
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Even when you may feel abandoned and alone, you’re never really on your own.

	 

	 

	As a guardian angel, Samuel has a duty to watch over and protect a lot of human beings. And he loves each and every one of them dearly. He never gets bored, because his humans are always in need of his help or guidance.

	One night, police officer Jay Reynolds is part of a special team involved in an organised drug-raid in New Cross, south-east London. During a violent and bloody shootout, Jay is shot in the head, but he’s still breathing. He’s rushed to hospital and put into a medically induced coma to minimise any further damage to his brain.

	Seeing Jay is in a critical state, Samuel is compelled to make Jay his priority. He constantly communicates with him telepathically to offer words of encouragement and give him strength. The longer Samuel watches over Jay, the harder he finds it to block out his secret desires. He longs to be with Jay so he can nurse him back to health and fill his life with the love he desperately needs. When he sees Jay regaining consciousness, his heart rules his head, and he returns to Earth in human form to make both their dreams come true.

	 

	 

	Trigger warning: This story includes a scene that may appear to be dubious consent while one main character is in a medically induced coma. However the other main character has always been able to read that person’s mind and knows he is more than willing.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	This book is dedicated to my dearly departed mother, Joy Sylvia Collins. She left my life in a physical sense twenty-four years ago, but she lives on with me in spirit. There’s never a day goes by that I don’t think of her and thank her for allowing me to be who I wanted to be. She was and still is my true inspiration. LJ.

	 


Chapter One: The Guardian Angel

	 

	 

	Samuel looked down on Earth. It was a vision of beauty, with its vast expanses of blue, green, white, and grey—all intricately entwined to create a harmonious planet for his master’s children. Samuel smiled and crossed himself. He was honoured he’d been chosen to be a guardian angel who watched over all the mortals he cared for. He loved each and every one of them dearly, irrespective of their colour, creed, gender or sexual preferences. To him, every one of them was his master’s unique and special creation.

	He was very aware there were people on earth who were racists and bigots. And it made his heart ache that so many humans in the twenty-first century had lost their way and turned to crime, that religion, power and greed had caused so many wars on Earth. But he saw everything in a positive way—through his master’s eyes. His only hope was that individuals would eventually see the error of their ways and make amends, for the sake of mankind and future generations to come.

	There was never a dull moment for Samuel. His flock always kept him busy. There was hardly a moment when one of them wasn’t in need of his help or guidance. They also kept him constantly amused when they did silly or weird things. Being a spirit, he didn’t need to sleep, so during quiet moments, he’d look in on the people who made him laugh.

	He’d watched over and protected all of them since birth. Watched them grow and develop into the individuals they were thanks to his ongoing help and guidance. He knew everything about all of them. He’d done his best to answer their prayers and gone to their assistance as quickly as a thought in times of need.

	Some people were beyond saving, but he knew the good ones would be taken to a better place. The other ones had a completely different final destination, and Samuel pitied them. But they’d chosen to live their lives the way they had—ignored all the guidance they’d been offered by their guardian angel—so they only had themselves to blame for their destiny.

	 


Chapter Two: Operation Candy Sweep

	 

	 

	The alarm clock rang loudly in Jay’s ears. He rolled over and reached out to turn it off. It was times like this he questioned why he worked as a police officer. He wasn’t fond of getting up at two in the morning, but he had to get showered, dressed in his police uniform, and get to the operation candy sweep offices. They’d been planning a series of drug raids, and the sixth of June was the day for the dawn raid on a house in New Cross, south-east London.

	It was three-thirty when Jay arrived at the offices. He parked his car, locked it, and walked toward the entrance of the building. When he reached the door, he buzzed the intercom system, stood in front of the camera, and held his officer’s identity card at the side of his head.

	After a few seconds, the door buzzed. Jay pushed it open and walked into the reception area. He greeted the security guards and walked to the automated barrier entry system where he swiped his card, then walked through when the barrier opened.

	Jay took the elevator to the eighth floor. When the doors opened, he got out and walked toward the candy sweep operation room. He turned the door handle, opened the door and walked into the room. All heads turned in his direction. There were five people sat around the conference table. Jay instantly recognised his long-term partner in crime, Ricky. One of the other faces was familiar, but he’d never seen the other people.

	Detective Chief Inspector Hawkins was sat at the head of the table facing him. He looked at Jay and beckoned him to join them. “We’re still waiting for a couple of the armed officers to arrive, Jay. Take a seat and talk among yourselves while we’re waiting.”

	Jay nodded, walked toward the conference table and sat next to Ricky. He patted him on the shoulder and smiled. “How ya doing, buddy?”

	“Yeah, I’m cool. Fired up and raring to go.”

	“So you think we’re gonna score tonight?”

	“I bloody hope so. The little shit has been dealing for way too long. I can feel it in my water tonight’s gonna be our night. He needs to be put down, and fast. It makes me sick knowing he’s selling drugs to young kids. What kind of scumbag pushes drugs at schools?”

	Jay shook his head. “The lowest of the low, mate. But that’s why we joined the drug squad. To make sure the streets of London are cleaned up and made a safer place. And so that unscrupulous evil monsters like Andy Pearson are put away for good.”

	“Yeah. Well, I’m taking tonight personal.”

	“What do you mean by that?”

	Ricky blew out air and shook his head. “Don’t tell Hawkins, but my daughter and her best friend went to a festival at the weekend.”

	“And?”

	“And... some fucker sold her friend some gear that completely screwed her up. She’s been in a coma for two days, and the doctors don’t know what she’ll be like when she comes out of it. I’m just so thankful my baby’s got more sense and doesn’t take drugs. By Christ, I’ve warned her enough times about the dangers of taking them. Some of the shit on the street these days is lethal and has killed young kids. I’ve seen things on the TV and social media. Kids are taking their lives into their own hands these days when they take drugs.”

	“Yeah. You don’t need to tell me. I’m fully aware.”

	The door handle clicked. Jay turned, and two officers walked into the room.

	DCI Hawkins cleared his throat. “Right, come on guys. Sit yourselves down, and then we can make a start.”

	The two officers sat down on the first available seats facing Jay and Ricky.

	DCI Hawkins stood up. “Right, ladies and gents. I’ve had an update from the two plain-clothed officers who’ve been keeping Andy Pearson’s property under surveillance since nine this evening. At the moment, it’s not good news for us. His girlfriend is with him, along with two other men, and we don’t know who they are. They could be friends, Andy’s dealers, or his supplier. I suspect it’s not the latter, because a supplier is highly unlikely to go to
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