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    I dedicate this book to my Uncle Bob who's with the angels now. 
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Rachel’s heart started beating fast as she entered the mall. Where were they? She had told her kids to meet her out front and she had to circle the parking lot twice until she found a parking spot. She went to the ice rink, there usual meet up spot but she didn’t see them among the parents and children. Taking out her phone, she dialed their number and waited. No answer, again. She went to check out Starbucks. Not there either. 

Her chest felt heavy, and she felt like she couldn’t breathe. If she had her angelic powers, she could home in on their exact location. But those days were long gone, along with the Underworld threatening earth. She stepped briskly through the mall heading for the security desk when she passed a window and stopped. Another mall sat across the street. They better not be over there, she thought.  

She stepped outside in the parking lot. Quickening her pace to her car Rachel jumped in. Throwing it in reverse, she shot out of the parking lot and into the promenade across the street. Rachel followed the other cars around the parking lot and searched looking for a parking spot. A group of people gazed up at one of the roofs of the building and her eyes wandered up to see what was so fascinating. Two kids were standing on the roof looking around as if wondering how to get down. They look like... My kids!  

She slammed on her brakes. A car honked behind her. Rachel pulled to the side, got out, and ran into the mix of the crowd. “Charity, Zack, get down from there! Now!”  But they couldn’t hear, and it looked like they were frozen with fear. She found a security guard and told them of the situation. He spoke into his radio and a couple more security guards came out of the store. “I assure you this will not happen again,” she said.

“Leave it to us,” one of them said. The guards went into the store. 

She watched as the officials emerged onto the roof to escort the kids down through the store. When they came through the doors, Rachel threw her arms around her children. Then gave them each a swat as she marched them to the van. 

The ride home was filled with silence. Both children knew their disappearing act would result in a trip over their mother’s lap. At least it did in the past. “Why did you disappear when you knew I was coming for you? You know not to use your powers.”  Rachel looked in her rearview mirror and caught their eyes glancing at each other, then shifted back to the floor. That look meant something was up. “Alright, you two, what’s going on? Zack, Charity.”  

Silence again. 

“If that’s the way you want to play it, you two are grounded until you can talk.” For the rest of the ride no one spoke. Pulling into the promenade, Rachel drove around the busy parking lot until a vehicle pulled out and she took its spot. Can’t believe this place has gotten so busy in just four years, Rachel thought. All because of Lisa. Crazy!  

Rachel and the kids got out and strolled across the parking lot. The kids stopped at a comic shop next door to The Heart Gallery. “Mom,” Charity asked, “can we go in?” 

Rachel wanted to say no but couldn’t. “Okay, but no disappearing acts.” The kids went into the shop while Rachel entered the gallery. A wave of wood and paint, and candle wax struck her instantly. A few people were buying paintings or looking around, so she wandered the gallery, waiting for Lisa to have a break while marveling at the paintings of angels and demons fighting each other. Rachel recognized a golden angel as the Eternal Angel. The next one she came to was of a child with wings, heading toward a light. Must resemble Nathan or Seth.   

“Hey!” 

Rachel looked to see that the store was empty, and Lisa had come out from behind the counter.  Rachel gave her a hug. “You look busy.” 

“People just love these paintings,” Lisa said. She waved to her employees who left. “I’m almost done. Just have to tidy up.” 

“Haven’t seen this before,” Rachel said, gesturing to the baby painting.  

Lisa looked at it longingly. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have brought up her son. 

“Yes,” Lisa said. “I just felt like painting how Nathan was when he was a child.” Lisa touched the painting. “In a few weeks it will be the anniversary of his passing. When the demons...” The word hung in the air and Rachel knew she couldn’t finish. The day the demons killed Nathan. Lisa shook her head and turned toward Rachel. “How about your kids? How are they?” 

“Besides driving me crazy with always disappearing when they’re not supposed to, they’re fine.” Rachel jabbed her thumb toward the wall. “They’re next door.” 

“Ah, Blazin’ Bob’s Comics, of course.” 

