his name?" Mom shakes her head. I hold her hand and insist, "I know it's not my fault, but I should at least express an apology to him."

“Stop worrying about it. You have a second chance at life, Haven. It’s time to make it right now,” Mom sobs before adding, “You’re no longer a child. Though you’ve matured into a woman while sleeping, you have to grow up. Catch up with your age.”

I frown a little and turn to the other side. Catch up with my age. And yet, my parents still treat me as the eighteen-year-old daughter who'll make another huge mistake.

"Your father spent all our fortune to keep you alive, Haven. We suffered for six years," Mom finally starts accounting for what I should be grateful for like she always did. "You need to listen and do what we tell you now."

I need to? But how can I object? Mom is right. They sacrificed a lot. The only way I can repay them is to become a good daughter now.
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"He's a good man," Mom tells me through the phone.

I smile at Richard – Dr. Carter – and walk beside him. A month has passed since I left the hospital. I only come for my therapy with Richard. As weeks passed, Richard offered me friendship – more like a courtship. The therapist managed to tickle my parent's fancy, and now they think he should be more than just my therapist.

This sucks! My parents' sacrifices feel like a prison to me. I want to unleash my rebellious and wild side, but guilt always arrests me. They like Richard and enjoy the interest he shows me. I have to pretend to enjoy it, too.

Richard is not that bad. But he's not that doctor. It's been a month, and I still haven't seen Doctor Malone again.

“I have to go, Mom,” I hang up after seeing the doctor at the children’s garden of the hospital. Richard holds my wrist when I walk in a different direction. I glare at him and pull my hand away.

I slowly walk toward the doctor, pinning my eyes on his face. It is him. Just as I first saw him. Curly brown hair, clean look, thick lips, charming brown eyes. He's like a math teacher who can easily make me want to fail yet excel in calculus only to keep seeing and impressing him.

I didn't notice it before, but he's more muscular and fit than many doctors. The doctor looks more like an athlete with his build. I gulp as his physique raises my temperature. I haven’t been wild for years, and he's waking up that side of me.

My chest burns with strange desire while watching his broad shoulders and wide arms. Oh, how I long to be in those strong arms.

Yes. I'm a virgin. I'm known as a wild child, but the farthest I went was a blow job. The hopeless romantic in me is more powerful than my wild side. I want my first to be romantic but not too gentle. 

You know the type where the man pulls you close to him, ravishes your lips, and the only thing left is for you to give in to your feelings. No man has ever done that. Man? I should mean a boy. I slept all those years that I couldn’t find such a man.

Also, there’s always something stopping me from going all the way. Either my parents come home or the police bust the party. Maybe I was meant to die a virgin, only I refused to. I almost laugh at the thought.

"Dr. Malone!" A little girl in a patient robe clings to his other arm. He lifts his arms and swings the child. One by one, kids run to him for their turn. His face exudes his innate kindness to kids. And it’s enough to tickle my heart and make me giggle softly.

“Haven,” Richard calls.

Dr. Malone must have heard him. He stops and looks in my way. A smile breaks across my lips as a greeting to him. “It is you,” I say while taking a step closer.

The other doctor tells the kids to give him a short break. I stop walking closer when he gives me a hostile look. Totally different from what I saw when I woke up. His dark eyebrows almost switch places. His smile has faded; his lips wrinkle as he frowns.

Stupid. I forgot about what my mother told me. He’s the doctor whose wife died because I came back to life. The man who bought my heart for the woman he loves. Of course, he’ll be angry at me.

“Haven,” Richard gently holds me by the elbow. He looks at the other doctor and says, “Alex.”

“Richard.” His voice! It is him. 

The confirmation revives all of my feelings of seeing him for the first time. My heart rumbles and wants to roll out of my mouth to prove my excitement over knowing that it's him. Dr. Alex Malone notices me looking at his hands. I want to hold his hands again and feel the desire to live from his warmth. He quickly puts them in his pocket. 

Alex flicks some quick smiles and walks away from us. Richard pulls my elbow to urge me to leave. I scowl and walk away from him. Richard calls me again, making Alex stop and turn to me.

"I-I want to apologize," I stutter as part of me disagrees with why I'm apologizing. Why should I apologize for getting a miracle? For rising from the dead?

"Apologize that you are alive and my wife is dead?" Alex is blunt with his words, but they sharply cut into my heart. He looks away after some guilt appears in his eyes. "Do me a favor, Ha... whoever you are. Don't ever try to be in the same place with me."

“Watch your mouth, Alex!” Richard steps in. “It’s not Haven’s fault your wife died.”

