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      As she watched the plane drift across the sky, Evie briefly wondered where it was going and momentarily wished she could go with it. That moment passed just as shortly as it had arrived in her mind, and she pulled her eyes down to the business. 

      Her second night out on the streets.

      Yes, she was a prostitute, although she had to wonder when did one call herself a prostitute?

      Going by a dictionary, it was the moment she decided to ask for money to do a sexual favor.

      Yesterday, she had been at the point of no return when she got in a car with a stranger.

      "How much?" the stranger asked.

      Looking him over with her "cop" eye, she replied, "That depends."

      He looked her over with an amused expression and then said, "That mouth of yours looks like it needs a workout."

      "Twenty," she said simply without hesitation.

      He looked her up and down in amusement and licked his lips hungrily. "You're sure bout that?"

      "You keep asking, and I might have to raise it."

      She hid her terror as he reached inside his coat, and for a moment, Evie thought he was about to pull out a badge. She moved her hand to the car door handle just in case. He pulled out a twenty and handed it to her.

      "What's your name?"

      Putting the twenty in her calf-high boot, she looked back at him. "You want it here, or did you want to drive around the corner where there's a dark corner?"

      He put the car in gear and followed her instructions.

      "It's Kelly," she lied.

      "Dean." He put the car in park.

      "I didn't ask for your name, Dean."

      "I wanted you to know."

      Taking a deep breath, she took the initiative to open up his pants. He watched her, and she never broke eye contact with him as she awkwardly twisted her hand to grip his hot flesh and remove it from his pants.

      "You know what you're doing?" he asked. "You look young."

      "You look old, but I didn't say anything about it."

      "Am I paying for that mouth to talk to me like that?"

      She smirked, liking his sense of humor. Breaking eye contact, she looked down at the member and took out the condom she had, ready to push over it with one hand when he got close enough. Her hand was already starting to bring him to culmination, but she never took her mind off the business of what she was doing. 

      His breath had started to catch in his throat, and she leaned down to start, but before she was about to put the condom over his shaft, he exploded over her hand. Evie gasped, shocked she had jacked this guy off so fast but also felt disappointed because he might want his twenty back.

      Beads of sweat were secreted from his forehead, and he sucked in air as if he had not breathed in days. He looked relieved and embarrassed at the same time, and yet, Evie wasn't mad that he had not waited until she at least did more of her job.

      It was a relief to know he had done it so quickly. At least she had not wasted a condom.

       Taking out some paper towel she kept in her other pocket, she wiped him off and then wiped her hand.

      "Thank you. Shouldn't that be an extra service?" the stranger quipped.

      "Don't push it. Are you using humor to assuage your embarrassment?" Evie questioned.

      "Assuage? That's a big word coming from a hooker, Kelly," he noted.

      Evie knew she had revealed her intelligence, which she didn't mean to do, so she turned forward and pretended there was still some on her hands while he fixed his clothes.

      "I don't do this—“

      "Who cares," Evie snapped. "You have a good day, Dean." 

      Just as she grabbed the handle to open the car, he grabbed her arm to stop her. "No, please."

      Looking down at her arm where he touched her made him immediately release her and look ashamed. "You want to pay for more?" she questioned.

      "No," he said, appalled, but he looked remorseful about that because it suddenly sounded as if she wasn't worth his attention or touch. "I just wanted to… umm, why do you do this?"

      "Time is going to cost you, Dean," she snapped, thinking that would make him not ask her questions.

      He pulled out a fifty-dollar bill. "How much time is that?"

      She stuck that in her pocket and relaxed her hand off the handle on the door. "It's my business why I do this. Why do you care?"

      "I don't. No, I care because you seem like such a nice girl."

      "Nice girls don't get shit except for a broken heart, an empty stomach, too many kids, and a world of nothing. I don't want to be a nice girl."

      "But you seem smart. I haven't heard assuage from a black woman for about ten years. My law school professor."

      "What does it matter, Dean? It's talk. It's nothing. Please don't care about me. I can take care of myself. I've always taken care of myself."

      "Doing men on back roads and being forgotten. That's how you want to be remembered on this earth?"

      "I won't be remembered, and that's fine with me. When I get out of this car, you're going to push away the fact that I even exist because you don't want to remember someone like me. You don't want to remember the shame, and you certainly don't want to keep in mind that you cheated on your wife."

      He looked down at his ring finger and sighed. "I told you I don't do this. This is my first time. We're going through some things, or at least she is."

      Evie wanted to admit it was her first time, but she had to keep the rules in mind. Don't get close. Don't get personal. 

      Dean kept talking. "She's been denying me sex for the past four years like I'm the plague. I give her the world, and what do I get in return? She is a woman who can't stand to be in the room with me unless I'm around her friends. Then I'm the trophy husband who makes her look like the bomb."

      Don't get close.

      "Your time is running out," Evie stated coldly. "Are you going to give me more money?"

      Dean looked very disappointed, and for the first time, she had a chance to see him. He wasn't bad looking, either. Maybe ten years older than she was, but handsome for a white guy. 

      "You have a good night, Kelly. Stay out of trouble," he said, looking down at the steering column.

      She got out of the car, but before she closed the door, knowing she would probably never see him again, she leaned down and asked, "You ever did oral on her?" 

      He blushed, which was easy to see on a white man. That bashful look on his face said a lot. "Yeah, but just a little."

      "Did she like it?"

      "She didn't say she didn't."

      "Then, when the lights are out completely, and she's sleeping, go at her. Real gentle so you won't wake her up. Do it until she begs, cries and screams, but don't give in to her. Just do that for a month, and I swear you won't be disappointed."

      A sparkle caught his eye, and Dean looked at her with gratefulness. "If this works, I'll never forget you." He took out another twenty and handed it to her.

      "If it works, you come to find me and give me fifty more dollars," she teased, tucking the money quickly in her boot.

      "It's a promise."

      She closed the door and walked away into the darkness. When she heard his car pull away, she doubled back around to her street corner, but she didn't stay. She had enough to go home for the night. As soon as she stepped foot in the motel, the manager was sticking out his hand. 

      "Eighty bucks, gurl!" he demanded. "Or I'm throwing all your shit out on the ground tonight."

      She pulled out the money, slammed it in his hand, and then demanded her change.

      Tonight, she was on the corner to get more money. This time it was to get some food. Ten dollars was eaten up and spent on the necessities. Unlike the other prostitutes milling around about a block apart under other streetlights, Evie had dressed for warmth. It was October, and she didn't care that she was probably missing good opportunities not being dressed like a skank. Instead, she wore a worn leather black waist jacket with a gray jogging sweater, a black leather skirt with thick gray stockings, some black leg warmers, and her regular black thigh-high boots.

