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One Month Later

Angel sat behind a glass screen, watching everything unfold before his eyes. He looked on as the coordinators put Michael to sleep. He knew Michael wouldn’t feel a thing as they extracted his soul from the body. This same procedure was going to be done to the other survivors they had taken from Earth. 

Earth had been destroyed and rebuilt as a school for lost souls. Angel hoped reclaiming Michael's soul wouldn’t take long. He wasn’t sure what he would have to deal with from the others competing for Michael's soul. He was told, before the procedure began, that Ashlar wasn’t the only one he was going to be dealing with. As he sat there, he wondered what other powerful god was interested in Michael. 

He had asked the coordinators who else was involved, but they had declined to tell him. All they had said to him was that he would find out when the time came. He knew they didn’t tell him because they were just trying to avoid conflict before the extraction procedure. Once the procedure was done, and all the students were in the school, there was no turning back then. He figured the coordinators would tell him then who else he was going to be dealing with. 

Michael had been asleep for about five minutes when they brought the machine to extract his soul. Angel knew the procedure was painless, but he couldn’t help but feel a bit of anxiety as he looked on. He wanted to turn away but didn’t. He had to see exactly what they were going to do to Michael. As he stood there, he felt helpless. If Michael was in pain, there was nothing he could do. The coordinators wouldn’t allow him into the room, and Angel didn’t want to go up against them. He never had before and didn’t want to for the future. He wanted to be on their good side.

As the procedure began, Angel saw a golden orb come out of Michael's body. He knew that was Michael's soul. The two coordinators that were in the room stared at the golden orb levitating nearly a foot off Michael's body. 

Angel wondered if anything was wrong. But then one of the coordinators reached for the orb with a gloved hand. Angel took a deep breath when he saw this. That was his soul. The coordinator that held the orb looked at Angel and smiled. Angel didn’t smile back. He wanted that orb. That orb, that soul belonged to him. Angel didn’t care about the coordinators’ rules. If a soul was stolen, he believed the coordinators should give that soul back to its rightful owner. But they weren’t doing that here. Here in the school, they gave the souls free will to choose what god they wanted.

The coordinator that held Michael's soul walked out of the room while the other coordinator recorded information about the extraction on a small computer. 

Angel knew that was all they were going to let him see. The coordinators had informed him before that he could see the extraction process only. He wasn’t going to be allowed to see Michael's soul be put into a new body and then taken to Earth until he was of age to be put in the first school. 

Angel had been assigned to one of the schools. And he was told by the coordinators that since he was the first god that owned Michael's soul, Angel’s school would be Michael’s first school. They had also informed him that Michael would enter his school when he was seven years old. And until that time, he would be raised in an orphanage with other students until they were of age to start school. 

As Angel thought about this, he realized he would not see Michael now for another seven years. He just hoped that that time flew by. The coordinators had said he should get his school organized in the meantime, meaning bring in his people, set up the classrooms, organize the lessons, and anything else he felt that was needed to be done to get his boy back. 

Angel knew there would be other students in his school with Michael. A lot of people on Earth had been killed while the apocalypse took place—when the zombies were roaming the Earth. He knew those people might want to return to their original god, Jonas, so Angel told himself that he would not try hard with those souls that wanted to return to the man. If they wanted Jonas, they would listen to his command. Ashlar had destroyed Jonas. And the only way Jonas could reclaim his souls was if he had asked to be put in the school. 

Angel believed Jonas would enter the school. He was sure the giant would want his freedom. If he had a higher god, then that god could compete with Ashlar. But all of this was just speculation. The only thing Angel was sure of was that Michael was a student and Ashlar was a competing god. He knew nothing about the other students and other gods that would be on Earth. 

Seven Years Later

ANGEL FELT NERVOUS as he waited for the students to arrive at his school. He was told that they were coming in buses, at least five hundred of them. Angel couldn’t believe so many students were enrolled in his school. His school was built to accommodate five hundred students though. There were five teaching buildings on his school compound, each being able to hold a hundred students.

