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Darcy Abrams shot upright in her bed and bit back what was sure to be 

an earsplitting scream, tasting blood as it beaded on her lip.  Her heart 

pounded so hard the blood it pumped coursed through her veins swiftly and 

filled her ears to an almost deafening point.  She blinked against the darkness 

of the room as her eyes fought to adjust to the sudden interruption of sleep.  

Deep breaths urged her body to a more calmed state, as her bedroom slowly 

came back into focus.   

What the hell was that about? 

Darcy wracked her brain in an attempt to remember what had obviously 

frightened her so badly, but the cause of her dream state distress remained 

elusive, and just out of reach. 

A quick glance around the room revealed nothing new.  The same four 

walls silently greeted her just like they had these past eight months.  The 

murky veil of night transformed the light blue paint that covered the walls into 

a colder blue gray, giving the room a tomb-like feel. 

Darcy shivered as she pulled the rumpled sheet up to her chin and lay 

back onto the bed.  This place might as well be a tomb, given the lack of life 

that dwelled within these walls nowadays. 



 

  

The loneliness that kept Darcy constant company made its presence 

known in a cold wave that washed over her and seeped into every nook and 

crevice it could, filling her to overflowing with its stark lack of hope.  Darcy 

flopped over on her side and punched her flattened pillow.  A stray tear 

escaped from her eye and she quickly wiped it away.  Her gaze fell upon the 

photo placed carefully on her nightstand.  The silver frame glinted ever so 

slightly in the soft moonlight that filtered through the sheer curtains of the 

bedroom window.  The face that stared back from the photo was like a dagger 

to her heart—a pain so sharp and bright it stole the breath from her lungs in a 

suffocating blow. 

Eric. 

Even thinking his name was difficult, compounding the pain of her 

shattered heart.  Eight long months had passed, but the wounds of her loss 

were still as raw and fresh as that first day at the hospital.  Time had not 

worked its fabled magic to heal her in the least.  In fact, each day seemed 

longer than the last, an exercise in misery and loneliness that Darcy wasn’t 

sure she could stand much longer. 

Darcy reached out and lovingly traced her fingertip along the edge of the 

photo, caressing Eric’s features as she had so many times before.  Her 

husband, Eric, had brought so much joy and love into her life.  His absence 

created a world where the bright sunshine of his smile had been stolen away, 

leaving Darcy to dwell in a world now ensconced by utter darkness.  



 

  

“Eric, I don’t think I can do this without you, anymore.  Why did you 

have to leave me so soon?” 

Her voice cracked in the empty room, filled with sadness and the pain of 

tears that threatened to have no end.  Darcy squeezed her eyes shut to hold the 

tears at bay and prayed for sleep.  At least then there was the chance of respite 

from this Hell.  If nightmares didn’t keep jolting her awake, that is. 

“I’m right here, my love.  Please don’t cry.” 

Darcy’s eyes flew open as the sound of Eric’s rich voice filtered through 

the room in a velvet whisper.  Tensed and frozen, she refused to allow even a 

soft breath past her lips, and strained to hear past the dead silence that had 

infused the room.  After what seemed like an eternity, nothing but the sounds 

of the city moving along outside reached her ears.  Darcy finally blew out a long 

breath, allowing herself some much needed air. 

“I must be really losing it, now.” 

Darcy almost laughed at herself.  The whole thing might have been funny 

if she hadn’t already gone through the pain of seeing Eric’s face in every other 

man she passed on the street.  Or hearing his voice in her dreams.  But this 

time it had been so clear.  So perfect.  A recording dead set on torturing her to 

madness. 

“Losing what, Darcy?” 

A heavy, solid presence filled the space in bed behind Darcy as her heart 

flew into her throat and panic wrapped around her chest in a vise so tight it 

threatened to snap her ribcage.  Slowly and deliberately, she rolled onto her 



 

  

back, fear that she had already gone off the deep end adding to the panic that 

had set her nerves on a razor’s edge. 

Eyes so clear and blue she could still make out their color in the dark 

stared at her from under a pale brow furrowed in confusion.  Darcy blinked 

repeatedly, unwilling to trust her grief-skewed vision.   