      Now she needed another hundred to get her through the week.

      Only five minutes passed before a brand-new silver BMW pulled up with dark tinted windows. Evie didn't move from her post until she saw the passenger window crack only a little, and a twenty-dollar bill slithered out.

      The twenty was quickly snatched back inside when she walked up to the car.

      Evie sucked on her teeth in annoyance. After about ten seconds, someone muffled from inside, "Are you Enid?"

      Evie didn't care what people called her; if it concerned getting some money tonight to help with her situation, she would be anything anyone wanted.

      Although Evie was familiar with who Enid was. The skank was a voluptuous, young prostitute with a hard addiction to smoking, two corners over, who even Evie heard was touted to have the best hand jobs in Detroit. Evie had taken some lessons from Enid a summer ago for two packs of cigarettes.

      But Evie wasn't a referral service, and she could fake it until she made it. This hoity woman was going to ask for her I.D. Right now, Evie was determined to lie and get money from whoever was behind the car's dark windows.

      "I could be," she said with incredible arrogance. "Who's buying?"

      "How much for five minutes?"

      She didn't know what she could do in five minutes or what this john wanted her to do, but she tossed out her usual fee.

      "Twenty."

      After another ten-second wait, the rear door opened in a suggestive motion for her to sit inside. 

      Warily Evie got in and closed the door. A twenty was jammed in her hand as her eyes adjusted to the darkness in the car. Even though the lights were low, she could tell this was a woman, and her directive changed. "I don't do women," she immediately said. "You must—“

      "I am not here for that!" the woman said disgustingly.

      It wasn't uncommon for a woman to be a pimp or a john. Evie heard they were more mean, controlling, and greedy than the men. Maybe lying about her identity hadn't been the best idea. 

      The light came on in the back of the car, and Evie got her chance to look at the woman. She was in her mid-thirties, well dressed, and by the expensive jewelry and clothes, she was well taken care of. Looking like she had just come out of a salon; she was a very nice-looking black woman that didn't seem to look as if she would be so evil. 

      Just as Evie was looking her over, the woman was doing the same to Evie.

      "I don't want a pimp either," Evie said, grabbing the door's handle. 

      The locks on the doors were activated. 

      "I don't want that either," the woman said again in disgust. "I want you to work for me. I want you to seduce a man who has stolen my husband's job."
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      There was no dummy guide to prostitution. If there were, Evie would have had a copy and read it from cover to cover. By now, she would have had about ten fat sweaty men dripping all over her.

      Sitting in the library for hours trying to devour every book her eyes fell on had always been an obsession.

      Unfortunately, Evie would bet that in that manual, there would be no three-minute hand jobs or offers for jobs to be some seducer. Yet, in her two days of "hooking," those two things had happened to her, and there was no one she could ask: was this what usual prostitutes had gone through. These experiences were definitely not in the imagined book of being a prostitute.

      "Did you hear me?"

      "I think I did," Evie said. "You want me to seduce a man, so your husband can get his job, but what job could a person lose over sex unless he's a politician… or a pastor."

      The woman smirked. "Marge, I think we have a smart one."

      The driver responded, "She's pretty too. I checked her out when we picked her up. Does she have all her teeth?"

      Evie glared hard at the woman, daring her to touch her face.

      "I heard about your reputation. How much does it cost to pay you to do what I want?" the hoity woman next to her asked.

      Since she wasn't Enid, Evie was in a conundrum of what to do. It was only her second day, and it wasn't like she could call a manager for assistance. "It depends on what you want me to do. Are we implying: get caught feeling me up, me lying, or total devastation?"

      "If I wanted just a hoochie to throw her arms around him while we're walking in, I would have gotten just any of the harlots that like to throw it around at the church. No, I want to ruin him, so there will be no way anyone will want to lay eyes on him again in this whole state."

      Curiosity was killing her, and Evie was starting to believe that maybe this woman was pretty evil, just not in the streets. "Why, may I ask?"

      Sighing, the woman said, "If you must know, Reverend Ford is going to Saint Johns, or something, for cancer treatments. He chose some young hip assistant pastor to replace him, which is unfair. If Reverend Ford dies, this heathen is next in line to lead the church."

      Fair was a state of mind in this case, but Evie didn't know this church or care about religion after what spirituality had done to her mother. "I'm figuring you're asking a prostitute because we've already got our ticket to hell, huh?" Evie questioned. "How many other girls have done this?"

      "You'd be the second one we've tried."

      In the back of her mind, Evie started to roll figures around her head. She wasn't really worried about her soul. "Total devastation depends on the target, I guess," Evie said, keeping her tone of voice casual, still not believing she was taking this whole thing seriously, but money was money, and she needed it.

      If the woman was paying, Evie was willing at this point. "You're going professional, which means this isn't an easy egg to crack under pressure. And knowing that you want full-fledged sin or coitus, I would need considerable time to achieve your desired effect. We're talking a couple of months, right, because this won't be an easy target?"

      "You'll have less than a month," the woman corrected Evie. "That will make it very easy for the changes to go into effect and the Pastor to assuredly remove this heathen from the church and our lives forever."

      "And, of course, give your husband his throne and crown you queen. Because every woman wants to be the first lady."

      The woman looked seduced by her words. "You make it sound so good."

      "That's my job, isn't it?" Evie questioned. "To make sin look good?"

      The woman quickly straightened as if she had just realized her religion and returned to business. "How much?"

      "Two thousand," Evie said without hesitation.

      "What?"

      Even the driver stepped on the brakes a little bit too hard.

      "Your stuff is not worth that much," the woman said disgustingly.

      Evie wasn't going to be catty with this woman, who probably didn't think Evie was even worth the air they were breathing. No, she had never seduced a man before, but how hard could it be to attract one once she got under his skin, especially a man of God? This would be the easiest money she had ever made. With full-blown confidence, Evie said coolly, "My time is worth that much, along with four modest Sunday outfits and some church clothes as well. And let's not forget the cost of keeping my mouth closed for all this. You keep talking, and I'll up it another grand."

      "Fine," the woman said, taking out something to write on and a pen. "I'm not giving you all that money right now."

      "Of course not," Evie said obviously. "You're going to give me two hundred in cash to get some silly church outfits, and then when you see me in two weeks at service, you'll give me fifty percent of the fee."

      "Two weeks? How can I trust you'll come to service?" she asked suspiciously.

