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The years that followed Bertha’s death were a challenge for Savannah and Jonathan. Losing her mother and then inheriting millions of dollars caused a new set of dilemmas for Savannah and the Miller family. Jonathan began to see subtle changes in Savannah’s personality. She had mood swings that concerned him greatly. One day she would be happy and talking about what she wanted for their future, the next she couldn’t get out of bed. It was especially hard when they were unable to conceive again. After a few miscarriages, Savannah found out there were medical issues that made it very hard to carry the child to term. Her gynecologist questioned how she had gotten pregnant with Dominick in the first place. Her tests revealed that the issues had been present since her teen years. 

The doctor called the pregnancy with Dominick a miracle. Then cautioned that another pregnancy could be dangerous. He said Savannah's uterus had a weak lining that was not conducive to carrying a full-term pregnancy. He described the possibility of Savannah bleeding to death during delivery if she made it past The twenty-eighth-week mark.  Jonathan and Savannah decided to try anyway, trusting in the Lord. 

Supernatural activity increased around the family during this time. God assigned Andrew a ruler of the area, to lead the angels chosen for the protection of the family. Andrew wore the princely robe of white and gold and sat upon a huge horse-like animal. The beast could more accurately be described as a cross between a lion and a horse. It had a lion head, the body of a horse, with glowing red eyes. The creature was a stark contrast to its rider. It was pitch black and almost devoid of color except for those eyes. Andrew also carried the flaming sword attributed to all of his ranks. They were a fearfully majestic sight to behold. 

Two war-torn veterans, Castiel and Sariel were imposing statues fortifying themselves around Savannah. Both stood just shy of twenty-two feet tall, but could in fact change size at any time. Castiel was a bronze color guardian with short black hair and bore the scars of many battles. His wings glistened with a hint of amber so that when he moved multiple shades of oranges and browns could be seen. He had one particularly large scar on his back he got fighting for Elijah against the prophets of Baal. He bore that scar proudly as a servant to one of the father’s chosen messengers. In his hand, he carried a jeweled staff. The top of the staff had a hole that shot out razor-sharp daggers. Castiel need only point the staff at the enemy, and it found its fleshy mark every time.  

Sariel was much darker in color and smooth in appearance.  His wings glistened with a translucent amethyst and gold tint. Sariel’s dark chocolate color was a striking contrast to his hazel green eyes and long coiled ebony locs. Sariel had replenishing metal feathers that he threw at the enemy. The edges of the feathers were finely honed with a needle point tip. He could throw the feathers from many miles away without having to be directly in the fight. When the projectiles found their mark, a puff of yellow dust could be seen. He also had the ability to become invisible, often overhearing the plans of the adversary.

The guardian Tolbit, pale white almost albino in color, stood only about nine feet tall. His ice-blue eyes and long blond hair made his appearance seem ghostly. Tucked within the folds of his garment was a specially fashioned blade. The double-sided blade came apart into two sections, with a chain connecting both. The handles contained rubies, sapphires, and a few diamonds. The blade had the same flame as the flaming swords of the rulers. The smaller weapon could be used In one piece like a sword or separated like nun chucks.  Tolbit was proficient in both. He could reduce a demon to dust with one swipe. He watched over Jonathan while Dorman protected Dominick. Dorman was an unassuming angel until he opened his mouth and fire shot out, consuming all in his path. 

Not to be outdone and seeing the increased enemy presence, The demons surrounding the family increased as well. Nazara is a master succubus and stronghold in all things sexual. Tried several times to get close to Savannah, but could not penetrate her mind as a child. She relished the opportunity to try again. She enlisted the help of fellow stronghold Depression to gather his troops. Despair, Loneliness, and Ungratefulness were chosen to play major parts in this assignment.  Isolation and Bitterness came from time to time to assist, but didn’t stay for long. The prayers around the family were strong, which strengthened the heavenly hosts. The Demonic presence had limited authority. They could speak to the minds of the family directly or through others. If successfully believed, the subject would open a door. Only then could more serious attacks begin. 
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1. Keep her bound
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Savannah lifted her gaze from her hands and looked up at the tree. The tree was lush and beautiful with ripe fruit on it. She reached out to touch the fruit. It looked so good. Just as she was about to grab the fruit and put it in her mouth, the tree vanished. Instead, she saw a bare space in this garden. This spot was surrounded by a translucent light of gold, purple, red, and green. At the center was a baby surrounded by flowers and leaves. 

