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      This book is dedicated to my readers, especially those who took a chance on the first book The Still Small Voice and encouraged me to continue the story. Also to my gym family - you have always been there to push and encourage me. Special thanks to Julien, Jason, Jon, Jonathon, Israel, Molly, and Kris who push me to work hard even when I’m tired.

      

      I know that none of us have a perfect idea of what will happen after the rapture or if there even is a rapture, but I grew up believing there was and that believers will be taken before the tribulation begins. Even if you don’t believe the same as I do, I hope you will find God’s work throughout this book. It took me over a year to write the sequel because I wanted to do it right.

      

      I will warn you that while this book has an ending, you will still be left with questions. I promise to answer them soon as I have at least one more book if not two planned in the series. So thank you for joining me and I hope you’ll stay for the entire ride.
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      Because it’s been so long since I wrote The Still Small Voice, I thought I would give you a brief rundown of that book and who the main characters in this book are. If you’ve already read it, you can skip this section.

      

      Dr. Kat Jameson - oncologist. Her best friend Stella O’Donnell died in The Still Small Voice, leaving Kat to deal with her anger. Soon, Kat began seeing lights around people. She has no idea what to think until Jordan Wright shows up on her doorstep and tells her she has a gift.

      Jordan Wright - young, college-aged student who was drugged and raped at a frat party. After giving her baby up for adoption, she asks God to use her and begins receiving visions. Her visions lead her from Texas to Washington where she finds Kat. (You can find more of Jordan’s story in When Hearts Collide)

      Patrick O’Donnell - husband of Stella (deceased) and father to Maddie. He has stepped in as a friend to Kat.

      Micah Gibson - associate of Kat’s in the first book who reveals he is an angel at the end. Tells her that the lights she is seeing are angels protecting people who are considering turning to God. Tells her to find Raven Ryder.

      Raven Ryder - Feisty, kick boxer who doesn’t like Kat and doesn’t believe in God. Abused in her past which has created her hardened exterior.

      Jason - kickboxing trainer at the gym. He likes Kat, but she doesn’t want to date him knowing her time is short. Raven is pursuing him, but so far he hasn’t shown interest beyond friendship.

      Brian - owner of the gym.

      Other gym members mentioned - Jon and Lilly

      The Still Small Voice ends with Kat being told she needs to find Raven and her telling Jordan that Micah said they had a job to do. She invites Jordan to move in with her for however long is necessary.

      This book picks up a few days later.
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            Monday afternoon

          

        

      

    

    
      The sound of chaos assaulted Raven Ryder as she stepped out of the gym. A car horn emitted a continuous blaring as if something or perhaps someone was lodged against it. Black smoke filled the air from the three accidents she could see up and down College Street. Who knew how many more there were across the city? Across the state?  Would there even be enough ambulances to attend to them all? Would there be enough doctors?

      It was the middle of summer, yet the air felt cold. So cold. Raven had no idea what this new reality might mean, but she did understand that life as she had known it was about to change radically.

      “Did you see where they went?” A hand touched her arm, but the eyes of the woman were blank, overcome with fear and disbelief. Blood flowed from an open wound on her head, but she seemed oblivious to it. She hadn’t even bothered to wipe it away. “I can’t find Amelia anywhere.”

      “They’re gone,” Raven said, shaking the woman’s hand from her arm as if her very touch might transfer the disease of confusion. She may not know what the next seven years held, but she knew what her next step was. Kat’s house. Somewhere in Kat’s house was a document that Raven needed. A document that would guide her and possibly save her life over the next few years.

      “Gone? They couldn’t be gone. Something took them. Maybe aliens. Aliens could take them all at once, right?”

      “Yeah, maybe.” Raven walked away from the woman, but others were beginning to wander her way. People who had been in the cars that now littered the street. People from nearby businesses. They all appeared as dazed as the woman behind her - like zombies. Raven had to get away from them, but would the streets even be driveable? It was a cluttered mess here, would there be room to maneuver? Kat’s house wasn’t far, but Raven wanted the safety of her Jeep  around her.

      “Raven, where are you going?” Jason stood a few feet from the entrance to the gym, a purple bruise already forming on the side of his face. He was an amazing trainer and fast as lightning, but he’d obviously hit something. “Brian’s called an ambulance and the police. He wants everyone to stay put until this gets sorted out.”