      "You don't, but you'll have to trust me. I should include that I need a good place to stay if I must make an effort to seduce this high and mighty heathen. No pastor would step foot over this side of town. And it's not coming out of my pay."

      They glared at each other for a moment before the woman took out some money, and along with the card, she handed it to Evie. Just as Evie was reaching for it, the woman snatched it away.

      "You don't know me. We never spoke. You'll tell no one."

      "I'm forgetting who you are already," Evie assured her, looking at the money greedily.

      The woman gave her the money, and Evie quickly tucked it in her boot and glanced at the card. It was an address to the church.

      "The church owns apartments. I'll arrange to have one mysteriously available for you. Marge and I are on the building board, and she cleans the place."

      "Good," Evie put away the card and started evaluating how to get out of the car. "Let me out on this corner, and I'll see you in two weeks with my first payment."

      "Give me your phone - unlocked," the woman demanded.

      Reluctantly, Evie handed her cheap pay-as-you-go flip phone to the woman.

      The hoity woman put a number in and dialed it—the driver's phone rang.

      As she handed the phone back, she threatened, "You better. I don't like when people betray me."

      Evie was almost tempted to ask what happened to the first woman offered but decided against knowing too much. Seducing some weak pastor couldn't be that hard. Evie's religion had left her long ago, and she certainly believed a man of God could not resist her when she put all her tricks of the trade on the table.

      He was just a man.

      "Aren't you going to tell me this guy's name? So, I'll know who to look for?"

      "He's the only first assistant pastor. You're a smart girl. You'll figure it out."

      The car pulled over, and Evie jumped out as soon as the locks popped. As she was about to close the door, Evie looked down at the woman. "Does your husband know what you're doing?"

      "No, and he won't know. Let's say he'll stupidly think it's God's will."

      "Don't you think God would interfere if this is not his will?"

      The woman seemed shocked that Evie would be so in-depth in religious belief.

      To explain herself, which was never her inclination, Evie said, "I'm a sinner, lady, not an atheist." Slamming the door felt good and walking away from the woman felt even better.

      Once she ducked down an alley, and it was safe, she pulled out the money.

      Never count in front of them.

      Something dropped down the alley, and she tensed up, holding the money to her chest and looking around frantically for danger.

      An old alley cat popped out of a trash can, licked its lips, and hopped away.

      Evie relaxed and looked in front of her at an old, cracked mirror. They'd asked for Enid, which meant they were looking for someone voluptuous and curvy.

      Evie had that and more. Thick thighed and calved, standing at five foot five with long arms that purposely showcased the bottle figure. Nasty Enid didn't have that and barely a butt, while Evie had a complimentary shelf as if her figure was the mold for Apple Bottom jeans.

      With her maple brown eyes and matching skin, Evie did not need makeup caked on her face, but she did it anyway because disguising her features made her look a little mature instead of her regular youthful appearance. Complete with the thick eyelashes and dark red lip color, she looked trampish enough, which had been the goal. And then there were the huge breasts. A bane for Evie all her life, she kept them wrapped tight to ease the back aches and get them out of her way if she needed to fight for her life.

      The only good her breast did was hold this wad of money safely to her chest. Her mother, who was similarly big-chested, liked to call them God's pockets.

      And that's where this wad of the money went, securely tucked under her left breast.

      It had been a long time since she had made this money, and for what? Agreeing to seduce a pastor? And she could earn two grand? That amount would be three months of good food and living expenses, no more hungry nights, and no more standing out on the corner in the cold. She could find another way to make a living in three months and never be on the streets again.

      Seducing a pastor was a fast ticket to hell; whatever sin Evie committed would not be comparable to what this woman had paid her to do. Yet, she had been on her own and sinned so awful that this evil act was nothing.

      Quickly, Evie walked to her ratty cheap one-bedroom loft, holding the money in her hand protectively and watching her back.

      So tomorrow, she would go incognito and stake out the church. It would be up to her to determine precisely who the assistant pastor was. Once accomplished, Evie would have to get close to him.

      The only education in seduction Evie had been from the Cosmopolitan Magazines in the library. There was an article a couple of months ago with a hundred ways to seduce a man. Evie had only skimmed over, more interested in natural oils that heal. She'd never tempted a man before. There had never been a reason to.

      Usually, it had been the other way around. Now she would have to use the feminine wiles she'd learned on the street and even her brain. If he was a religious canker rooted to the Bible like white on rice, getting to him as some seductress would be more complex than coming in innocent and almost aloof.

      Unfortunately, Evie knew too much about pastors and religion.

      This could be the easiest money she ever made, and she probably could get more than that from that hoity woman and Marge.

      The temptation to repeat the past still bubbled hot in the pit of her belly, and as always, she resisted allowing the torments to come to the surface daily.

      Are you doing this to fight them?

      She was doing the prostitution, but the seducing wouldn't put what she was fighting on the back burner.

      No, that monster would eventually become unbounded, and she would show her true colors.
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      Faith Tabernacle Church was established in 1970 in Detroit, Michigan. Before that, the building was owned by the Metro Detroit Catholic Church Authority, and the structure was built before slavery ended. Some say that secret rooms had been underneath the church and throughout the sanctuary before reconstruction in the sixties. The main cloister had cathedral ceilings and around a thousand seating arrangements. The old Catholic saints had been removed from all the windows, and now there were just plain shaded windows. 

      Pastor Reginald Ford had been appointed almost twenty-five years ago, and since then, it had been the church's most prosperous. He'd lost a wife and two daughters in the twenty years, and his only son died recently in the war.

      Now his health was failing. Prostate Cancer was taking a toll, and he would soon have to leave for John Hopkins for testing and chemo.

      Next in line was his son-in-law, the appointed Administrative Assistant Pastor, Adam Matthew Johnson. He was only twenty-nine, but his work in the church reached as far back as eighteen years old when he joined and then married Pastor Ford's youngest daughter, Elenor Deanna Ford, three weeks later. They had eloped, and it took five long hard years of servitude to his father-in-law to convince Elenor to defy her father and get back in the Pastor's good graces. 

      The following year, Elenor gave birth to a healthy baby boy, and three days later, she came down with sudden double pneumonia. Her health didn't improve, and Elenor died a prolonged and painful death. Adam stayed by her side the entire time like a faithful husband until her last breath.

      His son was now six years old and looked like his mother, but Pastor Ford had no doubt the boy would grow up and have his father's height and brawniness.

      As usual, all of Evie's research came from the library, her favorite place to be since she was little and how she had attained so much world knowledge. It was easy to learn about the church and the pastors because it was historical. Before, a year ago, they kept immaculate records of everything that happened: weddings, funerals, changes of administration, and even program announcements.

