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Could a person die of happiness overload? Because if that were possible, I was so going to keel over any second.

But what a way to go.

My brand-new boyfriend Derek’s strong, lean fingers threaded tightly through mine as we strolled through the door of Starbucks. It was our first official date since we’d begun going out yesterday afternoon. We’d decided to grab some coffee after school to discuss how to help all the broken-hearted single people I’d hastily matched with each other when I was trying to reverse the effects of me accidentally making them all fall in love with him.

Yeah, not one of the better ideas I’ve had in the couple of months since being hired by my boss, Janet, at Cupid’s Hollow. But fortunately for me, I also found out yesterday that Derek was a fellow cupid, and he’d promised to help me out. And I just knew that we were going to make things right—together.

“Hey, Felicity, what kind of drink do you want?” he asked, turning those piercing green eyes to me.

I swallowed, wanting to pinch myself in über-glee. I was on an honest-to-God date with the guy I’d been crushing on since freshman year, something I’d fantasized about forever.

“Felicity?” he asked, one eyebrow raised.

Hey, dork! He asked you a question! I mentally chided myself, trying to snap out of my love haze.

“Um, how about a Mocha Frappuccino?” I suggested. “Those are supergood.” And super laden with caffeine. Yum!

He smiled, his cheek dimpling slightly. “Sure. Why don’t you find us a private spot to sit?”

I nodded, picking out a booth in the back corner where no one was around and settling into one side of the table. Plenty of isolation for us to discuss our top secret cupid business matters.

Digging through my purse, I pulled out my hot-pink LoveLine 3000, the handheld technology we cupids use to send matchmaking e-mails to our targets. I put it on my lap, turning it on. While I waited for Derek to return, I kept myself occupied by staring at his absolutely perfect butt.

After a couple of minutes Derek sauntered over to the table, drinks in hand, and slid into the booth seat across from me. I accepted my drink gratefully and forced myself to take a slow sip through the straw, not wanting to give myself brain freeze. That crap hurt.

“Okay, I’m dying to ask you a question,” I finally said, leaning over the table toward Derek in excitement. “When Janet hired you, did she take you to the bow-and-arrow room and give you a . . . demonstration?”

I rubbed the middle of my chest, remembering how it had felt at my interview to have the gold arrow hit me and disappear, leaving only a tingle. Janet, our boss, sure didn’t mess around . . . she’d wanted to make sure I knew the cupid powers were real. Not that I’d doubted her after she shot me, but over time I’d learned the reality of matchmaking all too well . . . both the ups and downs.

Derek laughed. “So she shot you with an arrow also. Glad I wasn’t the only doubter she’d hired.”

God, it was so awesome to be able to work with my new boyfriend. I’d finally have someone I could talk about my cupid woes with! Not that I wasn’t desperate to dish it all to my two best friends, Andy and Maya … but my contract specifically stipulated I wasn’t allowed to tell anyone the specifics of my job, upon pain of death.

Okay, the contract terms weren’t that drastic, but I just knew something awful would happen to me. I sure didn’t want to find out what, though.

“Janet’s kind of scary,” I whispered, almost afraid that by some weird voodoo she could overhear me talking about her.

“No kidding. She’s intimidating.” He took the lid off his cup, releasing a puff of steam into the air, and took a drink.

“So, how many matches have you made so far?” I asked him. We each had a weekly quota to meet, and I was eager for tips and motivation.

“Only a few.” He shrugged. “I’m trying to take my time and still perfect my profiles. It’s hard work, studying everyone and making sure I represent them accurately.”

I nodded in sympathy. “Yeah, it took me a while to do those too.”

A souring thought hit me, and I pinched my lips together. If I’d taken more time to add greater details to my profiles, like Derek was doing, maybe I wouldn’t have made so many bad matches since I’d started working as a cupid. And thus, there wouldn’t be so many desolate people grumping their way through school when their love spells had worn off.