      Brian was the owner of the gym, and normally Raven would follow what he said, but this time she shook her head. There was no use staying here. The police wouldn’t be able to help. “I have to get to Kat’s house. She left me something that explains all this. Something I’m going to need.” She turned back to assess her options. The main entrance to the gym parking lot was not an option. People blocked it and an accident filled all four lanes of College Street less than a block from the exit. Perhaps the back entrance would be passable. That street was less heavily trafficked. She might get lucky enough to weave through whatever cars might be there.

      “Need? For what? Right now we need to find the kids and Kat. Where is Kat anyway?” His eyes wandered to Kat’s blue Mini Cooper still parked in the space nearest the side door.

      She turned back to him, intensity in her eyes. “Kat is gone, Jason. The kids are gone. We could search forever, but we’ll never find them.”

      “Gone? Gone where?”

      “Come with me. I’ll show you and it will all make sense.” Raven motioned for him to follow her, but he seemed unsure. His gaze flicked back to the gym door. “You can stay if you want, but no answers reside in there. I can give you answers if you come with me.”

      His curiosity won out as she figured it would, and he followed her to the Jeep. After they were both buckled in, she fired up the engine and the radio blasted forth the emergency broadcast warning.

      “This is an emergency alert. People are being encouraged to stay inside their houses. At least five planes have fallen from the sky over Washington state leaving fires and catastrophes in their wake.”

      “Wait, planes are falling from the sky?” Jason turned his attention to the sky out the window. “How is that even possible? Was this a terrorist attack?”

      Raven knew he was probably thinking back to September 11th, the worst terrorist attack in US history. Planes had appeared to fall out of the sky then, but only four. And they’d been hijacked. These planes hadn’t, and if five had fallen over Washington state alone, how many others had fallen across the world? She put her finger to her lips to shush him and turned the radio up.

      “In addition, reports of car accidents are flooding in faster than ambulances can be dispatched. 911 is overloaded with calls and is asking that if your situation is not a life threatening emergency that you please try later. The police are setting up a hotline for all missing persons, but it is not online yet. Please hold missing person calls until the hotline has been established.”

      Jason blinked and ran a hand across his stubbled chin. “So, this isn’t just here? It didn’t just affect the gym?”

      Raven sighed. “No, this affected the world, and those missing people aren’t coming back.”

      “How do you know?”

      Raven looked behind her before throwing the Jeep  in reverse and backing out. “Because Kat told me just like she told you. These people are gone because they were raptured, and now I have a job to do.”

      He gripped the dashboard as she threw the Jeep  into drive and gunned it. “Job? What job?”

      But Raven didn’t answer. She didn’t know the answer. She only had the few pieces that Kat had been able to tell her. The truth was she didn’t really know what the future held.
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      An angel. Micah Gibson was an angel, and Kat had a job to do. Kat Jameson stared at the open Bible in front of her and sighed. She should have asked more questions, gotten a road map of how exactly she was supposed to connect with the one girl at the gym who seemed to loathe her. But how did you think to ask questions when the guy you’d thought was just a normal peer spread his celestial wings in your office and told you he was an angel? How did you think beyond the present when he told you the lights you’d been seeing were angels protecting people and that it was your job to witness to them? To save them.

      Kat still had no idea why she’d been chosen. She had claimed to be a Christian since high school when she’d given her heart to God at a service, but she’d certainly had her ups and downs on the journey. She’d pushed God to the side while she went through college and medical school. Sure, she’d attended a church service every couple of weeks but not because she wanted to. Not because she had a burning desire to be in the presence of the Lord. No, she’d gone because Stella had asked her to. Stella had been the rock, the anchor, the one on fire for God. But now Stella was gone. And even after that, Kat couldn’t say she was great at remembering to read the Bible every day. Now, she wished she had been.

      Micah had said the end was coming soon. The Rapture. The Tribulation. And it was her job to tell as many people as possible about God. To save as many people as possible. But she wasn’t even sure what that meant. People had been talking about The Rapture for years, but no one knew much about it. Even the Book of Revelation, which was supposed to give the most information on it, was incredibly hard to decipher. Was it literal? Metaphorical? Even the so called “experts” she was Googling couldn’t seem to agree. So how was she, a run of the mill oncologist, supposed to have all the answers?

      Heaving another sigh, she pushed back from the table and put a kettle of water on the stove. Maybe tea would help clear her head. Tea always seemed to help - ease worries, relax her soul. Her mind wandered back through the years to the many times she and Stella had chatted over tea - the day Stella told her she was getting married, the day she’d said she was pregnant. It seemed that big discussions always happened over tea. How she wished Stella was here now to help her figure out what to do.

