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Blurb

 


Author, LAURA
SHINN will take you on a journey where
heavenly creatures of an unseen realm battle for the protection and
happiness of mortals. Two worlds collide and an angel must make the
most important decision of his existence. The wrong decision will
end in his destruction.

 


Deep within
the forest, David—a Guardian—watches over a hunted child and her
mother. David has battled, protected and encouraged human
authorities for centuries as an Avenging angel, since the dawn of
Earth’s creation. But now he faces a new challenge…and a new
problem. How does an Avenging angel under new assignment become a
Guardian, and how should he cope with his growing feelings for
Sarah, the child’s mother?

Time has run out and a hitman is on their
trail. Forced to run, they must find the evidence to protect Nicole
before a ruthless killer finds them. Determined to win Sarah’s
heart and still maintain his heavenly status, David accompanies
them on their quest. Will the Lord allow David, Sarah and Nicole to
be a family…a mortal one?
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REVIEWS

 


3.5 Blue
Ribbon rating! “Someone To Watch Over
Me” In the book “SOMEONE TO WATCH OVER
ME”, by Laura Shinn, this author takes the reader on a journey of mystery,
forbidden romance between a heavenly creature and a human. Once I
started the book I found myself not wanting to put it down. This is
a book that will keep you intrigued till the last page.

Romance
Junkies

 


4
Stars! “Someone To Watch Over
Me”

“SOMEONE TO WATCH OVER ME by creative author
Laura Shinn has
everything: suspense, romance and inspiration all tightly woven
into a story that you won’t soon forget. Ms. Shinn allows tension
to mount as she skillfully brings David, Sarah and Nicole to life
and tells their amazing story. The Christian theme supports and
adds dimension to this most gratifying novel, SOMEONE TO WATCH OVER
ME. I am glad to know that this is only the first in Laura
Shinn’s Angels of the Realm
series because I am looking forward to reading
more.”

ECataromance

 


4 Angels! “Someone To Watch Over Me”

“Oh my God, I just loved this
book! It spoke to me in so many ways, from romance to the power of
never giving up in finding your soul mate. David was a man I loved
for his patience, love and moreover, his kindness, since you don’t
see many men like that. Someone To Watch
Over Me by Laura
Shinn is not only a great read but has it
all. From suspense, action, romance to even the power of faith in a
love that seems so impossible, this story makes you realize that
with the power of love and hope, anything is possible.”

Fallen Angel Reviews

 


4 Tombstones! “Someone To Watch Over Me”

“This is definitely a Christian
book and while that’s not my usual genre, I enjoyed it. The
characters are well established and very easy to like. The story
itself is gripping and I found myself almost on the edge of my
chair with tension wondering if the good guys would win in the end.
If you’re not particularly religious, give this book a try anyway.
It’s a good thriller.”

Bitten By Books

 


5 Hearts! “Someone To Watch Over Me”

“Someone to Watch over Me is an incredible
tale of deepened feelings, a poignant read that grips the reader.
The characters of Sarah and David are remarkable in the way they
work together to protect Nicole. Ms.
Shinn creates a well-crafted plot with
excellent penmanship and intensity that makes the storyline more
genuine for the characters. The way she fashions the theme of
Angels into this rewarding story makes it even richer. This is an
absolute breathtaking read that keeps the pages rapidly
turning.

The Romance Studio

 


5 Stars! “Someone To Watch Over Me”

“They say a picture is worth a
‘thousand words’. But can a thousand words paint a picture in the
same way? The novel, “Someone To Watch Over Me”, by
Laura Shinn, is the type
of literary work that can accomplish just that! It’s a story you
won’t soon forget! A Christian theme is recurring in skillfully
crafted detail throughout the novel as the characters wrestle with
their own personal relationship with
God. It is an intriguing story that is
laden with everything you could desire in a novel of this kind –
intense drama, on-the-edge-of-your-seat suspense and action, humor,
romance and inspiration. A must-read!

Robert Rose {private reviewer}

 


 



When we cried unto the Lord, he heard our voice and sent an
angel, 

and hath brought us forth out of Egypt.

Numbers 20:16

 



Chapter 1

 


Sarah
Denison woke with a start only to realize her nightmare
was all too real. Once she awoke, she knew it
wouldn’t get any better.

She rolled her head to the side and noted
the time. It was the middle of the night. With a soul-weary sigh,
she allowed her eyes to close again. In the state between
wakefulness and sleep, Sarah remembered.

Police cars
pulled up in front of her home. The grim-faced officers said her
daughter, Nicole, had been placed in protective custody after
witnessing the murder of her beloved husband, Peter. She was forced
to pack in a matter of minutes and leave their home. Two policemen
escorted them to a safe
house in the forest. She wasn’t told
where.

Sarah rolled
all the way over to her side, bringing her knees up and hugging her
pillow close to her chest. She bit her lip to hold back the tears
gathering in her eyes.

Here they were, five months later, still
waiting to discover who murdered Peter. The waiting would not be so
hard if her daughter would open up to her once more. If only Nicole
would speak again.

Would this
nightmare never end?

Sarah lost the fight as silent tears slipped
down her cheeks to soak into her hair. She cried long into the
night. Her sleep would be slow in coming.

 


* * * * *

 


From the
start this assignment progressed unlike
anything David could remember experiencing as an angel. Throughout
the many millennia, since the dawn of his existence, he remained
obedient and confident in his place in Heaven.

Lately,
though, he found himself confused and frightened. To his knowledge,
David knew of no other angel—besides Lucifer—who questioned God’s
plan regarding his own creation. David questioned it
now.

After so
many years, David discovered his weakness: A desire to feel, truly
feel, the human love of another. Angels, like him, anticipated
their duties to mankind. Yet, something within his heart began to
slowly change. Could he be falling in love? Was this the emotion
tugging at his heart? Could this be the explanation for the turmoil
he felt with each new dawn?

David’s eyes
traveled down to the frightened, yet loving woman who slept
soundly, her midnight tears spent.

Sarah. His mind spoke her name as
a caress.

Sarah’s
chestnut hair lay across her pillow in tempting disarray. Bright
green eyes, closed in healing sleep, drove his heart to madness
whenever she smiled. Sarah Denison epitomized life. She radiated
joy. Her beauty encompassed every part of her body, spirit and
soul.

As the
months of his assignment expired, he watched her joy of living
fight daily with a powerful need to simply give up and submit to
despair. Sarah’s surface emotions remained calm and pleasant.
Inside, her soul ached. The daily temptation was great to ease her
deeply-etched sorrow, but he knew it to be a forbidden
path.

A fierce
need to offer some form of comfort compelled him, a demand so
intense he could not ignore it. Without thought, David reached out
to touch the softness of Sarah’s cheek. Seeing his strong immortal
fingers against the soft velvet of her skin snapped his focus back
where it belonged. He snatched his hand away before the warmth of
her touch could tempt him further.

Shaking his
head slightly, he closed his eyes, blocking her image from view.
With a frustrated sigh, her beautiful face appeared in his mind’s
eye. David wasn’t afraid of Sarah as a woman, but did confess she
made him feel a surprising vulnerability. The need to protect her
in a personal way caused his heart to feel guilt and
shame.

David opened
his eyes but forced them to turn away from Sarah. Retreating with
haste into the dimension meant for angelic creatures, where mortal
eyes could not see, he levitated from the floor. His
shoulder-length auburn hair and white sarong whipped wildly. He was
still within the room but set apart so he could observe without
being seen.

David took
in a controlled breath, letting it out slowly. “I must beware of
these feelings. They could bring pain to others as
well.”

His gaze
shifted to Sarah’s seven-year-old daughter. Nicole Denison was his
latest assignment. Her coloring mirrored Sarah’s, soft brown hair
and eyes that must have come from her father. They were a startling
clear blue, reminiscent of a bright, summer sky.

David drew
nearer, his brow knit in speculation. The child refused to sleep
anywhere other than her mother’s side. Since witnessing the brutal
murder of her father five months ago, Nicole refused to speak. Nor
would she smile, even when her mother tried so tirelessly to
encourage it.

Sarah’s
tearful broken prayer was the reason he’d been sent. He was to
remain Nicole’s Guardian until her crisis was resolved. Once his
assignment was complete, he would be expected to leave his charges
behind...as he had done before.

Yet, how
could he leave them? To stay would be disobedient. And he
refused to
go against God’s wishes. He’d never given the Lord a reason to
discipline him. He vowed he wouldn’t now, even though his feelings
for mother and daughter grew day by day.

The ache in his chest sent him from the
bedroom in the secluded cabin. He remained close by, though, in
case he was needed. The night wind beckoned and he left his
dimension behind. Seconds later his feet soundlessly touched the
damp ground as the warm, evening breeze ruffled his hair.

David
closed his eyes and breathed in the
scents of the night. The honeysuckle growing nearby released the
strongest smell, yet the trees and grass bore a unique fragrance
all their own. He loved it all. God created a beautiful planet for
mankind, more beautiful than any of the others throughout the
universe. Oh, how he longed to experience it more, one day as a
mortal man.

His brow
knit in confusion and David opened his
eyes. He looked down upon the long, unfamiliar sarong he
wore. Guardian. It felt strange to be
called by that name. This assignment was unfamiliar. His normal
duties leaned more toward protecting men or women in positions of
power. Such was the role of an Avenging angel. Previously, when he
still bore the honorable title, he wanted so much more. Even in the
beginning, before Adam and Eve were cast out.

Regardless
of the consequences, he dreamed of a different love and harbored an
earnest longing to be a physical and permanent part of the lives of
Sarah and Nicole Denison. Although he longed to be human, he would
always remember this time with Sarah and little Nicole—no matter
what happened.

Shame filled
his heart and David lowered his head and closed his eyes once more.
The scolding he issued himself was fierce and uncompromising. He
cared for Sarah and Nicole in a way strictly forbidden by angelic
law. Even though these rebellious new feelings grew with each hour
he spent in their presence, he would not allow himself to sin.
David would not
follow the same path as Lucifer. There must be
another way.