Shaking my head resolutely, I pushed the thought out of my brain. All I’d been trying to do was get my classmates’ attention off Derek and back on one another, where it belonged. Besides, there were now two matchmakers on the job at Greenville High, ready and eager to get things fixed up before prom, which would be in just over three weeks.

And I couldn’t focus on my own prom happiness with Derek until I got these disaster matches resolved, once and for all.

I took my LoveLine 3000 out of my lap and put it on the tabletop, ready to get down to business. “Did you bring yours?”

“Sure did.” Derek tugged his out of his back pocket and turned it on. “Last night I made a list of everyone in school who is currently single and in need of a match. I’ll e-mail you half of the list.” He bent his head over the PDA, typing on the little keyboard.

Weird, I’d never thought about e-mailing another cupid. I wonder what would happen when he sent me the document. Would it make us fall even more in love? Maybe we would be like my parents were when I’d had a “brilliant” idea and decided to matchmake the two of them for their anniversary a few weeks ago.

I shuddered, remembering their feet sticking out of their bedroom doorway as they went at it on their floor. Time to push that gross little memory into the dark recesses of my brain, back where it belonged.

“Hey, you still here?” Derek asked, a crooked grin on his face. He reached over and brushed my hand, causing my skin to tingle.

“Yeah, sorry, had a bad flashback,” I said, drinking some of my Frappuccino with my free hand. I’d tell him about matchmaking my parents later, after I’d done another mental scrub or two or twenty.

My PDA vibrated. I opened my new e-mail from Derek, half expecting my chest to tingle—the surefire identifier of a love match.

Nothing happened.

After staring dumbly at the screen for several long seconds, I almost smacked my own forehead. Duh, Felicity. I’d forgotten that cupids can’t matchmake themselves, so Derek sending me an e-mail wouldn’t have any power over me, anyway.

I focused my attention on the list, scrolling down to check out the names. “Okay, I need to make matches for everyone on here, right?”

“Yeah. I think if we take our time and do some quality matches, they should hold together with better odds.”

My stomach twitched. He was right, of course, but I was embarrassed that Derek, who had been a cupid for only a few weeks, had managed to figure out more about matchmaking than I had.

He reached back into his pocket and pulled out his cupid manual. “Each person can be matched with someone else on the list, just to keep things simple. I prepared the two lists according to the manual. There was one formula that seemed overly complicated, but the one on page”—he drawled off, flipping through the book—“fifty-two seemed like it would do the job.”

Derek turned the manual facing toward me and pointed at a tiny chart filled with wavy lines and arrows.

Yeahhhhh … I’d completely forgotten about that book. Whoops. The writing was so dry and boring, I’d almost fallen asleep reading it. I think I’d stuffed it in my bookshelf a few days after becoming a cupid and never opened it up again, preferring to wing it my own way.

I nodded sagely, pretending I could interpret the chart. “Good thinking. That one should work out great.” Right, like I knew what the crap he was talking about.

I made a mental note to dig my manual out again and make a more valiant effort to read the damn thing. Geez, we’d only been here a short time, and already Derek was schooling me in the art and science of matchmaking. How mortifying.

My cheeks burned.

Well, it was my own fault. This wasn’t the time for embarrassment or shame. I had to do what the situation called for, and none of my ideas had worked out well so far. Time to try Derek’s plan now.

“Let’s run this by Janet first,” I said, “just to be safe.” I knew from experience that our boss liked to be kept in the loop. Plus, she’d probably like to see us working together. And anything that made Janet happy was good in my book.

“Sure, that’s a good idea.” He took a sip of his drink and smiled at me. “I’m looking forward to working with you.”

“Me too,” I replied with a happy sigh, a warm glow spreading through my chest and limbs.

I didn’t need a love arrow shot at me to make me get tingles—being in Derek’s presence was more than enough.

“Well,” Janet said to me and Derek, leaning back in her plush executive chair, “I think that’s a great plan. And I like even more how you two are working together on this. I was hoping you’d get along.” She gave us a nod of approval.

