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  Prologue

Raphael

I died thousands of years before you were born.

When I entered Heaven, they gave me a new name, a new identity. With it I lost all memory of who I was before.

My name is Raphael.

No. Not that one. Not the archangel. I am a little lower than he. But that is my name, and I am a member of the Heavenly Host.

Angels are not supposed to remember their former lives. They're not supposed to feel human emotion. They're not supposed to fall in love. All that is in the past, buried beneath layers of angelic redemption, gone with our physical bodies.

But something happened. Something that made me remember what it is to be human.

She is to blame.

Though how could I ever blame her? It is truly my fault. I am the one who fell. And with falling comes the threat of eternal damnation, a danger I'm willing to face for just one touch of her lips on mine.




  Chapter 1

Sarah

Knuckles turned white around the hilt of the butcher knife. My only defense. My only weapon. What I wouldn't give for a cast iron skillet right about now.

Breath heaved in and out of my lungs, flaring my nostrils like a racehorse. My heart thudded hard against my ribcage like a trapped bird. I was half afraid it might pound right out of my chest as terror clawed at my insides.

I closed my eyes and pressed my back to the closet door. I wanted to rush inside and hide, but I knew if I did, I'd be trapped. That would be the end of it. Over, done. I'd be dead.

Wiping a sweaty palm against the leg of my jeans, I strained for a sound. Any sound. Was he close? Had he found me?

Oh, God, I can't go through this again. I can't face him again.

I straightened my shoulders.

Get it together, Sarah. Yes you can. You don't have a choice. You are stronger than you know.

"Okay, I can do this," I muttered under my breath, shifting my grip on the knife hilt. I swept a lock of brown hair out of my eyes and stiffened my spine.

I took one tentative step, then another. Before I knew it, I'd crossed the darkened bedroom and opened the door to the hall. My bare feet silent on the hardwood floors, I slipped toward the stairs leading to the main floor. I stopped to listen, ears straining in the silent night.

Nothing. Not so much as a rustle. Had I imagined it?

I glanced at the knife, still clutched so tightly in my hand. I wished for something bigger, badder. Like a baseball bat. With spikes.

Or a gun.

No. Not that. Cam, my self-defense instructor, had once told me more people got killed with their own guns than actually saved their lives. He'd insisted it was smarter to learn to defend myself with my fists, my feet, but most of all, my brains.

And my brain was telling me to run like hell.

Plan B it was.

I didn't wait for proof my sanctuary had been invaded. I scrambled backward, headed for the window at the end of the hall. That's when I heard boots thumping on the stairs. I knew those footsteps.

How? How did he find me?

It didn't matter. All that mattered was getting the hell out.

Flipping the lock on the window, I slid it up on well-oiled tracks. It was one of the first things I'd done when I moved in after checking escape routes.

I glanced down to make sure it was safe. Tossing the knife to the ground, I slid one leg out the window. Rough bark scraped my bare foot as I reached out to grab the nearest branch before swinging the other leg out. Before I could completely clear the sill, a hand roughly grabbed my ankle

"No you fucking don't, you bitch." I recognized the snarling voice instantly. I'd heard it a thousand times in my nightmares and a thousand times more before that every day. He yanked my leg, jerking my grip from the heavy limb that served as a perch, but I was still hanging onto the branch above.

I kicked out, catching him in the nose. Something crunched beneath my heel, and hot blood spurted up my leg. My attacker let out a howl.

My triumph lasted only a split second; the branch gave way, and I plummeted to the ground. As I hit, one thought echoed through my mind: At least he can't hurt me now.
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