Angel had found it strange that so many students were going to join his school on the first trial. When he had asked the coordinators why so many, they had said that there were more, but since his school could only accommodate five hundred, the extra students were put on a waiting list. The coordinators had also told him that Michael would be in the first five hundred students joining his school. They had also explained why there were so many students on the first trial. They had said that most of the people that had died on Earth didn’t want to serve Jonas again. They wanted their freedom or a better god. So, some of these lost souls had agreed to give Angel a chance to be their god.

When Angel saw the line of buses coming down the street, he smiled. Soon, he would see Michael. He had no idea what Michael looked like, but Angel knew he didn’t care about outside appearances when it came to Michael. Whatever Michael looked like, he knew he would love Michael the same.

Angel’s security guards opened the gates to let the buses in. When the buses drove into the parking lot, Angel could hardly wait. He was standing outside the main office building, waiting anxiously for the students to come out of the buses. He sent out his energy, picking up Michael’s energy in the first bus. The buses parked in a straight line, then their doors opened one by one. Angel narrowed his eyes when he saw this. He began to wonder who had opened the doors in a timely fashion.

The driver of each bus then came out. Five of Angel's teachers approached these five drivers. The teachers each gave them a hundred timetables. The driver of the first bus called his students out. As the students came out one by one, the driver handed each a timetable. The driver also told each child to go to the first building, which was Block A and to find their respective homeroom, which was written down on the timetable.

Angel looked at the students as they came out of the first bus. He was looking for Michael. When the twelfth student came out, Angel's eyes narrowed, and he felt a pull in his heart. It was Michael, and Michael was looking just like the Michael he knew, the soul child he had created. Everything was the same about him.

Michael didn’t look like the other students though. He stood out. He had long, slightly curled, blond hair and blue eyes. The other students were staring at him because of how different he looked. Angel was sure it was the blond hair that caught their attention. Angel smiled. The coordinators had put Michael into his soul form. As more students got out of the bus, Angel realized that some of them didn’t look human. He realized then that Jonas had stolen other species as well.

Shaking his head, he turned back to look at Michael who was looking at the sheet of paper that was given to him. Michael followed the rest of the students to Block A. Angel began to wonder if he should go to him now and introduce himself, or should he wait until Michael had settled down into his homeroom. In the end, Angel couldn’t wait. He followed the students as he followed Michael.

He had no idea what classroom Michael had been assigned to and decided to do a telepathic link to see what was going on in Michael's head. When he did the link, he saw through Michael's eyes and felt Michael's thoughts. Michael was looking at the sheet of paper in his hands and looking for the classroom he was assigned to. Angel saw the number twenty-four on the top of the paper.

As Michael walked down the corridor, he looked at each door to see if he was nearing his homeroom. There were numbers written on the doors. The last door Michael passed was twenty-three. He was almost close.

“It looks like we’re almost there,” Michael said to his friend who was walking next to him.

“Yeah, I’m glad we were put into the same classroom,” Vincent replied.

When they made it to their room, they entered. They could see that some students were already inside and sitting.

“Let’s head down to the back,” Vincent suggested. “We don’t want to be sitting too close to the teacher. Next minute, he picks on us like those coordinators back at the orphanage.”

“Yeah,” Michael agreed. “Let’s quickly take those seats there before someone else does.” He pointed at the location.

Michael and Vincent quickly made their way to the back of the class on the right corner of the room. Michael took the last seat, while Vincent took the seat in front of him. When they sat down, Michael noticed the class had five rows and four columns. It meant that there were twenty students assigned to the class if it was completely filled up, which he believed it would.

Angel reached the class where Michael was. Standing outside the room, he hesitated as he thought about what he should say to Michael, but that was his Michael inside. Did the coordinators at the orphanage tell him anything? Angel began to wonder how much Michael knew. Not wanting to wait anymore, Angel stepped into the classroom. At once, all the students became quiet, seeing that there was an adult in the room now. 

Most of the students found Angel strange to be a teacher—Angel was all in black.

“Good morning, students,” Angel greeted them.

“Good morning, sir.” they all greeted back.

Angel smiled and shook his head. He had never been a teacher before. And here he was, the principal of the school. He believed the drivers of the buses that brought the students were coordinators. He was told that coordinators would be positioned at his school to oversee what was happening, that they were there to make sure all the rules were being followed properly.