I beamed, happy that Janet could not only squeeze in a meeting with us on such short notice but also approved of our idea on how to fix the matchmaking mess at school. That way we could get started on it ASAP.

“Thanks,” I replied, excitement bubbling in my voice. “Derek’s great to work with.” With all the strength I could muster, I resisted the urge to cast a lovey-dovey gaze at Derek, who was sitting in the chair beside me, across from Janet’s desk. But out of the corner of my eye, I saw him smile at my words.

After solidifying our matchmaking plan at Starbucks earlier today, Derek and I had also decided we’d lie low with the boyfriend/girlfriend stuff around work until we’d scoped the situation out first. Janet didn’t know we were dating, and we didn’t want to make anything more complicated than necessary right now.

“Okay, let me see your PDAs,” she said, reaching her hands out toward us. “I’ll download a copy of your lists for reference.”

We handed them over to her, and she synced them, one by one, to her main computer. After she was done, she laid them on the desk. “I’ll review the documents later, but it seems like you’re on the right track.” She paused. “Actually, Derek, since you’re here, there’s another guy cupid I’d like to introduce you to. He’s in the office next door. Felicity, we’ll be back in a few minutes—just wait right here.”

“Sure thing,” I said, trying not to give Derek any inappropriately slutty looks as he filed past me and followed Janet out the door.

I crossed my legs and fidgeted for a couple of minutes. Then I stood up and plucked my PDA off her desk so I could put it back in my purse. As I lifted the LoveLine 3000, I saw my name at the top of a list on the left page of her daily planner. My heart pounded, and I swallowed hard.

Was I in trouble? Maybe she was on to me and Derek and was upset about us dating. Or maybe she’d found out some of my other cupid secrets, like that I’d previously matchmade my friend Maya with three guys … or that I’d paired up my parents for their anniversary. I’d deleted those e-mails from my LoveLine 3000, but maybe she’d gotten the info somehow.

I had to know. With a furtive glance at the door, I quickly jerked the planner off the desk, scanning its contents. It was a to-do list, and there was a checkbox beside me. And after my name was Derek’s name. Under us were other pairs of names. What was this?

Then it hit me.

Janet must have matchmade me and Derek.
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My jaw dropped in shock. Janet had paired us up? But I didn’t remember getting a love e-mail or anything else yesterday. In fact, I didn’t remember any sort of weird tingling feeling at all.

I shook my head, staring at the words. How had she done it?

Well, cupids have been around for thousands of years. Maybe there were many other methods of matchmaking that I hadn’t even imagined.

The doorknob turned. I dropped the planner, deftly plopping back in my seat. Something told me I probably wasn’t supposed to know about being matchmade, so I decided to keep my mouth shut about what I’d seen.

“You can call him anytime,” Janet said to Derek as they walked into the room. “Okay, we’re all done here, you two.” She moved behind her desk and handed Derek his PDA back. “I’ll see you in your individual meetings next week.”

He turned and smiled at me, his eyes lighting up as they crinkled in the corners. I melted a little, like ooey-gooey butter. If he and I were together a hundred years, I’d never get enough of him.

Then a startling thought flew into my mind. Did this new discovery of mine mean the only reason Derek was in love with me was because we’d been paired together by Janet? Was his love genuine or just a result of a magically induced spell? I knew mine was sincere because I’d been in love with him for years. But it wasn’t the same story for Derek.

With suddenly shaky legs I stood, offering Janet a weak smile. “Well, I’d better get home before my mom wonders where her car is.”

We headed back to the parking lot. I tucked my hand into Derek’s, but on the inside I was almost dizzy from the new worry that swirled in my head. I knew I should be more understanding of Janet’s actions. After all, that’s what I did for a living—find people who belong together and give them a chance at love. But I had to admit, I’d never considered the idea that Derek and I could have been paired up too.

