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      “You’re sure it’s the same woman you saw this morning?”

      Jason expected Tish to give him her usual look of disdain, or blow the hair out of her eyes with an exasperated huff, all normal signs of the teen’s frustration. Instead, she looked scared. “Yes Pastor Morelle, I told you,” she said, her voice getting louder.

      “Okay, I believe you.” Best calm her down before she worked herself up further. Behind her, the rest of the youth group had noticed, heads turned from where they prepared for the game of Bible Jeopardy they were making. The harsh overhead lights made all of their colorful church clothes look washed out and pale, just like most of the kids these days. Too much time spent in front of screens, not enough outside. 

      The thought made him frown. It sounded too much like his father’s voice echoing in his head. That alone was enough to push it away and refocus on the teen. Tish wasn’t the type of girl to make a lot of noise for no reason.

      Maybe he ought to take her out in the hallway. With the rest of the adult classes still going, the church hall would be mostly empty. Good to keep the commotion down, but bad for appearances.

      Susan, the mother assisting him that day, caught his eye and raised her eyebrows in a question. Should he send Tish out with her? Was Susan up on her training? He couldn’t remember off the top of his head. Probably shouldn’t risk it, so he shook his head. 

      “Are you going to do something? I don’t want her following me around,” Tish pressed.

      “Yes, of course.” But what? He couldn’t just hunt down some random woman and accuse her of stalking one of his teens without any proof. “You’re safe here.”

      “Safe? Safe? She was outside of my house.” Tish certainly wasn’t calming down. A bit of color flushed her cheeks, her eyes wide in an uncomfortable display of vulnerability. After months of trying to get the kids to open up, he suddenly wanted to go back to her normal guarded state.

      Jason quickly raised his hands. “I know, but you’re here, and God will watch after you. Why don’t you go ask Susan to pray with you, and I’ll go catch this woman before she disappears. Green dress, you said?”

      Tish nodded, then took a step back. “Nothing like this has ever happened to me before,” she said, her dark eyes darting to the side. “You sure God’s got this?”

      “He’s got it.” Jason offered another smile, a quick pleading look toward Susan (who rolled her eyes), and then headed into the hallway. The door snicked closed behind him, and he scanned the empty white hallways. To his left, there wouldn’t be anything but a door that led to one of the parking lots. If she’d gone that way, then she’d either be gone, or hanging around waiting. 

      He went right instead, heading toward the main foyer. Hopefully, she’d just be cleared out and he wouldn’t have to worry about it any more. It was a little hard to believe that a woman would bother following a fourteen year old girl, especially all the way to Eagle Glen Baptist Church. Surely she had better things to do.

      As he walked, he peeked in through the windows of the other classrooms. He saw no women that he didn’t know who wore green dresses, so he kept going, his steps getting lighter. Soon, he’d be able to loop around outside, then tell Tish that he’d done his best and she was gone. The teen would forget this after a day or so, and things could get back to normal.

      Pleased with himself, Jason turned the corner and stepped into the large high-ceiling foyer. A few empty pews sat on either side of the sanctuary’s entrance, and Mr. and Mrs. Moore stood by the entry way with a stack of bulletins to hand out to stragglers. He gave them a little wave as they looked at him curiously, and he was about to go talk to them when movement caught his eye. Just down the hall on the other side of the room, a flash of green. The office door closed.

      He blinked, then frowned. Probably Mrs. O’Claire, the church secretary. Still…

      He winced as he crossed the tile, aware of how loud his footsteps seemed. Had they always been that loud? It seemed that when he was younger, bored out of his mind as his father took an eternity to wrap up his sermon, that he could cross floors like this much more quietly. But then, he’d also had the lack of decorum to slip off his shoes.

      The door to the office opened before he reached it, and Jason blinked as a young woman stepped out. Her eyes were as bright green as the dress, which showed a little more shoulder than was normal for this congregation. A thick mass of curly auburn hair refused to be tamed by the hair band pulling it back. She looked up at him, surprise flickering across her features before she juggled her Bible and bulletin to her other arm, then shoved her hand out toward him. “Hi there. Katlynn Pike.”

      Jason shook her hand automatically, her grip firm and warm. “Pastor Morelle. Jason, rather. Are you—”

      “Lost?” She chuckled, her voice lower than he would’ve thought. “Not quite. The washroom there?” She pointed past, and he instinctively looked, then back. Her hand lifted from the small clutch under her arm and she smoothed some hair up, still talking. “Someone did something just awful there. My church at home has one tucked away in the office, so I thought I’d try my luck.”

      “Your home?” he asked, then frowned, feeling foolish. “Of course. Welcome to Eagle Glen.”

      “Everyone’s just been the most kind,” she said with a broad grin, showing a bit too much tooth.

      “Was it a long trip?” It felt like someone had sneaked up and stuffed his brain full of wool, and Jason reminded himself to stop looking at her mouth.

      “From Toronto? Oh gosh, you’d’ve thought the train was just crawling along.”

      That startled a laugh out of him, and he found himself grinning at her. “You took the train?”

      “Had no choice, did I? I’ve got the worst case of air-fright you’ve ever seen. We weren’t meant to be that close to Heaven this side of the grave, you ask me. ‘Tempt not the Lord,’ you know.” She gave his arm a friendly pat. “I could just keep talking your ear off, but I reckon they’re going to be sounding the bell soon. Are you preaching today?”

