
The Racing Angel

Julie Day

Published by Julie Day at Smashwords

Copyright 2012 Julie Day

Cover Photo courtesy of KKIDD and istock.com

Cover by Joleene Naylor 

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Racing Angel (The Guardian Angels, #2)

About the author:

Acknowledgements

I would like to thank the following people:

Dr Hilary Johnson for her many edits and copyreads of this book. I have learnt much more this time.

Joleene Naylor for the great cover.

“I’m bored. There’s nothing to do around here,” I heard a female voice whine.

Then there came another voice, “I know, Steph.  Hang on.  Mum’s car’s outside.  I fancy a ride.”

“Go on, Cass. You can do it. Take it. Go on.”

I stopped walking along the blue expanse, which seemed to be like a huge sky. The next moment, one of my feet slipped and I was falling down through a white, fluffy area.  Whoa.  Where was I going?

I landed with a thud on a hard floor.

I heaved myself up and looked around.

Where was I?

Then I heard that same voice, Steph’s. “I dare you to take it.”

The word ‘dare’ made my stomach lurch and I spun round, looking for the person who’d spoken. She sounded teenage, the same as me.  I hadn’t seen anyone else my age all the time I’d been here.  Only younger or older children.  Then a boy, probably about eight, glided past me, bawling his eyes out.  

I watched him turn round and come towards me.  I was the only one taking notice of him.  Maybe all the other children here knew him.  As he came closer to me, I saw how big he was.  Man, he must be way over his weight.  Was that how he came to be here?  He’d died from having eaten too much.  He was too young to die.

Then I heard a noise that jumped me back to my thoughts and struck me with fear – vroom, vroom, vroom. It was coming from below me. It was vibrating through my feet, making them shake. I looked down.

Outside a house on a quiet street was a young girl with long, blonde hair in a car, whom I took was Cass, watched by another girl, probably Steph.  I saw her pump the accelerator, then put the key in the ignition.  Next I heard the crunch of the handbrake.  It was the accelerator I’d first heard.

Oh, my God. It looked like she was in a hurry, pumping that accelerator.  I knew, because I’d lived engines and had had a motorbike since I was fifteen, and a car since seventeen.  And that was how I used to behave when I first started driving.

“I believe you’ve just seen what I can down there,” a male voice beside me said.  

Startled, I turned round and saw a man, about thirtyish, wearing beige slacks, a loose blue shirt and black shoes coming towards me.  As he drew closer I saw he had short cropped dark hair and blue eyes that were showing...concern?  

Glancing around, for the first time I saw my surroundings properly.

We were in a long corridor.  At one end was a door, which he must’ve come through, and at the other end, what looked like another door.

I turned to the side, and through a mist of white, more doors appeared.

I looked at the man again and then at the doors.  And then walls began to take form. It resembled a school.

“Where am I?” I asked.

“OK,” the man said.  “Let’s go into one of the rooms and I’ll explain.”

I followed him. The door vanished into thin air, so we walked through space.  As I turned round, the door had reappeared. 

“What is this place?” I asked, eyeing the door suspiciously.

“If you come in, I’ll tell you.”

I walked into the room and stopped again.  In front of me were desks and chairs.  Oh, my! I was right.  This was a school. Great!

The man said, “I can see what you think, but it’s not quite what you’re imagining.  Take a seat.”

I sat on the first chair, arms stiff by my side, and glared at him.

He sat opposite me.  I shifted, uncomfortable. It felt like he was a teacher, me the pupil and I was about to be told off.

“Thanks for coming,” he said.  “First off, I’m Richard Markham, one of the staff here, and I’m going to be your mentor.  Secondly, welcome to The School for Lost Angels. When I say lost, I mean children who have died before their time, and don’t know what to do or why they’re  here.”

Mark mentioning children made me recall the fat boy.

“Before you saw me, I saw a fat boy crying. Would he be lost?”

“Yes.  Sounds like he’s a new child here.  We do get younger children come here but they’re too young to train to help others, so they go to the junior school to learn why they’re here and how they can help others later on.  It also takes teenagers, but ones who have died from illnesses or accidents and know why they have died.  Basically, their death isn’t their fault.  Now you, Danny, you died recklessly and are at the right age to learn, which is why you came to be here.  This is where we train children your age to be guardian angels.”

At the word ‘angels’, I shifted again on my chair.

“I see that makes you uncomfortable.  Not surprising. Anyone would be if they found out they were...”

“Dead,” I muttered.

“Yes.”

What he had said about training angels got me thinking.  

“You said this is a school to train lost angels.”

“Guardian angels.  Do you know what they are?”

“Angels who look out for others?”

“Exactly.  That’s why you saw what you did down there.”

