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Chapter One

Melody had been
alive for a few thousand years, and
she had seen many a change in the world—some good, some bad. As she
sat on the rooftop of the hotel looking out over the London
skyline, she was afraid, for the first time in her life, of the
change that was about to come, a change that her
assignment had a hand in orchestrating. She heard a flutter of
wings behind her and startled. She hadn’t noticed just how deep a
trance she was in until her fellow guardian angels and best friends
sat down beside her, bringing her back to the present.

“How’s it
going?” she asked Aria, who was smoothing out the skirt of her
ethereal robe and sat precariously on the delicate roof tile of the
Gothic hotel.

“It’s going. That’s all you have to worry about, Mel.” Aria
placed a sympathetic hand on her friend’s shoulder. Melody looked
back over her shoulder
and gave a nervous smile. Another
flutter of wings came from the other side of her, and she turned to
the right to find Chordelia standing on
the head of a grumpy looking gargoyle. Melody let out a big sigh
and turned back to watching the city. It was almost dawn and people
were beginning to wake. The emergency services had been running all
night, of course, thanks to the demons and Samson. The rest of the
Nephilim, as well as Goddess Scarlett and her soulmate Dyston, had
already cleaned up most of the aftermath of the battle of Trafalgar
square—the crumpled buildings and the burnt-out shells of cars. Now
all that was left to do was to wait until the vaccine was ready.
They couldn’t do much more.

“There are
still thousands of possessed and tainted souls out there,” said
Melody, a hint of concern lacing her voice.

“I know, but Max and Gabe are still not strong enough,” said
Chordelia, leaping from the gargoyle’s head and landing gently
beside them and folding up her wings. She sat on the edge of the
roof beside Melody. Aria stood and floated down to join her fellow
guardians at the bottom of the sloped roof.

“I want to go
out and find Lucifer’s son and his mate, as well as the Angel of
Death and the Angel of Fate, and bring them back so they can face
justice.” Melody hated not being able to do anything. What was the
use of her being on earth if she couldn’t fight demons or protect
her assignment? She felt utterly useless.

“I know, Mel.
We all want that, but it would be a waste of energy. We need to be
here tending to the wounded and helping Goddess Scarlett and her
family,” said Chordelia.

Melody turned to her friend and
rested her head on her shoulder.

“Why are you
always the wise one?” She sighed again.

“Oh, I don’t
know. Perhaps it’s because I have to keep you two from perishing in
battle or falling out of the Realm of Fire… and I am the
oldest.”

“Only by a century,” added Aria, taking Melody’s hand and
stroking the soft skin of her palm. Melody shivered under the
caress. She loved it when her friends brushed her hair or traced
patterns on the palms of her hands to calm her. Melody was always
the anxious one. She was always the one who
sought approval before she did anything. She felt that was her
flaw. She needed to be strong and
independent, but that was hard when she was so used to following
the rules.

“Argh!”

Melody froze,
hearing Gabriel shout from several floors below. She jumped to her
feet and leapt
off the side of the roof and onto the
small Juliet balcony below. The French doors were open so the
angels could come and go freely from the room they resided in. The
white curtains billowed in the gentle breeze. Melody stepped
through quickly in search of Gabe. She had heard his shout. He’d
sounded hurt.

“Gabe?” she called out. She couldn’t see him in the current
room, the bedroom portion of the spacious suite they had rented,
but the smashing sound of something breaking in the next
room alerted Melody to his whereabouts. She hurried through the
double doors, taking out her dagger as she ran. What she saw in the
next room gave her pause.

There stood Gabriel, in the
middle of the kitchen and living area, shirtless with his arms in
the air.

“Gabriel? Are
you okay?”

He turned to face her and
instantly dropped his hands and put on an awkward smile.

“Yeah. Fine.” His face heated with embarrassment as if
she had just walked in on a private moment.

“What are you
doing? I heard you shout.”

“Oh. I’m okay. Sorry. I was just practising with
my trait. My aunt and uncle thought it might be a good idea if we
kept up our training since we’ll be away from Michael Academy for
who knows how long.”

Melody let out
a relieved, ragged breath as she slid her dagger back into her
thigh sheath.

“That’s a good
idea. How’s it going?”

“Not very good. Every time I try to manifest my power into
its physical form, I seem to let out too much and destroy
things,” he
explained, gesturing toward the light
fixture and the TV. Both had been shattered. The ugly glass light
fixture and bulb now lay in shards on the carpet below. The TV was
an entirely different story. It looked like they were up for
a hefty cleaning and damage bill.