I guess I’d just figured that he and I were destined to be together and that my bold confession to him in the cafeteria yesterday about my true feelings had set our destiny into motion. I still couldn’t believe I’d found the courage to spill my guts in front of Derek, his friends, and a crapload of people eating lunch, me loudly proclaiming that I’d been crushing on him since freshman year. Even now my stomach flipped over itself when I thought of it.

We stopped at Derek’s car. He tugged me close to him, and I reveled in the sensation of his warm body against mine.

He pressed his lips on the top of my head. “I’ll give you a call tonight,” he whispered against my hair.

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. He got into his car and waved as he drove away from me.

After slipping into my own driver’s seat, I navigated out of the parking lot and through the back ways to get home, unable to enjoy the usual pleasure I got from seeing the springtime blossoms erupting on the trees lining the streets of the neighborhoods. As I drove, I wrestled back and forth with the idea of letting Derek know we’d been paired up, then decided against it. I didn’t want to plant any seeds of doubt in Derek’s mind about what I now perceived as our fragile relationship.

Now I almost wished I hadn’t seen Janet’s planner because I was going to be superparanoid and would scrutinize every aspect of our relationship for the next two weeks. Especially since I knew from professional experience that, unfortunately, pairing two people didn’t mean they’d stay together after the love spell wore off.

I pulled the car into the driveway and ambled into my house. Though I was tempted to run straight to the freezer and grab a carton of Chunky Monkey ice cream for insta-therapy, I was better off trying to push my worried thoughts out of my head and make some love matches instead.

If I continued eating ice cream every time I was upset, I was gonna have to wear a muumuu to prom. And there was no way I was going to eat myself right out of my fabulously hot red dress.

“Mom, I’m home from my work meeting,” I said, dropping the borrowed keys back on top of her purse on the hall table. I gazed at the logo on the car key chain and sighed. How many lasting love matches would I have to make to save up for a car of my own? It sure would be nice to start getting more bonuses in my paycheck.

“Hey, Felicity,” she said from the kitchen table. “Did you put the car keys back in my purse?”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes at the House Nazi. “Yes, Mom, I did.”

I flew up the stairs toward my room.

“Make sure you clean up that mess in your room,” Mom yelled up to me.

Sheesh. I closed my door and grabbed my phone off my side table. I was desperate to call someone and talk about Derek, but I didn’t want to be one of those obnoxious chicks who did nothing but blab on and on and on about her boyfriend. Ick. That got old fast.

Instead, I dialed one of my BFFs, Andy, to see what she was up to.

“Hey, Felicity,” she said when she picked up. “Long time, no talkee. I’m still cracking up about your cafeteria love confession yesterday. I only wish I’d been there to witness it.”

“Yeah, I think I’m a legend at school now,” I said, giggling. I thought school today would have been a nightmare of one embarrassment after another, given the way I’d practically screamed my love for Derek out loud. But instead, I’d had several girls come up to me and congratulate me on being so ballsy, wishing they had the guts to do the same thing with the guys they liked.

And Mallory, the über-jerk who had started the whole incident by threatening to rat my feelings out to Derek in front of everyone, had stayed away from me all day today. Talk about an unexpected bonus!

On the other end of the phone I heard Andy’s mom hollering something at her.

“Okay!” Andy said to her, her voice piercing my eardrums. “Sorry, I gotta go,” she mumbled to me. “Mom asked me to run up to the store and pick her up another container of soy milk.” She sighed. “I’m so, soooo glad I got my license. I always wanted to be her personal errand girl.”

“You’re not the only one,” I commiserated. “Mom seems to think I’ll jump at the chance to borrow the car, even if it’s picking up her crap.” After saying that, I peeked toward the door, half-afraid the House Nazi had somehow overheard my griping. She had a way of knowing everything that happened in this house.

“We’ll catch up tomorrow, ’kay?”

“Sure thing,” I said. “Have fun.”

We hung up.