“Went to pick them up at the mall just now and found them on top of a roof of one of the buildings outside the mall.” Rachel shook her head. “You don’t know how much I wanted to spank them right there.” 

Lisa looked about to say something when out of nowhere, Zack and Charity showed up in the middle of the gallery tugging at a comic book fighting over it.  

“No! I saw it first!” Zack cried. 

“You always get everything first!” Charity shot back.  

The tug of war continued until Rachel turned toward Lisa. “Like now.” She turned back toward her kids. “That’s enough!” They both stopped and looked at her in surprise, but at the same time as Charity gave the comic one last tug, she bumped into a vase. It smashed to the ground all in pieces. Rachel looked heated. I’m so glad there’s no one else here. She grabbed Charity and dragged her toward the backroom when the doors chimed and a customer stepped in, stopping Rachel in her tracks. 

A young lady wearing a red dress on her thin body went up to Lisa. Her long auburn hair hung down to the middle of her back. “I’m wondering if you can help me. I seem to be lost.” The lady dug through her purse and handed Lisa a piece of paper. 

Lisa looked at it. “This is Chris and Diana’s house. I know where it is.” 

“You know Aunt Diana?” the woman said. “I’m Lilly, her niece.” 

“I’m Lisa, and this is Rachel. We’re friends of Chris and Diana,” she said, taking Lilly’s hand. “Let me be the first to welcome you to Haven City.” 

“And who are these two precious angels?” Lilly looked at the kids.  

“They’re mine,” Rachel said. “Charity and Zack.” 

Lilly’s eyes then were drawn to the smashed vase. “I wouldn’t be too hard on them.” She said, looking at Rachel. “Kids will be kids, even if they are different.” She dug through her purse and took out two charms and gave each to the kids. “I have something I would like to give you two, if it’s okay?” Rachel nodded and Lilly pressed a medallion in each child’s hand. After Lisa wrote down the directions to Chris’s house, Lillian looked at the kids again. “Now you two be good.” Then she looked at Lisa. “And thanks for the help.” Then she left.  

“That was nice of her,” Lisa said, as she went behind the counter and brought out a broom and swept the pieces of the vase. 

“I’m so sorry, Lisa,” Rachel said. She looked down at Charity. 

“I’m sorry, Aunt Lisa.” 

“It’s okay,” she said, “We can just find another one. But you two need to learn how to share.” 

“Alright you two,” Rachel looked down at her kids. “Back to the comic shop.” As the children left, Rachel sighed and turned toward Lisa. “Sometimes I wish I were still an angel to help them to control their power. You’re still coming to dinner tomorrow night, right?” 

“I’ll have to ask the boss if I can get off early,” Lisa said, then gave a smile. 

Rachel flashed a smile then followed her kids next door. They entered the Blazin Bob’s Comics. Good, no one here, she thought. How embarrassing! A woman straightening comics behind a counter was the only one there. She turned and smiled, showing off a stud in her lip. “Okay, you two. Tell her what you did.” 

“You back?” she asked looking at the kids. But then frowned when she saw what Charity held in her hands. “I don’t remember ringing you up for that.” 

“We took this by mistake,” Charity said, “sorry.” She placed it on the counter. “We were fighting over it and didn’t know that we stepped outside.” She smoothed her dress.  

The woman picked up the phone and pressed some numbers. “I think we know what needs to happen now.”

The kids started crying. “No, mom, don’t let her call the cops. We’re sorry,” they both said.

Rachel shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not going to do anything. You both deserve what you get.”  

The woman slammed the phone down causing the children to jump and scream. 

“Ha!” The woman cried, spinning around. “Now get out of here, both of you.”  

Once outside, Rachel walked behind her children. “You lucky that’s all you got. She could have really called the police on us.”  They climbed into the backseat of the car and Rachel slid into the driver’s seat and took off. 

What a day! 

“So, what made you two fight over the book?” Rachel asked, eyeing Charity and Zack in the rearview mirror. 