Alex's lips twitch as he glares at me. He knows that it is my fault, and it angers him. He lost his wife despite doing everything to save her, but it all ended in vain. And he has no one to blame.

“Just stay out of my way,” Dr. Malone warns and walks away.

“Never mind him,” Richard whispers while slipping his hand on mine. “He’s one arrogant parachute doctor.”

As I watch Alex leave with his shoulders dropped, I can’t stop wanting to alleviate the pain he feels for losing his wife. He’s right. I should not be in the same place as him. My presence is like a salt that will always remind him of his pain, even when I want to heal his misery.
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"Are you sure you're allowed to be here?" Leslie, a nurse who has become my new best friend, jokes.

I frown and order a beer. I’m twenty-four and old enough to hit a bar if I want to. Or screw a cheese and wine party my parents organized to introduce Richard to some of their friends. Who calls a cheese and wine party a party? The last time I remember a party had to have some beer, some music, some – guys making out on top of a washing machine – or it could have just been me.

"Why aren't you invited to that party?" I ask. "You've been my nurse for three years, and those old folks forget about it."

"Nurses don't matter as much as doctors," Leslie gulps her drink. "More so if you're an immigrant and brown-skinned."

“I’m sorry,” I utter softly. “My parents can be... irritating.”

Leslie takes away my beer, forcing me to look at her. She raises an eyebrow and says, "What are you doing now with your life, Haven?" I look at her, confused. She gives me back my beer and explains, "You have a second chance to live. So, seize every moment. Do the things you like just as you do those you don't like."

I take the beer and drink almost half of it until Leslie stops me. It's my first beer since waking up. I look at her, and we end up laughing. She's the only one who knows that I don't like Richard. He's a good therapist but as a man...

Alex is that man.

“Still thinking about him?” Leslie asks.

“Alex Malone?”

She laughs and answers, "So, you are?" I blush, and Leslie laughs harder. She pinches my cheeks and teases, "You're so cute."

Leslie is the only one who knows that secret. She's a hopeless romantic like me and thinks that meeting Alex is my destiny. She's a fan of Sleepless in Seattle and creates this fantasy that Alex and I are MFEO. Though I'm not that childish when it comes to romance, I still believed it until this morning. There's no way Alex would want a woman who robbed his wife a second chance at life.

“Even if I think of him, he’ll never think of me. And if he does, it’s because of his wife.”

Leslie looks around and moves a little closer to me. "Want some info?" I give her a curious look. "We immigrant nurses are boundless when sharing gossip."

"I don't think I...."

“His wife cheated on him,” Leslie declares before I can refuse. “Why else would he request a DNA match for his son?”

Leslie must have thought it would bring me hope. Or that I'm free to desire Alex because his wife's death was her punishment. But I think differently. If Alex wanted my heart for his wife, he must have loved her so much. It only seals the coffin on my chance to ever be in a romance with him.

"Another beer?" Leslie gives me a warning tone after I order another one. Her face suddenly turns pale when a man sits at the other end of the counter. I look at the man, and he seems surprised to see Leslie. "I have to go."

"Les," I call. The man stands and walks after Leslie, too. I shake my head, drink my beer, and order another. "Everyone has a romance except for me." The bartender smiles after hearing my murmur. "Oh, wait. My parents are arranging it for me right now."

I slam the empty beer mug and order another. The bartender pauses before serving me another and looks behind me. I blow a loud breath and laugh. Sleeping for so long must have affected my tolerance. It only takes me three beers to get drunk. How else will Alex Malone be behind me if I'm not?

“Give it to me,” I tell the bartender.

Somebody grabs the beer before the bartender can put it down. Alex? I’m not drunk. It is him.

“What are you doing?” His deep voice sounds as frustrated as he talked to me this morning. “You just got out of a coma, and you’re getting ready for another accident.”

His blunt words struck me again, reviving the guilt that Richard tried to heal me. The heavy burden of knowing that I survived the accident, but David didn't. The accident was my fault for teasing him!

A short laugh of frustration escapes my mouth. This is who I am gonna be to Alex. Somebody who robs the lives of other people. I killed David. I killed Alex's wife, too.

I ignore him and pay the bill before walking away. I trip on a chair and almost fall, but Alex is quick to grab me. "I'm not drunk," I push him away and head to the parking lot.

“What are you doing?” Alex takes my car keys from me.

"What are you doing?" I snap at him while trying to get my keys back. He hides them in his pocket. "Why do you care?"

“Why do I care?” He pauses but continues to glare at me. “You want to be in an accident again? You want to give hope to people and crush it?”

Him and his words! Every muscle in my body shakes as my anger and guilt fight against each other. Two months of therapy and trying to believe that things happen because they had to and not solely because of my mistake all get pushed down the drain because Alex puts the blame on me.