The beautiful brown infant was a sight to behold. The baby had a full head of dark curly hair, and what was that, the baby smiled and Savannah saw deeply dimpled cheeks.  The baby had soft, knowing eyes, and they stared back at her. She reached for the baby, but couldn't quite get a hold of it. She was trying to pick the baby up off the garden floor. She walked close, but the more she reached, the further the baby distanced itself from her. She wanted to grab hold of it and hug it to her chest, but it kept getting further and further away. She called out don’t leave, please don’t go, she pleaded, but the baby kept smiling and growing further and further away. Her heart ached and even in her sleep she began to moan and the tears fell. All of a sudden, there was a blinding light, and she couldn't see the baby anymore. She turned from the light and squeezed her eyes tighter. She did not want to wake up, but she heard Jonathan moving around.

Finally, Savannah opened her eyes to find Jonathan pulling the curtains back. “That explains the light”, she thought to herself. She sighed and turned to the wall. She wasn't ready to wake up just yet. She still needed time to get herself together. She glanced at the picture frame by the lamp. It was taken the day Dominick took his first steps. There was so much joy and happiness in one single picture. Bertha held Dominick in her arms, while Savannah peered at him over her mother’s shoulders with a smile. 

Savannah’s eyes watered as she thought of her mother. Grief and sadness settled over her like a warm blanket. The weight of her emotions made her want to go back to bed, pull up the covers, and pretend like the past year had not happened. Just then, Dominick ran into the room in his costume to show off. The children’s department in the church was having a play about the epic battle between David and Goliath. Dominick was playing king Saul, and he was pretty excited about it. 

“Mommy, mommy, look at my Costco!” Dominick pranced around the room with a red robe trimmed in gold, with a plastic gold crown on his head. Wow, Savannah said, she was feeling down but not so much that she could not feign some enthusiasm for him at least.

“You look just like a king, and it's a costume, not Costco,” she said. 

She pulled him close to her for a tight hug, but Dominick squealed in mock horror. 

“Eww mommy, you icky.” Jonathan walked into the room at the tail end of Dominick's statement. 

“Who’s icky?” 

Savannah lifted the squealing Dominick and spun him around. This only made Dominick squeal even louder.

“Young Saul here thinks that mommy has a stink.” 

Jonathan laughed. 

“Mommy, there is green icky stuff on you and it smells yuck. That bad bird put it on you, You need to wash mommy,” Dominick said.

Jonathan and Savannah looked at each other. Jonathan raised his eyebrows and shrugged, “bad bird and green stuff, huh?” Jonathan said.

Savannah put Dominick down slowly and rolled her eyes. 

“What happened to the good birds? I like them better,” she said. “They are waiting for you to tell them what to do,” the little boy said. “But first, mommy, you got to get the slimy stuff off.” “Ok, I'll go take a shower,” she told her son, which seemed to appease him for the moment. Savannah hoped the concern that she felt was not heard in her voice. Dominick had always been a child with an overactive imagination, but it seemed as though things went into overdrive the moment Bertha died. The things he talked about seeing lately just didn't make any sense, especially for his age. Imaginary friends were one thing, but good birds that were waiting on instructions from her and birds that put green slime on people were too far off the beaten track. Still, rather than voice these concerns, Savannah pushed the thoughts to the back of her mind, swung her son around once again, and then plopped him on the floor. She made a growling sound, this green slime monster is coming for you, she said.  Dominick started screaming and running away. Jonathan let Dominick slip past him and then continued the chase with a different kind of monster voice.