Desperate
eyes rose to the heavens, the stars brilliantly lit against the
twilight sky. David thrust his arms open wide. “What am I to do?
This love I feel is unexplainable. It is simply impossible!” His
voice echoed into the night and David wondered why there was no
heavenly response.

Perhaps he knew the answer already, he
thought as his arms slowly lowered to his sides. Neither woman nor
child had physically seen him. The love he felt for mother and
daughter was blessedly one-sided. He alone suffered.

A small cry
from within the cabin caught his attention. David flew with
lightning speed to their bedside. His chest tightened painfully
when he saw Nicole’s frantic eye movements as she slept. Another
whimper of distress escaped her lips. He may not have a human soul,
but he possessed a heart. Right now it hurt painfully. This need to
connect with Nicole could not be overcome. He must do something to
ease her pain.

Ever so
gently, David touched the child’s warm forehead. He saw her dreams
and cringed. Sadness filled his heart at the loss of her innocence
and trust. Nicole dwelt in constant fear. She never left her
mother’s side, even when her mortal protectors were close
by.

Reaching
deep into Nicole’s mind, he emptied it of the nightmares caused by
her father’s murder. Her eye movements ceased and her breathing
calmed. Using his angelic influence, he chose a memory within
Nicole’s mind of happier times when she was younger and her father
still alive.

Nicole
smiled gently in her sleep and David’s heart warmed with pleasure.
With the completion of this assignment, when the murderer was
brought to earthly justice, how would David find the strength of
will to turn away and leave these two precious people
behind?

“How, Lord? How?” David whispered into the quiet of the
room. Not anticipating an answer from his master, he turned on his
heel, away from the bed. Once he reached the room’s only window, he
lifted an edge of the dark blue drapes and stared blindly into the
night. Searching for a way.

 


* * * * *

 


Nicole awoke, opening her eyes to
slits when she heard a soft, sad voice. Her eyes focused and
remained on the strong man looking through the window. He was very
tall. She wasn’t afraid of him. He wore a beautiful white robe
wrapped around his waist that glowed like her nightlight and a
thick gold belt. Even though he didn’t move, the gold in the belt
winked at her, making her smile. Nicole’s eyes widened at the huge
white, glowing wings on his back. He must be my Guardian angel.
Nicole felt safe for the first time in many months.

As if her
stare caused a noise within the quiet of the room, the angel turned
his head toward the bed. His eyes opened wide for a second, as if
surprised. Then with a sigh, he smiled. Nicole echoed the gesture
and a comforting peace put her heart and mind at rest.

“Sleep,” he commanded in a deep, yet softly compelling
voice.

Without question or argument, Nicole closed
her eyes and obeyed.

 


 


 



He will command his angels concerning you
to

guard you in all your ways.

Psalm 91:11

 



Chapter 2

 


Sarah jerked
upright in bed, searching quickly for her daughter. When she didn’t
find her on the bed, she panicked.

Blinking the
sleep from her eyes, she searched the room with haste. Within
seconds she located her little girl. Nicole stood silent and
motionless off to the side of their bedroom window, her back and
head resting against the sunken edge of its frame. Her head sat
tilted slightly to one side, watching the sunrise. Wasn’t she? Even
from here, Sarah could see her searching the grounds outside. Yet,
there was no sign of fear on Nicole’s face.

Sarah’s eyes
narrowed, taking a closer look at her daughter’s face, though
mostly in profile. Her eyes widened in shock. Nicole was smiling.
Not the open, carefree grin she once wore but a smile of
contentment, of inner peace. Dare she hope..?

“Nicole, honey?”

Nicole
turned and met her with calm eyes, another shock to her system.
Usually Nicole’s eyes reflected fear or,
at the very least, unease whenever someone spoke to her. Sometimes,
even when Sarah spoke. More than anything else she’d faced, seeing
fear in Nicole broke Sarah’s heart.

Her
daughter’s smile grew as she left the window and crawled up on the
bed to deliver a welcoming hug. Sarah bit back the tears
threatening her eyes as Nicole hugged her with such
ferocity.

There was so
much pain and sadness. So much death.

Sarah
tweaked Nicole’s nose causing her to giggle slightly. Sarah
appreciated the reward. This morning’s show of affection answered
one of many prayers she sent up over the last several months.
Nicole was slowly emerging from her protective shell. Sarah
wondered what happened to release the fear Nicole had lived with
for so long.

Instantly, she felt it again, a
third presence when she and her daughter were alone. Or were they?
Her brow wrinkled with intense concentration. Reaching out with a
mother’s sixth sense, her head tilted at an angle. The presence
didn’t feel evil. Her spirit would’ve known right away. She’d felt
this presence for several months now, as if she and Nicole were
being constantly watched and protected—loved.

Months ago,
when they first arrived at the cabin, Sarah felt hunted every time
she turned a corner. This seemed completely different. The
sensation felt warm, like an inner warmth traveling through every
part of her body and soul.

Sarah shook
her head to clear it. Maybe these feelings were from the Holy
Spirit, to ease her pain. It would explain so much.

Or maybe
this feeling came from something, or someone, else. She couldn’t
shake the idea from her mind.

Deciding to
temporarily dismiss those confusing feelings, she grasped Nicole’s
hand and took care of necessities in the bathroom.

Moments after they finished dressing in the
small bedroom, one of the two policemen knocked on their door.

“Come in.” Sarah wrapped her arm around Nicole’s shoulder
and waited.

Louis peeked
around the door and gave the girls a friendly wolf whistle. “Only
you two gorgeous ladies could look this good so early in the
morning.”

“Tease,” Sarah admonished with a friendly smile.

Louis
Felding, a handsome man in his late thirties, stood less than six
feet with a thick swatch of brown hair, streaked lightly with
silver. Although average height, his muscular build and trim waist
proved he was a fit man. Kind, brown eyes smiled at Sarah, unusual
for a worldly cop. He never failed to be patient and funny and
Sarah truly appreciated the attention he gave them, especially to
little Nicole. Over the months Louis became a good and reliable
friend.

Nicole
wrapped herself around her mother’s waist. Sarah looked down sadly.
The newly won smile her daughter wore only seconds ago disappeared
from her face as she hid behind her mother’s body. Sarah understood
it wasn’t Louis’ fault, but she still couldn’t bear seeing her
daughter return to a stony silence.

Poor Louis
wanted so much to befriend Nicole and received only silence and
distrust in return. At least
he tries, she told herself.

The other
officer assigned to protect them, Jimmy Hamlin, hardly ever spoke
to herself or Nicole. From what she could tell, he spoke only with
Louis, and not very often. He seemed to forever be
checking the
grounds. Well, what did she know of
police procedures? After all, he was being paid to protect Nicole
and herself until the murderer could be found. His lack of kindness
or attention should make no real difference. As long as Nicole
remained safe, nothing else truly mattered.

Louis came
closer at a non-threatening pace then lowered himself to one knee.
When he reached Nicole’s eye level, he winked and smiled
engagingly.

“How about some sunshine, Nicole? Would you like to play for
a while outside with your mother?”

Nicole
raised emotionless eyes to her mother who smiled and nodded her
approval of the idea. Nicole nodded once, released her mother’s
waist and returned to stare through the window as if searching for
something.

Louis stood.
Keeping his voice low, he leaned close to Sarah. “Give me ten
minutes to take a look around outside then I’ll come get
you.”

“Okay. And Louis,” she called before he could turn away
completely. “Thank you for trying so hard with Nicole. Believe it
or not, I think she’s beginning to respond to our attempts to make
her speak again.”

“I hope so. Not just for reasons regarding the case. It’s
unhealthy and unnatural for a child not to run and play. And
smile,” he added with a frown when he looked over to the solemn
child by the window.

Because she
needed to tell someone, she admitted quietly, “She did this
morning, Louis. Smile, I mean. For the first time since all of this
began. I don’t know why, but whatever the reason, I’m
grateful.”

Beyond the
human realm, David listened to the adult’s conversation while
hovering close to Nicole’s side. His heart warmed at Sarah’s words.
It didn’t matter if she didn’t know he was the reason for Nicole’s
smile. And this he knew for a fact, though he didn’t mean to be
seen by the child. Only Nicole’s improvement and Sarah’s joy of the
situation mattered.

He watched
the protector, Louis, nod his thanks to Sarah and leave. A minute
later he could be seen through the window searching the wooded area
surrounding the small four-room cabin.

Louis
searched outside and at the edge of the
forest for any suspicious-looking tracks. He turned his back to the
cabin, in case anyone looked out the window and checked the ammo in
his magazine before popping it back into his Colt .45 ACP. He and
Jimmy requested extra ammo for their handguns before being sent to
the cabin to guard Nicole and Sarah.

Running a
hand through his hair, Louis wondered exactly how much longer
they’d be stuck at this cabin. Nearly five months of waiting for
Nicole to speak or information regarding her father’s murderer to
surface took its toll on Louis’ nerves. After the murder they
brought in Vincent Moretti for questioning since Nicole’s father
was murdered in his warehouse. Forty-eight hours later they were
forced to release him when they found no evidence after a thorough
sweep.

When Louis
thought of Moretti, his gut hurt. That was a bad sign. It meant
something or someone was dirty. This was his case and Jimmy agreed
they should hide the girls and not tell a soul their location. At
this point, Louis didn’t know who to trust.

The Captain’s unit had been working this
case for all these months and they were no closer to finding the
murderer. Louis vowed if something major didn’t show up regarding
this case in the next week, he’d put a call in to Captain Biggs and
find out what the hell was going on with the case. They couldn’t go
on like this indefinitely.

Finishing his sweep of the grounds, he
jogged back to the cabin.

Louis swung
the door open in a grand gesture then rubbed his hands
together. “All right, ladies. Time for a
breath of fresh air.”

He led the
way to a semi-clear and open area, fifty feet from the house. They
found only two toys at the cabin, a football and a Barbie doll. He
held the football with both hands, preparing to throw it. He would
try once more and see if Nicole would play.