Angel didn’t want to get into a discussion with all the students in Michael’s classroom. So, he avoided them. He took up the teacher’s chair that was in the front of the class and made his way to the back of the class where Michael was. After putting the chair next to Michael's desk, he sat down.

Michael turned to the blond stranger and waited. He had no idea why the man was there.

When Angel felt Michael's thoughts, he smiled. “Hi, I’m Angel. I’m the school’s principal here.”

Michael's eyes widened. “Hi. Am I in trouble?”

Angel shook his head. “Of course not. Do you know why you’re here in my school?”

“The coordinators at the orphanage said I had given permission to come here to your school,” Michael answered.

“Is that all you were told?” Angel asked. “Is that all you know about me?”

Michael thinned his lips before speaking again. “They said that there are three gods competing for my soul, and I would have to pick between those three gods which god I want to follow, or I can choose my own path. They didn’t tell me anything again.”

Angel nodded. “Okay, well I am one god that is competing for your soul. I am your soul’s father.”
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Michael didn’t know what to say to that. Angel had said he was his soul’s father. What did that mean?

Angel leaned back into the chair as he looked at the other students that came into the room. He knew soon the teacher that he had assigned room twenty-four to would come in, greet the students, and tell them what was needed to be done. Seeing that Michael didn’t understand much, Angel didn’t want to press him with too many questions just yet. There was still time. He had these students for a seven-year term. When that term was up, they would be taken to another school that was run by another god.

Angel didn’t know what school Michael would be taken to after, but he believed it would be run by the god that had taken Michael away from him. All Angel was sure of was that other school was here on Earth. Although seven years was far from now, Angel began to wonder how it would impact him when it was time for Michael to leave. Did Michael even know he had a seven-year term here? Angel turned back to Michael who was staring at him. He could sense Michael had a lot of questions on his mind. Angel turned to look at the boy who was sitting in front of Michael. He could sense the boy was Michael's friend. The boy was looking at him with curiosity in his eyes.

Angel felt a bit of jealousy, knowing that Michael had already made a close friend. As he looked at Vincent, he could sense the boy being jealous too. Angel smiled at him. He and Michael were of the same age. He only hoped that they wouldn’t get closer during their seven-year term in the school.

Angel then turned back to Michael. “I just wanted to introduce myself to you. I hope we can get to know each other better. And if you have any problems, just called me. Just say my name, and I will be there.”

“Your name?” Michael asked.

Angel nodded. “Yes, just say my name. You can do so in your mind, or you can speak it out. Whichever way you do it is fine with me. I will hear you either way.”

Michael nodded. “Okay. Am I going to be safe here? Why would I need to call you?”

“You’ll be safe,” Angel replied. “I run this school. And in time, you will get to know more about me. For now, just try to settle down into the place. You will be here for seven years. Do you know that you and the other students here have a seven-year term with me?”

Michael nodded. “Yes, the coordinators told us we would be here for seven years, then we would be transferred to another school. They didn’t tell us where we would be going though.”

Angel nodded.

“What are they going to teach us here?” Vincent asked. “Seven years is a really long time.”

Angel turned to face Vincent. “Yes, it is. They are going to teach you how to defend yourself, teach you about me. Also, how you should live your life, and most importantly, they will teach you about your past. They will tell you what your life was like before, so in the end, you can decide which path you want to follow.”

“All that sounds hard,” Vincent said. “Why do we need to learn how to defend ourselves?”

“The other gods that will be competing for you may try to take you away from here,” Angel answered. “If you don’t want to go to them, you will need to learn to defend yourself. These gods will send their teachers, or they may come themselves. So, you have to be prepared if such a thing arises.” Angel turned to Michael again. “That’s why I’m telling you, if you need me, just call me.”

“Can I call on you too?” Vincent asked.

“If you wish,” Angel said, turning back to the boy. “Michael is my soul child. And I am close to him. The rest of you that are in my school are here because you chose not to go back to the god you had before. You believed Jonas was a bad person. So, you’ve all decided to give me a chance. I didn’t know all of you were coming here. I was only expecting Michael and maybe a few others.”

Michael's eyes widened. He hadn’t known how important he was to the principal.

“So, we might run into trouble here from the other gods?” Michael asked. “Is that what you’re saying?”