Dominick squealed with laughter and made very little attempt to avoid getting caught. Jonathan started moving like a zombie, which made Dominick slow down and mimic his father. Savannah watched the scene with a smile. Despite the trepidation in her heart, she tried to appreciate the tiny moments like this, but it was hard. It was as if after a long period of sadness, gloominess, and pain, there were these short breaks. 

When she thanked God for her blessings, she began to feel the heaviness loosen its grip on her mind. Like a commercial break in the middle of a horror movie, allowing one to come up for air before dragging them under again. She sighed and let herself fall back on the bed. A whiff of something awful drifted to her nose. It was a faint hint of sulfur.

“Eww, She thought, I do need to take a shower,” and wondered if Jonathan had noticed. The thought made her cringe. She took another deep breath. “Oh goodness, I need to brush my teeth as well,” she thought. Funky just did not explain the smell that emanated out of her mouth, but she was exhausted and just wanted to go back to bed, she could do all of that later. Just a few more minutes, a voice whispered from somewhere within. 

She laid back and pulled the covers over her head and dozed off. Above her bed, the demon Nazara moved directly overhead, opened its mouth, and vomited a slimy green glob that slowly dropped down on Savannah’s face, covering her and her entire head. The creature paused as if to admire its handiwork. “That will keep her asleep for a while longer,” it said. Nazara had been on this wretched assignment for way too long with little results. “I need to change my strategy,” it said. “It's not enough to keep her sleeping. I need to get her fully depressed and in despair”. He summoned Despair and depression and questioned them on their tactics.  Despair whined that he couldn't get close enough because the captain of The Host was always around. “She has opened the door,” Nazara said, “now seize this opportunity!”  Depression on the other hand was defensive. “I am doing the best that I can, you're just not keeping her bound” he spat back. She has moments where she's grateful and talks to heaven, and I lose my grip. The duo vacillated between whining, arguing, and being defensive. “Enough,” Nazara said. “The point is she has opened the door, we have to seize this opportunity. We have to keep her away from reading her Bible. We must keep her distracted and focused on what she's lost, not on what she still has.”

Just then Jonathan walked back into the room and the demons scurried to the corner, seeing Tolbit standing behind him.  “Honey, we need to go meet the new realtor at a house in Henderson. Remember the one we liked online? She's going to show it to us today,” he said. “You need to get up and get dressed”. “Just let me get a little more sleep,” she told Jonathan. “Just a little more sleep and I'll get up and go with you”. “Okay, let me call her and reschedule,” he said as he walked out the door with concern etched on his face. He dialed Karen’s number, apologized, and rescheduled.

That afternoon, Jonathan pulled up behind Karen’s car in the driveway of a magnificent mansion. It stood proud and regal amidst the sea of trees that surrounded it. The house agent, Karen, had called them back after their initial interest email and set up a viewing. Staring at it now, in person, the online pictures just did not do it any justice. Magnificent was an understatement. The house was just palatial.

Jonathan could see three stories, but Karen said there were four on the phone. Tension filled the air between the Millers, even in the midst of the stunning house and scenery. After parking the car, he hopped over to the other side to open the passenger door, but Savannah was already out before he got there. She was a little angry with him. He had woken her up from her nap and had the nerve to talk about her new sleeping habits. It is not like she wanted to spend the whole day sleeping. Could he not understand that she had been through a lot lately? She closed her eyes to hold back the tears that threatened to spill at any slight provocation. Just thinking about the whole situation was enough to send her over the edge, but she willed herself to remain calm. “I will not cry, at least not here”, she said to herself. Jonathan gently touched her shoulder in concern. “Are you okay?” he asked. “Let us just get through this” she replied in a crisp tone. 