“Eric?”  Her voice was raspy with emotion, almost too soft to hear, even 

in the stillness of the room. 

“Yes, love, it’s me.”  He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling.   

Darcy’s breath hitched as she stared at the man who had shared her bed 

for ten years before being stolen away eight months ago.  He propped himself 

up on one elbow, and strands of sandy blond hair fell haphazardly over one 

eye.  Reflexively, she reached out and brushed the hair back, as she had done 

so many times before.  Her hand shook with tremors as her fingertip followed 

the line of his jaw to the curve of his mouth, then traced the lips that had 

kissed her more times than could ever be counted. 

“This can’t be happening.  I’ve finally lost my mind and cracked up 

completely.  I’m imagining this.  I have to be imagining this.”  Darcy withdrew 

her hand, fear still holding her insides hostage. 

Eric frowned, then took her hand and placed it over his heart.  “Does this 

feel like your imagination?” 

The warmth of Eric’s chest seeped into her hand and up her arm.  Darcy 

could distinctly feel the thump of his heartbeat and the corded muscles that 

flexed under her touch. 



 

  

“But—” 

Eric placed a finger over her lips to quiet her protest as he leaned 

forward and covered her mouth with his own.  The pressure of his lips eased 

Darcy’s panic as the familiar sensation of his mouth brought every memory of 

their nights together to the surface. 

He’s here.  He’s really here.  My Eric has come back to me. 

Darcy grasped Eric’s head in her hands and pulled him closer, deepening 

the kiss.  Her lips parted and his tongue languidly explored her mouth in a 

seductive dance that left her breathless.  It had always amazed her how much 

their passion refused to waver as the years had passed.  Just as much as the 

first time their lips met, he continued to set her body aflame. 

Darcy moaned softly into Eric’s mouth as he kissed her at his leisure, 

taking his time to stoke the smoldering flame that ceaselessly burned so 

brightly between them.  He tasted warm, like honey and spice wrapped up in 

the musk of man.  A familiar concoction that defied explanation yet was 

definitively Eric.  

Tears burned behind her eyes when he released her mouth.  She had 

missed his kiss so fiercely, the intensity of feeling it once more was 

overwhelming.  Eric gazed deeply into her eyes, the bright blue seeing past 

everything, right into the core of her soul.  Her body in sensory overload, Darcy 

quickly pushed any thoughts of reality away, intent on sharing this night with 

her husband.  Even if it didn’t last, she wanted this right now. 

She wanted him.  Always. 



 

  

“I’ve missed you so much.”  Her voice was a husky whisper, filled with 

longing. 

Eric softly caressed her cheek with his thumb.  “I know, baby.  I’ve 

missed you, too.” 

Just the mere touch of his hand was almost too much to bear.  Living 

without his touch had darkened her soul.  And now, through some type of 

miracle, he was here to save what was left. 

“Love me, Eric.”  Darcy gently grasped his hand and placed a kiss in the 

center of his palm.   

He leaned forward and touched his forehead to hers, his lips curved into 

a seductive smile.  “Forever, my love.”  

Darcy’s heart danced at the intimate sentiment, a frequent promise that 

Eric had made in their life together.  He eased back and deftly helped her slide 

the nightgown she wore over her head.  After tossing it to the floor, he slipped 

her panties down over her hips, his lips trailing fiery kisses down her inner 

thigh before that particular piece of clothing joined the nightgown. 

Shivers marched through Darcy’s body as Eric kissed his way back up 

slowly, taking a detour at her breasts.  The peaks of her nipples pebbled under 

the brush of his breath, practically beckoning him onward.  He took one 

sensitive nub into his mouth, the pleasure spiking through her body like a 

rocket as he sucked gently, then harder.  Darcy moaned, unable to control the 

desire that coursed through her body, and not really wanting to.  Only Eric had 



 

  

ever made her feel safe enough for such abandon.  And this was a feeling she’d 

been certain she’d never experience again. 

 Eric switched his attention to her other nipple as he briefly used his 

teeth and tugged.  Darcy writhed beneath him and arched her back, then 

placed her hands on his shoulders and pulled him closer. 