Angel nodded. “Yes, but you shouldn’t worry too much about it. My teachers here will try to keep you safe. Each teacher I have here is assigned a certain number of students. Like for instance, the teacher of this class, Mr. Baron, will be in charge of the twenty students in this room. So, you all will have to build a connection with him. He will also keep a close eye on each of you. If there is any trouble, and he can’t handle it, he will let me know, and I will try to solve the problem.”

“You will fight?” Vincent asked.

“Yes, fight in some cases,” Angel answered. “I’m hoping it doesn’t come to that though.”

“Will the teachers here fight to defend us from the other gods too?” Vincent asked.

“In some cases, yes, they will,” Angel answered. “Michael is important to me. I love him more than anything else. I would fight the other gods for him if they got too close to him.” He paused. “Doing that is against the rules though. But some gods don’t follow the rules. They follow themselves. So, there are going to be a lot of rule breakers here on Earth. And therefore, we all need to be careful. You never know what’s going to happen, what trouble you’re going to meet.”

Michael sighed. “Are you stronger than the other gods? Can you keep us safe from them?”

Angel didn’t want to lie. “I consider myself a very powerful god. But there is a god here, Michael, who is fighting for your soul. I don’t know who he is and what he is capable of. I can defeat Jonas and the other gods. But this god that I know nothing about, I’m not sure if I can defeat him or not.”

“So, you and two others are competing for my soul?” Michael asked.

Angel nodded. “Yes, three gods. But I only know one other. His name is Ashlar. I don’t know why the coordinators didn’t give me a heads-up as to who the last god is.”

“Yes, those coordinators didn’t tell us much back at the orphanage too,” Vincent said.

Just then, Baron walked into the classroom. He saw Angel at the back end of the classroom with Michael. He smiled at his boss, then walked over to him.

“I had a feeling you were here,” Baron said.

“I'm glad that the coordinators listened to me and put Michael in your class,” Angel said. “You know you’re my most trusted man to do this job.”

Baron looked down at Michael, then back at his boss. “He looks just like Michael. They gave him your soul child’s form?”

Angel nodded. “I should leave. You need to get started on teaching the class.”

Baron turned and looked at the class. He could see that all the chairs were filled and the students were all waiting quietly. He could also see them looking very nervous.

He turned back to his boss. “Are you sure you don’t want to stick around?”

Angel shook his head. “I'll come back when class is done to collect Michael. I will continue my conversation with him then.”

Michael's eyes narrowed at this. He wondered where Angel would take him after class. If Angel took him, that meant he was going to be separated from Vincent, which he didn’t like.

“What happens after class?” Vincent asked.

Angel didn’t answer, so Baron did.

“You are free to do whatever you want on the school compound,” Baron answered. “Your rooms are on the second and third floors. And the cafeteria is down the hall. You can’t miss it.”

“When does class finish?” Michael asked.

“Class starts at 8.00 am and finishes at 3.00 pm,” Angel answered. “Your bedrooms are upstairs. You are free to choose whatever room you want. Each of the room upstairs can only accommodate ten students though. And if you’re assigned to this block, we would like you to choose a bedroom on this block. There are five teachers for this block, Block A, and they are all responsible for the hundred students that are assigned here.”

“The math is so complicated,” Vincent said.

“What did you learn at the orphanage?” Angel asked, looking at Vincent.

“We learned the alphabet, numbers 1 to 20, we learned to write our names, and addition and subtractions of numbers,” Vincent answered.

Angel nodded as he looked at Baron. “It seems you have your work cut out for you.”

Baron smiled. “And what are you going to do?”

“Some investigating,” Angel replied. “I still need to find out who’s my mystery opponent.”

“Boss, just don’t do anything stupid,” Baron warned.

“Classes have started today in all the schools,” Angel said. “I want to sneak into the other schools to see what’s going on. No one might notice me, seeing that they will be distracted as it’s the first day of class for everyone here on Earth.”

Vincent's eyes widened. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He was sure Angel was breaking the rules, but he dared not ask.

Angel, sensing Vincent's thoughts, looked at the boy. He didn’t want to tell him he could read minds. As he stared at Vincent, he could sense the boy’s awkwardness. In little time, Vincent looked away.

“Will you get in trouble if they catch you?” Michael asked.

