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      Seeing angels plummet from the heavens like falling stars as a child had always seemed normal to me, especially since everyone else in my family had been able to see them too. But now that I was twenty-five years old, it was growing tiresome. What had started out as a calling or a gift, had soured over time, and felt more akin to a chore or duty. “Do you ever wish we had been blessed with a different calling?” I asked Billy, my cousin on my mom’s side.

      He grunted in response. “You know I’ve never liked rescuing angels.”

      “I know,” I said, smiling at him despite his bluntness. “But why? Like… for real. What’s the deeper reason? You can tell me.”

      He groaned in exasperation this time and pushed his unfinished plate away. We were having a 3AM breakfast, again. “I don’t know,” he said gruffly, clearly tired.

      “Yes, you do. Come on, cuz. It’s just that… well, I’m struggling with all this constant running around too. And I guess I just want to know if I’m being a selfish bitch, or if…”

      “Okay, Abigail. Geez.”

      I waited patiently. Billy was a little rough around the edges, but he was loyal to a fault. I knew that I could call him at any time, from anywhere, and he’d come to my aid, no questions asked. He was just that sort of guy. We were lucky to have him.

      “I guess it’s just… I want a family and a life of my own. And it feels like all we ever do is run around like mad chickens, chasing after these fallen angels and ensuring they get a good life. They’ve already had hundreds of years to enjoy being angels—perfect and ageless—and then they get to come down to Earth and be human too? We set them up with a comfortable house, a secure job, everything, and most of the time they come with a lifelong partner to sweeten the deal as well. It’s just—” he cut himself off and sighed.

      “Not fair?” I whispered.

      He nodded with a rueful grimace. “Yeah. And I’ve tried dating and all that stuff but try explaining to a girl why you must mysteriously rush off in the middle of the night all the time. Or explain why you never have any money to spare beyond daily necessities, because the family works solely to help fallen angels. I just… I want to live. I’m sick to death of being a celestial charity worker.” He shook his head.

      For the first time, I saw the true frustration and sadness that hid behind my cousin’s anger. I reached for another napkin, slowly tearing it into little pieces, a nervous habit that I couldn’t seem to shake. “I don’t know how our parents did it. They got married, helped angels, and somehow still managed to successfully raise us. It seems almost impossible.”

      “My dad said they had maybe one fall a month, way back when,” Billy said. “And they didn’t set them up the way we do. They were just shoved into a family’s home with a spare room and had to find work of their own. It wasn’t all just handed to them on a silver platter. At least they had to earn their house like everyone else. We…” He shook his head again, clearly battling his inner demons.

      I reached over to my cousin and took his hand. “Listen. I like the way we do things now. Look at Val and Amery, they’re doing so well already! It’s hard, I know, but seeing them thrive is fulfilling, and I feel good about helping them. Don’t you?”

      The grimace on Billy’s face told me just how jealous he was of Val’s fast happiness.

      “But—” I interjected before my cousin could get too riled up. “Maybe it’s time we get some more help. Strike out and find some new recruits?”

      He rolled his eyes at me as if I were an idiot. “You know we aren’t allowed to tell anyone outside the family about what we do, Abby. The angels’ existence must be guarded. They must remain a secret. And since neither of us have had kids, we’re basically stuck doing this for like… what? Another twenty years or more.”

      I licked my lips before anxiously chewing on the inside of my lower lip. The mere thought was overwhelming, almost crushing. Our sacred charge was a heavy burden to bear, and I didn’t even know if I could do that, let alone my cousin who was filled with an understandable amount of job dissatisfaction and anger. “Maybe I could talk to Val or some of the other angels that we’ve helped?” I suggested. “That wouldn’t be breaking any rules or revealing their secret. Perhaps they could step up, you know… help us out by paying it forward?”

      Billy stilled his fidgeting, his gaze flicking up instantly, the spark of hopeful curiosity clear in his gaze. “That’s, uh—” He coughed to clear his throat. “Do you really think they might go for something like that? That could really help lessen the burden on our shoulders.”

      I shrugged, offering my cousin a half smile. “I don’t know. We won’t know if we don’t ask. It’s worth a shot, right? As you said, we’re only getting busier with more and more angels seeking a human life. Something has to eventually give.”

      And at this rate, it’s going to be our sanity as well as our bank accounts.

      Billy shifted in his chair, sitting up straighter. “Damn. I’ve got to get home. Work starts at 7AM, and I’m exhausted. But hey… that was a good idea, cuz. We’ll have to look into it.”

      I grinned at him, my heart swelling with empathy at his stoic nature and the big heart that hid behind it. “You deserve a family too, Billy. You’d make a great dad. And I know you’ve had your eye on Sandra for years,” I said, waggling my brows suggestively.

      Billy looked away, then ran a hand through his hair. “Sandy doesn’t want me, Abby. She’s always dating one guy after another. I’m not sure she’s the settling down type.”