“Okay, Nicole! Think you can catch it?”

Sarah looked
down. Her daughter stood motionless and close to her side, her
expression closed. Sarah would once more be her daughter’s
hands.

Sarah sighed
deeply, moving Nicole in front of her body. “Help Mommy catch the
ball, honey. Here we go.” She motioned to Louis.

David
watched from the air over Louis’ shoulder as Nicole closed herself
off from everyone. She didn’t even blink when the ball soared her
way. It was as if she didn’t really care whether the ball hit her
or not. Sarah caught the ball easily and returned the
toss.

This
must end. Nicole would eventually become
physically ill if she didn’t overcome the fear she kept deep
inside. She needed to smile and relax. She needed to be a child
again.

David knew
the law. He was to remain unseen unless absolutely necessary. He
glanced down at little Nicole and defended this decision. It was
necessary, for Nicole’s health and peace of mind.

Permitting
himself to be seen by Nicole alone, he waited for her recognition.
She did so instantly. Her smile was a welcome sight.

Louis waited
for Nicole to show some sign of life when, suddenly, she did! He
straightened in stunned silence, his mouth hanging open.

“What?” Sarah asked fearfully then followed his eyes down to
Nicole. She gasped in surprise.

David raised
out-stretched arms toward Nicole, showing her what to do. “Play,”
he commanded gently and smiled. With a single nod, David motioned
to Louis.

Nicole
bobbed her head up and down eagerly and raised her arms in
obedience. She bestowed on Louis her first smile.

Louis
beamed with happiness. “Great, kiddo! Now, here
it comes!”

Sarah
blinked through her happy tears at her daughter who easily caught
the football. The Lord gave
my child back to me.

In a flash,
Sarah felt a familiar presence. A warm sensation traveled up her
spine. Not Louis—someone else. The sensation didn’t frighten her.
Sarah felt strangely comforted. It reached out to soothe her tired
soul and she felt contentment for the first time in
ages.

A
warm breeze reached out to caress her cheeks and
blew through her hair, drawing it backward. Sarah closed her eyes
and sighed. The warm touch of the gentle wind felt good against her
skin, as if caressed. How she loved warm, breezy days. Sometimes
she closed her eyes when the wind rushed over her and pretended to
fly.

David felt
the breath of Sarah’s sigh leave her body and he watched her eyes
close in pleasure. It was uncanny how wonderful he felt by pleasing
Sarah. The simplest things made her smile, such as the angelic
breath from his body—a breeze to mortals—or the whispery touch of
his hand against her cheek. His expression of love and devotion she
believed to be a part of nature. If only Sarah knew the
truth...

“Heads up, Sarah!” Louis called before launching the
football her way. She caught it at the last second then
laughed.

Sarah
withheld tears of joy at the incredible sound of Nicole’s answering
laughter. It was a day for miracles.

 


* * * * *

 


“I want the child found,” the cruel, passionless voice spoke
into the phone. “I don’t care about the woman, she saw nothing.”
The man subconsciously squeezed the cold, plastic phone in his
powerful hand, his patience running thin.

“You have the resources at your disposal and I expect
results. I pay you too well to come up empty-handed. I’ll give you
one more week then I want an answer to the child’s location. If I
don’t get the information by then I’ll be visiting your immediate
family. At your
funeral,” the man bit out through gritted teeth.
Taking a deep, calming breath, he hung up the phone without
slamming it down. He absolutely despised people who could not keep
their cool in desperate circumstances. It was
uncouth.

He looked
leisurely around the room at the expensive furnishings and felt
pride at what he’d accumulated over the last decade. Not many men
with his humble beginnings could claim such a fortune before the
age of forty.

The
expensive leather chair squeaked as he leaned forward to stand. The
thick carpet cushioned his Italian leather shoes when he walked
over to the dual windows behind his desk.

Beyond this
mansion, men on his payroll guarded these grounds, his warehouses
across the country and sat in high government positions. A crooked
twist of his lips formed a menacing smile. All of them were nothing
more than a pack of trained dogs who would obey his every command.
The feeling of power exhilarated him, rivaling a sexual
high.

His contact
in the police department was being paid an outrageous sum of money
for information on the location of Nicole Denison. For such payment
he demanded immediate results. He expected it from anyone who
worked for him.

His smile
faded. Time was running out. The authorities and their
investigation were entirely too close for his peace of mind. With
the child properly disposed of, there wouldn’t be a witness to
Peter Denison’s murder.

Such a
shame…the innocent man had the worst of timing, coming upon
the meeting
by accident. Yet, after overhearing part of the
damning details, which would put a swift end to his chosen career,
Peter Denison couldn’t be allowed to live.

And who
would’ve imagined his daughter would
follow him inside and hide. He detested it when the innocent
stuck their noses into his affairs. The inconvenience of the
situation left a bitter taste in his mouth.

Nevertheless, he expected it to be settled
soon, putting his worries at an end.

The man
returned back to his plush chair and reached for a cigar, eager for
the flavored smoke to sooth his irritation. Lighting it, he puffed
slowly, enjoying the smell of Cuba’s
finest cigar. He took a deep breath and sighed.

Once his hired man dealt with
Nicole Denison, his peace of mind would be restored.

 


* * * * *

 


A week
passed since Nicole’s dramatic change and
she got better with each day. Yesterday evening during supper,
Nicole told her mother, “Thank you,” out of reflex when someone
handed her the green beans. Everyone at the table froze, even the
quiet Jimmy, staring at Nicole in surprise. Then Sarah’s quiet,
“You’re welcome,” put everyone back in motion.

Several
words were spoken earlier this morning as well. Her reply to the
question, “How are you feeling today?” and a brief, “Excuse me,”
when she burped after breakfast. Each word, each smile was another
victory slowly freeing her daughter from the dark cloud destroying
her exuberant personality. Even her nightmares miraculously
ceased.

Louis’
constant encouragement gave Sarah more peace of mind and she
couldn’t help but like him. In many ways, he reminded her of Peter.
She and Peter were best friends growing up before finding a rare
love years later. Peter loved the Lord to his dying breath and
Sarah was comforted in her grief knowing he was in
Heaven.

Though Louis
did more for her than she could ever repay, Sarah couldn’t picture
anything more than a deep friendship with him. She finally
understood he was interested in her as a woman after what happened
two nights ago.

Much of the
stress she’d tried to deal with in the last few months overcame her
and Sarah hid away in the kitchen to cry. Jimmy was outside again,
somewhere, and Nicole lay napping in their room.

Louis
entered the kitchen without a sound. She didn’t even know he was
there until he called her name softly. Sarah turned in surprise to
find him several feet away. Without much thought, she walked right
into his opened arms, seeking comfort from her
heartache.

As her tears
quieted, she tried to pull away only to be held securely. Sarah
raised her head in confusion and felt a strange disquiet at the
expression on his face. His hand rose to lightly touch her cheek,
traveling down until he held her chin.

Although he
released her soon afterward, she’d felt disturbed and even a little
embarrassed. She couldn’t explain her sense of betrayal. Strangely,
it wasn’t Peter’s memory she felt she’d dishonored. It was someone
else. But that was crazy, wasn’t it? She didn’t understand the
feeling at all.

No one
showed more kindness to Nicole than Louis, from the moment the
police arrived at her home. He proved over and over the depth of
his friendship on a daily basis. Yet, she knew he wanted more. She
simply couldn’t love him the way he wanted and she never would.
They were going to have to talk...soon. She cared about his
friendship too much to lead him on in any way.

Nicole and
Louis were outside playing some sort of sword game. Sarah watched
them through the living room window, absently wiping her hands on a
kitchen towel. Their relationship still surprised Sarah.
Is this the same child who only a
week ago was still locked up in her grief, refusing to bestow a
carefree smile or utter a word for months on end?

She turned
away, a smile tugging at her lips. There was an evening meal to
finish. She wasn’t obligated to cook, or so she’d been told. Yet,
she insisted. After two nights of Louis’ cooking and Jimmy’s one
attempt, she took the bull by the horns, the wooden spoon from
Louis’ hand and banished them from the kitchen. Louis laughed
outright. Even Jimmy cracked a crooked grin as they deserted the
kitchen, intelligent enough to not to complain if they
wanted edible food.

Besides, cooking helped keep her mind and
hands busy.

Outside,
within the realm of supernatural creatures, David hovered easily as
he watched over Nicole. He wasn’t visible at the moment and didn’t
need to be. The man, Louis, was a good protector. And Nicole, under
his kind attention, progressed at a normal rate. Nicole smiled
often and spoke several times a day. David was pleased with her
recovery. She deserved so much happiness.

David turned
his head in time to see Sarah looking out the kitchen window. His
eyes followed her retreating back as she turned away. How he wished
he could see beyond the cabin walls as easily as he passed through
them. Even angels were given limitations.

Though Sarah
was human and needed human contact and love, David’s heart ached
nonetheless when he remembered the sweet embrace Sarah shared with
Louis. He wished for one brief moment in time to be human as well.
A man with a soul and something to offer his beloved. Then it would
be possible for him to share Sarah’s life, experience her love and
return it wholeheartedly.

However, such was not the case. Nor could it
ever be.

David looked
up towards the heavens, recognizing the Lord’s voice inside his
head. Immediately, he knelt on one knee. The Lord’s words filtered
down to him in the instant he spoke.

Prepare for battle. Evil comes with the
dawn.

David
lowered his head in confirmation and understanding. Earthly evil
did not exist on its own. It was
conceived and carried out from the minds and will of Satan’s
minions. Before the evil men arrived, there would first be a battle
in the air. Only the victor there would find victory later at the
cabin. Victory was his intention and sworn vow. He would not
fail.

Because it
was imperative Nicole listen and obey his command, David appeared
before the child and spoke calmly, but with authority.

“Go inside. Stay there with your mother and protectors.
Leave for no reason until I return. Do this now.”

“Yes, I will,” Nicole answered, entirely too serious for a
child her age.

