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  Dedication

How often in our lives have we walked among angels, heavenly beings, as they whisper upon our necks, in our ears.  This is dedicated to all angels among us.
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  Prologue
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Stamford Hospital’s Maternity Ward was full late Friday night, March 15th, 2004, when a young couple entered the hospital to give birth to their twins. They were excited. Life could not have been more perfect for them. They were firm in their faith that all would be fine. Except, all was not fine. One of their twins did not make it. He passed shortly after birth. They went home grateful to have one of their babies with them while they planned to bury another. 
Meanwhile that same night, a young nurse’s aide was found shot to death, her lifeless body lying in an alley behind the hospital. A female angel watched as a body was thrown overboard like a piece or garbage. Having mercy, she dove deep into the water’s depth and catches up the young man bringing him up to the surface. 
Life and death go on and on as a circle.
It would take an act of violence, a rendering of faith and enduring love to right a wrong and save two young souls. 






  
  Chapter one
Alyssa Aldaine's Story
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Alyssa slowly became aware of the soft fluttering sound of wings surrounding her. She tried to open her eyes, but they felt weighted shut. Exhaustion weighed heavily on her even as a fragment of memory made her feel as though something wasn’t quite right. 
She was finally able to force her eyes open, only to quickly close them against the blinding light. It was beautiful and painful at the same time. A chittering of whispers came to her ears. 
She heard a man’s voice command! “Silence, she’s not ready yet.”
Oh no! Alyssa realized in a heartbeat where she was. Her family went to church every Sunday and between Sunday School and returning home from church to talk about the sermon, it was kind of hard to not have an idea of where she was.
Alyssa was a senior at Franklin High School in Danbury, Connecticut. She was a beautiful young girl who others envied. Her natural auburn hair, and her beautiful blues eyes were envied by other girls. Her hair had natural highlights, that others had to pay for. She was petite in stature but large in motivation. She wanted to be in a medical field where she could help people, so her grades were above average, which allowed her for a promising career as a medical doctor.
She was an only child and adored by her parents. Except she was not exactly an only child. She had been a twin, but her brother died at birth. They visited his headstone on holidays and left flowers for him. They had named him Timothy after her father. Occasionally she would catch her mom staring sadly off into space. She always wondered if she was mourning the son she never got to know, but she never complained. She grieved in silence.
Alyssa was seventeen years old when she decided to defy her parents’ wishes for the first time in her life and join her girlfriends as they all snuck off to a local party on a Saturday night, as well as ignoring her father’s advice about alcohol and drugs. 
Cory, a young football jock at her school would be there. He was her first real crush. She had fallen hard and fast for his smiles and sweet words. She thought she was in love with him. She found out the hard way that sometimes love was only skin deep as she arrived to find him in the arms of some strange girl. Alyssa did not recognize her from school. 