Angel looked at Michael and nodded. “Yes, we’re not allowed to go to the other schools. But like I said before, there is history that most gods don’t listen to the coordinators.”

“Who does these coordinators work for?” Michael asked. He was curious. He didn’t trust them.

“There is a project manager overseeing them,” Angel answered. “I've never seen the guy before though. And on top of that guy is said to be the creator. But no one knows for sure who these coordinators are really following.”

“What if all this is a trap?” Vincent asked.

“That’s why we need to be careful,” Angel replied. “That’s why we’re here to teach you, so you can make the right decision.”

Michael looked at Angel. “What if we choose the wrong god?”

Angel couldn’t believe Michael had asked him this question. Michael had asked him this same question before. It’s like they thought the same way even though they were in different bodies. Angel knew that was because the soul was the same. Although Michael had grown up seven years in the orphanage, the coordinators couldn’t have changed him. He smiled, knowing that Michael was the same. As he thought of the past, he realized he had not asked Michael his name. He referred to him as Michael, but was his name here in the school Michael? What had the coordinators named him?

“I’ve been referring to you as Michael, but what’s your name?” Angel asked.

Michael raised his eyebrows at this. “I'm Michael. And this is my friend, Vincent.” He pointed at the black-haired boy sitting in front of him.

“Michael?” Angel repeated.

Michael nodded.

Sighing, he said, “Michael was the name of my soul child. The coordinators gave you the same name.”

“Really?” Michael was shocked. “Is that a good thing or bad?”

“It’s a good thing,” Angel said. “In your past life, your name was Michael too. In fact, all your lives that I know about, your name was Michael.”

Michael nodded. “Who is Ashlar?”

“Ashlar?” Angel repeated. “He’s a hybrid. He was created by his god as a killing weapon. You were part of him until he extracted you out of him. He couldn’t control your fire, so he took you out.”

Michael didn’t know what to say to this.

Angel sighed again. “I should get going. I am interrupting the classes too much now. I will come back later for you, Michael, when classes are over.”

Michael nodded. “Okay.”

Angel stood and headed out of the room.
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As Michael watched the man leave, he could feel an odd feeling inside him. Angel was his soul’s father. Michael didn’t know anything about his past life, but he could tell that Angel was hurting deep down inside. He could see the man’s agony in his expression too. Michael wondered why it was like that. He wondered why he felt the man’s pain. When he was back in the orphanage, he had feelings similar to this too. He believed there was a god out there missing him. And now he knew, he was right. Angel was that god who was missing him. Michael knew there was more to this story that he didn’t know about. He was sure there was some kind of connection between them that made him feel what Angel felt.

“Michael?” Vincent called him out of his thoughts.

Michael turned to face the boy in front of him. “What?”

“What are you thinking about?” Vincent asked. “You were in a daze just now.”

Michael didn’t want to answer Vincent. He could also see Baron standing there watching them. He looked up at the teacher. Baron smiled, but Michael didn’t feel a connection to Baron like he did with Angel. He was sure there was something special about Angel that made him feel that way.

Baron said to them, “I should start class since everyone is here now, and the principal has gone back to his office.”

Michael nodded. 

Baron turned and began to head to the front of the class. When he reached there and turned around to face the students, he could see them waiting nervously for him to speak. He looked down at the handouts that he had rested on his desk. This was the first time he was going to be doing this—being a teacher to twenty students. He looked up again and looked at the class once more. Those twenty students were going to be his responsibility for seven years. Angel had asked him as well as the other teachers to make sure they did their best to protect the students.

Baron was sure Angel would protect Michael even if he slipped with the boy, but he knew he couldn’t afford to slip with the rest of the students. Angel was relying on him to take care of the rest of the students. The rest were in his hands. As Baron stared at the students, he couldn’t understand why Angel would want these extra souls. But Baron wasn’t going to argue with the man. He thought about these students. These souls wanted a new god. They didn’t want Jonas. And back home, in Baron’s home world, there were only a few species there. He wondered if Angel got these souls, would he bring them to their planet? If he did, it meant more species would be added to what they had presently.

Baron began to talk to the students. “Good morning, students. My name is Baron, and I will be your teacher for the seven-year term that you will be staying here.”