      I chuckled softly and leaned forward so my cousin wouldn’t miss what I had to say. “Billy, she likes you. I know it. Trust me, okay? If you ask her out, she’ll say yes. She’s just killing time waiting for you to make your move. If she’s the one, you can’t let her get away.”

      He met my gaze once more, then nodded, his lips pursed. “All right. Thanks, Abby.  I’ll give it some thought. Goodnight.” He slid out of the booth and headed off to his car, hands tucked into his jean pockets.

      I waved after him but didn’t follow. Thankfully, I didn’t have work in the morning. I was a self-employed hairdresser, and I always took Mondays off. It was my me day. Allowing myself some time to think, I ordered another hot chocolate and let my mind skip over the idea I’d thrown at Billy. It had just popped into my head out of nowhere, and yet my brain had been mulling over how to solve our problem for months. It was serendipity!

      Our numbers as a team were few and our resources limited, yet the number of angels falling seemed to be increasing by the week. It often made me wonder.

      Maybe Heaven isn’t all it’s cracked up to be?

      I chuckled to myself.

      But the idea of recruiting the angels to help us out? It may very well be the answer to all our prayers. We could potentially end up with a system of angels helping angels. Where we’d just be their human liaisons with the world. The possibility of fewer 3AM rescues buoyed my spirits and put a new spring in my step. The less supernatural work we had to take care of, the more of a life we’d finally be able to enjoy.

      We could reclaim our lives!

      I rose to my feet and walked out the front door of the diner. It was obviously shockingly early in the morning, and the crisp chill of the pre-dawn hours still hung in the air. It was kind of nice and refreshing, given the warm days we were having. It was late March already, and Easter was just around the corner. I could hardly believe it. Time somehow dragged and raced all at once when you had a higher calling.

      An unexpected flash of silvery gray caught my eye in the moonlight, and I froze, glancing instinctively toward the verdant tree line. It was dark, but bright streetlights lit up the customer parking lot. But beyond it, where the pavement met nature, I had definitely caught a glimpse of something in the distance. Something surprisingly large and impossibly swift. It looked almost to be the size of a man… but we didn’t have any wildlife that large near these parts.

      Strange.

      I shook myself and made a beeline for my car. I was probably hallucinating, truth be told. Sleep deprivation did bizarre things to the mind, I’d heard. There were case studies on it, not to mention the fact it had been used as a method of torture from time beyond memory. It was in my best interests to get home, climb straight into bed, and get some quality sleep before I began to believe what my over-tired eyes were seeing.

      Then, after a decent rest, I’d go see Amery and Valentine at their new little cottage in the suburbs. And hopefully, together we’d work out a solution that might benefit us all.

      God knows I’d love to sleep in every so often!
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      My heart raced a million miles an hour. The girl exiting the local diner was too cute for words. With her long blonde hair, a gorgeous little up-turned nose, and skin as pale and creamy as pure milk, she looked positively delicious. But the more concerning issue—and what I should be most worried about—was that she shouldn’t have been able to see me in the first place! No one could or should, except other magicals who knew of me—and I was pretty sure she wasn’t one of them.

      But as I ran through the car park in the middle of the early hours, she’d turned to stare directly at me. And in that moment, my stomach had dropped and my heart had thumped hard and fast like a drum. I’d never felt such an incredibly overwhelming sensation. But I hadn’t had the time to stop and explore whatever it was. I was far too busy to think about anything except my job anymore, so I continued on my way, disappearing into the tree line just to be safe.

      I completed my usual exercise routine, running across most of the state before following up with some weights. It was high season for us, and all my bunny helpers were gearing up for the madness that was Easter Sunday, our busiest day of the year. I couldn’t afford to let my fitness drop. If anything, I needed it more now than I did around Halloween or Christmas, when Easter wasn’t even a thought on anyone’s mind. Deliveries meant speed, so I needed to maintain my A-game. A slow Easter Bunny was not something that could be abided. It was unheard of. I’d never allow myself to bring dishonor to my kind.

      Imagine the shame!

      When I finally made it back to my hideout, I opened the secret, hidden door and slid down the steep chute, sliding down two floors before landing on a trampoline, which promptly launched me into the first room of the burrow. Brushing the dirt from my hands, I quickly unlaced my running shoes. I needed a shower desperately, but now wasn’t the time. It was necessary to shift form before I hopped beneath the water, and around Easter it was almost impossible to keep my hold on my human side. The power of the season and work took over, dominating all aspects of my life.

      I opened the door and walked through the main corridor from which all our rooms fed. Every bunny and worker down here had their own space, and there were communal living and eating areas that accommodated us all comfortably. There were also the expected work rooms for making chocolates, packing baskets and presents, and organizing deliveries.