      Assistant Pastor Adam Matthew stood about six-two, with an upper thick muscular build, especially since he had weights in the basement of his two-story home on the east side of Detroit. Surprisingly in a nice area, that took four buses to get to where she would be staying. A local magazine had highlighted this "godly" man for a charity event his church had every year. 

      A home with Pastor Adam Matthew was the article's name, and Evie looked so hard at the pictures of his home that she probably needed to buy the library a new magazine. 

      When Evie spoke to some neighborhood people, all they had good things to say about the assistant pastor. He helped an old lady build her roof out of the kindness of his heart,      how he always kept the vacant homes, and lots cut with a crew of boys from his church. Despite how Evie felt about this church, this was a man of God and just spying on him felt wrong.

      What she planned on doing to him felt almost worst.

      Yet, what if this was all an act? After her past knowledge of the church and her faith, why would a man want to serve so diligently unless he had a lot more demons in his past to make up for, which was usually the case?

      The distance from his home soured her, along with Adam's goodie tw     o shoe acts. 

      Once she arrived at his home, there was no way Evie could say, 'I was in the neighborhood.'

      He was a man, but he didn't seem very gullible.

      He had brandy wine, brown eyes intoxicating with an arrogant cleft chin, smooth mahogany skin, and a smile that made the sun want to rise just to see it. She remembered staring at the computer screen too long at the picture he took for the National Baptist Church Conference.

      Handsome as all get out, she could see why just looking at him made a sister angry. All that man was going to waste. With no wife and raising his son, the assistant pastor didn't leave much time for a woman. Whether this was on purpose or just because he was a workaholic, Evie couldn't guess yet from her observation.

      Most people called him Pastor Matt, and she heard Pastor Ford sometimes call him Matthew. There was another Assistant Pastor in the church called Pastor Johnson, so most likely, it was chosen to use his middle name instead of his first so as not to confuse anyone. She wasn't sure why no one hardly used his first name, and he didn't seem quite fond of it. 

      For a whole week, Evie spied on him, mainly around the church, and discovered his schedule. Even though she had to use a little of her street smarts and snoop around in the church, she knew a lot about Pastor Adam Matthew Johnson that most people wouldn't notice.

      He was allergic to peanuts and followed a strict daily schedule. One could almost set a watch to it. By 5 am, he was getting out of the house with Samuel, his son, to drop him off at early daycare. A church mother who lived across the street from Samuel's school took him in, and when it was time to go to school, she kindly walked him across the street.

      Pastor Matt would, from there, go to a coffee shop where he would buy a sizeable, decaffeinated coffee before going to his print shop. It was a small business he used to bring in extra money for his home. The majority of his clients were small churches and family reunions. He offered reasonably low prices and usually took the influx of customers who couldn't afford more prominent and expensive printers in the area.

      According to what Evie heard, Pastor Matt had opened the business to help others and not make a living. Before his wife died, he was an accountant earning six figures at Price Waterhouse but quit after Elenor died and decided to use his savings to open the business.

      Pastor Matt stayed at the shop for about six hours. Once employees arrived at eleven to open up, he would leave. With the same cup of coffee in his hand, he drove to the grocery store and then over to Meals on Wheels charity to pick up five dinners. The church owned two apartment buildings. One was a senior citizen complex, and the other was a regular apartment building. Both were located across the street from the church.

      He would arrive by 12:30 to deliver dinners around the senior citizen building, and then he would go over to the apartment complex and help out with odd jobs until about four-thirty. 

      By then, he would leave to pick up his son. On Tuesdays and Thursdays, Sam would be taken by the church women to baseball practice and then returned to the church.

      On any other day, his father would come to get him and bring him back to the church to eat whatever they were serving in the kitchen, or his father would buy him something. Either way, the man would sit down with his son and spend some time with the boy going over the day, talking, and connecting.

      Matthew would tend to matters of the church afterward. Preparing for the different services and upcoming events, checking on people, and now that Pastor Ford was sick, he and the three other pastors filled in on duties usually done by the Pastor in charge. 

      Matthew spoke on the third Sunday. All the other Sundays, he handled the services, catered to Pastor Ford's needs, and helped anyone who needed help.

      Every two Saturdays, the older church women would take Sam early in the morning while Matthew volunteered at a men's substance treatment center, and then in the afternoon, he went to help at a soup kitchen.

      After a week of watching him, snooping, and listening in on conversations, Evie felt she was ready to get a little closer to him and decided to go to his Saturday soup kitchen deal. Getting there early, she dressed in her usual black leather outfit. Since she was going to try to get some 'work' done again tonight after spying, she decided to wear this, plus added gloves with the fingers cut out and a long red curly wig that went down her back. Wearing a wig made it possible to keep warm, so she didn't have to wear a hat.

      Getting to the soup kitchen before him, Evie filled out the paperwork and was led into the chapel. On top of her wig, she kept the hood from her sweater over her head and ignored the volunteers when they asked if she wanted them to hold her coat.

      It was warm in the chapel, and the other people around her smelled like they had never bathed a day. She remembered when she first hit the street, the smell used to make her throw up all the time, but now she had gotten so used to it that it didn't matter to her anymore. 

      Evie was particular about staying clean daily; even though her shower didn't work at home, she could stand on a towel and scrub down. At night she had a rigorous face and wash routine as well. 

      There was low talking around her, and she was almost amazed at how quiet people were just because they respected religion and wondered if this was inbred throughout humanity or was it a learned behavior.

      A door on the pulpit opened, and Matthew stepped out. She didn't know why, in her mind, she referred to him by his middle name without putting the respected title at the front. 

      'When have you thought about religion etiquette so seriously?' the sarcastic voice in her head asked.

      Not in a long time.

      It was a regular service. Matthew took out his reading glasses and opened up the Bible to begin the sermon. It felt weird for her to listen to an address when she had been away from the church for so long. She listened with half an ear, critiquing his "performance."

      Eloquent and simple. 

      Her father would have enjoyed his presentation.

      'Too bad that's never going to happen.'

      After the service, they were all taken into a large cafeteria, where they formed a single line to get food. Keeping her head down, she tried not to cause anyone to pay attention to her. Matthew was helping to set up the food and put the main dish on the plates. Tonight      was turkey chili with a slice of bread. 

      She looked at him as she was coming down the line. He would look down her way several times but never make direct eye contact. When she got in front of him, she held her plate to receive the food.

      "You're a real woman?" he asked simply.