“Good morning, sir,” they all greeted back. Baron realized that most of the students seemed afraid. He smiled and shook his head. He continued, “Regular classes will be from Mondays to Wednesdays. You will be taught subjects such as Math, English, Physics, Chemistry, Biology, and Geography. On Thursdays, you will be taught the way of our god here, Angel, and what he expects of each of you. We call that subject Religious Instructions. And on Fridays, you will be taught how to use energy, your energy and the energy that is associated with Angel. His energy is strong, and once you are in our school, you’ll be connected to him. 

“He will let you use his energy to protect yourselves. Now, this is not a simple task. And this subject is called the Powers of the Sun. Now it’s called the Powers of the Sun for a reason. Angel is a sun god. And he will only let you use his energy to defend yourself. If a situation arises where he has to help you with his energy, he will have to write up a report to the coordinators about what happened. Everything that is happening here is overseen by the coordinators. If you break a rule and Angel doesn’t take your side, you may be kicked out of the school. So, although you may want to choose Angel, it’s all up to Angel and the coordinators. Even if you don’t break a rule, Angel can still put you out of the school. So, just keep that in mind.

“Now, you all shouldn’t worry about remembering everything I say. Handouts will be given each day. And on weekends, there are no classes. On weekends, you are free to do whatever you want. But you need to remain in the school and don’t give any trouble. Today’s handouts will be about the rules of the school and a list of the subjects that I will be teaching you. I want you all to keep your notes safe with you. You will be given folders with your names on it to keep your handouts. In the bedrooms upstairs, there are cupboards for you to put your things inside. There are also TV and games to play. Angel has seen it fit to make you all comfortable and happy while you stay here.”

Baron took up one set of the papers on his desk. He began to walk around the classroom as he distributed the papers.

“These are the rules of the school,” Baron said. “If you have any questions or don’t understand anything there, you can ask me about it.”

As Baron continued to walk, he could still see the fear in the students’ eyes. He was sure most of them were going to stay quiet and not ask anything.

When it was Michael's turn to take the handout from Baron, he smiled at the man. He wasn’t sure why he did it. He just felt like Baron was someone close to Angel, and if Angel was his soul father, then he wanted to be friends with Baron.

When Baron saw Michael's smile, he stopped. Michael was the first student that had smiled at him in the class. He smiled back and continued distributing the handouts to the other students.

Michael looked at the handout he was given. He put the handout down on his desk. When he looked up, he saw that Vincent had also gotten a handout and was looking at it. Michael looked down at his handout. He wanted to open it to see what it was about. What kind of rules did they have in the school? Michael was tempted to turn the page but didn’t. He wasn’t sure if Baron would approve. When he looked at the other students, he could see that they had rested their handouts down on their desks too.

When Baron was done distributing all the handouts, he sat down by his desk.

“Now, I know you all had a long journey coming from the orphanage, so today, we’re not going to be doing much school work,” Baron said. “We’re only going to introduce ourselves today, okay? I gave you all the rules' handbook, so you can read up on it. You can read it today, at any time you wish to. There are not many rules in it. And it’s also quite simple to understand. Try to get familiar with the rules. It’s very important you follow the rules here. Those rules are your first lesson. But don’t worry. There isn’t going to be any quiz or test on it. Those rules are for your own safety here. Okay, does anybody have any questions?”

Baron looked around to see if any student would raise their hand, but no one did.

He continued, “Since there are no questions, we’ll start with the introductions then. I would like each of you to come to the front of the class, say your name, and anything else you would like us to know about you. I’m not pressuring anyone here to do anything. So, if you’re afraid to introduce yourself, then that’s fine. You can keep your seat.”

Baron looked on his left at the first student and asked, “Would you like to come up here and introduce yourself?”

Jake, the first boy, nodded and said, “Sure.”

He got up from his chair and walked to the front of the class.

As Jake introduced himself, Michael began to feel nervous. He knew there were many students in front of him if Baron was going to continue from the left end of the classroom. Michael knew it was easy to say his name, but he wondered what else he would like to talk about when he got up there. He looked at the classroom, then it changed before his eyes. The walls in the classroom began to look old and decayed. And the students had disappeared. Even the teacher, Mr. Baron, was gone. Michael began to wonder what was happening.