      Footsteps in the hallway drew her attention to the entrance that connected the kitchen to the rest of the house. A moment later, Jordan’s blonde head appeared in the doorway. A few days ago, Jordan Wright had been a stranger. A young college-aged kid who’d traveled across the country to tell Kat that she’d seen her in a vision and God had a plan for her. Kat had thought she was crazy at first, but Jordan had known about the lights. She’d shared her own visions with Kat - seeing her yelling at the sky, collapsed and crying under the window after Stella’s death - things she could not have known which made it harder to dismiss her. Then her mother had told her she spoke to Jesus as a young child, and Micah had revealed he was an angel. Suddenly, Jordan’s story hadn’t sounded so far-fetched. Not that Kat went around asking, but she didn’t know anyone else who’d ever seen a real angel.

      So, Kat had offered Jordan a place to stay as long as she needed. She wasn’t Stella for sure - no one would replace her best friend - but she was rather like the younger sister Kat had never had.

      “You making tea?” Jordan asked as she crossed to the table and dropped into the chair opposite Kat. She was already in her pajamas - checkered flannel pants and an oversized t-shirt that said “Tea Trails Begin Here” but she didn’t look ready for bed. Tiny lines spread out from around her eyes as if something was bothering her. Of course it could just be the bombshell that Kat had dropped on her yesterday. Micah had said that Jordan was a part of this job Kat had to do, and she took it to mean that Jordan might not return to Texas before the rapture. Leaving for a visit and realizing you might never return home would certainly stress her out.

      “You want some?” Kat opened the cupboard and pulled out two mugs, but the question was more out of habit than curiosity. The girl’s shirt declared her love for tea.

      “Please.”

      “Did you get settled okay?” Kat leaned against the gold-flecked marble counter as she waited for the whistle to sound. She’d set Jordan up in her guest room which was cozy though decorated simply, but that wasn’t what she was asking Jordan. Not really, anyway. She wanted to make sure the girl was as comfortable as she could be, especially since Kat was little more than a stranger.

      Jordan’s thin shoulders rose in a defeated shrug. “Yeah, I guess. I didn’t bring much. Though I didn’t know how long I’d be gone, I packed light. Most of my stuff is in a storage place back in Texas. It’s kind of hard realizing I may never see it again or need it.”

      Kat could relate. Though she hadn’t had to leave her home, there were things that had been weighing on her since Micah revealed himself. Mainly all the things she had yet to do. “I know. People always say that seeing Jesus is what we should want most in the world, but I have to tell you that I’m scared. I haven’t done everything I wanted to yet.” Of course, Micah hadn’t told her how long they still had. She didn’t know if he even knew the exact time. Maybe it was years, but she doubted it. If he had revealed himself to her, the time had to be coming soon.

      A tight smile formed on Jordan’s lips. “Yeah, I know. I’m so young, and even though I know I’m doing God’s work, I still have regrets.”

      The kettle whistled and Kat poured the water into the two oversized mugs before carrying them to the table.

      “Anyway.” Jordan blew the word out with a sigh. “How about you? Find anything that will help us navigate this?”

      Kat looked down at the open Bible. “Not much. I’m trying to decipher Revelation, but I’m no Biblical scholar, and even those who are, don’t always agree. I can’t tell if these churches John mentions were only churches back then or if what we are seeing today falls under them too. I mean some things certainly fit. He says the church of Ephesus hates evil, but they’ve forgotten their first love. I assume that means they’ve become legalistic and forgotten Jesus. We certainly see that in some who claim to be Christian.

      “Then there’s Smyrna, which is about people who claim to be believers but aren’t. I’m sure we will see many of them. The church of Pergamum is a little harder to decipher. John says they live in the shadow of Satan’s throne but still follow Jesus.”

      “Missionaries maybe?” Jordan asked as she lifted her mug and blew lightly into it. “Or people who work in less than ideal situations hoping to share the gospel?”

      Kat pursed her lips. “I don’t know because then he says they indulge the Balaam crowd and put up with the Nicolaitans.”

      “I’m not super familiar with Balaam. Have you found anything about him?”

      “Yeah.” Kat flipped back in her Bible to the book of Numbers. “He was once a strong prophet of God. He was offered wealth to curse the Israelites, but he said he couldn’t go against what God said to him. So, he ended up blessing them instead.”

      Confusion marred Jordan’s face. “I don’t understand then. Why wouldn’t we want to be like Balaam?”

      Kat picked up her own mug and let the warmth roll down her arms. “Because, evidently, he later found a way to get his wealth without cursing Israel directly. Peter says he enticed them to sin through idols and sexual immorality.”

