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      It had been one week since Melody left, and Gabe thought of nothing and no one else. He became zombie-like, floating through day-to-day activities like a ghost, barely taking in anything. He didn’t listen when people tried to speak to him, only offering up the odd “yes” or “okay” to make it seem like he wasn’t a complete ghost.

      Two weeks later, Eden, Asher, and their friends had had enough and decided to stage an intervention. They walked into combat class one afternoon and surrounded Gabe, who was throwing small daggers at a dummy on the other side of the spacious room. His friends watched as Gabe threw the daggers, one after the other, into the dummy with fervent determination. Eden stepped up beside him.

      “You know, if you concentrate a bit more, you’ll hit your target.”

      Gabe didn’t even look at her as he walked to pick up his daggers. Most of them had sailed past the dummy and either lodged themselves in the wall or hit the floor.

      “I’m not trying to hit my target.”

      “What did that dummy ever do to you?” Asher joked, laughing. Gabe shot him an icy glare. Asher put his hands up in defence. “Sorry, mate.”

      Eden sighed. “Gabe, enough. It’s been three weeks. You have to snap out of this.”

      “No!” Gabe shouted, stunning everyone. There weren’t many students in the room at that point, but those who were nearby stopped and looked at him and then quickly walked away.

      “I’m not going to until Melody comes back.” He turned back to face the dummy, but this time, he dropped the handful of daggers. They clattered and clanged into a pile near his boots. He then held up his palms and shot massive green lightning bolts at the dummy. The dummy, which was made of plastic, immediately melted under the intense heat, and soon, Gabe was left with nothing but a steaming pile of melted plastic on the wooden floor.

      “Whoa. Dude!” exclaimed Eden. “Okay, someone got up on the wrong side of the bed… again.”

      She walked up to her cousin and went to take his arm to lead him out of the room, but as soon as she got close enough, Gabe turned on her and held up a palm. Green electricity sparked from his fingers. Eden stepped back, backing into Asher.

      “Gabe?” she said, her voice shaking. She suddenly felt wary of her own cousin.

      “Leave me alone,” Gabe warned and walked over to grab another dummy from the edge of the room and dragged it into the middle of the floor. Asher took Eden’s hand and began to tug her out of the room.

      “Come on. Let’s go. Let’s leave him alone for a while.”

      “But he’s hurting.”

      “I know, but he’s too dangerous right now. He’ll hurt you.”

      “He’s my cousin, Ash. He’d never hurt me.”

      “Something similar was said about your uncle, Adam, and look what happened.”

      Eden winced, and Asher immediately regretted having to go there, but it was the truth. Angels with power such as Gabe’s were dangerous, especially when they’d had their heart broken.

      Eden reluctantly followed her soul mate from the room.
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      Abraham shuffled down the aisles of his secret underground library with hesitation. One half of him was mad that he had to clean up after Eden and Asher, but the other part, the part that was still infused with demon blood, relished in that rage. He used that rage to fuel his revenge for killing his beloved Jazmine. Her body anyway. Abraham now kept her soul safe in a crystal sphere that hung from his neck. Her body had been gorgeous. He’d been in love with it and was heartbroken to have it destroyed.

      “Soon, my love. I’ll find you a body worthy enough to hold a soul such as yours.” Jazmine’s soul leapt excitedly in her little crystal prison.

      As he picked up the dusty sacred tomes and stacked them back on the shelves, the books which held all manner of secrets and keys to the underworld, Abraham chuckled smugly. For little did Eden know of the secret Abraham himself kept. As he bent to lift another heavy text off the floor, a second crystal sphere clinked against the one holding Jazmine’s soul. He stood straight and held onto both of them as he placed the book back in its rightful place on the shelf.

      “Eden thinks she has rid the universe of you and purified my soul, but she knows nothing. You can’t fool the original Angel of Darkness.”

      He chuckled all the way into the next aisle, stroking the sphere which held his own soul, picking up the last of the ancient demon tomes.
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      Max ran into combat class the next day and was surprised to find Gabe already there. He was half an hour early, but it wasn’t early enough to get the classroom to himself. He should have woken up before dawn like he had the past two days to get his exercise in.

      “Gabe? What are you doing here?”

      “Training. What are you doing here?”

      Gabe hadn’t been facing the door when Max walked in, but he turned now to look at his cousin and had to do a double take.

      “Dude! Where’d you get those muscles? I swear the last time I saw you, you weren’t that ripped.” Max just shrugged and walked over to the weights near the far wall. He picked up a medium weighted dumbbell and placed it on the bar over the bench. Then he lay down and began bench pressing the weights.

      “You’re not the only one who has been training.”

      Gabe put down his bow and walked over to the bench press. He stood beside Max and watched as he lifted a weight heavier than his own body. Gabe sat down on the bench beside Max and swiped a hand through his sweaty hair.

      “Man, I miss her.”

      Max stopped raising the bar up over his head and set it back down in its cradle before rolling over onto his elbow to face Gabe.