Michael, it’s me, Angel, Angel said in his mind.

Michael’s eyes widened. He lowered his head.

Don’t be afraid, Angel soothed. I'm talking to you in your mind. You can talk back to me in your mind if you want to. I wanted to give you some time alone, so you can adjust in the school, but I can sense that you’re scared. There’s nothing to be afraid of. I will always be with you. Remember, I told you, if you need me, just say my name, and I will be there.

Where are you right now? Michael asked.

I'm in the office, Angel answered.

I’m scared, Michael said. Something’s not right in the classroom here.

Michael lifted his head and could now see the other students and the teacher again. The walls weren’t old and decayed anymore, and there was another boy in front of the class introducing himself. Michael swallowed nervously.

Angel could see that something had really spooked Michael. Do you want me to come get you?

Yes, Michael answered.

Okay, I’m coming. Angel couldn’t refuse his soul child.

Angel? Michael called when he didn’t hear the man say anything for a while.

I'm here. You can keep talking to me if you’re scared, Angel soothed. I'm already on my way to get you.

Should I meet you halfway? Michael asked.

He wasn’t sure where the office was, but he was too afraid to stay in the class. He couldn’t understand how everyone had just disappeared a moment ago. And the classroom had turned old and decayed as if it had been abandoned for many years. Michael didn’t want to be in that place again. He could feel something sinister about the place, but he didn’t know what it was.

No, Michael, stay right there, Angel said. I'll be there soon.

Michael hoped the man would hurry up. Angel was the one he needed to call upon when he was in trouble. This was the god he had chosen to follow. This was the god who was supposed to help him. And this god was his father. That’s what he knew about Angel. He only hoped Angel was a good god who would take care of him. Michael soon began crying.

Baron noticed that Michael was crying, so he stopped the introductions. He got off his chair and quickly walked over to Michael.

By the time he reached Michael, Angel had entered the classroom.

Baron, sensing the man’s presence, turned to see him entering the classroom. He knew Angel would handle the situation with Michael, so he waited.

When Angel reached Michael, he picked the boy up into his arms and hugged him.

Baron narrowed his eyes at Angel. “I don’t know what happened. What’s wrong with him?”

“He’s scared,” Angel answered.

“Of what?” Baron didn’t understand what was causing Michael's fear.

Angel shook his head. “Michael, what scared you?”

“This place is haunted,” Michael answered.

“Haunted?” Angel asked. “No, Michael. There are students in this place. This place isn’t haunted.”

“I don’t want to do this anymore,” Michael cried.

“Okay.” Angel caressed his back. “I'm taking you out of the class and keeping you with me. Is that okay?”

Michael nodded.

Angel looked at Baron. “I’ll keep him with me. Something spooked him, and I need to find out what it was.”

Baron nodded. “Okay, well, do let me know when you find out.”

Angel nodded and began to head out of the classroom.

“Where are you taking me?” Michael asked.

“To my office,” Angel answered.
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When Angel left the classroom, Michael lifted his head over Angel’s shoulder to look back. Everything looked fine—the building wasn’t looking old and decayed on the outside. He began to wonder what had happened just now. How was inside the classroom looking like that just a moment ago? How come no one else had noticed it? And why did it change back to normal when Angel began talking to him in his head? Michael wondered if Angel was playing tricks with him, but he doubted it. Angel seemed like a man that was down to business.

“Do I have to do this?” Michael asked.

“Do what?” Angel didn’t know what Michael was talking about.

He wasn’t reading his mind. He was sensing the school and the surrounding areas to see if he would find anything unusual. He was sure there was something.

“The school?” Michael answered. “I don’t want to do it anymore. Why am I even in a school? Why can’t I just stay with you if you’re the god I want to be with?”

“Michael, you’re in a school because that’s what the coordinators want,” Angel answered. “Let’s just go along with it, okay? I’m not going to send you back until you’re ready. So, you can stay with me until you start feeling better. You don’t need to worry about anything.”

Michael didn’t think he would ever go back to class. He wondered if he could go back to the orphanage, but he figured that wouldn’t make any sense. He didn’t belong to anyone there. With Angel, he at least had a father. But he couldn't understand why he had to go through the school. And why did he have to go through three gods just to be with his father?