He maneuvered himself between her thighs as he kissed a tingly path up 

Darcy’s neck to her chin, and then captured her lips.  He paused a moment, 

his sapphire eyes intent on hers as he slowly pressed his hips forward. 

Darcy sighed in pleasure as Eric slid easily into her body, his warmth 

filling her from the inside out.  Every empty space his absence had left in her 

life and her soul disappeared as his body joined with hers.   

Eric rocked against her slowly as he sought out a steady rhythm, moving 

in time with the beat of their hearts.  Darcy’s hands roamed over his taught 

chest.  Each muscle was so etched in her memory she would know it with her 

eyes closed, but she kept her eyes open.  Intense fear waited at the edge of 

Darcy’s periphery that if she closed her eyes, she would find out that this was 

all some kind of cruel hallucination.  And she was not ready to give up this 

fantasy just yet.  Maybe not ever. 

Her moans of pleasure filled the room as Eric picked up his pace, 

thrusting into her willing body deeply each time.  The muscles in his neck 

stood out with exertion, his jaw firm as he held her gaze, also unwilling to 

break whatever spell had been cast.  Darcy wrapped her legs around him, 



 

  

taking him even deeper; her own body wound tight like a spring about to 

break.  

A light sheen of sweat dotted Eric’s brow.  That familiar coil of tension 

seated itself in the center of Darcy’s stomach, waiting to break wide open as he 

plunged into her over and over, reaching a part of her soul no other person ever 

had.  The spring tightened, bringing Darcy to that chasm of pleasure, teetering 

just on the edge of that sparkling moment her body craved. 

Eric leaned down, his breath tickling in her ear.  “I love you.” 

Darcy lifted her hips off of the mattress to meet his thrust as the spring 

inside her broke, sending her careening over that chasm with a climax that 

wracked her body from head to toe.  Every muscle she had clenched as the 

ripples of ecstasy rolled inside her in endless waves, sending her flying for that 

one shining moment where two people become one. 

Feeling her spasm beneath him, Eric cried out and plunged into her body 

one last time, jerking hotly inside her as his own orgasm rocketed through him, 

fueling her own even further until it was impossible to separate the two. 

Breathing ragged, Darcy lay wrapped in Eric’s arms, lost in the love and 

passion that had fueled their relationship from day one.  His chest heaved 

against hers as they lay skin to skin, bodies connected.  Darcy could lie for 

hours like this, even sleeping contentedly fully immersed in the man she had 

completely given her heart to.  And Eric was always more than happy to oblige.  

This intimacy was why losing him had left her so empty and alone.   



 

  

And alone is what she had been.  Working extra hours to the point of 

exhaustion left her even emptier and unwilling to lean on friends and family for 

support in her grief.  Eric’s death had created a black hole in her soul that she 

just didn’t know how to patch. 

Eric’s death. 

Those words sliced through Darcy’s mind like a sharp sword, smack dab 

in the center of this fantasy, this hallucination, this…whatever you wanted to 

call it.  She choked back a sob as tears ran hot trails down her cheeks. 

Eric leaned up and wiped the tears away, his blue eyes filled with 

concern.  “Why are you crying?” 

Darcy shook her head, still unable to reconcile how Eric was here.  

Memories of the days spent at the hospital while doctors poked and prodded 

him for every test rose to the surface.  How easily it had been to keep his spirits 

up, even after the doctors had told her that they’d done all they could, that the 

cancer had spread too quickly and that all she could do now was keep him 

comfortable.  And even when the end came, how Eric had continued to promise 

to love her forever. 

Darcy shook her head, the memories bouncing around like small rubber 

balls, pinging at her brain.  Why did she have to do this to herself?  Why 

couldn’t she let go? 

“You can’t be real.  This can’t be real.  I watched you die, Eric.  I watched 

you die!”  Darcy clamped her eyes shut tightly, and willed all the memories of 

his death and funeral to disappear. 



 

  

“As I did you, my love,” he whispered softly, brushing a lock of hair from 

her forehead. 

Confusion at Eric’s words creased her brow.  What is that supposed to 

mean? 

In a flash, images sprang to life behind Darcy’s eyes, flashes of memory 

from what could have been a dream, but felt like…something else. 