Zack picked up the comic book and I wanted to see it, but he wouldn’t let me.” 

“I had it first.” 

“Couldn’t you have picked up another one?” Rachel asked. 

“It was the only one they had.” 

The traffic thinned as she turned a corner after waiting for a couple to cross the street. “At least she didn’t see you disappear,” Rachel sighed. “You need to be careful about that.” 

“No one was there,” Charity said, meekly. “Except for her.” 

“What’s the point of having powers if you can’t show them off?” Zack asked. 

“The point is to use them in emergencies,” their mother said. 

“How often did you use your powers, Mom?” Charity asked. 

Rachel swallowed. Too often that I had to leave your dad to protect him. “I tried not to.” They pulled into their neighborhood. Thank goodness. 

“I don’t believe that,” Zack mumbled. 

If they only knew, she thought. At least they will never have to face down demons. She pulled up to a two-story bluish-gray house. Now that she was human she had different demons to face. Like how to tell her kids and husband ‘Rachel’s Diner’ isn’t doing so good. As they walked into the house Rachel chided her children again. “Upstairs both of you. No TV. Shower then straight to bed.” 

Both children began to protest. 

“You ready to tell me what happened at the mall?” she asked, setting her purse down on the floor next to the couch. 

Neither one said anything. 

“Then you're grounded. To your rooms until I call you.” She pointed upstairs and they went complaining to one another about who’s at fault. 

Rachel sighed. One day they are going to disappear in front of a crowd. And that worried her. She began that familiar feeling of her body shaking, and she dreaded it. Rachel dug through her purse and took out a pack of cigarettes. But then she saw her gum and popped one into her mouth instead. If Richard knew I started smoking again, yet another secret to keep from him. 

She went into the big kitchen and set pans out on the granite counter tiles. What worried her more than a crowd finding out is Richard finding out that his kids are half angels. What would he say? What would he do? She no longer had the power to erase his mind. It was hard enough sneaking out and fighting demons, she thought, remembering while taking out the hamburger and gathering spices from the cupboard.  

She heard the garage door open. She swallowed. Guess I should tell Richard about the diner’s troubles. Thank goodness he started a business. The alarm to his car set before he stepped through the side door. “Hey, starting dinner? Nice. What are we having?” 

“Meatloaf,” she said, then gave him a hug and a kiss. “How was your day?”  

“Computer problems again. One of the guys goes off and does his own thing.” Richard sat on the big couch. “Oh, and we only have a couple of months to get this going or the landlord is going to kick us out.” 

At the stove, Rachel turned while stirring the meatloaf. “Sounds like a rough day. But you’ll get there. Starting a business takes time.” 

“Did you need help,” he asked. 

“No. I got it.” 

“How was your day?” 

Mine? “It was good. Sold a lot of food.” The inspector threatened to shut us down. “Stopped by to say hi to Lisa and make sure she’s coming tomorrow.” 

“She’s selling a lot of her paintings?” he asked as he set plates on the table. 

“She’s doing very well,” Rachel said, placing the meatloaf on each plate. “Kids! Dinner!” 

The children rushed downstairs, and after giving their dad a hug, took their seats. 

“What did you two do today?” their father asked. 

“Went to the mall and played some video games,” Zack said. 

“We also ended up across—owww,” Charity looked across the table to see her brother’s glare while she rubbed her leg. 

“No,” Rachel said, “I think you should tell your dad what happened.” 

No one said anything. The kids just looked at their mother. 

“What?” Richard asked. 

“When I went to pick them up, they decided to leave the mall and went across the street to the other mall.” The children picked at their food. “So, they’re both grounded.” 

“I think that’s fair. When you have a meeting spot at a certain time you need to be there.” 

Rachel gave her daughter a sharp eye. Almost blew it and got away from it too. 

The night stood still and clear with nothing heard but the waves crashing on the beach. The clouds blocked out the moon. Yet light illuminated the only two people in the night. Faith, her blond hair stacked high on her head. Her blue robe ruffled with the breeze. “I feel them this way toward the city,” she whispered, looking up at the man next to her.  