I sludged over to my bookshelf. Guilt over my lazy cupidness forced me to pull out the manual Janet had given me when I was hired. Draping across my bed, I tucked a pillow under my upper body and flipped the book open to the description of the chart Derek had pointed out. Surely the guidebook wasn’t as bad as I remembered.

After all, if Derek could get it, so could I, right?

I’d heard in my health class that after childbirth women somehow mentally block how painful the whole birthing process was. My teacher had explained that was nature’s way of making sure people continued to have kids instead of just popping out one and then never having another baby again because of all the pain.

Maybe being a cupid came with the same kind of mystical amnesia because after staring at that stupid chart in the manual, I’d quickly realized that I’d forgotten how wretched that book was. And how painful it was to be going through it again, especially when the material read like this:


To facilitate the highest-quality compatibility between two parties, refer to chart 412B, above. Note: The applied elements contained within the chart, combined with a timely and accurate profile for each party, will ensure a higher ratio of matchmaking accuracy, provided all conditions are met.



I’d studied that one page for a full half hour, finally succumbing to my impulse to close the book and throw it back onto my bookshelf, where it would meet its final resting place.

Maybe I was better off just talking to Derek if I had questions. That way I would encourage conversation between us … which would allow me to take some notes as I shamelessly picked his brain. Plus, it would help get my mind off the whole love-spell thing between us, which was now constantly lurking in the back of my consciousness.

The evening had passed fast. I’d made a few matches from my list and had gone to bed early, eager to start seeing the results. Especially since I’d noticed, as I headed toward school this morning, that many students were still sour and depressed. People shuffled quietly through the hallways, grousing under their breaths.

It would be so easy to sink back into a deep funk and let it get me down too, but I was determined to float above it.

“Hey,” Maya called out to me, waving with her free hand. In the other hand she clutched her ever-present trumpet case.

I gave her a quick hug. “How’s it going?”

She shrugged. “Not bad. Except—”

Before she could finish, Scott, her supercutie boyfriend, came up and gave her a big hug from behind, kissing the top of her head.

I smiled, warmed by my friend’s romantic happiness … and, to be honest, by the fact that this was a match I’d made that had actually lasted.

Maya turned to face him, hugging tightly. “Hey, you.”

The first bell rang. I glanced around but didn’t see Andy. I wasn’t alarmed, though—she sometimes ran on her own schedule, and I knew she’d check in with us soon enough.

Maya and I said good-bye to Scott, then went to our first period English class. Mrs. Kendel was at her usual station by the door.

“Miss Takahashi, Miss Walker, come in,” she said gruffly, waving us in with her thick hand. She closed the door after we entered and went to the chalkboard, writing some terms on the board.

I slid into my seat and, with as much subtlety as I could, glanced over at Mike, a quiet guy in the back corner of our classroom. He was one of the people I’d matchmade last night after studying the list carefully to find the perfect person for him.

I’d finally settled on Adele, the girl who was assigned the seat in front of him. She was usually a quiet person as well, and they seemed to be nicely suited for each other. I’d even used more than my usual three compatibility factors, just to make sure they had enough in common to make the match last.

Plus, I had no doubt that Mike was already crushing on her. Throughout the year I’d seen him look at Adele when he thought she wasn’t looking. I hadn’t paired them up before because she’d had a boyfriend, but they’d broken up recently.

And no, that wasn’t my fault, thank you very much—they had been together before I’d become a cupid.

Now that she was single, and happened to be on my list, she was fair game.

Adele hadn’t arrived in class yet, and I couldn’t read Mike’s face to see if he’d opened the love e-mail I’d sent him. He was as calm and serene as ever.

I chewed on my lower lip, hoping I hadn’t messed up. He wasn’t exuding any kind of romantic aura around him, and most guys by now were practically—

Right then Adele slipped into the room, instantly casting her gaze onto Mike.

He rose from his seat, going right to her.