      Evie couldn't help to give him complete eye contact. 

      "I'm sorry," he quickly apologized. "I thought…" He was very embarrassed and blushed. "You fooled me well."

      "I look like a boy?" she questioned.

      "I thought you were a very young boy dressed as a beautiful woman."

      She blushed. "Maybe you should put your glasses back on." Moving on through the line, she kept going and sat by the door to get away from him, not meaning to draw attention to herself from him so soon. Even after everyone was served, Matthew helped clean up and came around to help people out and speak with people. 

      Someone came through the door just as he was coming to her table.

      "Pastor Matthew, how have you been?"

      The voice completely startled her, and she crouched lower, keeping her face forward into her plate, praying she didn't look like she was panicking. Closing her eyes as if this could hide her more, she prayed that the person didn't see her, smell her or look her way.

      "Reverend Jericho? Why hello!" Matthew said proudly. "How have you been?"

      Both men were standing right behind her.

      "Great. I was just in the neighborhood, and we had a large donation of food that I wanted to share with the soup kitchen."

      "Ms. Nadine would be honored at the donation; I'm sure of that."

      Evie      ground her teeth. Ms. Nadine would love anything Jesse Jericho decided to bestow upon her. 'You're not part of that world anymore, E. '

      "How's Reverend Ford?" Reverend Jericho questioned.

      "As good as he can be, considering the seriousness of his health. We're all praying for strength. "

      "And he'll be leaving soon for the treatments?"

      "Yes."

      "That's a big church to handle all by your lonesome, Pastor Matthew." There was a teasing nature in Reverend Jericho's voice.

      "Well, my father always desired a union with your church."

      "Yes, I also desired that, but things are never what we desire. Only what the Lord wants to be done." Disappointment tore at his tone of voice.

      Evie couldn't take anymore, and she decided to get out of there. Without finishing her food, she stood up and headed for the doorway. She needed to go down the steps near the door she was sitting by to get out of the second-floor cafeteria. Soon as she started to descend the steps, she heard the door she'd just gone through open up, and someone was coming down behind her. She didn't want to face Reverend Jericho at any cost and walked faster down the steps.

      Unfortunately, the high black, thigh-high boots weren't made for quick fast steps, and in her haste, she twisted her ankle and fell down the steps near the last step. She would have hit her head on the steps if Matthew had not slid down the steps with quick reflexes and caught her. 

      "You      alright?" he asked, genuinely concerned.

      Evie tried to move away quickly, but the minute she put pressure on her ankle, the pain shot through her body with lightning-bolt speed.

      "You probably sprained it," he assumed.

      "You're a doctor and a pastor?" she sarcastically snapped when she was assured Reverend Jericho had not followed. 

      "I know a little something. Let me check it."

      They were alone, and she felt suddenly naked before him as he moved around and knelt in front of her. She was still sitting on the steps and didn't move as he began to unzip her boot from her inner thigh. He seemed focused on his task to only inspecting her ankle, but Evie could see the strong hands gently gripping her calf and slowly rubbing down until she winced at the pressure he applied.

      "Yes, it feels like a sprain, but at least it's not broken."

      Another volunteer came from an office door, and Pastor Matthew's quickly explained, "She twisted her ankle coming down the stairs. Do we have more of those first aid kits donated      by the Red Cross?"

      "Yes, Pastor Matthew," the volunteer said but gave Evie a very distrustful look. "I'll be right back." It was more of a warning to Evie.

      Evie knew the volunteer thought her to be some whore or harlot to tempt the Pastor. 'You are! Remember that.'

      "Now you're a doctor too?"

      "I know a little something," he said again. "I took the M-Cats and scored high but decided to go into accounting instead while getting my theological degree." 

      "Why didn't you go to med school?"

      That question bothered him greatly, and the returning volunteer interrupted him from answering a question he didn't look like he wanted to be concerned with.

      "I'm going to wrap it," Matthew said after finding cotton gauze in the first aid kit. "I don't think you can wear those boots, though."

      "I need them for work," she stated flatly.

      His brandy-colored eyes looked up at her as if she couldn't be serious about still going to 'work.'

      "What? Are you going to pay my bill tonight     ?" she asked.

      The volunteer gasped, but Evie had said many appalling things before in other lifetimes, so this would not make her chances of getting into heaven any better. 

      Pastor Matthew didn't comment on her remark but said to the volunteer, "Anne, I'm sorry to bother you more, but can you go into the donation chest and find me a size nine pair of tennis shoes."

      "Yes, Pastor Matthew," the volunteer said obediently, but she still gave Evie a dangerous look.

      When they were alone again, Evie asked, "How did you know I was a nine comfortably?" Her boots were a size eight and a half. "You used to work in a shoe shop too?"

      "Maybe once you get to know me better, I'll tell you."

      "Know you better? Are you willing to pay for my time then?"

      "I'm not paying you anything, ma'am. I'm inviting you to my church for service. You seem curious, so I figured you could find out about me at the church."

      "Is that how you steal so many members, Pastor Matthew? You seduce them with your good looks, quick smile, and boyish      holier-than-thou charm?"

      He frowned. "You know more about me than I know about you."

      Evie quickly put her seducing ways away and got serious. He was a thinker and not quickly sexually distracted. 

      The volunteer returned very out of breath with a pair of white shoes. 

      "I'm not wearing those," Evie said stubbornly, grabbing her boot and trying to stand up. Suddenly, the weight was too much, and she flopped right back down. 

      "Where are you in a rush to go?" Matthew asked, confused.

      "Work!" she exclaimed. 

      "Well, tonight, you're not going anywhere but home." He took the shoes from the volunteer and handed them over to Evie. "Take the other boot off and put these on before you cause more damage to your tendons."

      Grudgingly, she did as she was told and shot the volunteer, who looked satisfied that Evie had obeyed, a fierce look. "Now, can I go?"

      "I'll take you home," Pastor Matthew offered.

      Both women said, "NO!"

      Pastor Matthew looked at the volunteer. "She's more injured than she realizes, Anne. I was getting ready to go as well. Can you let Ms. Naomi know I'll talk to her later?"

      Warily the volunteer nodded. "You be careful, Pastor Matthew," she warned, cutting Evie a look of death.

      When they were left alone again, Evie said, "I don't need you to take me home."

      "You're not going out on the street tonight, young lady."

      "I'm not a child; you're not my father!"

      "I'm sure you wouldn't know what a father sounded like."