A belt around his waist shone as bright as the sun. He looked at his tattoos along his arm. “I don’t know why he’d choose this path.” Raphael’s eyes glanced at the metal tip of the spear in Faith’s hands. “Our brother won’t be happy when he wakes to find you have taken his weapon.” 

“Leave him to me,” she said. “Come, we have Nephilim to save.” Her wings spread, and she took to the sky. He soared after her. 

Rachel went around the house turning off the lights then went upstairs into the laundry room. Opening the dryer door, she tossed some clothes into a basket and headed down the hall to her bedroom, where Richard was already getting ready for bed. I should tell him about my job, she thought. As she passed the kids’ bedroom, she heard them talking. 

“So, he wasn’t only watching us, but he was following us too?” Charity asked. 

“I saw him in the arcade center,” Zack said, “and watched us get the hot dogs. But...” 

Rachel opened the door. “Alright you two. Why didn’t you say anything? Did he hurt you?” 

The kids jumped at the sudden appearance of their mother and clamped up. Both sat on the bed in their pjs. 

“What were you going to say before I walked in?” Neither one spoke. She put down the basket, then looked at her kids sternly. Zack just rubbed his feet together, with his mouth opened. Rachel looked around the clean room. All their toys were neat on the shelf. “If you don’t answer me...”  Usually, a threat of a swat would make them talk. “I’ll take away your phones.” 

“Mom!” Charity whined. 

“I was going to say he didn’t seem creepy,” Zack said. “But I grabbed Charity’s hand, and we ended up on the roof.” 

“Coming to bed, honey?” Richard called. 

“Coming!” Rachel picked up the basket and eyed her children again. “Is that all that happened?” They both nodded. Not really satisfied, she left and went down the hall. They’re hiding something.  
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As Rachel sat in traffic heading to pick up her kids at school because they missed the bus she thought about all the things she had to fix at the diner. Don’t know if we can fix all this stuff in a month. The sink, new stove, get rid of termites, leaky ceiling. Not to mention the cost. How to get the money without Richard knowing. Clouds loomed overhead as she made her way into the school parking lot with other cars and buses. Maybe Lisa will help me out, she thought, taking a parking spot and pressing a button on her phone. She didn’t want to ask. Especially at this time of month, being so close to Lisa’s son’s birthday. She still takes his death hard and travels to the last place Nathan died. The Bermuda Triangle to the island where she, Paul, Chris, Lisa, had a showdown with the Underworld, sealing the Dark Lord forever.  

Her kids sauntered across the parking lot to the car and got in. “Thanks, Mom,” Charity said. 

Rachel pulled the car out of the parking lot and back into traffic. “Why did you two miss the bus?” 

Both kids were silent. 

“Well? Don’t play the silent game like last time.” 

“There was someone staring at us from the field,” Zack said. “But this time it was a woman.” 

“Did you tell a teacher?” 

“They were already inside,” Charity said. “So, we hid. Strange we had two people following us in two days.” 

“You get a good look at her?” Rachel asked. 

“No,” Zack said, “the sun blinded me so I couldn’t see her face.” Then his eyes contracted together. “But—” 

Rachel’s phone rang and she picked it up. “Hello?” 

On the other end was Lu. “I think you better come to the Diner. We had a little fire. And oh, bugs are coming out of the wall.” 

“Great. Just what I need.” Rachel hung up. “We’re stopping at the Diner.” She felt her shoulders tense up. “I hope Lisa isn’t too early.” She noticed Charity playing with a necklace around her neck. “Are those the charms that Lillian gave to you yesterday?” 

“Yes,” Charity said, “everyone loves them at school.” 

Rachel couldn’t explain it, but her shoulder suddenly eased a little. Rachel pulled her station wagon next to the well-lit Diner complete with a sign overhead. ‘Rachel’s Corner.’ She and the kids entered as the bells on the door chimed. Everything looked fine at first glance. There were a few customers enjoying coffee and some snacks. But not like she hoped. Windy, one of the Assistance came up to her.  