She forced a smile and straightened herself as Karen Hartford approached them. Karen stuck out her hand in greeting to both Jonathan and Savannah. Savannah tried to be nice but took an immediate dislike to Karen again as she did at their first meeting. Karen wasn't as tall as Savannah, but the sing-song tone with which she spoke got on Savannah's nerves. She summed up her thoughts about Karen quickly. Savannah guessed Karen was a popular high school cheerleader everybody liked. Savannah thought about the girls in school who teased her.  Savannah just knew that Karen Hartford was just like those girls. 

Being in the real estate game for so long, Karen mastered the game of people. She could fit in with any crowd and make you feel like you have been buddies for years. However, she also had a dark side that if anyone dared cross, lookout. She didn’t let that side out very often. Her best weapon was her looks. Karen’s beautiful blonde hair, baby blue eyes, and charming personality created an air around her that instantly made you feel warm. Savannah gave a curt smile and said nice to see you again. This woman was Jonathan’s pick for an agent. Savannah would have preferred a sister, but it was done now. Besides, Savannah didn’t have the mental energy to deal with much lately, so she just had to deal with this blond bimbo, she thought.

“Isn’t it breathtaking?” Karen asked 

There was something in her voice and the way she looked at Jonathan. Savannah thought you weren't just talking about the house. The Millers simply nodded and muttered their responses. Karen was a little upset, but she masked her annoyance, pasted a huge smile on her face, and removed the keys from the lockbox. 

“Wait until you see the view from inside.”

Karen walked ahead of the couple. She paused and spoke in a hushed voice. 

“Rumor has it that there is a tech investor with deep pockets from Silicon Valley down the street.”

She continued her chatter, pointing at certain features in the exterior, and the Millers’ nodded disinterestedly. Jonathan gently kept his hands around Savannah and ushered her towards the house. Savannah wanted to reject his touch but seeing as they had an audience, she allowed him to lead her. Karen said something about a garden of wildflowers that needed a personal touch, but Savannah was not really paying attention to anything she said. She was lost in her own thoughts. Karen noticed Savannah's demeanor and decided to focus all her attention on Jonathan. 

Karen loved her job because it gave her access to a wide network of people. When she started out in the business, she loved the idea of introducing people to their dreams, as she used to say. However, as the years went by, she began to feel jealous of her clients and even her coworkers. Even her “plain Jane” boss Sarah was getting married. It seemed as though everyone else was getting their dreams to come true except her. So, last month, she decided it was time out for Ms. Nice Karen. I'm going to get what I want, she thought. If life had taught her anything, it was that dreams don’t just happen. You had to make them happen, you had to reach out and take what you want. Come on Karen, get yourself together, she thought the timing is key, she rationalized. 

She had met the Millers only a few months before. They looked and smelled like new money, which in her opinion was the best kind of money. She could also tell that the man was ripe for the picking. That was the thing with young marriages these days. A lot of women had no idea how to care for the treasure that they had until it was gone. Jonathan was rare indeed. Here was this tall, dark, handsome, and apparently rich man. Jonathan was everything any woman could want, Karen contemplated. Yet this woman simply ignored him. Karen inwardly shook her head. She didn't have anything personal against Savannah, under different circumstances, they might have been friends, she had a couple of black friends. However, right now, she saw her as the only thing standing in her way. “No, Savannah could not be my friend because I’m going to take her man,” she smiled to herself. 

“Calm down Karen, all things come to those who wait,” the words drifted from the corner of the room to her ears. In due time, she would get this man. For now, she had to play the part of a resourceful friend and real estate agent. 

“Tada!” she said as she opened the doors to the palatial Mediterranean-style house. Jonathan and Savannah gasped when they entered the large entrance hall. Karen handed them an informational flier on the house. Jonathan took the flier and began to read. It read: 1957 Martin Del Sol Ave. You will find unparalleled elegance in this 5,658 square foot Mediterranean home. The magnificent exterior façade is highlighted with smooth stucco walls, clay tile roofing, wonderful window views, and abundant well-lit outdoor space in which entertaining will be both enjoyable and effortless.  Jonathan skipped the rest of the description and turned the page to the last part. Just behind the main house is a 1900 square foot spacious guest house with three large bedrooms and two bathrooms. There is a spacious open area for gardening adjacent to the guest house.  Jonathan finished skimming and gave the flier to Savannah. 