Her shame was made worse by the cruel teasing of some of the girls there. Their echoes screamed in her ears. Cory was a football jock. He could have the pick of any girl in school. Why would he pick a simple girl like her?
She wanted to crawl into a hole and hide. What was she thinking coming here tonight? This had been a big mistake.
Alyssa was tricked into drinking what was later to be determined to be a spiked alcoholic drink with drugs in it. Several other atrocities were visited upon her that ended her short life that night.
We all make mistakes at some point or other in our lives. We make an unwise decision and wind up going down the wrong road. Sometimes we are lucky enough to regret it the next day. Alyssa was not going to be that lucky.
Her final fleeting thoughts as life ebbed out of her as she fell into a coma were, “Someone help me. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Lord, forgive me. I didn’t mean to do this.”
No one knew how she ended up in the small bathroom at the back of the house. Her so-called best friend Shelby was too busy having fun to notice her absence. It was hours before she was found lying alone on the floor. 
An ambulance would be called, and the police would investigate her death. Several drugs would be discovered in her system. Her heart could not sustain the shock. Her so-called best friend’s guilt would stay with her for years. Alyssa was pronounced dead the next day. She never regained consciousness. It was November 2nd, 2020, Four a.m.
Alyssa’s eyes slowly focused on the beautiful angel standing in front of her. His broad shoulders were flanked by large white wings. His golden hair glistened. His eyes penetrated her soul, although she could not determine his eye color. She was surrounded by darkness, yet ahead she could see a bright light. The light was moving slowly away from her. No, no this was bad.
“I’m sorry,” she cried, “please don’t send me to hell. I don’t want to die. I would never willingly take my life. I just made a stupid mistake.
“Hush child.” The angel spoke. “I am Archangel Michael. I am the great captain, the leader of heavenly hosts. Your time on earth has passed. I cannot change that. However, you have been granted grace. I show you mercy. You are not ready to rise to the heavens just yet. You have something to do first. Stand now and accept your wings.”
She rose as if on command. She stood in front of this magnificent Angel. He wrapped his wings around her as he whispered in her ears.
“You will listen for my voice and only my voice to guide you in your mission. There is another who needs your help. His time, however, is limited. He must see the errors of his way and ask forgiveness.”
“Wait,” she cried, “what if I fail? What if he won’t repent?” For she knew what was going on. He could be sent to Hell if he didn’t change his thoughts and seek forgiveness.
“You won’t fail,” Michael smiled. “I have faith in you. Either way your wings are secure. You will rise when your time comes with or without him. Other archangels will protect you, have no fear. Close your eyes. Do not be afraid. This is a blessing to be granted such an important task. Quiet your fears and calm your soul. Close your eyes child and sleep now.”
Alyssa’s body swayed gently as though floating on a soft billowy cloud as she slept. Her wings curled around her as she landed gently on the shoreline of the East River near Bronx, New York late on a Saturday evening in November.
If anyone could have seen her, they would be shocked and amazed at a beautiful young girl with beautiful white wings wrapped protectively around her. She appeared to be sleeping peacefully. As it was, she was invisible to the human eyes.