Louis’ head popped up from his
position on the ground. Nicole stood over him with her wooden
stick, or pretend sword, against his chest. Louis,
the bad guy, lay defeated.

Louis smiled
and asked, “Will what, Nicole?”

His humor
faded quickly when he noticed her attention was focused not on him
but on the tops of the forest trees above his head.
Who is she speaking to?

Nicole never answered. With the
speed of the very young, she turned quickly and, like a shot, ran
the twenty-five feet toward the cabin.

Alarmed by
the drastic change in her behavior, Louis rolled quickly to his
feet and pulled his .45 from his belt holster, following right on
her heels. A quick search around them revealed nothing.
What spooked Nicole?
To his surprise, she quickly closed and locked
the door behind him. She looked as cool as a cucumber.
What the devil is going
on?

Confused by
her actions and lack of fear, he turned and asked breathlessly,
“Nicole, are you okay?”

In a charged
whisper, she said, “No one can leave the cabin! We all have to stay
inside until I say.”

Relief
washed over him in powerful waves. Quietly, he holstered his
handgun. A game. All of this was a simple child’s game...and it
took about ten years off his life.

Louis
placed his hands on his hips loosely and
asked in a mock serious voice, “What if the cabin’s on fire? Can we
leave then?”

Nicole
didn’t smile. In fact, the question seemed to alarm her and Louis
opened his mouth to put her fears at ease.

Sarah
spoke from the kitchen doorway. “Why should we
stay inside, honey?” Sarah wiped the last of the water from her
hands on the old dish towel and laid it aside. She knew her
daughter too well. Something was wrong.

“Because he told us to.”

The adults
exchanged a blank look. “Who, Louis?”

Nicole
rolled her eyes. Sometimes grownups weren’t very smart. “No, Mommy.
My Guardian angel.”

Sarah looked
over to Louis and saw him release a heavy breath and relax. She,
however, did not. She knew better, knew angels truly existed.
Throughout time, their deeds were clearly recorded in her worn and
well-read Bible.

“Come here, honey.” Sarah opened her arms. She wrapped them
comfortably around her daughter. “How long has your angel been
talking to you?”

“About a week, I guess. Why, Mommy?”

Sarah
remembered her frightened daughter’s first smile, remembered the
slight nod she believed to be for Louis. She remembered all the
times Nicole seemed to speak to an imaginary friend. Now she
wondered if she was wrong.

“I was only curious,” Sarah reassured her daughter with a
gentle hug. “Mommy wanted to thank your angel for taking such good
care of us.” She swallowed nervously. “Is he in the room right
now?”

Nicole’s
smile vanished, which gave Sarah her answer.

“No. He told us to stay inside until he returns. Do you
think something bad is about to happen?”

That was
certainly a loaded question. She couldn’t answer her daughter past
the lump of fear in her throat. Her frightened eyes rose to
Louis.

He easily
read her expression. “Not if Jimmy and I have anything to say about
it,” he answered Nicole but kept his focus steady on
Sarah.

Louis’ face changed suddenly at
the mention of Jimmy and he left the living room quickly, searching
the cabin. He returned a few seconds later and met Sarah’s
questioning stare. He shook his head. Jimmy was nowhere to be
found.

 


 


 



See that you do not look down on one of
these little ones. For I

tell you that their angels in heaven always
see

the face of my Father
in heaven.

Matthew 18:10

 



Chapter 3

 


David took
one last look at Sarah and Nicole. While Sarah read at the end of
the sofa, Nicole slept with her head resting on her mother’s side.
For their sake he could not fail. This battle would only
have one outcome—victory.

He admitted
to personal reasons behind this fight. He would be at war until
eternity expired before he sacrificed Sarah and Nicole to the evil
wanting them dead.

The battle
was at hand. David flew straight up with lightning speed, through
the cabin’s roof and into the turbulent clouds rolling in quickly
and quietly.

Angels from
the Lord’s realm did not have the power to control earth’s elements
unless God overrode Satan’s dominion over the earth and allowed
them to do so. Since the fall of Adam and Eve, Satan maintained
control and power over the
air surrounding the earth. Always during
a supernatural battle, Satan’s minions would create an angry storm
with raging elements displaying an ominous power in the sky,
disguising the battle within.

Time to
begin. Unsheathing his powerful sword of the purest gold, David
flew through the gathering storm and saw the waiting demon who
promised sure death to Sarah and Nicole if victorious. David ground
his jaw, setting his mind and determination to win. There would be
only one victor this day, he vowed once again.

In a clear
and resonant voice rising above the sound of the black storm, David
declared with authority, “I am the Lord God’s arm of vengeance!
This day He commands you to be defeated in His name!”

The demon’s
black sword was already drawn and ready, sharpened until it gleamed
like obsidian. The fallen creature’s skin was a dull black, as if
burned and charred. Red eyes burned at David with hatred and the
demon smiled with malice, revealing pointed, black
teeth.

With a
righteous cry as loud as the crashing thunder surrounding him,
David rushed toward his opponent, his
sword swinging forward. Muscles bulged as he struck his mighty
sword against the demon’s black blade, sending an explosion of
blinding white light throughout the sky.

 


* * * * *

 


It took
barely three minutes for Jimmy to come running for the cabin door.
Louis had searched outside the cabin and found him, following
closely on his heels. When Jimmy asked about the emergency, no one
could explain why they must all stay indoors. Jimmy looked at each
adult with a suspicious frown but shrugged nonetheless. That was
only a few hours ago and now sunset approached.

Sarah
cuddled Nicole as she slept, the two sitting at the end of the
sofa. The words Sarah read in her romance
novel were meaningless and several times she caught herself reading
the same paragraph, obviously distracted. She’d read this book more
times than she could count. It was good, granted, but why bother?
Romance and the life-long love of a man were things God apparently
didn’t want for her future.

Nicole
stirred a little in her sleep and Sarah reached out to soothe
her daughter, running her fingers through
her child’s thick curls. Holding Nicole’s sleeping head stationary,
Sarah moved to stand and gently eased her sleeping child to lay
prone on the sofa. Nicole moaned and moved a bit but did not
wake.

Sarah walked
in her socks to the front window and looked up. Thick black and
gray storm clouds gathered overhead. She jerked, startled, when a
brilliant white light flashed through the clouded mass, streaking
across the sky. An explosive boom of thunder followed immediately
and shook the cabin walls. Worried by the noise, Sarah peered over
her shoulder but Nicole continued to sleep peacefully.
How strange. Loud noises of any kind,
thunderstorms especially, terrified Nicole. Sometimes, if the
thunder was too loud, Nicole would cry and hide in her mother’s
arms until it was over.

Yet, there
she lay, asleep as if she didn’t have a care in the world. Her
daughter’s words came back suddenly. Is her fear lessened by the presence of her angel? Is her
angel so powerful and convincing that Nicole feels no fear of the
thunderstorm? Or of their present situation?

Sarah’s eyes wandered back to
watch the play of lightning as it burst through the clouds,
reaching out desperately for the ground. The sun finally sank below
the horizon which made the storm clouds even more menacing.
It’s peculiar how the storm appeared
so unexpectedly only minutes after Nicole’s warning from her
angel.

Did this
storm have something to do with the danger they faced? Sarah shook
her head. What a ridiculous
notion. Of course, this was before Nicole
witnessed her father’s murder and before she’d seen her Guardian
angel.

Could
it be possible Nicole spoke to one of God’s
heavenly beings? She remembered seeing on TV many different
accounts from Christians and non-Christians alike of being visited
or rescued by an angel. The remote possibility that Nicole might
have a Guardian angel shouldn’t be frightening. She believed in God
and Christ, therefore she believed in their world! Of course,
seeing was believing. And she couldn’t claim to ever seeing an
angel. Yet, on faith, she knew they existed.

A warm hand
dropped gently on her shoulder, causing her to jump. Sarah turned
away from the window and smiled apologetically at Louis. He
returned her smile and moved his hand from her shoulder to cup her
neck, his thumb tenderly grazing the smooth column. The feeling was
not repulsive, but it was unwelcome. She simply didn’t share his
feelings.

She reached
up and took his hand away from her neck. Though she smiled, her
eyes were quite serious when she said, “We need to
talk.”

Louis nodded
and they sat side by side at the end of the sofa facing the window.
For reasons she couldn’t define, Sarah needed to see the storm
raging outside. This feeling of connection with the storm couldn’t
be explained, but it lingered, regardless of logic.

A quick
glance around the room revealed they were alone, except for a
sleeping Nicole. Louis answered her unspoken question.

“Jimmy’s in there playing with the laptop satellite link
again. He wants to make sure we can send a clear and quick GPS
signal...if we ever have to. Personally, I think he just likes
messing with the thing. I caught him playing Solitaire the other
day.”

Sarah smiled
briefly, accepting his attempt to put her in a good mood. She
clasped her hands together, keeping them in her lap. She opened her
mouth to speak, a bittersweet sadness in her eyes when Louis raised
a hand to stop her words.

“I think I know what you’re going to say. Please don’t. Not
yet. I know this is the worst possible time to start something. But
Sarah,” Louis stopped to swallow. His resolve firmed and he looked
her squarely in the eye. “I care about you and Nicole. It’s that
simple.”

Sarah
groaned silently. Not just herself, but Nicole too. Nicole was the
one person in this world she would do anything for. Louis struck
using her only weakness, though she didn’t question his integrity.
She truly believed he cared for them. Louis was not only a good
man, but he could keep them safe.

Should she allow Louis a more
personal place in their lives? Nicole needed a father figure and
she needed someone who cared about her needs as a woman. Sarah
looked up and searched his face, his eyes and his heart. Although
she wasn’t attracted to him, she liked and respected everything he
stood for. Louis was a good man, a great friend and he’d make a
loving father. Yet, something in her heart said No, this
isn’t the man for me. Sarah’s eyes
widened when Louis leaned forward, his eyes on her
mouth.