Something grows inside my chest, and it's becoming heavy. Just as I learned, I calm my heart with heavy breaths. But it only drowns me in heavy burden. Until I can't breathe or no longer know how to.

“Haven,” Alex sounds worried. He holds my hands and shakes me a little.

"I'm sorry," is all I can say before everything blacked out.
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For a doctor, I'm stupid. I should have avoided triggering her trauma. Haven appears to be fine, but she has PTSD. She still blames herself for the death of the boy in the car. I also added to it by blaming Lauren's death on her.

You want to give hope to people and crush it?

I didn't mean to blame her. For many, her story has become one of hope. She has given kids with terminal illnesses the hope that they can escape death. Haven is given a second chance at life, and I can't bear seeing her waste it.

Call it stalking, but after seeing her this morning, I followed her everywhere she went. The growing obsession I fought for almost two months returned as a stronger, demonic lust. I can no longer deny that I want her, even when I shouldn't. And with that obsession came the fear that I might lose her. Hence, I watched how much beer she drank tonight and refused to let her drive after having that much. I didn't intend to wake her demons of guilt.

She’s so beautiful. I want to come close to her and do what I hoped to have done before. Kiss her. I remember the first time I saw her at the hospital. Even without knowing how powerful her green eyes are, Haven shook my heart.

A surge of heat envelops my chest when Haven slowly opens her eyes and stares at me. The memory and the joy of the first time she looked at me returns. But this time, overshadowing the guilt I feel for losing my wife. 

“What happened?” Haven rises from the bed. She panics to find herself in my bedroom. “Where am I?”

"You're at my place." I explain that my apartment is near the hospital. I brought Haven home, so it'll be easier to transport her if she needs more care.

“I have to go,” Haven loses her balance as soon as she stands.

“Get more rest and visit your Richard tomorrow,” I say with my jaw clenched.

“My Richard?” Haven raises an eyebrow. “I can just call him to take me home now.”

“Take you home? Don’t tell me you have moved in with him?” They can’t be that serious after meeting for a short time, can they?

I tried not to care about Haven for the past months, but rumors spread about her relationship with her therapist, Dr. Richard Carter. It’s not out of jealousy, but I’m dubious about his intentions with Haven. 

Richard has always been an ambitious asshole. He was the first to call me a parachute doctor after I earned the director status at the hospital. He's ahead of me by two years, but he's still a resident therapist. After working his way to impressing Haven's parents, Richard transferred to the doctor's suite, a benefit given to top doctors by the hospital. Mr. Ricci is also lobbying him to become the next director of psychiatry. Everyone in the hospital believes that the Riccis are grooming him to be their son-in-law. They wouldn't go all out if Haven is not interested in Richard, would they?

"So what if I have?" Haven's words became a bomb, exploding my contained jealousy and rage.

“You have no right to be with him,” I declare.

Haven's mouth drops open in shock. She pushes me out of her way and heads to the door. "You have no right to stop me," her childish tone irritates me. She has been asleep for almost six years, but she's no longer eighteen. She's a woman and should act like one. But her childishness brings out the cuteness in her.

"I have. I own your heart," I say while walking closer to Haven. She turns pale while her eyes become sharp.

I do own her heart. Mr. Ricci acts like a little king in the corporation because of my shares. The wicked man refused to rescind the contract after Haven woke up. In the eyes of the law, the stock transfers and proxy agreements are legal and voluntary. I can't claim that it was to buy Haven's heart. I can lose my license for doing it. So, our agreement still stands. 

“I bought your heart from your father. And since you still live because of it, you’re mine as well.” The logic is wrong, but I have to demand what’s mine. “I can’t let Richard benefit from what I paid and bought.”

"Tell me you're joking or have lost your mind," Haven looks appalled.

She chuckles in frustration when I continue to give her a stern look. I lost Lauren even before she died because I failed to protect what's mine. I owned Haven before she was mine. Now, I have to have what I own. 

Haven was supposed to give me my second chance at happiness. I am not letting go of that chance. I will have it even if I have to force it. She may hate it, but I will make her love it.

“You’re mine and will always be until your father returns my share,” I stubbornly stand on my stupid claim.

Haven's pale face turns red as she walks and throws punches at my chest. "My heart is mine and mine alone, asshole. And even if I choose to give it to somebody, he will never be you!"

The demon I hide possesses me. As Haven's cherub-like lips keep telling me her anger, all I can think about is taking them with my lips. When she speaks her last word, the demon triumphs in urging me to take what is mine. Her heart. Her everything.
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