      My friend, Robbie, greeted me with enthusiasm. “Hey, Pascale! Are you just getting home now?”

      I nodded. “Yeah, I’m a bit late I know, but I was full of energy from the day. I had to burn some of it off or I wouldn’t manage a wink.”

      Robbie checked his watch, one of the only ways we had of telling time beneath the soil. “It’s damn close to 4AM,” he warned.

      “Great,” I said with a grin. “Then there’s just enough time for me to grab a quick nap. I’ll see you at breakfast.”

      Robbie just smiled and shook his head at my antics as he headed off to the workrooms.

      We only had night shift workers active the month before Easter, to help us keep up with the insane demand. Though we were all rabbit shifters, I was the official Easter Bunny. It was an inherited, familial title and position, just like Santa Claus. My father had been the last Easter Bunny, and I was his oldest child and only son. So, the honor and burden had automatically become mine.

      Unlike regular rabbits, our kind didn’t birth large litters of babies, but the sex drive was definitely there. The drive to mate and rut was a constant itch that needed to be scratched. And in truth, it was half the reason I worked out and trained so hard. It helped keep my physical needs at bay… at least for a time.

      After a long day, the shower beckoned with a siren’s call, so I gave in like a proverbial moth to the flame. Stretching my limbs, I soaped up and rinsed off, soaking in the relieving heat of the water before taking a hair dryer to my fur. Being unable to shift back entirely to form human at this time of year was a royal pain in the ass. Nothing made me feel less like a man—hell… less human—than having to dry my fur like a bedraggled poodle before I could even crawl into bed.

      Half an hour later, thanks to the power of our industrial-strength hair dryers, I slipped between the clean sheets of my bed in my very own cool, dark room.  After the frantic nature of the season, it felt heavenly to lay down and just be still. With the weight of physically induced exhaustion whispering through every bone in my body, I promptly passed out for a few precious hours of much needed sleep.

      Sometime later, I awoke in a damp, hot sweat, my cock pulsing painfully with my seed. “Oh… God…” I breathed, wincing against the unexpected pleasure. I had no choice but to seize my shaft and squeeze, milking the last vestiges of ecstasy from my unexpected orgasm.

      My body bowed as my gut tightened with the final spurts of cum, then I collapsed back onto my bed. “What the hell was that?” I whispered into the dark, letting my eyes float shut and the bliss of sexual release descend over my body. I couldn’t even remember what I’d been dreaming about. What had prompted such an extreme and entirely unexpected response?

      Then, out of nowhere, images of a woman assaulted me like I’d switched on a movie in my brain. Her lovely blonde hair was spread out over my pillow, her head thrown back in sheer bliss as I plowed into her lush body with wild abandon. She reached up and touched my face with a beautiful reverence I’d never experienced. Then she lifted her head and looked straight into my eyes, piercing my very soul.

      I recognized those eyes. There was no mistaking them. Gasping out loud, I sat up in bed, reaching for my lamp switch. “Oh, fuck…” I’d seen that young woman last night in the parking lot by the diner. She was beautiful. Absolutely gorgeous, in fact, but that wasn’t what concerned me. She was human and my mate. I knew it. As sure as I was the Easter Bunny, that blonde human was meant to be mine. “Fuck!”

      Talk about timing!

      Now, I had to find her and somehow explain all of this. My whole world, our magical existence. Everything! “Damn it.”

      I got up and stumbled straight to the shower, wanting to be rid of the smell of sweat and cum that lingered in the air and in my gray fur. “Yuck.” Yet another reason that I hated being unable to shift back to being human—not even for a minute—not until my Easter Sunday obligations were finished. Then I could relax and wind down for another year.

      Having washed myself for the second time in a matter of hours, I dried off again and pulled on some pants. It was time to get to work. I grabbed a quick breakfast, then headed to the chocolate workshop. Today we were making chocolate bunnies and painted eggs, the traditional favorites of kids everywhere. “Hey, Tommy,” I said, greeting the young rabbit standing at a nearby bench.

      “Hey, EB,” he responded with a grin.

      I rolled my eyes. I’d told the young ones a million times that my name was Pascale, yet no matter how many times I reminded them, they seemed determined to call me the Easter Bunny in some form or another. “You know Pascale means born on Easter or Easter child,” I said. “It’s practically the same.”

      Tommy shook his head with a cheeky gleam in his eye. “Nope, it’s not the same, EB.”

      I laughed. Clearly, I wasn’t winning this battle of wills anytime soon, so I got back to work. With a concerted effort, I forced my mind to the task at hand, to focus, and not think about the woman I’d seen in the early hours.

      My mate.

      But my mind kept returning to the most pressing issue. She was human, which meant she wasn’t going to understand how I was both a shifter and the Easter Bunny. Learning about magicals at all was too much for almost any mortal to handle. But ultimately, I wouldn’t have a choice. I’d have to
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