      The spot on his arm where she’d touched felt warm. “Preach? Oh, sorry. I’m the youth pastor.”

      “And look at me, keeping you from your class. You haven’t let out yet, right? I’ll bet they’re missing you.” She gave his arm another pat and stepped back. “It was very nice meeting you.“ 

      The smile she gave him was bright and made Jason feel as if the sun had somehow come out. Katlynn turned and walked briskly toward the front door where she said something to Mrs. Moore that made her laugh, the sound echoing with the sound of Katlynn’s shoes as she left the church.

      As the door shut, Jason shook himself awake. “God help me,” he muttered, feeling foolish. He’d been so distracted by her...smile, he’d forgotten why he’d been looking for a strange woman in a green dress in the first place. All it’d taken was a pretty smile and a flood of words, and he’d just let her walk away. 

      Well, Jason certainly wasn’t going to face Tish with that excuse.
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      Katlynn resisted the urge to stop and let her eyes adjust to the morning light. The church had felt dim—they’d all felt dim for years now—and she wanted to take a moment to squint. Instead, she headed briskly down the steps and raised an elbow to sneeze into.

      <That was close.>

      “Hold on,” Katlynn muttered as she swung her purse around and dug in it. She found her Bluetooth and slipped it into her ear. “They might still be watching.”

      She couldn’t see Myrel, but she felt his disapproval. He’d been grumpy all morning, not that she could blame him. <I told you that going into the church office was foolish.>

      “And yet, I got the address and got away, didn’t I? The Guardians aren’t back yet, right?” The sun’s light was blocked momentarily by a large cedar tree that grew along the church’s property. The parking lot was rather full—whoever the pastor of Eagle Glen was, he was doing a damn good job of keeping those pews full. She imagined the carefully sculpted lawn and grounds didn’t hurt, nor would the large impressive stone edifice. 

      <No, but—shit. He’s coming.>

      “Who’s coming?” The question wasn’t necessary. Katlynn felt him before he grabbed her upper arm, and she had to resist the urge to grab his wrist, twist to pull him close, then meet his chin with her elbow. Easy now.

      Instead, she turned when he jerked her arm, and greeted Pastor Morelle—Jason, please—with a sunny smile. “Did I forget something in the washroom?”

      He was frowning, which made his handsome face sharpen. She wanted to brush away that black curl that seemed to stray down toward his blue eyes. That, though, would be silly. Maybe if he needed further distracting. “No,” he said, and he let go of her arm. “I wanted to ask you a question.”

      “Ah, that makes sense,” she said and made her face impassive.

      <Lynn, we don’t have time for this. The Guardians are coming back. Get rid of him.>

      Sometimes, it was a damn nuisance that she couldn’t talk to Myrel sub-vocally. One would think having an angel riding around in her head would have a few more perks than it did.

      Now that he’d caught her, Jason seemed to be at a loss for words. Come on, stop staring at me and spit it out. She smiled to mask her impatience.

      “Right,” he said, seeming to realize he was staring. “Tish, I mean, one of my kids—you weren’t over on North 4th St earlier this morning, were you?”

      <I told you that we were spotted.>

      “No, why?” A shimmer of light just above the church’s steeple drew her eye. Focusing on it made the point still, but she knew what it meant. The Church’s Guardian Angel was back at her post. And if she happened to look over here…

      “One of my kids saw a suspicious woman in a green dress poking around her garbage can,” Jason said, stepping so he blocked her view. “And when she saw you in the hallway, she recognized you. I don’t appreciate being lied to, Ms. Pike.”

      “And I don’t appreciate your tone,” she said, deciding to go on the offensive. She stepped forward, got into his personal bubble. Too bad he was so damn tall, she’d’ve liked to not have to look up so much. “What do you think happened? I went dumpster diving and thought to myself, ‘Kat, that girl looks to have a nice hairband, I’ll just follow her to church and steal it while she’s not looking’?”

      He blinked. “What, no. I mean, I don’t—”

      “Know what you’re saying, I know dear,” she said, and took another step forward which made him back up again. “Look, I’ll make this easy for you. Go back inside and tell the girl that you chased off the big scary woman, okay?”

      His face flushed. “It’s not like that, I mean—wait, what are you doing out here any way? Aren’t you going in for the sermon?”

      <Lynn, we’re out of time.> With Myrel’s warning came the tickling shiver that wrapped around her spine. Angels. Thanks to Myrel, they couldn’t see or hear her, but at least one of the glowy self-righteous bastards were starting to wonder why the youth pastor was confronting a patch of empty air. 

      “I came,” she said, speaking slowly and letting ice creep into her words, “out to my car to get a fresh tampon. But now? No, I don’t think I’ll stay for the sermon—my Dad raised me to not go where I’m not welcome.” She gave him her best withering look, then turned and walked briskly toward her car.

      “Just stay away from her!” Jason yelled, no doubt wanting to feel like he’d gotten the last word.

      “It’d be my pleasure! Have a blessed day!” She stomped up to her gray Camry, slid into the driver’s seat, and fumbled with her keys. “How’re we doing?”

      <I’m trying to project some demonic interference.>

      “Won’t that draw attention?” The car sputtered once, then started. She looked over her shoulder, saw Jason still standing by the flower planter watching her—it took all her
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