      That remark had been meant to hurt her and shut her up. Matthew quickly apologized when she didn't respond, bending down on his knees again in front of her. "I'm truly sorry, but your resistance is ignorance of your condition. If you don't rest that foot for at least a night, you could permanently give yourself a limp. Let me take you home, and you can do whatever you want tomorrow night."

      His concern was almost touching if she was the old Evie, and she knew he had a genuine spirit of caring. 'You're paid to seduce him, not like him.'

      "I don't have a place to stay," she lied.

      He looked put out at this. "Where do you usually stay?"

      "Wherever I can fall asleep at."

      "Can you wait here for a moment to see if I can help you?"

      She started to protest, but he walked away before she could say anything. 'Whatever he's going to suggest, you're already compromising your seduction by being too real with him. What the hell is the matter with you? Stop getting all goo-goo-eyed over him!'

      Using the handrail to get up, she cursed herself for her clumsiness and tried to do a weird limp-hop to the front door. Something that should have only taken one minute took Evie five, and the frustration inside was building more and more. Grateful she didn't hear anyone coming, she opened the door, hopped out, and headed for the nearest bus stop.

      The pain in her ankle seemed worse on the hard concrete, and the biting cold of Mother Nature as Detroit went into a chilling October evening didn't help either.

      Suddenly she was being swept off her feet, and someone was growling, "Stubborn woman! I told you to wait."

      Looking up, she was shocked to see Matthew carrying her without any strain back to the soup kitchen.

      "Put me down!" Evie protested.

      An alarm on a car was deactivated, and he didn't put her down until he set her in a tan Ford Escape. "Stay!" he ordered, slamming the door and activating the alarm.

      She watched as he went back into the church. It was almost tempting to open the door and try to hop-skip away from there.

      He came out of the soup kitchen minutes later carrying a white trash bag and jumped in the driver's side of the mini-SUV. "How far did you think you could get on your foot before causing irreparable harm and needing real medical attention     ?"

      "You're not a doctor! And just because you think you're some damn prophet of God does not give you the right to force me to do whatever you say!"

      "Are you stupid, or you're just so hard-headed you don't know when someone is trying to care for you?"

      Evie looked away from him, forcing herself not to become hurt by his words. Matthew started the vehicle and pulled away from the soup kitchen. 

      Once her fury was under control, she said, "I'm not stupid."

      "I'm sorry," he said simultaneously. "I've never lost my temper so many times before."

      Frowning, she said, "That was losing your temper?"

      "Yes," he said obviously. "I was being insensitive and verbally offensive."

      Evie noticed they were headed away from the closest shelters in the area. She realized that they were going in the direction of his home. "Where are you taking me?" she demanded.

      "All the shelters in the area were closed. It's one of Detroit's coldest nights in October, and you need to stay off that foot for one night."

      Demanding, she said, "You still have yet to answer my question."

      Matthew responded as if the answer was obvious, "My home."
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      This was not in her plan, and Evie was not trying to 'seduce' some man with her ankle sprained. Plus, everything wasn't right. There was no planning      for this. How would anyone know she had been at his place for sure?

      On top of that, his grandiose gesture was just sickening.

      "Oh no, I'm not," Evie stated firmly.

      "Trust me," Matthew said in disgust. "It's only because of Ms. Naomi's order to ensure you are well taken care of. Plus, where did you think you were hopping/skipping too?"

      "I can catch a bus. I've slept on them all night long," she said proudly.

      "I'm not going to allow you to do that."

      "I'm not staying at your place," she said adamantly.

      "There's always Reverend Jericho's rectory. He did offer—“

      "No!" she said, cutting him off abruptly at the possibility of seeing Reverend Jericho. After a few more minutes of silence, she said, "You're a bully."

      "Really? For caring?"

      "Why do you care and don't tell me any of that Child of God bull crap, Pastor?" she growled.

      Matthew maintained his composure and said, "You have some deep animosity toward your faith, don't you, my sister?"

      Instead of responding to him about her faith and how little she had now, she said, "Don't call me that!"

      "Why don't you tell me your name?"

      "It's whatever you want it to be," she said, overly seductive, even going so far as to lean over to him and move her hand onto his lap to squeeze his soft manhood boldly.

      He didn't look the least bit affected by her touch and gave her a rather stern look. "Trust me," he said, removing her hand as if it were a wet, stinking rag. "You're not my type."

      "Why? Because I'm honest about being a prostitute?"

      "I don't see you as such. You're a young woman who just chose wrong."

      "You don't know shit about me, so quit trying. I don't need your kindness, and I certainly ain't sleeping with your ass in exchange for it."

      "I wouldn't accept any sex from you. I don't want anything from you."

      "And I don't give out freebies."

      "Thank goodness," he teased.

      Evie almost gave in and smiled but turned slightly away again.

      "Are you going to tell me your name or not?"

      "Kelly," she mumbled the lie throwing out her street name.

      "Funny, you don't look like a Kelly." 

      With her peripheral vision, she watched as he glanced at her with that charming smile showing perfectly straight white teeth.

      Why did she want to kiss those lips of his suddenly was beyond her? Turning to him, she sneered, "You have a horrible sense of humor," Looking away, Evie told herself that if she was going to go along with this farce of getting him to like her, then she needed to find out more about him. This Man of God wasn't ignited to lust easily. 'You knew this would be a little difficult. She's hired others who didn't get very far.'

      "Did you listen to my sermon today?" he questioned.

      "No," she stated flatly. "I was just there to get a warm meal instead of the cold cuts they serve at other places. In a newspaper interview, I remembered Ms. Naomi saying she liked to serve hot meals all the time, and the cooking wasn't so bad."

      "I'm shocked by your straight-up honesty. That's rare. Usually, people say yes and flub through a lie."

      "Unlike others, I don't care about brown-nosing your ass to get to heaven because I've already got my first-class ticket to hell, probably      double-stamped."

      He chuckled. "That can always change."

      Glaring hard at him, Evie sneered, "Look, go shovel the holy shit somewhere else. We're all stocked up over here. I can recite your Bible backward and forwards and probably know more than what you know about your beliefs. There is nothing you can say or do to make me believe there is a God, and I don't want you to. I don't want you to help me at all."

      Matthew pulled up in front of a townhome, and she knew this was his place from all the times she'd spied on him during the week.

      She felt suddenly uncomfortable knowing she was going to go into his home. He left the driver's seat, but she didn't bother to get out of her side.

      Matthew came around and opened her door. "Did you want to hop-skip, or would you like me to carry you?"

      Evie didn't answer, so he reached in and carefully scooped her up. He also had the bag in his hand while carrying his keys. 

      "I have to be honest with you," he said as he took her up the steps. "I've only carried a woman over this threshold once before in my life."

