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        Can a blind date turn into love on the National Mall?

      

        

      
        When art therapist Cam gets set up on a blind date with a man named Josh, he doesn’t realize it’s Joshua Lede, the famous, television reporter or that Josh is a lower-leg amputee. As they spend the day on the National Mall, Cam learns that Josh is more than the hard-hitting political analyst he is on television, and Josh learns that he may have finally found a funny, sweet man to share his life with.
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          CAM

        

      

    

    
      The first thing I noticed about the man was his giant toothy smile and deep, warm laugh. His face was one of those expressive ones that draws a crowd through sheer force of the personality shining through it. I watched him for a few minutes before approaching. It was a mild September day on the national Mall, and the man I assumed was Josh DeWitt had squatted down to pet a shaggy white dog. The mutt’s attempts to lick Josh in the face seemed to be setting off the laugh. When the blushing dog-owner tried calling the dog off him, Josh winked up at her and told her it was fine since he was a dog lover.

      One crucial item checked off the list. Since I had a spoiled lab mix back at my townhouse, it was good to know that wouldn’t be a deal-breaker if things between us went well.

      The bright eyes set in Josh’s expressive face widened when he noticed me standing off to the side. “Are you Cameron?” he asked in that same delicious voice.

      Before I had a chance to answer, he stood up, revealing a wide-shouldered, narrow waisted body. As my eyes lowered to take in his entire glorious form, they landed with a screech on the prosthetic leg attached to his left knee.

      I quickly blinked back up at him to find his warm brown eyes waiting. It seemed to be a pause he’d done a million times. No anger or judgement, just neutral anticipation of my reaction.

      I smiled and stepped closer, holding out my hand. “Hi Josh, please call me Cam.”

      His face split into the glorious bright smile again, and it went straight into my chest with happiness. There was no doubt this man was one of those people who should always smile and laugh.

      After shaking my hand, he nodded down at his leg. “Lost it in ‘Nam,” he said.

      I stared at him. The guy wasn’t a day older than thirty. There was something vaguely familiar about him, but I couldn’t place it.

      “Just kidding, Cam. Sorry.” He chuckled. “But you should see the look on your face.”

      Josh’s skin was butter smooth and a warm, tawny brown as if it had never seen the ravages of weather or age. I wondered what it would feel like against my own.

      I lifted a brow. “I was only going to ask what the hell your skin care regimen is since you’ve clearly got that shit handled.”

      His laughter again. I thought maybe I could curl up in it and feel happy forever. “Dove soap, tap water, and dry it off with a bath towel.”

      “You have a lovely laugh,” I blurted.

      Josh’s face turned serious while mine threatened to burn clean off.

      “You have a lovely face,” he said in a soft voice. “I’m so happy to meet you in person. Are you ready for our date?”

      I nodded, but then had a thought. “Um… we don’t have to go to Arlington Cemetery if you don’t want to…”

      Josh’s brows furrowed. “Why wouldn’t I want to? I mean, yeah, it’s a strange location for a date, but that’s what we were given by the people at the club. I figured we could take a nice long walk there and then head to lunch afterward.”

      I couldn’t help but glance back down at his leg even though I wanted to kick myself for it.

      Really Cam? A leg joke?

      “But… are you sure⁠—”

      “Hey mister! What happened to your leg?” A kid called from on top of a nearby skateboard.

      “Busted it doing a flip trick on my board. You’d better wear your helmet and watch what you’re doing out there,” Josh called back to him. The kid’s eyes widened as he rolled away in surprise.

      “Is that true?” I asked.

      “Oh, no, it was an infection due to complications when I was born. I’ve never known myself with two whole legs. But how fun was it to make the point? That kid shouldn’t be out here doing tricks like that without protective gear. And before you worry about me going on a nice walk on a gorgeous day with an even more gorgeous man, please don’t. I’ve always been very active, and I wore this particular prosthetic for a reason. No offense, but I could probably outrun you with this thing.”

      He knocked his shoulder into mine to show he was mostly teasing, and I smiled back at him. The prosthesis did look pretty high-tech, but it had a regular running shoe on the foot rather than a futuristic blade. “You probably could. I’m more indoorsy than outdoorsy.”

      “If you get tired, we can grab an Uber, but I’ll have to make it very clear to our driver you were the one who lost your stamina,” he said with a wink.

      “Hell no. I’m no quitter. I’m not even thirty yet. I can handle a couple miles if you distract me with conversation and feed me afterward.” I couldn’t help but feel flirty around someone so cute and engaging. I was definitely looking forward to the date now more than ever.

      “It’s a deal. So if you’re indoorsy, what do you do for a living? Office job?”

      We began walking down the Mall toward the national monument. “No. I’m an art therapist. I work with combat veterans. PTSD and head trauma patients mostly.”

      Josh stopped and rested his hand on my shoulder. “For real? That’s your job?”

      I couldn’t tell for sure if he was going to make fun of it or not. I’d had many, many people over the years discount it as frou-frou fake therapy.

      “For real. That is my job,” I said carefully. “It’s very rewarding.”

      His face softened. “Cam, my sister was at Children’s National for five months after being diagnosed with leukemia. Art therapy was one of her favorite things. I think that’s amazing.”

      I felt a wash of relief soak through me. “Is your sister okay?”

      “Yes. The care team is amazing up there. She was treated successfully and has been cancer free for five years. She’s graduating from high school this year and wants to be a nurse.”

      I couldn’t help but notice his warm grasp still on my shoulder. “That’s fantastic. Nurses are truly angels on earth,” I admitted. “I don’t know how they do it.”

      We continued walking away from the Capitol, down the long straight stretch of the Mall. The sun was out and the open areas of grass were filled with people enjoying the mild weather. As we walked, I noticed a few people stare or double-take once they caught sight of Josh’s prosthesis, but he seemed to be oblivious to the attention.

      Soon the conversation turned away from healthcare when I asked what he did for a living.

      “I’m a television news reporter,” he said with a grin. “But I guess I’m not as famous as I thought.”

      The pieces slammed together. The beautiful, brash hottie who was known for aggressive, hard-hitting political interviews. “Holy fuck. You’re Joshua Lede.”

      He laughed and shook his head. “No. You don’t get to recognize me retroactively. It doesn’t work that way.”

      I reached out to grab his arm to stop his momentum. “Wait. Holy crap. You’re really Joshua Lede from Bury the Lede?”

      “It’s a stage name, but yeah. That’s me. You watch my show?”

      I felt heat bloom in my face. “I… yeah. I watch your show. Doesn’t everyone around here?”

      Josh’s grin grew astronomically. He had dimples. Joshua Lede had fucking dimples. Who the hell knew?

      “I like to think at least the liberals do. If only more of the policy-makers and voters watched, we might all be in a better place.”

      “Y-you never smile on TV,” I stammered. “Why not? You have the most amazing smile.”

      Our eyes locked together, and I wondered if it was possible to fall into a trance because someone was so magnetic.

      Josh’s voice softened. “It’s hard to break news about political corruption with a grin on your face and be taken seriously.”

      I wanted to feel how soft his lips were. I wanted to run the pad of my thumb across the smooth expanse of his cheek.

      I shook my head to clear it. We hardly knew each other. The man was a stranger.

      “I guess you’re right,” I admitted, turning forward to begin walking again. “But now I’m going to be brainstorming funny news pieces to pitch to you just to see your dimples on the show.”

      As we continued down the path, I noticed Josh walking a little closer to me. Every
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