As he
drew closer, Sarah felt the soft brush of his
lips against hers. Seconds later, he broke the kiss. Her lack of
response surely gave Louis his answer. He isn’t the man God chose for me. Maybe there are no
second chances for love in life.

Louis drew
back and their eyes met. He saw no regret, no confusion and no
desire in her eyes at all. Only kindness and a sad kind of
intensity, as if she wanted to feel something in his kiss but felt
nothing. He couldn’t be angry, not with Sarah. Yet, he was
understandably disappointed.

“It’s all right, Sarah. Maybe someday, when all of this is
over...”

Sarah only
shook her head. “Oh, Louis. Time won’t change how I feel. When
Peter and I first met, we were friends. Yet, I was attracted to
him, even then. I fought the attraction for several years, fearing
he didn’t feel the same. With you, I feel only a deep friendship. I
always will, Louis. But I can’t act on something I don’t feel
inside. I’m sorry.”

Taking a
deep breath into his lungs, Louis smiled and stood. “Don’t be
sorry. I had to try. You’re a good woman, Sarah. I only
wish...well, I was good enough for you.”

“Don’t sell yourself short, Louis. I think you’re a special
guy. And somewhere out there is the woman God chose just for you.
Give Him some time to set you up.”

Louis burst
out laughing. “I didn’t know God ran a dating service.”

Sarah smiled
and stood, facing him. “Of course. He did create Eve for Adam,
didn’t he?”

“Yeah. And look how that turned out.” Both laughed
easily.

Louis
reached out and gently grazed the edge of Sarah’s hair then took a
step back. “I’m going outside to get some more wood before it
rains. This storm is bound to make it cold tonight.”

“All right,” Sarah agreed with a smile.

At one time,
Louis touching her face or hair would have unsettled her, but now
it felt comfortable. It was the touch of a close and loving friend.
Sarah watched him go, her smile disappearing. The destination of
Louis’ soul concerned Sarah. He didn’t know the Lord. She needed to
tell him about the gift of the Lord’s grace. Soon.

Like a
magnet, Sarah’s head turned and she was drawn back to the window.
She gazed upward as high as the window would allow and witnessed a
powerful streak of lightning as it flashed across the sky. Thunder
sounded, though less ominous now, with a delay of a few seconds.
The storm was moving away. Maybe it wouldn’t rain after
all.

With one
final flash of lightning, brightening the entire room, the vicious
storm subsided. Sarah breathed a sigh of relief as the turbulent
winds eased the gray-black clouds farther and farther away from the
little cabin.

Normally,
storms didn’t bother her. In fact, she found them exhilarating.
Yet, this storm wasn’t a simple storm. It felt different. What
could be its purpose other than to quench the ground’s thirst, for
not a drop of rain fell to the ground? Why? She didn’t have an
answer. It seemed crazy, but she stayed firm in the instincts
warning her something monumental existed outside, high up in those
rolling thunder clouds.

Maybe
Nicole’s mention of her Guardian angel began the compilation of
questions in her head. Not a single question found a satisfactory
answer. One thing was for certain, Sarah wanted to be present the
next time Nicole’s angel made an appearance.

Quite
suddenly the clouds dispersed and the evening moon glowed down on
the little cabin. Radiant stars were already visible. The quick
change in the weather left Sarah unsettled. Something supernatural
must be at work here, something she couldn’t explain but felt deep
in her spirit.

Louis came
in from outside with an armload of wood. Without a word, he worked
to build a fire in the old-fashioned woodstove. Sarah watched him
for a moment then turned back toward the window.

She blinked
in astonishment and her jaw dropped. For a split second in the
heavens, she could’ve sworn she saw a streak of thin white light
fall from the sky down to the roof of the cabin, just like a
shooting star. It wasn’t lightning; the sky remained crystal clear.
Her brow wrinkled in suspicion.

Turning her
head, Sarah’s eyes found Nicole still asleep on the sofa. Her
suspicions mounted as Nicole moved her head to one side, as if
reacting to a gentle touch against her cheek.

Slowly, her
daughter’s eyes opened. A second later, her face raised and lit up
like a lighthouse beacon. Her arms reached out, as if to embrace a
loved one.

Her Guardian
angel. Sarah believed. Didn’t she say earlier she’d felt the
angel’s presence for the last several months?

Without
making a sound, Sarah walked over to the couch. Nicole’s eyes
drifted away from the ceiling and found her mother’s. Sarah
wondered if Nicole’s gaze followed her angel’s.

“Is your Guardian angel here, honey?” Sarah held her breath,
waiting for an answer. The space in front of the sofa appeared
empty. Or was it?

“Yes, Mommy,” she replied matter-of-factly. “He’s smiling at
you.”

He. That fact sunk in first. Then
him smiling...at
her. She removed the stunned expression
from her face and smiled at the alleged empty space. In her heart,
Sarah laughed with joy. This
is the presence I felt all along! This
angel was the one watching over them, protecting them. She
felt him on more than
one occasion. Amazingly, she could feel his presence in the room
right now.

“Thank you, dear angel. Thank you for all you’ve done for my
daughter...and me,” she added with sincerity, tears blurring her
vision. Absently, she wiped them away.

Without
thinking, and because David was incapable of ignoring Sarah in the
face of her tears, he said, “David. I am the Archangel David. And
you, beloved Sarah, are most welcome.”

Nicole
giggled. “Oh, Mommy, he’s so neat! David said, ‘You, beloved Sarah,
are most welcome’. Isn’t he great?”

Sarah gasped
in the quiet of the room. The strength of his presence saturated
the room until she could feel his angelic eyes on her face. The
feeling left a tingling up her spine she could not ignore. Not
because she’d just been introduced to an angel, but because
of his response. Beloved was a term usually
reserved for spouses or family. Did he care so very
much?

More
questions remained, questions she intended to have answered. Oh,
how she wished she could see him! Though, it didn’t matter. In her
heart, she knew he was real.

In all
sincerity, she said, “Thank you, David.”

A masculine
throat cleared from the other side of the room and David chastised
himself for forgetting his audience. He could not afford to be so
careless.

To Nicole he
promised, “I will always be near.” He smiled in reassurance then
turned his head toward Sarah. After a long moment, he disappeared
from Nicole’s sight.

“Goodbye,” Nicole whispered and two sets of adult eyes were
immediately drawn to the empty space, watching for something…any
sign whatsoever of a physical presence. Nothing moved or changed,
but Sarah knew. She knew.

 


* * * * *

 


“He’s gone.” Sarah spoke it as a statement. Kneeling
alongside the sofa, not wanting to occupy the space she believed
the angel David might still inhabit, Sarah brushed her daughter’s
hair lovingly.

Nicole
looked infinitely sad. “Yes, I guess. I mean, I can’t see him now,
but he promised to stay close by.”

Happiness
and relief flooded through Sarah at Nicole’s words. She’d never
really felt safe before, even with the officers guarding them at
this safe house. Yet, she believed neither she nor her daughter
would come to any harm. The Lord sent them an angel to watch over
them and keep them safe.

Louis sighed
dramatically, a hand wiping imaginary sweat from his brow. “Whew!
That’s a relief. It’s a good thing you have some extra help, kiddo.
We mere humans can only do so much.”

“It’s getting late, almost eight,” Sarah declared and stood.
“I think I’ll go finish supper. Nicole, wash up,
please.”

“Yes, Mommy,” she chirped and skipped out of the
room.

“Good idea. I’ll wash up in the kitchen and give you a
hand,” Louis replied and followed Sarah through the kitchen
door.

Sarah made
herself busy. She knew what was coming and waited patiently for
Louis’ words of disbelief.

For some
reason he began in a whisper. “I’m glad Nicole feels safe with
her angel,” he said it with a slight lift of his brow. “But isn’t
she taking this a bit far? I mean, is it healthy for her to rely on
something so far from reality?”

Sarah found
her smile rich with understanding. Why was the truth so hard for
mortal man to see, especially when it sat right under their
noses?

“I think you’ve misunderstood Nicole’s and my position. You
see, Louis, we’re Christians. Our belief in angels stands just as
firm as our belief in God.”

Louis’ face was incredulous. “How
on earth can you believe in those...creatures, Sarah? You can’t see
them, touch them. They aren’t real!” he insisted in a harsh voice,
no longer whispering.

“No, we...” Sadly, she amended. “I can’t see them, though I
honestly believe Nicole saw her Guardian angel. I made a decision
once to serve the Lord based on faith that He, my God,
is real.
My faith includes angels. Every day I trust God and His angels to
help me, be with me at all times.”

Entering the
room through the wall, David overheard part of Sarah’s words.
Silently, he applauded her courage, stating her beliefs with such
conviction. His pride in her surfaced.

Louis shook
his head, completely baffled. “I just don’t get it. I believe in
what my senses can detect, Sarah. Anything else is just a trick of
my imagination or conjecture.”

“And there lies the difference between facts and faith. If
you believe by
faith in
the Lord Jesus, you will see and you will understand. The choice is
yours, Louis. I can’t make it for you. I pray God will give you a
sign so you can believe. I’d hate to go to Heaven and not see you
there. I’ve grown rather fond of you.”

Louis
stepped closer, raising his hand to caress her arm. “You already
know how I feel.”

When she
stiffened beneath his touch, his hand dropped and he sighed in
resignation. “I’ll think about what you said, I promise. No matter
how illogical it sounds.”

“Good, I’m glad.” Sarah gently patted his arm. “Now how
about helping me with this stew.”

“Umm-hum! I just
realized I’m starving,” he growled, reverting back to the friend
she so cherished. Pushing up his sleeves to his elbows, he quickly
washed his hands and prepared to cut up the canned potatoes and
whole peeled tomatoes for their supper.

 


* * * * *

 


David’s
brows went down as he flew from the room and back to Nicole’s side.
He didn’t care for Louis’ familiar touch on Sarah. His body tensed
with a strange, unwelcome emotion, as if preparing for battle. He
was no fool and knew human emotions well. Even though he wasn’t
human, many of the emotions of the race were known quite well to
all of the heavenly angels. Only a few were forbidden. Sternly,
David reminded himself—jealousy is a sin.