  
  Chapter two
 Aiden Aetos

[image: image-placeholder]

Unlike Alyssa, Aiden’s life had not been filled with love and compassion. He never knew his mother, who as he had been told, died when he was a baby. His father was reputed to be a Mafia member. Aiden had been warned not to ask too many questions. He was raised by an aunt and uncle who made it constantly clear that he needed to work and pay his own way. They did not have extra money to feed and clothe him.  
Aiden lived in a small two-bedroom apartment with his aunt, uncle, and younger cousins, Sammy, and Johnny. All three boys shared a tiny bedroom deep in the Bronx. By the time he was twelve he had brought home a sleeping bag which became his bed on the floor in a corner. No one questioned where or how he got it, no one cared. The two younger cousins shared a tiny twin bed. 
Due to Aiden’s small stature, by the time he was thirteen he was hustling the streets for food and money. His piercing blue eyes freaked his aunt out as she put it. His hair was mahogany brown and wavy. 
No one cared where he went, or if he was safe if he returned with his weekly stipend of money. As long as he contributed to the household, no beatings occurred, and no questions were asked. 
Even though the conditions were poor, and his aunt and uncle didn’t treat him well, he worried about his younger cousins. Sometimes he would sneak food into them while his aunt and uncle were away making them promise not to tell.
Aiden gave up on school completely by time he was fifteen. He finally gave into the pressure surrounding his life and joined a street gang. This was a common occurrence in the Bronx area. It was not too bad while he was starting out at this age, since the younger members were assigned to stealing and hustling. He went home with money every day and life got easier.
Life as a gang member took a sudden turn when he turned sixteen. The stakes became higher, and initiations started. A new leader, known as Ace, took over the gang that referred to themselves as Ninth Street Dogs. Pressure was put on several boys in the gang to steal cars. 
The day Aiden turned seventeen the fragile hold he had on his bleak reality took a turn for the worse. He had become hardened by the lifestyle he was forced to live. No one came to rescue him. No one cared what happened to a bunch of poor kids in the Bronx. Fighting became a way of survival, of life. The weak get beaten; only the strong survive.
Things went too far one night when he was taken to a warehouse by Ace and some of the older guys. He will never know why he was signaled out. They were holding a young girl and boy who had been caught taking extra shares for themselves. Cries for mercy, that they had hungry brothers and sisters to feed, fell on deaf ears.
Ace handed Aiden a gun; telling him to take care of them and once his mission was completed, his initiation would be done. He’d have respect and a new standing in the gang.
Just because Aiden quit school didn’t mean he was stupid. He knew there was more to it than that and felt that this was Ace’s way of holding something over Aiden’s head to extort him with. He refused to shoot the kids. Stealing and hustling was one thing but killing was another. He wasn’t going to do it no matter what. 
He made a stand, knowing full well it, could be his last. He yelled for the kids to run as he raised the gun and pointed it at Ace. He didn’t have time to think about what the consequences would be for him. Before he realized it, he had fired a shot from the gun when three of Ace’s gang members rushed him. He had hit Ace in the arm which only angered him more.
Over the years he had become quite good at street fighting, however he was no match for Ace and his three gang members who quickly beat Aiden to unconsciousness. His life passed from him as he lied there on the cold dark pavement.
Ace sent two of his senior members to dispose of the body. They went out in a small boat. They tied a cement block to Aiden’s ankle and tossed his body into the water where they assumed it would sink down into the murky depths below.
The Angel watched from above weeping silently for the child in the water. She flew down into the blackness grabbing the body and bringing him up to the surface. She laid Aiden’s still form gently on the shoreline where it would be assumed he had washed up from the East River, near the Bronx Area, New York on a cold Saturday, November 2nd, 2020, at four A.M. a young man called Aiden, life on earth ended.
No one would report him missing. At the age of seventeen, Aiden had died as an angry, bitter, lonely young man.
He wasn’t a bad kid. To the contrary, despite his harsh upbringing and disadvantaged life, he spent his last moments trying to save others.
His only fault was leaving the world with so much anger and bitterness in his heart. 
He had not been raised in a church. He knew nothing of Heaven or Hell, which opened the door to dark spirits who lie in wait for lost souls.
His body lied in the wet sand, less than a mile from Alyssa’s body, on the same night at the same time.
The difference between the two was that upon opening her eyes, although confused about her location, Alyssa fully understood what was going on, while Aiden sat up looking around confused and disoriented. He had not realized yet his physical body was gone. His spirit waited for expiatory purification. It lied in wait for grace to be rendered. 
Alyssa was about to become his redeeming quality.






  
  Chapter three
Archangel Michael
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Archangel Michael hovered high above the clouds in the heavens. He made a swirling motion with his right hand. A shimmering mirror like opening appeared allowing him to see the two young souls down below on earth. They had been placed near each other. All was proceeding as it should.  
He always worried for his young messengers when he sent them out. He felt a great responsibility for them. It was the boy called Aiden; his heart hurt the most. He had never been shown a moment of kindness or compassion in his young life. He was guilty of stealing and fighting. 
However, none of his acts had been immoral. He had been found worthy of wings. Neither of them should have had their young lives cut short as they had been.
It was up to Alyssa to help show Aiden kindness and forgiveness. He could not enter the kingdom of heaven full of anger. The rules were strict. He did not have much time.
Michael arched his head as he heard his name being summoned. “Yes Father, I hear you. I shall call on the other archangels for healing, guidance, and protection of these two young souls. They will be worthy angels to join our messengers.”
Michael stole one last glance before he set off to do Father’s bidding. He paused and turned around making a small clapping motion with his hands. “Alyssa,” he whispered, “It is time to wake up. You must go to Aiden. You have
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