“Mr. Jones,” Mrs. Kendel said, her wrinkled face scrunched up in irritation. “Please take your seat.”

Ignoring the teacher, he and Adele leaped into each other’s arms, boldly kissing right there in class.

My eyes about popped out of my head, and I cupped my hand over my mouth in surprise. I guess it was the quiet ones you had to watch out for. Well, at least I had solid confirmation that the matchmaking had worked.

The class erupted in equal parts applause and giggles. Even in a negative mood, no one could resist people publicly proclaiming their horniness in the middle of class. Some things never change.

“You go, girl!” one girl cried out.

“Get it on!” a guy in the back of class said, chortling wildly.

“Mr. Jones! Miss Mossinger!” Mrs. Kendel snapped, stepping over to the two of them and tugging them apart with a hefty jerk.

Mike’s and Adele’s lips made a popping sound from being separated so quickly, and they stared at each other with glazed eyes. Mike’s mouth was smeared all over with Adele’s pastel-pink lipstick.

“Need I remind you that this is not appropriate behavior in class?” Mrs. Kendel sniffed in disdain, anger making her body shake. “Go to the principal’s office, now!”

A few students snickered as Mike and Adele walked out of the classroom hand in hand, oblivious to Mrs. Kendel’s blast. She stared in shock at their retreating figures and gripped the end of the door, forgetting for the moment that she was supposed to be teaching us about whatever crap she’d been in the middle of writing on the board.

“You know they’re going to the bleachers,” some smart-ass guy behind me said quietly. “They’re so gonna make a baby.”

Maya snorted. “Holy crap, was that crazy,” she said.

“Just as crazy as when that one photography guy came in here and read you that poem,” a girl on the other side of her whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Remember that? God, that was awesome,” she said wistfully.

Maya’s cheeks flamed red, and she cast her gaze onto her desk.

I’d completely forgotten about Quentin, one of the three guys I’d initially paired Maya with in my fiasco-fest back in March. He’d burst into the classroom and had begged Mrs. Kendel to let him ask Maya out on a date via his lame poem. And I was willing to bet Maya had probably blocked that little memory as well.

“Anyway,” I said, trying to change the subject and save Maya the embarrassment of dates from the past, “aren’t you glad we’re finally done with reading novels in here and are moving on to something different?”

At my words, Mrs. Kendel finally shook herself out of her shock and shuffled over to the chalkboard. I guess I couldn’t blame her—she’d been a teacher here forever and a day and probably had never had things like this happen until I became a cupid. The poor woman was going to be driven to early retirement if her students didn’t knock it off with the crazy makey-outey stuff.

It also didn’t help things that pairing her up with the chemistry teacher last month during my frantic rematching had ended disastrously. I’d seen last night that she was on my list of people to fix, but I had no idea what kind of a man was right for her. Which meant I needed to watch her closely and get to know her better.

A fun prospect for me. This one would require all the magic I could scrounge up in my PDA.

Mrs. Kendel shook her head rapidly and blinked. Then she turned a beady eye toward the class, clearing her throat. “Class,” she said in a crisp, professional voice, as if the last couple of minutes never happened, “we’re going to be discussing narratives for the next couple of weeks. We’ll start by reading examples of stellar narratives and then follow the lesson up by writing a narrative of our own.” Before anyone could respond, she continued, “And, yes, before you ask, it will be graded.”

I groaned inwardly, rolling my eyes in Maya’s direction. She suppressed a giggle in response.

We both knew what this meant. What should probably have been a relatively fun project would most likely have all the life sucked out of it by Mrs. Kendel, in the quest to write the perfect narrative. She didn’t have a fun bone in her pruny body.

With a heavy sigh, I tugged out my notebook and started jotting down whatever Mrs. Kendel was talking about. I couldn’t wait to talk to Derek and see if his matchmaking had gone as well as mine.
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“Your mosaic is awesome,” I whispered to Derek, who was sitting beside me in art class at the end of the school day.
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