 


* * * * *

 


Tonight was
the night he would send the long-awaited signal. In a matter of minutes it would be traced and
Vincent Moretti’s men would erase Nicole and Sarah Denison’s
existence from the face of the earth. Or they would try.

Jimmy
planned to be ready, setting the stage for their arrival. Once he
revealed their location in the forest, it wouldn’t be long before
Moretti’s men stormed the cabin. Only a few hours.

Checking the
laptop’s screen then double-checking his watch, Jimmy typed in the
location code and clicked on the ‘Send’ key. The waiting he’d
endured for more than five months was almost over.

 


* * * * *

 


David was no
longer weary from the battle. His full strength always returned
after only a handful of minutes and his supernatural wounds were
already healed. The time for action drew near as mortal evil
approached the cabin. He knew Jimmy called the evil men and he knew
why. It was David’s sworn duty to protect Sarah and Nicole. He
found victory over the fallen and he anticipated victory against
the evil men who were only minutes away from invading the
cabin.

Everyone
slept, except Jimmy. Every five minutes or so he nervously checked
his watch. Sarah and Nicole would need to wake in the next few
minutes for David’s plan to run smoothly.

David
floated alongside the girls’ bed where the two cuddled together,
sleeping peacefully. He prepared himself mentally for the trials to
come in the next few hours as this assignment neared its
end.

Leaning his head close to Nicole,
David spoke gently. “Awake, Nicole. You and your mother must come
with me.”

Sarah’s eyes
popped open and she sat up quickly, surprising David. He pulled
back fast. This is
impossible! She cannot
hear me. I sent my thoughts to
Nicole alone.

Sarah
blinked hard several times, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. What
sound pulled her from such a deep sleep? For the life of her, she
couldn’t remember what she’d heard. Sarah focused her hearing in
the dead quiet of the room, tilting her head to one side. There was
no sound, not even the wind from outside. How strange. The earth
appeared to hold its breath.

Sarah
glanced over to the window, noting the
time. Still in the dead of night, no light came from behind the
drapes. Careful not to disturb Nicole, she eased from the bed and
slipped her arms into her cotton robe then pushed her feet into
soft house shoes. Her eyes found the clock on the bedside table.
She narrowed her eyes and blinked several times. Dawn remained
several hours away.

For some
reason, Sarah felt anxious. Wide awake now, sleep wouldn’t come easily. Until she figured out what woke
her, she’d be unable to rest.

The dark
night called to her. Sarah loved the
smell and sounds associated with the middle of the night, after the
dew littered the grass and the leaves on the trees. Funny, though,
not even the crickets’ song could be heard tonight. The unnatural
quiet made her shiver. She couldn’t explain it, but something
supernatural dominated the air in the small room.

Walking silently to the window,
Sarah pulled open the drapes.

Without
warning the drapes rushed back together,
cutting off her view of the mysterious night. Sarah jumped
backwards in surprise. She turned in a slow circle, viewing the
entire room and her sleeping daughter. Everything looked the same
as it did before. But it wasn’t the same. The room
felt different. She and Nicole appeared to be the only ones in
the room. Instinctively, Sarah knew someone else was here too. She
could sense a low, humming power and she remembered it well from
other moments in the past few months. Sarah could literally feel
his presence, his need to protect them.

David.

She wanted
to smile, but didn’t. Although she could
feel his presence in the room, she could somehow feel his anxiety
as well.

“Why don’t you want me to look outside?” There was no
response. “David, please tell me. What’s wrong?”

David
hovered within a few feet of Sarah, completely speechless. Never in
all his years on Earth had a mortal spoken to him while unseen.
She’d spoken directly to him twice now, though with more confidence
this time. As if she truly expected him to answer. Sarah believed
in his existence, even without the proof of her eyes. Truly, an
exceptional woman.

The
time to wait had expired and David could
delay no longer. The girls in his charge needed to flee the cabin
before the six men in black arrived, thirty-five minutes ahead of
schedule. David had precious few minutes left to intervene. It was
time for drastic measures.

In a flash
of blinding white light, as if lightning struck within the room,
Sarah heard a male voice boom with desperate intensity.

“Arise and flee! Evil is nearly upon you!”

Sarah cried
out and instinctively covered her eyes. In the next instant, the
room immediately darkened. If not for the ringing in her ears and
the spots before her eyes, Sarah could nearly believe she’d
imagined the blinding light and the voice of...

“David! Oh, my God!
Nicole, get up!” Sarah screamed, rushing to the bed only to find
her daughter already standing beside it, trembling in
fear.

Seconds
later, Louis and Jimmy burst through the closed bedroom door, their
weapons drawn and ready.

“Louis! Get us out of here! They’ve found us. They’re on the
way!”

Jimmy drew
everyone’s attention when he exploded with an earthy curse. He
checked his watch then cursed once more for good
measure.

To Sarah he
asked, “How did you know?”

“It doesn’t matter right now. I just know.” The confidence
in her words could not be ignored. Jimmy paused only a moment to
search her face before he nodded.

“Okay. Plan ‘A’ is out the window. Time for plan
‘B.’”

“What are you talking about?” Louis asked in a deceptively
soft voice. “What plan?”

Jimmy sighed
impatiently, ticked off that things were so screwed up. Months! It
took him months to set himself up as an informant at a high price.
Now everything had gone to hell. If Sarah was right, and something
told him she was right on the money, then he’d been
made.

Jimmy
checked the magazine of his 9mm P35 handgun as he spoke. “It was
supposed to be a trap, to catch Moretti red-handed.”

“Moretti!” Louis growled. “Vincent Moretti… You knew all
along and you didn’t tell your own partner?” His voice grew in
volume with each word.

“Shut up!” Jimmy hissed. “I couldn’t tell you anything. I’m
supposed to be Moretti’s leak in the force. Captain gave me the
idea to set a trap for him. He and our backup will be here any
second and Moretti’s men thirty minutes from now. I sent Moretti a
satellite signal a few hours ago. He’s to arrive at 0200 hours.
That’s...” Jimmy checked his watch. “...in exactly twenty-eight
minutes.”

“No! They’re here already!” Sarah cried desperately,
clutching Nicole to her chest. “David woke me to warn us. He said
they’re almost here! They must’ve decided to come
early.”

Sarah tried
not to get hysterical. Neither man bothered to question the truth
of her statement. It was irrelevant since it changed nothing. It
was time to act, not speculate.

“Yeah, that’s my guess,” Jimmy confirmed. “I’ve been made. I
had a bad feeling in my gut about this plan since the beginning. I
don’t know why, exactly. The plan makes us too vulnerable and it
went down way too smooth. I wonder why the Captain
would...”

Jimmy shook
his head and gave Sarah a hard look. “Come on. Let’s go,” he said
pulling Nicole with him, knowing Sarah would be right on their
heels. “You and the kid are going to the underground shelter
earlier than planned while this sting goes down. Don’t come out
until Louis or I come and get you. If something happens to us,
don’t come out until our guys get here. They’ll find you, don’t
worry.”

Bringing up
the rear, Louis held his weapon high in front of him with both
hands, ready to fire at anything that moved. “Dammit, Jimmy! You
should have trusted me with this.” The accusation came too late. It
couldn’t be changed. The pain of betrayal twisted like a knife in
Louis’ gut.

“Like I said, I was under orders. Now shut up, will you?
Everyone quiet. Sound carries in these forest.” Jimmy looked down
at Nicole, his features softening in the moonlight. “Okay, honey?”
She nodded and quietly they moved out the back door of the
cabin.

About thirty
feet out, Jimmy stopped at an underground storm shelter. He worked
the lock open on the heavy metal door. Keeping a sharp eye in all
directions, Louis waited. He couldn’t see, hear or smell anyone.
There was a slight breeze. If the enemy was here, they weren’t
downwind. There was no smell of human sweat other than himself and
Jimmy.

Finally, the
storm door creaked loudly as it opened. Everyone cringed at the
giveaway sound. Louis gave their surroundings a quick but thorough
search. There was no movement or sound from the immediate
area.

The girls
climbed quickly down the steps and Louis, after a brief hesitation,
motioned to Jimmy he would follow them. Jimmy paused then nodded
his understanding. This wasn’t going as planned and his partner
wanted to be within sight of their star witness. He’d do the same
thing. If what Sarah said was true, he didn’t expect to get out of
this one alive. But he knew his partner didn’t deserve to die for
his screw-up. Louis was right. He should have confided in his
partner and friend, to hell with orders.

Jimmy was
lowering the shelter door when he heard the front door being kicked
in with a loud thud. Hearing the sound as well,
Louis stopped the door’s descent and pushed it upward.

The men’s
eyes met and a silent communication passed between them. Time was
up. As Sarah predicted, Moretti’s assassins were earlier than
expected and would be out the back door in less than a minute. It
would be obvious where he’d put the girls for safe keeping when
they saw him come in the back door. He’d been played for a fool and
deserved whatever he got because of his stupidity. But they
wouldn’t all die. He’d see to it.

Jimmy
pointed to the girls with his free hand, keeping his weapon aimed
at the cabin’s back door. “Take them and go deep into the forest.
Reinforcements should be here any minute.” Looking down again at
his watch, a heavy frown marred his brow. “I have a bad feeling
that’s off, though.”

Louis knew
the risk his partner would be taking by buying them escape
time.

“Good luck, Hamlin,” Louis whispered and the men shook
hands. Perhaps for the last time.

Jimmy threw
his head in the direction of the forest. “Hurry!”

Crouching
low, he crept back to the cabin and leaned against the rough wood
alongside the door, counting. Any second he’d blaze in,
firing.

Louis didn’t
waste another second and lifted Nicole out of the shelter from her
mother’s arms. Sarah was out a moment later. She grabbed her
daughter’s hand and started to run. Louis followed, glancing over
his shoulder long enough to see Jimmy disappear inside with the
back door hanging wide open.