“A girl who thinks she can drive a car.”  It dawned on me what this was all about.  “You want me to go back down there and stop her from...” I said, clearing my throat.

“Yes.  From ending up like you.  That will be your first test.  Do you think you can do it?”

I thought of the girl with long, blonde hair and the noise of the handbrake.

“Danny?”

Hearing my name brought me out of my thoughts.

“Yes.  I’ll do it.  What do I do to get down there?”

“OK.  Go and sit in that corner.” Richard pointed to the right-hand corner of the room.

I followed his finger and sat down.

“Now what?”

“Relax as if you’re going to sleep.  When you’re relaxed enough, your body will know what to do.”

Feeling far from relaxed, I tried breathing in and out. My body still felt tense and on edge.  OK.  Try another way.  I clenched my feet, then my legs and worked my way up until the whole of my body, including my head, was tense, slowly releasing each muscle as I went.  Finally, my body became comfortable and calm, and I felt myself drifting into air.

*****

Are you gonna do it or not?” A voice urgent with impatience woke me up.

I opened my eyes and there she was.  The blonde girl, Cass, wearing blue jeans, denim jacket and trainers, in the car outside that house I’d seen.  A girl after my own heart, I thought.  That was the problem.  She was too much like me.  I’d wait to see what she did.

She eased off the handbrake.

“Go on, Cass.  Just up the road and back,” Steph goaded her.

She reversed out of the driveway.  My body started to quiver as I saw the car crawl on to the road.

“Go slow,” I silently pleaded. “Especially as it looks to be the first time on your own.”

I don’t know if she heard me or not, but she did drive slowly up the road.  

I decided to follow her, but, going to move my feet, I found that instead of walking, I was now gliding.  There was a gap between my feet and the pavement. Walking on air.  Cool!

I followed her up the road and back to her house.

Steph joined her in the car.  “How was that?” I heard her ask.

“Great.”

“Why don’t you take me for a ride?” she suggested.

Uh oh, not good, I thought.  I glided nearer to their side of the road.

“Please don’t,” I silently begged her.

Once Steph was in and belted up, Cass started the car again.  I heard the roar of the engine, and this time she went faster.  

“This is better and more fun that staying in yours,” Steph said.

This was getting worse.  She was doing it for thrills.  And it wasn’t even her car.

A trembling, and not just from the car’s engine, went through me.  It brought back the memory of how I’d ended up where I had.

“Come on, Cass, go faster!” Steph shouted.

“No, no, no,” I muttered.  How could I stop her?  There was only one way and that was to get in front of her and I wasn’t that quick.

I thought I heard a laugh above me. Gazing up, I imagined seeing Richard there, laughing.  Why was he laughing?

Then suddenly I felt my feet start tingling, like pins and needles.  

OK.  Now what?  I needed to be with Cass to stop her.

I looked up the road to see where she had gone.

Ah.  I knew now.

The pins and needles got worse.  As they did, I felt my body tingle, too.

One minute I was standing one end of the road, the next I was further up it, in line with the car and its driver.  I came face to face with Cass and Steph.

“Stop!” I shouted at them.

The car screeched to a halt, just in time, as it was on the verge of touching my feet.

“Who are you?” Cass asked.

Before I could answer, I toppled forward, then backwards, like I was standing on a football, trying hard to get my balance, after transporting myself from one position to another. I shook my head.  Amazing.

When my body came to a standstill, I found it hard to get my bearings. My head felt it was still watching a tennis match and my eyes were going back and forth.

“Who are you?” Cass asked again. She pointed at me, and as she took her hand off the steering wheel, the car started to swerve to the left.

“I’d suggest you keep both hands on the wheel, if you don’t want to crash it,” I told her.

She quickly replaced her hands.  The car stopped, thankfully.  It would’ve hit the kerb.

I thought about her question. Yes, who was I?  Then I recalled what Richard had told me. Ah yes.  I knew now.

I took a deep breath. “I am Danny, your guardian angel.  I’m here to stop you ending up...like me.”

I saw her blink.  

“Come on, Cass.  What you waiting for?” Steph said.

Then I heard another voice, an angry one. “Cassandra, come back!  Wait until your father hears about this when he gets home!”

“Do you want your mum to catch us?” Steph urged her.

Oh no.  Not what I needed when I thought I was starting to make headway with Cass.

The engine revved up again. They started to take off.  Not without me, I silently told them.

Cass sped off up the road; no problems this time as she went faster and faster.

Hell, I needed to catch up with them or I’d fail my test.  Could I do the transporting thing again?  Only one way to find out.

I felt that same tingling again and when it shook my body, I knew I was ready to go.  

Within a few seconds my whole body had zoomed from where I’d been standing and travelled close to the boot of the car
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