      She didn't speak until he opened the door and then carried her to a couch to set her down. "Where is she?"

      "She died from complications." He openly showed his grief. 

      "Are you sure it wasn't from that gorgeous wink and smile you so readily love to pass out," she said, exaggerating an eye roll and a look of disgust. 

      His mood lightened. "If I didn't know any better, I'd say you were checking me out."

      "You aren't my type," she said, using his own words back at him. "I hate holier than thou men of the cloth who think they are God's authority on what's right and wrong."

      "That's not fair to use your bad experience to judge me," he said.

      "I didn't."

      "Yes, you did," he refuted. "Not one time did I say what you did was wrong. I disagree with it as a way to make a living when it looks like you have smarts about you, but I never once judged you."

      Matthew was right, but Evie didn't admit it. 

      "I don't care how kind you are to me; I'm not going to go to your church."

      "It's not my church. I'm the church's assistant pastor, if you must know."

      "You're being nice to me to convince me to attend your church. Do you often take strays off the street and give them the comfort of your house just to get members? Is your church that short on tithes?" This was an insult, but he took her shot in stride.

      Smirking, showing his white teeth, and looking down at her directly, Matthew said, "No, I don't, but for some reason, you've intrigued me."

      "Cause you thought I was a transvestite?"

      "Usually, I don't see anyone with …" He stopped abruptly. "I'm sorry." Suddenly he moved away and found the ceiling and floor to be much more appealing to look at. "I've got my son staying at a sleepover tonight. I was going to have some leftover beef stew and then turn in. Would you care to have a bowl with me?"

      "Who cooked it?" she asked suspiciously.

      "The church mothers often drop off meals to me that I can freeze and reheat during the week."

      Crinkling her nose, she said, "Fine."

      Matthew left the room rather fastidiously, and she wondered what his actual plan for her was     . He had started to say something but stopped. Was he even affected by her? What was going through his mind?

      It was warmer than what she was used to in the house. She took off her jacket leaving on a thin black spaghetti-strapped blouse with a laced 36 double D bra that could be seen when she bent low. Her breast size was always a winning point to any man, but right now, her foot ached, and she was far from worrying about showing anything; plus, Evie had a feeling he wasn't paying attention to anything she had. Considering that soft manhood she had grasped, he wasn't the least attracted to her.

      There was a sort of dated      ware about the place. It had a touch of a woman, but it hadn't been touched up in a long time. Along the wall were certificates of training and education up to his master’s in accounting and theological study. She could see pictures on a mantel of a slightly younger version of him in a tux, looking happy as all get out with a lean-looking black woman.

      Much leaner than Evie, who recognized a long time ago that she would never be a model size. She was an average American woman, size fourteen, with the hips and backside that would make a man's mouth water at sight. If she stepped off the plane in Africa, they'd crown her queen from the lower half of her body.

      This woman could pass for Victoria's Secret model smiling up at Matthew with the broadest, toothiest grin. 

      They were in love.

      No matter what Evie could do to him, taking him to that level would be hard. Even lust would be laborious. Now she saw why there had been "others." 

      Could she seduce the assistant pastor? 

      He was a man, not some ethereal prophet that had no weakness. Evie just needed to find his weak spot and slowly pick at it until he lost control and took action. That would be the actual win in this matter. Not just to foul his body but his soul as well. 

      There were more photos with his wife, along with several with his son. On the floor by the mantel were large plaques and recognitions he had received for accounting from business organizations and many nonprofits. He was a perfect son-in-law; now, Evie understood the woman who had hired her and why this woman was so jealous of Matthew. Corrupting him like this would be the only way to make his father-in-law never want to see him again.

      "Does it hurt?" he asked, coming up unexpectedly behind her.

      "What?" she questioned, shifting uneasily, feeling as if he had read her thoughts.

      "Your foot," he said obviously.

      "Yeah...umm, it's numb. I think it's wrapped too tight." She noticed the food tray he was carrying along with another first aid kit.

      "Sit down," he ordered.

      Offended, she said, "I'm not your child. You can't just order me around like you're my daddy."

      "I think you ought to be glad I'm not your father because you should have been put over someone's lap and spanked long ago."

      Playfully Evie said, "I might have liked that."

      It was his turn to do an exaggerated eye roll. "Please sit down." He placed the tray on the coffee table in front of the couch.

      "Any particular place?" she flirted.

      "Woman," he growled in warning.

      She giggled, knowing he wouldn't take her seriously. To get back without putting too much weight on her foot, she had to slowly turn around on one foot and bend over to hold the couch as a crutch to limp the three steps needed to get there gradually.

      Impatiently, Matthew put the tray down, scooped her up again, and sat her down.

      "Isn't patience a virtue?" she asked.

      "Didn't I tell you to stay off that foot?" he questioned.

      Evie looked at the food instead of answering him. Sliding down to the floor, carefully leaving her foot out instead of tucking it under her because of the soreness, she looked at the tray hungrily. Two bowls of beef stew simmered with crackers. Her belly growled in hunger because she hadn't eaten all her food at the soup kitchen. After all, she was trying to escape from Reverend Jericho seeing her.

      Even now, she shuddered at the thought of Reverend Jericho being so close to her.

      "Are you cold?" Matthew asked.

      "No," she said, annoyed, and pulled one of the bowls in front of her. Without saying grace, she started to crush the crackers that were on a saucer.

      "Can you please wait for grace?" he asked, sitting in the chair on the other side of the coffee table.

      She cut him an annoyed look. "Can I say it?"

      He looked warily at her but then nodded.

      "Good food, good eat, thank God, let's eat," she said hurriedly.

      He laughed but, at the same time, reached over and grabbed her hands.

      Evie hadn't expected genuine laughter from him, which was almost infectious as she looked up at him while he held her wrists. His eyes danced in pure amusement, and she found herself worshipfully staring at him, wishing he'd bend down and…

      "That's not grace."

      "It gets the job done," she insisted.

      He bowed and started to say grace, still holding her wrist. "Dear heavenly Father, we thank you for this meal. May it bless our bodies. In Jesus' name, Amen."

      She snatched her arms away as if his touch had burned her. Instead of picking up the spoon, she started to dig her fingers in the beef stew, find pieces of vegetables and meat and then shove them in her mouth.

      "There are spoons and forks on the tray," Matthew said as he took his bowl and spoon. "Man-made them to symbolize our good manners."

      With food in her mouth, smacking loudly, she said, "God made fingers, and they grab things better," she refuted.