Whatever silent argument they had among themselves was immediately shut out by the brilliance and beauty that was presented to them. There was a kaleidoscope of colors and elegance in every corner of the hall. From the high arched windows and doorways to the intricate details in the ceilings, the craftsmanship was exquisite. The home was warm and inviting but at the same time completely breathtaking. In the center of the room was an opulent staircase with an iron balustrade that had these beautiful designs on them. Above them was a stunning chandelier huge and magnificent, both Jonathan and Savannah said wow at the same time. 

Karen looked at the expression on the faces of the Millers and beamed her charming smile at them. 

“I told you, didn't I? Just imagine the wonderful parties and corporate dinners you could host here.”

There was a brief second of uncomfortable silence before Savannah responded. 

“We are not really into parties and big dinners,” Savannah said as she looked at Jonathan for affirmation. He looked like he was about to disagree with her when Karen quickly chimed in. 

“Well, let us put a pause on that. The huge kitchen is perfect for intimate dinners as well. Just imagine the adults doing their thing on the island table with the little ones running around.” 

Savannah was not exactly a cooking person, but the space made her remember her mom teaching her how to cook when she was a girl. 

“Dominick would love this kitchen. Jonathan said”

“Awesome, just throw a few more kids in the mix, and you have the perfect recipe for family fun times.”

Savannah smiled shyly. The comment stung like a sharp slap in the face. They had talked to Karen at one of their meetings about how many bedrooms they needed. Jonathan told her about their desire for more children and not being able yet. Savannah would give Jonathan an ear full once they got back in the car, she remembered. She knew that Karen meant well, but that did not do much to lessen the blow. Jonathan saw his wife draw in her breath at that last comment and understood how she felt. He hugged Savannah as he spoke. His words were for everyone in the room, but you could tell he was speaking directly to Savannah. 

“The three of us always have a blast. And trust, one Dominick is like having 3 kids in one. He is definitely going to cause a riot in this kitchen.”

Karen laughed. 

She switched gears and started rambling on about the rooms in the house. She took them to each room and there

She painted a picture of this future they could share here with their family. “Oh, there is a three-bedroom guest house on the property,” Karen said. Savannah once again retreated to her thoughts. 

“I could live here.” She thought to herself. “This was beautiful.” 

She turned a corner and walked into what she assumed was the nursery. It was just as amazing as the rest of the house. To the right were double doors that opened onto a balcony. She stood holding on to the rail looking out at the property. The sun had just gone past its highest point during the day and the abundance of green in the garden just made you want to step outside and enjoy nature. 

Karen was right. The garden needed some taming, but even in its wild state, it was beautiful. Nestled between the trees was a tiny gazebo, a place where she could retreat whenever she wanted. She could put a swing set out there, she imagined. She threw her head back, closed her eyes, and allowed the view before transporting her to another place and time.

She built a pottery shed, and she was busy making new vases and things, something that had become a pastime of hers lately. She imagined Dominick running around with a dog. They were playing fetch. Jonathan was sitting on a picnic bench holding a baby in his arms. This was the baby she had seen in her dreams. Same eyes, same smile, same beautiful brown hair... again she felt the ache in her heart and moved towards the baby. Just as she was about to reach out and touch the baby’s hair, the vision was interrupted. 

“Can you see it?” Jonathan said. “Can you see us making a life here?” She smiled at him. The tension that simmered between them earlier was gone. They both had their gaze locked on a possible future. He held her, and she laid her head on his chest. 

“Yes, I see it.” She whispered, afraid that saying it any louder might somehow shatter their dreams. 