“Gus is in the back.” 

“Thank you, Wendy.” Rachel looked between her and the kids. “Will, you watch them?” 

Wendy smiled and nodded. Rachel stepped into the small kitchen to find Lu, the cook, hitting bugs on the counter with a flyswatter. 

“Little shits!” he bellowed. 

“More to take on?” 

Gus spun around. “Luckily customers haven’t seen them.” He wore a dirty apron and had a beard she kept telling him to trim. His eyes fell on the wall behind the stove that was blackened. “Fire shot up on me.” He then led her to a far wall in the corner. Black bugs were all over crawling in and out of a small hole. “Need to get an exterminator.”  

Rachel sighed. “Wonder if we can do it on our days off. I don’t want to shut down.” 

“Must be a nest,” Gus said, stepping on a bug with his shoe. “Wish we would have noticed six months ago.” 

“Okay. Another thing to add to the bill.” Hope we can keep this quiet, or we’ll lose what customers we have. 

Wendy came up to them. “Rachel, um, I can’t find the kids.” 

Rachel shook her head and headed for the dining room. “You lost my kids?” 

“I gave them some pie and went to clear some tables and when I came back, they were gone.” 

“Some babysitter,” Rachel said while looking around the Diner. The only thing was two half eaten pies on the bar counter. Probably disappeared again. 

“I even looked by your car and around outside.” 

As she headed for the door, the door swung opened and the kids stepped in. “Where were you two?” she barked. 

They didn’t say anything for a minute. 

“Well?” Rachel felt all eyes on them now. 

“We went for a walk,” Charity said. 

“You tell Wendy if you are stepping out for a minute. You don’t just disappear from someone that’s taking care of you,” Rachel said, crossing her arms. “Apologize to Wendy.” They did, then the kids went back to their pies. Rachel turned toward Wendy. “I’m sorry. They know better than this.” 

“I shouldn’t have left them.” 

“It’s not your fault,” she sighed and shook her head, “Can’t believe the nest we have back there,” Rachel whispered. “Just glad no one’s seen them yet.” 

Charity screamed, throwing down her fork, she backed away. 

Rachel was at her side in an instant. Please don’t let it be. 

“A bug!” Charity cried out. 

The customers muttered. 

“We have no bugs here,” Rachel said, blocking the customers view as Wendy took the plate with the bug on it. Rachel whispered into her daughter’s ear. “Play along.” Then she spoke louder. “You must have been mistaken.” 

“Yea. It must have been a raisin.” 

Rachel saw the customers go back to their meals and she relaxed. “I think it’s time for us to go. Lisa will be over in no time.” As they passed the kitchen the kids saw Gus at the counter swatting bugs and Rachel ushered the kids out the door before they could say anymore.  

Once in the car again, they were coming out of the parking spot when Charity spoke, “It happened again. We saw that man and we got scared.” 

Rachel’s heart started beating fast. My kids have stalkers? Just what I need. “You should have told Wendy.” 

“There he is! Zack cried out.  

Rachel slammed on her brakes and looked around. A man was getting into his car across from them. She got out, went up to the man, and spun him around. “Why are you following my kids?” she screamed. 

“What?” the man in glasses asked. “What do you mean?” 

“Mom!” she heard Zack through the window. “Wrong man!” 

Rachel swallowed and felt her face go red. “I’m so sorry, sir.” She quickly walked back to the car and slammed the door when she got in. She scowled at them in the mirror. Charity tried not to laugh. “It wasn’t him,” she growled, driving away.  

“The man we saw has tattoos on his arm,” Charity said.  

“I didn’t see anyone else,” Rachel said. 

“He disappeared when I saw him,” Zack said. 

“No one can just dis...” She fell silent as her blood ran cold. Are they seeing them? Why would they be following them? 

“Were you trying to hide those bugs from people eating?” Charity asked, bringing Rachel out of her thoughts. 