“Oh. Oh no.
Perhaps, you should practice outside, or we should find a bigger
space with fewer breakable objects.”

“Yeah. I wish
we could go back to Michael Academy. The combat room there was
perfect.”

Melody had an idea. She smiled
knowingly and made her way toward Gabe.

“I think I may
have a solution.”

“Yeah?” She
placed her hands on his bare chest. She heard his breath
catch.

“Yeah.” As she
was quite a bit shorter than Gabe, she had to get up on her tippy
toes to meet his mouth. And when she did, she pressed her lips
gently over his, soft as a whisper.

She then
gasped when Gabe’s hands snaked their way around her back, and he
tugged her into him. His lips came crashing down on
hers.

“Show me,” he
whispered.

“Okay.”

For him, she would be brave.
For him, she was willing to break a few rules.

 


 



Chapter Two

“Again!” Max concentrated on his trait, on the red energy inside him, and what it
could do. He held out his hands and closed his
eyes.

“It isn’t
over.”

Max’s eyes
snapped back open, and he looked around for the source of the
voice, but he knew he wouldn’t find it in this room. It was an
instinct. He closed his eyes once more and concentrated on the
power within him, but no matter how hard he focused, he just
couldn’t subdue his father’s power. Dyston threw
lightning bolt after lightning bolt across the ballroom of the
hotel, but Max missed every single one.

“Max? What’s
going on? You’re normally good at this.”

“I know. Let’s go again.” Max shook his head, shaking out
the foreign
voice in his head and concentrated on
Dyston’s hand. A blue-white lightning
bolt crackled and fizzled in his father’s hand and then
shot across the room like a lasso. Max threw out his hands when the
lightning bolt was halfway, and at last,
he grasped onto it. Red tendrils snaked their way around
Dytson’s lightning, knotting their way up the
bolt toward Dyston’s hand. The lightning sizzled and then died
and disappeared before Max’s red tendril could reach Dyston’s
hand.

Dyston grinned wildly.

“That was impressive. Well done, son.” He walked over to his
son and placed a hand on his shoulder. “How about we go get
something to eat, and
you tell me what was bothering you
before?”

Max sighed. “Fine.” He followed
his father from the room.

***

Scarlett had
booked the entire hotel for
them, so there was no one else staying there. Lakyn, Rachael, Gabe,
Eden, Asher, and the three guardians were staying there as well.
Samuel had gone back to be with his soulmate, Scarlett’s mother,
and Beth had gone back to the palace in Vatican City. Dyston led
Max over toward a table in the corner at the hotel restaurant. The
table was next to a window, so Dyston slid into the window
seat, so he had a perfect view of the street outside in
case there was a threat. Max picked up a menu just to have
something to do with his hands. He wasn’t that hungry. He needed to
put off telling his father what had happened earlier for as long as
possible. He couldn’t tell him that Samson was now taunting him
like he’d done with Gabe. Dyston picked up a menu and quickly
scanned it.

“What would
you like?”

“Um… anything.
I don’t care.”

“Max? Are you sure you’re okay?” Something had caught Max’s
attention outside through the window. A made-up distraction. Air.
A make-believe
distraction outside was better than
talking about his nightmares. Dyston put his hand on his son’s, and
it drew Max’s attention back from nothing outside the
window.

“You’re
distracted today, son. You can talk to me, you know.”

“I know. It’s
nothing. Don’t worry. I’ll have the blueberry pancakes.”

“Sure. I’m
getting the bacon and egg roll. Want a coffee or tea?”

“Tea, please.
Earl Grey.”

Dyston
signalled for the waitress, and she came over quickly. While Dyston
ordered their food, Max took out his phone and scrolled through his
contacts. His thumb hovered over Eden’s name. He glanced at his
father then back at his phone. His father was too nosy. He
had to finish his training with someone that wouldn’t keep asking
if he was okay. He opened up a text message and typed a note to his
cousin.

 


Max: You free?
Need to talk.

 


Her reply came back within a
few seconds.

 


Eden: w/Ash at
Covent Garden. Come meet us.

 


Max didn’t
know London that well, but he knew Covent Garden. It was a popular
hangout spot for young adults on the weekend. It was also a hotspot
for souls, and since arriving in London, he had reaped many souls
from there. He knew that’s where he would find Eden and Asher even
before she’d texted him. He stood from his seat.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
OF SONG

Angels of London: Book 2
x>

Bestselling author of the Legend of the Archangel series

L.L. HUNTER