A few
seconds later, the air exploded with gunfire.

Spurred on
by fear for the girl’s safety, Louis snatched Nicole into his arms.
With Sarah about a foot ahead, they ran swiftly toward the growth
of trees, deep into the thick forest.

 


 


 



I looked up and before me was a man dressed
in linen, a belt of gold

around his waist. His body was like a
precious stone, his face

like lightning, his eyes like flaming
torches and his arms

and legs like the gleam of burnished bronze,
and

his voice like the
roar of a crowd.

Daniel 10:5,
6

 



Chapter 4

 


David flew
soundlessly overhead, seen only by Nicole who ran alongside Louis
on foot. Every so often she would look up to see if her angel still
flew overhead. He would nod once and she’d look forward again,
satisfied her angel would keep them safe.

Louis led
them progressively forward. He kept them in the densest terrain,
effectively covering their tracts. It didn’t allow them to move at
a quick pace, but would most likely insure their concealment.
David’s warrior experience appreciated Louis’ expertise—the mortal
knew how to evade an adversary.

Louis,
however, was not his main concern. Nicole was the innocent he must
protect. If the child followed his lead, he knew without a doubt
Sarah would follow, thereby protecting her as well. And David
admitted, if only to himself, exactly how much he needed her
safe.

After
running nonstop for over an hour, Louis paused for a moment, taking
a quick break to catch his breath. Sarah breathed heavily and tried
to ease the tight stitch in her side. Because of her youthfulness,
Nicole appeared able to continue on a lot longer.

Three
minutes. He couldn’t give them any more rest before they would have
to move on. It wouldn’t take long for Moretti’s men to track them
since they were on foot. Louis couldn’t count on the cavalry to
reach them first. He wouldn’t take a chance with Nicole and Sarah’s
lives.

Louis
checked the magazine of his .45 again. No doubt about it, he was
scared. This had officially become a mess and it would get a whole
lot messier before it was all over.

In his cop
voice, Louis instructed the girls to sit at the base of a large
tree with protruding roots. He quickly broke off a few branches
from a smaller tree nearby and used them to cover their heads and
legs. No talking, no moving. He promised to be back before they
could count to two hundred. This gave Nicole something to
concentrate on besides the situation.

Louis
hunched down and tweaked Nicole’s nose through the branches and
leaves, earning him a small smile. It was enough. His eyes found
Sarah’s; she looked frightened and he couldn’t blame her. Louis
reached out and rested his hand on her forearm as a silent promise
that everything would be okay. Gratitude shone from her eyes. With
a crooked smile and a nod, Louis soundlessly moved away.

David
watched Louis leave using the trees as cover. He would not leave
the girls unprotected and hoped Louis knew what to do. It was
imperative they keep moving in order to put the most distance
between themselves and the men in black. They could no longer
afford any delay. Every second counted in their escape.

Behind the
camouflage, Sarah looked down at the top
of her daughter’s head and felt like crying. Absently, she cuddled
Nicole closer, holding back her own tears with effort. She’d
watched Nicole this past week come so far along on the road to
recovery. For a brief moment she’d forgotten why they were in
hiding. Certainly God allowed all of this to happen for a reason,
though she didn’t have a clue what it could be.

Her mother
used to say, “God may allow obstacles into your life, but he always
stays by your side, to help whenever you call His name. We can cope
with anything as long as God stands with us.”

Sarah closed
her eyes and prayed harder than she’d ever prayed before.
God, give me the strength to keep
Nicole and me safe from harm. After five
months of wondering when the ax would fall, living in constant fear
and now their current situation, Sarah didn’t know for sure if she
could cope with another challenge.

Without
warning, gunfire erupted behind them. David heard the girls gasp;
he searched the immediate area. Finding no one, he appeared in a
flash at Louis’ side. The man had been shot twice and was losing
the battle against the men in black.

David cocked
his head, listening with supernatural hearing. Although several
miles away, the police helicopters approached. Help was on the way,
but not before the evil men found Sarah and Nicole. He
would not allow this to
happen.

He flew back
in seconds to where the girls waited. They’d thrown off the
branches and leaves to stand against the tree, holding each other
tightly. David understood their safety lay entirely in his hands.
Both Sarah and her daughter would need to physically see
him.

He
didn’t often need to appear in human
form, but he did so now, coming from behind a tree in their path.
Nicole saw him first and ran immediately to his side, most likely
recognizing him by his face. Sarah opened her mouth to scream but
David lifted a finger to his lips and took Nicole’s
hand.

“I am David,” he whispered. “We must flee.” His deep voice
carried into the forest, despite the whisper.

Without
waiting for her assent, he turned with Nicole and ran through the
forest, hearing Sarah’s footsteps close behind.

He remembered seeing a narrow
stream less than a mile ahead. If they made it to the stream, the
water would hide their footprints while the noise of the running
water would hide the sound of their escape. Thankfully, there were
no dogs to catch their scent.

Finally,
David could hear the rushing sound of the stream up ahead. When he
broke through the trees he took in a deep breath, grateful to see
dense foliage of more trees beyond the water, past the opposite
bank. He would lead them down the stream for at least a mile until
he felt it safe to go to the other side.

Placing
Nicole between himself and Sarah, he indicated they all hold
hands.

“The waters will carry us to safety and hide our direction
and footfalls. Hold tight to one another until we reach the bank on
the other side.”

David
entered the cold waters and knew a moment’s fear. While in human
form he lost many of his angelic abilities. Though still immortal,
he could only do so much for the Denison girls in this human state.
In a true sense, he was vulnerable. He would have to remain alert
to be of best service to his ward and her mother.

Water soaked
both adults up to David’s hips and to the bust of Sarah’s gown. The
rushing water reached Nicole’s chin level and she shivered in the
cold water. Seeing her distress, Sarah pulled her daughter into her
arms until Nicole clung desperately.

David kept
his eyes forward to better maneuver them around the stationary
rocks and deep dips along the stream’s bottom. Sarah kept her eyes
on Nicole’s coloring, worried when she noticed her daughter’s white
cheeks, lips and droopy eyes.

It took over
fifteen minutes until David felt it safe enough to exit onto dry
land. What felt chilly before in the cold water seemed doubly so in
the cold night air. Their wet clothes clung to skin gone numb from
exposure.

Sarah shook
so hard her words came out stuttered. “We h-have to get N-Nicole
dry and w-warm soon or s-she’ll catch p-pneum-monia.”

David nodded
and motioned forward with his head, sweeping the completely
exhausted child into his arms. Nicole collapsed immediately against
him, unable to open her eyes, her shivering involuntary. She had no
strength left to match her courage. David glanced at Sarah to
evaluate her condition. She wouldn’t last much longer in these
elements.

“Follow me.”

Time became
the real issue and neither adult bothered to look back to see if
they were followed. Sarah’s house shoes were lost only minutes
after entering the stream. Her bare feet trampled rocks and broken
branches, yet she forged on with only one purpose echoing through
her brain. She must locate shelter quickly and bring warmth back
into Nicole’s sleeping body. Sarah couldn’t remember the rules of
hypothermia. Is falling
asleep a good or bad sign?

Like
something from a heroic western, David walked directly into a
hidden cave. Monkey vines covered the entrance and reached up to
curl over, around and through the rock wall. Using his head and
shoulder to part the cluster of leaves, David wrestled his way
through. Sarah followed so close to his back, he felt surrounded by
her warmth. Her small hands bunched and held on to the back of his
rough cotton shirt with surprising strength.

David pushed
past the leaves to the inside. He laid
Nicole down and with confident speed began to assemble wood and
rocks for a fire. He sat back on his haunches when he finished and
stared at the dry wood. In a matter of seconds, a fire blazed
within the circle of rocks. No sound came from Sarah and he dared
not look in her direction. The weakness he bore in his heart was
certainly in his eyes.

“I will return,” he said hastily before he stood and turned
on his heel to leave through the covered entrance.

Sarah
didn’t waste one moment; she needed to
get Nicole warm right now. She stripped off her robe and gown,
laying them across a rock beside the fire to dry. Then she stripped
Nicole of her thin cotton gown and carried her over to the warmth
of the fire. Sarah kept Nicole’s icy limp form wrapped tightly in
her embrace, rocking her like she’d done when Nicole was a baby.
Nicole did not stir and Sarah began to really worry.

Minutes
later, David entered with several large quilted blankets in his
hands. He stood barely inside the cave for a long moment, too
stunned to move. Sarah’s nakedness did not embarrass him for God
created mankind and woman with an artist’s care. She looked
beautiful sitting on the dirt floor, rocking her beloved child. He
once saw a painting in the nude, created long ago. The beauty of
woman and child who sat before the glowing fire easily put it to
shame.

Another emotion fought to
surface, powerful in its intensity. He quickly buried the
forbidden, human emotion deep in his mind. He would not mar Sarah’s
beauty and his own pure feelings by giving way to lust. He wanted
this woman in an unexplainable way, but not in a sinful way. He
wanted to be with her forever, as her husband.

He shifted
his stance at the cave’s entrance and her frightened eyes flew in
his direction. Sarah’s alarmed expression calmed instantly with
recognition. It took only seconds for her face to heat with
embarrassment. She lowered her eyes to hide her emotions from him.
David’s grip tightened and he remembered the blankets in his
hands.

Cautious
steps brought him closer to her side. She looked up but didn’t meet
his eyes.

“Where did you...never mind,” she finished quietly with a
shake of her head. It didn’t matter where he got the blankets. What
mattered was David saw to their needs, again.

David opened
one blanket and wrapped mother and sleeping child in the
overly-large quilt. Then he opened another for double
insulation.

“What about you? Take one of these for yourself.”

David’s
smile was bittersweet. “I will not perish. Keep them and be
warm.”

As her eyes
traveled down his body, she noticed two things. He did not tremble
with cold and his clothes and shoes looked dry. He came closer to
cover Nicole’s head with the edge of the blanket.
They are dry!
Amazing.