“Dominick would love this place.” Jonathan echoed her thoughts. “I think it is time for us to take the next step” They looked into each other’s eyes and reached an agreement without another word. However, in their hearts, the plan was headed off in different directions. Jonathan was ready to let go of the past and build on what they had for the future. Savannah's thoughts centered around a new baby. Savannah told him about the vision she saw. We can do that here, Jonathan said and glanced down at his wife's face for the first time in a long time, he saw hope. The light in her eyes wasn't as bright as it used to be, but hope was enough for him. He thought to himself, “if this house will help bring me back my Savannah, I’m all in.”

She had that soft smile that always excited him. All she did was laugh, and he felt like his world was right again.

God, I love this woman, he thought. The house was beautiful and had everything they could want. It was also in an affluent neighborhood nestled amongst nature with enough space for him and Dominick to play in and however many more little Millers they had. Standing there enjoying the moment, Savannah said, “let's make an offer.” “Yes, let's do it,” Jonathan exclaimed. I was just about to say the same thing. They both looked into the distance, watching the birds play in the trees. As they watched, they were also being watched. 

Karen stood in the doorway looking at the couple. This time, her envy and irritation nearly bubbled to the surface. She felt like an intruder into something that was very personal and private. “Why couldn’t she have a man like Jonathan? Her dreams were slipping away from her, why? It was time to act,” she thought to herself. It was time to take matters into her own hands. The words that Karen said to herself were not her own. They were simply echoes of the words whispered from the corner of the room. 

The demon didn’t have full access to the Miller household, not yet anyway. Even though, Savannah was no longer as prayerful as she used to be. Jonathan covered her and Dominick. He interceded and so the angels remained on guard; they had surrounded the place and the hedge of protection was still strong. The only opening was when Savannah let them in, she left the door open with her lack of gratitude. There was also a chemical imbalance in her brain that had to be utilized, Nazera said. Despair, Loneliness, and Bitterness quickly agreed. Yes my lord that is a great plan Despair said I can use that and if we get suicide to work with us, this won’t take long. Nazera thought about how much higher-ranking suicide was and promptly dismissed the idea. He couldn’t allow this assignment to be taken from him, he had put too much into it. It would not work, he stated flatly, there are too many prayer warriors around her. Even if we keep her from praying, the husband and others are covering her, he said.

The child still could not be touched, the demons discussed. The last time they attempted this, they lost big time. We will use this one Nazera said watching the real estate agent. Karen is an excellent host. Her mind is so open. Envy, greed, and jealousy are already surrounding her. This will be easy, they discussed. She will be the doorway for us to try again. As the demons plotted in the shadows, the angels kept their guard up. Andrew, the head angel in charge of the Miller family, summoned the others. The war they had been expecting was on its way. Thunder roared in the distance. 
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2. New Assignment
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Alice looked in the oven. She just wanted to be sure that the cookies turned out just right. A little too long, and they would be crunchy, not long enough and they would fall apart. Her audience waited impatiently. 

“Are they ready yet?”, she heard from the other side of the counter. Alice looked at the timer. 

“Not quite yet”, she replied.

She set the cookbook aside and walked towards the window. The baking cookie aroma filled the kitchen. The children were fidgeting in their seats. She didn’t blame them; they helped Alice make the cookies from scratch. After finishing all of their homework and cleaning the living room as instructed. As if in answer to the agitation building in the room, the timer suddenly went off. Alice took the pan of cookies out of the oven and placed it on the counter. Alice then turned towards her drooling audience, Luna and Morris, ages five and seven, and said they needed to cool. Oh, man, she heard in reply. The two children watched closely as Alice put the cookies on a rack to cool. She answered the unasked question by saying once we finish cleaning up the kitchen, they will be ready to eat. 

The children jumped off the bar stools ready to help. The cookies were a special treat because today was the last day she would be with them. Their parents had finally patched things up, and they were moving away. Alice was sad to see the
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