      That amusement came into his eyes, and she quickly looked down at her food to make herself remember she wasn't there to lust after him. It was supposed to be the other way around.

      "Aren't people gonna think things when they find out you took a prostitute home?" she asked.

      "Why?"

      "You often help prostitutes?"

      "I help people who want to be helped."

      "I never said I wanted to be helped."

      "Sometimes, you don't have to say it."

      Evie snorted and jammed several pieces of vegetables in her mouth. "So God told you to help me."

      He looked annoyed that she continued to use her fingers, smacking and licking them as if she wanted to eat them too. "You want me to be honest? Because I know you don't want me to be preachy."

      Evie chewed all the food out of her mouth before answering that one. "I guess if it's going to make me understand why you brought home a whore."

      His nose flinched at her blatant term. "I saw you while I was on the pulpit. You were the only one not looking at me. Yet whenever I recited scripture, your lips would move with me. And then, when you were in line, you looked at me as if you knew me, but I swear I never met you before in my life."

      "Are you sure?" she teased.

      "I believe I would have remembered you if I met you."

      "So when did the Spirit ask you to help me?"

      Matthew frowned and shifted his weight uncomfortably. "When you walked away after getting your food, a voice not in my head as clear as day said, 'Help Eve.'"

      Her heartbeat increased, and a strange flush encompassed her whole body. "What does that mean?"

      Looking down at his food, he said, "I don't know. I know that Eve would represent woman, and since we'd discussed your gender while you were getting your food and there wasn't another woman named Eve, I had to assume it meant to help you."

      Not only was she the only woman there, that was her name. Well, it was her nickname that her father always called her. On top of that, Pastor Jericho had come as well.

      It was all too much.

      Evie's hunger had utterly left her body, and she pushed her food away. Lifting back on the couch, she did her best not to give him eye contact, too disturbed by 'God's will.'

      "You're bothered," he noted.

      "You're fucking right," she agreed vehemently.

      He put his foot down and said, "I'm going to get your bath ready."

      "No," she said. "I'm fine."

      "I'll go get covers."

      When he left the room, Evie took a moment to gather herself by putting her face in her hands and forcing herself not to feel anything about his confession. Of course, God would try to get to her. 

      Of course, she had done her best to avoid the church.

      Damn! This was a damn trap!

      Looking up at the ceiling as if someone was there, she hissed, "I won't."

      "You won't what?" Matthew asked, coming into the room with a pillow and thick covers tucked under his arms. He had changed his clothes to some jogging pants and a tank top.

      'Lawd da help!' Muscles ripped, almost bursting out, bulging this way and that way. 

      Looking away from him, Evie pretended the mantel was very interesting. "I was talking to myself," she lied.

      "You sure it wasn't someone else?"

      She looked around the room as if there were someone else there. "I'm positive since no one else was in the room."

      He only smiled that damn gorgeous smile and put the cover and pillows at the opposite end of the couch. "There's a guest bathroom right by the front door in the hallway." After moving the coffee table away, he knelt at her feet.

      "What are you doing?" she asked, becoming alarmed, feeling very uncomfortable about his proximity.

      "I'm checking your foot. You said I wrapped it too tight."

      She had forgotten that remark entirely, but it had been true. "I can do it myself."

      "Oh really?" he questioned in disbelief. "You took doctoring classes?"

      Matthew had turned her question around and now was using it on her.

      "You're an ass," she sneered and sat back, allowing him to remove the gym shoe and unwrap her foot.

      "You know this would go better if you could take off those      fishnet stockings."

      "Right now?" she teased.

      "I can leave or help you to the bathroom. And while you're in there, a nice bath would benefit you and your foot."

      She hadn't had a bath in so long. Such temptation. She cursed heavily in her head, cutting her eyes up at the ceiling again.

      He followed her gaze to the ceiling. "Why do you keep looking up there?"

      Avoiding the question, Evie said, "I'll take a bath."

      The smile was just a smirk, but dammit, it still made him look too damn handsome. 

      "I'll prepare your bath," he said, overly gracious. 

      Evie wanted to smack that smile off his sexy ass lips. 

      When he left the room again, after making sure he wasn't going to see her, she looked back up at the ceiling. "Stop it!" 

      With him gone, her hunger returned like a monster, and she finished her food, and whatever was left in his bowl, along with all the crackers. By the time he returned, she had entertained herself by licking the bowls, getting every drop of stew.

      Matthew only raised a brow as he leaned against the doorway as if he wanted to call her ten times crazy. "I'm starting to rethink helping you out."

      "Why?" she questioned innocently.

      "I think you're one egg short of a dozen."

      Evie couldn't help it now and laughed loudly, hooting and slapping the table. 

      He only stood there as if he couldn't believe he had said something funny. 

      "Oh, come on, that was funny," she said.

      "Not that funny."

      "Is my bath ready?" she questioned.

      "Almost."

      Now that it was suggested, Evie started to get excited about being fully submerged in water and stood up to hop-skip her way there.

      He blocked her way and sighed in annoyance, picking her up effortlessly.

      "I could get used to this," she said, wrapping      her arms around his neck as he headed out of the front room and down the hall. "Maybe tomorrow, I'll sprain the other one."

      It was his turn to laugh as Matthew had to duck to enter the small bathroom. Setting her down on the closed toilet, he knelt again to unwrap her foot. Evie liked him down there for some reason, and she wondered how it would look to see his mouth between her legs.

      She enjoyed her company with him too much and had to somber up the mood. "You loved her, didn't you?" Evie asked.
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      Matthew stopped what he was doing and slowly looked up at Evie. Those beautiful eyes of his drinking in her face. Raw pain and hurt filled his eyes as if she had cursed God, but he quickly looked down to unwrap her bandage. "What's it to you?" he mumbled.

      "You're not impressed with my feminine wiles."

      He countered quickly, "Has someone told you your feminine wiles are impressive?"

      Leaning down to him, Evie said, "I don't have to be told, but I know a man in love can't accept anything else."

      Without hesitation, he said with direct eye contact, "I loved her with all my heart and soul."

      A little jealousy filled Evie, and she sat back from him.

      He continued, "I wish she were here so I could let her know that, and I wish I had not been so busy trying to give her the world on a silver platter and just give her the time she begged me so much to give."

      Was that why he spent the entire time by his wife's bedside? Because he had regretted not spending time with her while she was healthy and alive.

      This far-off look on his face of hurt and anguish seemed to fill him. "I guess if I had been there more and listened to the things she didn't say, I would have known how sick she was and that she was trying to make me happy. But if I had loved myself more, I would have seen
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