The entire
situation seemed incredible. This was
David, her daughter’s Guardian
angel.

The light
shining down from the foot-wide hole at the cave’s ceiling cast the room in a dim light, making his
features easier to see. Sarah used their close proximity to study
him. He appeared to be very tall, maybe six three or four. He
wasn’t blond like most angels depicted in paintings. Red highlights
shone clearly from the deep brown mass hanging just past his
shoulders. David’s muscular frame and handsome face gave him more
of a soldier’s appearance. He looked nothing like a cherub. He held
himself with confidence and exuded a power which should’ve been
frightening.

These were only his outward
features, though. As he looked away from Nicole and met Sarah’s
eyes, she also saw a great sadness she didn’t understand. When he
returned minutes ago, it shone clearly in his eyes even then. What
reason could an angel have to be sad?

Keeping her
eyes on David, she watched as he turned
away and reached for an extra stick, running his hand over it. It
looked different, darker. It’s wet! The things she
constantly saw him do amazed her. Squatting down, he poked the fire
with the wet stick until it roared to life. Sarah remained silent,
watching him work on the fire. She couldn’t read his mood and he
appeared deep in thought. She’d give almost anything to know his
thoughts.

David used
the stick without thought, his mind focused on Sarah. Tending the
fire should be keeping his thoughts away
from her, but the opposite was true. He closed his eyes for a
moment and faced the truth. He had broken an angelic law. The
Denison’s were safe for the time being, so he no longer needed to
be visible. Clearly he should return to his silent, unseen vigil
while the Denison’s cared for themselves. With each moment passing,
David became more and more involved with this family. He should
leave.

David opened
his eyes when he heard Sarah adjust her weight with Nicole in her
arms. The problem was he
wanted to
take care of them, in the physical sense. In person. He wanted time
with them before circumstances insisted he leave. David prepared
himself mentally for the punishment he knew awaited.

The Lord’s
voice did not descend upon him and David waited a full minute more
before breathing a sigh of relief. Of course, David thought.
Possibly He
might wait to deliver punishment until after
this assignment’s end.

Reluctantly,
David turned his head as Sarah wrapped her sleeping daughter in one
quilt and the other around her own body. Nicole’s violent chills
were gone and she wore a surprisingly small smile in her sleep. His
eyes followed Sarah as she picked up Nicole and moved her to the
other side of the fire, positioning her so she would remain warm.
She looked up and their eyes met. Slowly, she stood to her full
height, appearing as royalty, although wrapped in the single
blanket around her shoulders. She wore it like a robe befitting a
queen.

Sarah moved
around the fire until she reached his side, keeping her eyes steady
on his face before sitting next to him cross-legged. She was so
temptingly close. It was all he could do not to turn away and
vanish into the night before weakness overcame his sense of duty.
Lovelier than many of the angels gracing Heaven, Sarah represented
his greatest temptation.

From the
corner of her eye she watched him stare deep into the flames as if
hypnotized. She worried over his pensive
mood.

“David?” Sarah called out and he turned.

The physical
and emotional ache David felt to love her
as a human man returned and, unable to hide his emotions, his face
revealed his suffering.

Sarah became
transfixed by the raw, honest emotions in David’s eyes. Pain and
desire. She sucked in her breath sharply, consumed by his intense
blue stare. Never could she remember seeing such a look of agony
before.

His need
drew her in. The connection she felt could only be described as
spiritual. David was a part of her, the missing part she’d been
feeling for months. It consumed her, surrounded her, this feeling
of unity. She realized he had been the one radiating all
of the feelings of love, protection and safety for so long, since
the death of her husband. She finally understood the baffling
emotions she’d felt for months.

There was
something else... Sarah understood why David was here. But did he
feel the same thing she felt in her heart?

Sarah
watched his hungry gaze roam over her face with love before it
finally hit her with the force of a two-by-four. The emotion she
saw on his face revealed human desire, need, like the kind only a
lover can satisfy. The intensity behind his direct look startled
her, but only momentarily. She also saw a sweet longing; she
recognized it as the look of hope.

 


 


 



The angel of the Lord encampeth round about
those

who fear him, and
delivereth them.

Psalm 34:7

 



Chapter 5

 


“I don’t want any excuses why she wasn’t found.” The quiet
voice of Vincent Moretti held a note of contempt and unquestionable
authority. Anyone who associated with him understood mistakes led
to an unpleasant death.

The tall,
muscular man standing before Moretti looked dispassionately over
his shoulder at his five cohorts. Still dressed in all black from
their attack upon the cabin, the tall man in front bravely took a
step forward, looking Moretti in the eye.

“You realize your leak wasn’t a leak at all.” His voice
stayed low and emotionless. “The cop tried to trap you and all of
us into revealing ourselves. He’s dead. I took care of it myself.
His partner ran off with the woman and child and we followed. The
cop came back, though and returned our fire until the police
helicopters could be heard. It was either leave or be
captured.”

Moretti took his time responding.
He lit one of his expensive Cuban cigars and puffed a few times,
enjoying the aroma and taste before leaning back in his plush
leather chair. His focus lay on the cigar as he studied and fondled
it with his thick hand while he spoke.

“My sources in the police department tell me the woman took
the child and ran after your gunplay. She is no longer protected by
the police.”

Moretti’s cold eyes rose and
narrowed on the tall leader standing in front of his desk. “You
know what to do.”

The leader
nodded once, his face like stone. “We’ll find her before they
do.”

Knowing nothing else needed to be said, the
tall man turned to leave, the other five in black filing in close
behind.

 


* * * * *

 


They were
coming, all of them. The protectors and the killers. Strangely,
David feared both. The evil men would bring death if they found
Sarah and Nicole. The policemen would return her to safety, away
from him forever, thus ending his assignment and breaking his
heart. He would no longer have an excuse to remain seen once the
police arrived. His heart broke even now
with the decisions he must soon make.

Early this
morning policemen searched the cabin and
immediate area when he ventured out to take a look. The evil men
would also come, they always did. His greatest assurance came with
the knowledge that the fallen from Heaven could no longer
interfere. He alone must see to the protection of Sarah and Nicole
against Earth’s evil forces.

 


* * * * *

 


Early
morning light stole in through the hole at the top of the cave.
Sarah blinked and found a small warm body close to her own. She
smiled down at her daughter. The pink of health shone richly in her
young cheeks. Thank God she was going to be all right.

And thanks to David.

Still
wrapped within the quilt, Sarah glanced over to where their drying
nightgowns should be. She blinked. The soaking wet nightgowns were
gone. In their place were two very dry shirts, jeans, underwear,
socks and tennis shoes.

David.

His kindness
was never ending as he strove to always think of their needs. Her
eyes lifted in the dim light, searching the cave. She didn’t see
any sign of him. Closing her eyes, she waited a moment until she
felt it...the sensation of being watched. She smiled, feeling his
love for her and Nicole. Without a doubt she knew he lingered
somewhere within the walls of the cave.

Keeping her
eyes closed, she whispered, “Thank you, David. It was very
thoughtful.”

Without
sight, Sarah’s sense of hearing and touch were magnified. She felt
a soft breeze travel across her face to linger on her lips and knew
an angel’s kiss. When her eyes opened, she searched the cave with
all of her senses. He was gone, allowing her privacy to
change.

Quickly she
dressed and woke Nicole who laughed in delight at the daisies on
her shirt. Silver glitter surrounded the tips and made it sparkle
with her every movement.

Sarah was
stoking the fire using the extra wood David collected when he
returned in human form. After pushing his way through the thick
vegetation, he stood at the cave’s entrance with a bowl of fruit in
his hands.

“Great! I’m starving,” Nicole gushed. Skipping forward, she
peered over the edge of the small blue bowl.

Sarah
couldn’t see what lay inside from where she sat, but Nicole’s
squeal of delight brought an instant smile to her lips.

“Oh, Mommy, look! David brought us oranges and pears
and...”

Innocent eyes looked up to David in
question.

“Kiwi fruit,” he supplied easily. His mouth twitched with
amusement.

“Sounds delicious,” Sarah said, smiling. Unconsciously, she
licked her lips in anticipation of the soft, sweet fruit. She began
to thank him until she looked into his eyes.

Promptly,
she closed her mouth. Shock and another emotion she hadn’t felt in
a very long time coursed through her body. David’s eyes radiated
the most heated look she’d ever seen. She could not look away from
the intensity in his blue eyes. Sarah’s cheeks flushed when his
eyes lowered fractionally to her lips. The interior of the cave
became a sauna. The sensation was devastating.

Nicole helped herself to an orange, two
pears and hesitated before carefully picking up a kiwi fruit.

David nodded
his approval. “They are very good, Nicole. I think you’ll be
surprised by the sweet taste of the kiwi.”

Nicole took
her fruit over to a corner of the cave where the light from the
hole in the roof was the brightest, plopped down and eagerly began
to eat.

Sarah sat in
half-shadow, closer to the entrance. David approached slowly,
sitting across from her, only a foot or so away. He laid the bowl
of fruit between them, his eyes never leaving her face.

Sarah, by
force of will, looked away from those beautiful eyes. She chose an
orange and was surprised when he chose a pear. She remembered him
saying he didn’t need food to survive, so he must simply want to
share her company. The thought warmed her heart.

With
infinite patience, she peeled her orange, giving great
concentration toward the task. Her body tingled, aware of his
concentrated stare. She felt a desire to touch again, be a part of
someone again. Knowing David was an angelic creature made no
difference. If anything, it made her feel closer to him, sharing a
love for their God.

After
removing the last peel, she began to raise it to her lips when she
noticed him staring intently at her mouth. From out of the blue a
mischievous glint came into her eyes. It was all she could do to
keep the smile off her face. Ever so slowly, his eyes rose to meet
her own.

David froze,
his mouth opened in mid-bite as she raised a slice of orange to his
lips. He lowered the hand holding his own fruit without even
realizing it. Obediently, he took a large bite of her orange. His
warm, full lips caressed her fingers in the process.
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