When the classroom had looked old and decayed, Michael had felt an evil presence nearby. He was sure there was something powerful coming to hurt him. He wanted to tell Angel about it but didn’t. He had told Angel that the school was haunted, and Angel had said it wasn’t. Michael felt like Angel didn’t understand him. As Angel carried him in his arms, again, Michael wondered if Angel was playing tricks with him.

“Angel?” he called.

“Yes, baby?” Angel answered.

“Nothing,” Michael said.

There were too many things on his mind, and he couldn’t find the right words to say.

“Just relax,” Angel soothed. “I know you’re scared. You don’t have anything to be scared of. I’m here, and I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you. I’m your god, and I’m the one who’s supposed to make you feel safe. I’ll do everything if you don’t want to do anything.”

Michael couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Could Angel do everything for him?

Just then, Angel reached the main office building. He walked inside. At once, he caught the attention of a lot of eyes. The five coordinators that had come with the buses were staring at him through a glass window. They were seated in the lounge. A few of them smiled at him. Angel smiled back but continued to his office. He hoped he wasn’t breaking any rules by taking Michael with him during class hours.

When he entered his office, he closed the door behind him and took a seat behind his desk. Michael was still in his arms. He took a deep breath, wondering if the coordinators would come to his office and have a word with him after having seen him with Michael. He sent out his energy but felt no one coming his way.

Finally looking down at Michael, he could see that Michael wasn’t crying anymore. Reading Michael's thoughts, he could see that Michael was still afraid. He wanted Michael to relax, so he decided not to question him about his fear yet. Instead, he waited for Michael to say something first. Angel figured that was best. Michael was already in his arms and clinging to him. And that meant there was no way Michael was going to let go of him anytime soon.

Angel sat in silence and caressed Michael’s back. What seemed like an hour passed by when there came a knock on the door. Angel lifted his gaze toward the door as he wondered who could be disturbing him now. When he sensed out what energy was behind the door, he cursed mentally. The five coordinators were there, and he could sense that they weren’t in a good mood. He was sure they were going to tell him about Michael, that Michael needed to be with the other students. 

Angel got off his chair and walked toward the door. As he did so, he could feel Michael's fingers on him tighter now. Michael was no doubt afraid of whoever was on the other side of the door. But Angel knew he shouldn’t idle when it came to the coordinators. It was best to do what they wanted to avoid any conflict, though Angel knew he would start breaking rules when it came to Michael.

He opened the door. “Yes?”

The coordinator that stood in front of Angel was nearly a foot taller than him. “You need to take the boy back to his class with his friends. It’s for his best interest that you do so. Why do you have him anyway? We thought you were seeing to him briefly, but more than an hour has already passed. You should take him back to his friends now.”

“He’s afraid,” Angel replied. “I can’t put him back there yet. Can’t you see he doesn’t want to go back there?”

Angel didn’t even know any of the coordinators’ names that were in his school.

The tall coordinator looked at the child in Angel’s arms. “Michael?”

“Yes, Andean?” Michael asked.

“Why are you not in class with the others?” Andean asked.

“I was afraid,” Michael answered. “I don’t want to go back there. I don’t want to do this anymore.”

Andean narrowed his eyes and looked at Angel. “If he doesn’t go back, we’ll have to put him back with the last god that he belonged to. And that’s Ashlar.”

“He’ll go back,” Angel said to Andean. “Just give me some more time with him please. He just needs to calm down first. Isn’t this acceptable? I’m sure a few hours or a day will calm him down and he’ll want to see his friends again.”

Andean considered this. He looked at the other coordinators for their approval. They nodded after a moment.

Andean turned back to Angel. “Okay, you can keep him for a while. If we think it’s taking too long again, we’ll be coming back to talk to you again. Understand?”

Angel nodded. “Yes, and thanks for giving me some extra time with him.”

Andean nodded. The five coordinators then turned and left.

Angel closed the door after they were gone. He headed back to his desk and sat down.

“Michael?” Angel called softly.

Michael hummed in response.

“Did you hear what Andean said? Do you know what that means?” Angel asked.

“I can’t do this,” Michael said. He was on the verge of crying again. “You
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