Sleepless nights.  Long hours at the office.  Work alone.  Eat alone.  Go 

home alone.  Repeat. 

That schedule was bound to have an unwanted ending. 

As if on cue, Darcy saw herself behind the wheel of her car, the road 

twisting and curving in the darkness as she drove home.  Darcy watched her 

inner movie, witnessing the fatigue finally catch up with her.  Her head 

slumped forward and the car veered off the pavement onto the shoulder, 

slamming into a tree with enough force to crumple the front end of the vehicle 

almost to the middle. 

And then, darkness. 

Darcy’s eyes fluttered open, her heart hammered as she stared into Eric’s 

thoughtful gaze.  “I’m…I’m dead?” she managed to squeak out, the words 

foreign and difficult for her mouth to get around. 

Eric nodded, his hand cradling her cheek.  “I always said you worked too 

hard.” 

Darcy licked her lips, her mouth dry as she tried to wrap her mind 

around what was happening.  “But this feels so real.  I can’t be dead.” 



 

  

Eric nudged his nose gently against hers, a wistful smile playing at his 

lips.  “It is real, until you learn to move on.  That’s what I’m here for.” 

Darcy pondered his words for a moment, still perplexed by the situation, 

but leaning toward acceptance.  She’d always considered Eric her angel, 

anyway.  “Is this heaven, then?” 

Eric chuckled and the vibration tickled her chest.  “Not quite.” 

He pushed himself away and climbed out of the bed, every curve and 

angle of his body outlined in the low light of the room.  He grinned and held out 

his hand.  “It’s time to go.” 

Darcy swallowed hard, her heart still beating like a base drum as she 

took Eric’s hand and rose from the bed.  “Where are we going?” 

“Home.” 

Eric’s form slowly swirled out of focus, turning him into a misty person-

shaped outline.  Darcy glanced down at her feet as the transformation spread 

from him to her own person.  She stared at her hand in wonder, seeing the 

room through her palm when she held it in front of her face. 

“Our time on this plane is over, my love.  We don’t belong here anymore.” 

Eric’s words were inside her head like one of her own thoughts.  Darcy 

opened her mouth to speak, then merely thought to him instead. 

“What comes next?  Where are we going?  How do we get there?” 

Eric’s laugh brushed inside her mind like a whisper.  “All in due time.  

There are so many things to show you, but you must trust me first.  Keep hold of 

my hand.” 



 

  

Darcy gripped the transparent form of his strong hand tighter, amazed at 

the solidity of it.  Weightlessness filled her body and soon she was floating 

above the floor, Eric right beside her. A moment of panic surfaced quickly as 

they neared the ceiling, but passed with relief as they breached the barrier as if 

it wasn’t there, and drifted higher up until she could see the entire city below, 

sparkling like millions of jewels. 

“This is only the beginning, Darcy, not the end.  Let go of this world and I 

can show you.” 

Eric’s form changed again.  His outline swirled and morphed into a fine 

mist that shone with ethereal light, much like the spirals of a far away galaxy.  

Darcy gazed at the essence of her husband with wonder as she took a deep 

breath and let everything go.  All the worries, all the pain, all the baggage that 

tied her to this physical world, she released within herself.  Each item fell away 

in succession, the peeling layers leaving her light and free. 

With a sigh that sounded like wind rustling through the trees, Darcy’s 

form shimmered for an instant, then shattered into a million particles of light 

that were everywhere and everything at once, glittering brightly.  With a mere 

thought, she gathered herself together loosely, the sensation of pure freedom 

overwhelming as she floated in the night sky, detached from and yet a part of 

the universe all at the same time. 

She drifted over to Eric near enough to feel his own joy at being able to 

share this with her, and they continued their journey upward to whatever 



 

  

wonders were to come next.  And whatever the future held, Darcy was sure 

that Eric would be right there with her. 

They swirled together, their souls intertwined until they mixed into one 

bright star that probably could be seen from the ground.  There was no 

separation anymore, just two halves of one soul together at last. 

“I promised you forever, didn’t I?”  Eric’s voice touched her soul like angel 

wings as they soared through the sky.   

Forever. 
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