“What—oh. If those people knew we had bugs, they wouldn’t come back and we’d have to close,” Rachel said. “Could you two do me a huge favor? Don’t tell Dad.” 

“You want us to keep it a secret?” Zack asked. 

“Just for a little bit. He has enough to worry about at his work. This would just be another thing to add to his worries.” 

“If we can keep our powers a secret. I think we can do that,” Charity said. 

“Thank you,” Rachel said. She felt a little better. Now she’d just have to worry about getting the money to fix the Diner. Wish I could still erase his memory so every time he’d see our account, he’d forget how it’s shrinking.  

Of course, when they pulled up to the house there was Lisa, sitting in her car. “I’m sorry,” Rachel said, getting out while the kids ran and cried, “Aunt Lisa. Did you bring us anything?” 

“She doesn’t have to bring you two things every time she comes over.”  

“Let’s see,” Lisa said, digging into her pocket and pulling out little chocolate fudges. She gave it to them, and they popped them into their mouth. 

Rachel unlocked the front door and let them into the house.  The kids raced each other upstairs talking about video games. “Richard is working late. I’d thought I’d be home before you, but I got a call from the Diner saying we have bugs everywhere.” Rachel put down her purse and shook her head. “There’s a nest in the wall. Seems like we’re putting money out more than we’re making.” 

“You need some help with money?” Lisa asked. “I can help you.” 

Rachel shook her head and got dinner started. “No, I can’t do that. You have your trip. Next weekend, right?” 

Lisa became silent for a moment. “Yes. But it will be for the last time.” She fell silent again. “Time to move on.” 

“I wish I was going with you.”  

“Sounds like you have enough going on here.” 

Rachel set the plates down and called the kids. 

“Can’t believe that level on that game is so hard,” Zack said, as they made their way into the living room. 

“Oh, I forgot,” Lisa began to dig through her purse, “I do have something for you. Lou made you these.” She took out two little statues of angels and handed them to the kids. 

“Lisa, you didn’t have to,” Rachel said. “What do you say to Aunt Lisa?” 

“Thank you,” both kids said. 

Lisa eyed their necklaces around their necks. “You wear those at school?” 

“Our friends think they’re pretty cool,” Zack said, eating his chicken. 

“I thought some were going to make fun of us but hasn’t happened yet,” Charity said. 

Rachel looked at the kids then at Lisa. Guess I should tell her, she thought. At least. She is the Princess and would want to know. “The kids have been seeing people stocking them.” 

“What? Who would stock the kids?”  

“I don’t know.” Rachel cleared her throat. “But I can’t see them.” Lisa didn’t say anything. She only looked at Rachel while the kids finished eating. She knows who I mean. “Zack draw the tattoos you described to me.” She passed him a napkin and a pen. 

Zack drew lines and circles. “It was down his arm.” 

“And there was a woman,” Charity said. “We couldn’t see her face.” 

“Thank you,” Rachel said. “Well you two go up and do your homework before bed?” 

“Mom,” Zack whined, “It’s hard. It’s science.” 

“I’m sure your sister will help you,” Rachel said.  Zack was going to say something but then followed his sister up the stairs. Then Rachel handed Lisa the napkin. “What do you make of it?” 

Lisa stared at the drawing. “It can’t be.” 

“I think they’re seeing angels.” 

“These are markings of Archangel Michael.” Lisa shook her head. “But why would he be following them?” 

Rachel shook her head. “I wonder if we didn’t stop—” 

The front door opened and in walked Richard. “Hello. Sorry I’m so late. Traffic was brutal.” He took off his jacket then sat on the couch. “Just you two, no Lou?” 

“He couldn’t make it,” Lisa said, standing. “He’s been busy working. I should go. He’ll be home in a bit.” She looked at Richard. “It’s good seeing you, again.” Rachel followed Lisa onto the porch. Lisa’s eyes found a bud on the ground. “You smoking again?” 

“I just started a few weeks ago from all the worrying over the Diner and the kids. Richard doesn’t know
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