      “So, these people might be those who consider themselves believers but worship idols or engage in immoral behavior?”

      Kat nodded and took a sip of her tea while she considered her answer. “Maybe. We certainly see that today with people treating their electronics like idols and sex like holding hands.”

      Jordan chuffed and turned her mug in a slow circle on the table. “Yeah, you should have seen college. Even in Texas where it’s still fairly conservative, I knew plenty of girls who slept with every guy they dated.” She dropped her eyes to her mug and her voice grew quiet. “Don’t get me started on frat parties.”

      Kat knew Jordan was thinking about her own encounter. She had been drugged and raped at a frat party, and while Kat knew Jordan hadn’t wanted to be raped, she had been looking to hook up that night. Sexual immorality was prevalent all over college campuses. It had been even years ago when Kat had attended, and it appeared worse now. “It’s rampant everywhere. How could it not be? It’s pervasive in our movies and TV. Virgins are labeled as stupid or losers. I try to stay out of hospital gossip, but I’ve heard enough to know that it goes on there as well. You couldn’t pay me enough to sleep in an on-call room unless it was disinfected thoroughly first.”

      She shuddered as she thought of all the hospital employees she had heard used the on-call rooms as quick hook up places. Of course they were only rumors; she’d never seen a quickie happening, but that many rumors couldn’t all be wrong. “So, maybe the people who represent Pergamum are believers who refrain from evil but permit people around them to commit sexual sins.”

      Jordan sighed and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Sadly, I think there’s a lot of that in churches right now. I’m not for fire and brimstone, but I wish they would stop preaching that anything goes. This whole ‘if it makes you happy mentality’ definitely goes against God’s teaching, and I think it’s led many good Christians astray.” She paused as if thinking back over her own life choices. Then she cleared her throat and met Kat’s gaze again. “What about the Nicolaitans? Who are they?”

      Frustration coursed through Kat as she flipped back to Revelation. “I don’t know. There’s even fewer mentions of them. Some believe there was a man named Nicolas who was once a deacon but then followed Balaam’s path and encouraged people to sin by eating unholy food and committing sexual sins. Others believe that they weren’t called from any one man but from the Greek word ‘Nicolah’ which means ‘let us eat.’ Of course, The Left Behind series even stated that a man named Nicolai was the anti-Christ, so regardless of who they are, their actions grieve God, but I don’t know what we’re supposed to do with this information. I wish Micah had given me more of a hint of how to do this.”

      “Maybe it’s not about the details,” Jordan said.

      Kat’s brows edged together, furrowing her brow. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean I get visions of people and what they need to hear. Does it matter if they represent Ephesus or Pergamum? You see lights of people being protected by angels - people you’re supposed to witness to. Maybe the details don’t matter, and we need to just focus on that.”

      A piece of Kat knew Jordan was right. She was focusing on the details partly because all of this was overwhelming, but there was a piece of her that knew the details might be important. Raven didn’t seem like the type of girl to become a believer simply because Kat told her she needed to. No, she seemed like the kind who would need facts. The kind who would need to be told what would happen and then see it come true. And that’s why Kat needed more information. She wanted to give Raven clear signs to look for. But she couldn’t do it alone. She would have to find someone else who could clarify things for her.
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      Jordan lay in the unfamiliar bed that night and tried to keep her tears at bay. They stung the back of her eyes in their effort to escape. It wasn’t that she had left that much back in Texas - a few friends, her overbearing mother, the son whom she’d given up for adoption - no, it was exactly what she’d told Kat tonight. She was feeling regret, and, if she were honest, a little anger. Why did the rapture have to come now? Before she’d really gotten to live life?

      Yes, she knew the Bible talked about how much better it would be in Heaven, and she believed it, but she’d never be able to have a baby in Heaven, never be able to hold one and rock them and watch them grow up. And that’s really what was bothering her. She’d given up her son because she knew she wasn’t in a position to raise him herself, but now she might never see him again. And she might never have the opportunity to have another child when she was prepared.

      She picked up her Bible and held it to her chest. She was so new to this, having only been a believer for less than a year, but holding the Bible had quickly become a source of comfort for her. Just the feel of the leather and the smell of the pages was usually enough to quiet her heart. With closed eyes, she whispered softly, “Lord, help me not to be angry and afraid.”

      Her cell phone chimed with a message as she waited for peace. She tried to ignore it and focus on listening for the still small voice, but it was no use. Her mind refused to be still tonight. Cracking one
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