      “It’s only been a week. She’ll come back. She loved you.”

      “Nah, man. It’s all my fault. I sentenced her to death. I made her mortal. I have to get over her.” He stood up again and grabbed his bow. He set another arrow into the launcher and let it fly into the head of a cloth dummy. “So, that’s my excuse for this insane training schedule. What’s yours?” He shot another arrow, and another, all landing within the bullseye painted on the head of the dummy.

      “I had another nightmare,” said Max. Gabe froze and dropped his arms.

      “What about?”

      Max set the bar into the cradle once more and sat up.

      “I had a vision of what’s to come. Nightmares and dreams are prophetic for angels like me.”

      “I know. But it could also have come from Abraham or some demon.”

      “Abraham is no longer a demon. And most demons aren’t strong enough to place visions in people’s heads. This had to have been a vision of the future. A prophecy.”

      “Okay. What did you see?”

      Max stood and walked toward Gabe. “I saw another army of demons, and this time, Abraham was the leader. You were there, as well as Eden. And you both had wings. And then I began to burn. That’s when I woke up.”

      “Hold up. So, Abraham is going to lead another army of demons, we all get our wings, but you are set on fire and are burnt alive? That doesn’t seem fair.”

      “Something like that.”

      “Are you sure you were burning? Did you see flames?”

      “No. All I felt was the pain. It was the worst pain I had ever felt. It felt like I was burning.”

      Gabe placed a reassuring hand on his cousin’s shoulder. “Whatever happens, man, we’ll get through it together. You and me, Eden and Asher. We can do this.”

      “And the guardians. I have hope they’ll be back,” said Max.

      Gabe dropped his gaze to his hands. “I don’t know about that. Let’s get back to training. Whatever is coming, we have to be strong enough to face it. We have to be ready.”

      Max smiled. “Wanna do sprints?”

      “Sure. But I get a head start.” Gabe took off across the floor.

      “Hey!” Max laughed and ran after him.
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      Melody flapped her wings as hard as she could. She had to get away from London, away from Gabe. She had to keep going forward. She had to keep moving. Otherwise, she’ll just turn around and sentence herself to death. So, flying too near exhaustion was the only thing she could do to stop herself from turning around.

      She heard a sound behind her, but when she glanced back and saw nothing, she kept going. She flapped harder, feeling the burn of her pectoral muscles as she pushed herself to the limits. Another sound came from behind, and Melody put it down to nothing but wind.

      Then, out of nowhere, a shadow crossed beneath her. Melody faltered and glanced around frantically.

      “It’s okay. It’s just a bird. The demons are gone.”

      But Melody was in denial. She knew the demons had not been banished completely. Another shadow flew in front of the sun, and then all she saw was darkness as thousands of shadows swarmed around her. She drew her guardian blade, but it was too late. The demons swarmed her until all that was left behind was her scream—a scream that, unbeknownst to those who took her, could alert her friends and save her life.
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      Aria floated down the few golden steps from the Hall of Songs to the cloud below. After she and Melody had left their assignments, at Melody’s request, Aria had returned to the Realm of Fire to await another assignment. She hadn’t wanted to leave Max. She could sense he was still in danger. For as long as he lived, the son of the Goddess of the Universe would always be in danger. But her friend came first.

      Speaking of Melody, she had left a few hours earlier to check on Gabe, because “she just had to check on him”. She was due back at any moment. Aria walked to the precipice and looked down upon the earth. It didn’t take six hours to fly to earth and back. Aria smirked. She knew how deeply her friend cared for the boy, and no matter what the rules were, or what she said, you couldn’t break the bond of soul mates. But there was something more unique about the bond between a guardian angel and their assignment. If they fell in love, that bond was stronger than that of ordinary soul mates. It was forbidden for a guardian angel to fall in love with their assignment because a bond like that could turn a guardian angel mortal. A guardian angel worked their whole existence to help save others. Their immortality was sacred. It was all that they were. It was what they lived for. And to have that taken away…

      Thunder shook the heavens. Angels screamed and hurried to find shelter. They rarely got thunder quakes up in the Realm of Fire. Thunder was caused by an angel. It was a trait. A gift. And usually meant someone was angry. And it was usually accompanied by dark storm clouds and lightning. But everything still looked the same as it had before. The clouds beneath Aria’s feet were still white and fluffy. This was no ordinary thunder.

      The sound came again, but this time, as the heavens shook, Aria saw the sound waves bouncing off every object it passed. She recognised those sound waves.

      “Melody,” she whispered. She stood on the edge of the world and listened.

      That was when she heard Melody’s cries.

      Aria leapt into the air, dagger in hand, and flew toward the golden palace.

      Melody was in trouble.

      Scarlett was on the throne when Aria flew into the grand foyer. She looked graceful and regal like a queen with her straight back and her sunrise coloured hair cascading over her breasts. Her knuckles turned white when she saw the look on Aria’s face.

      “Aria? What’s wrong?”

      “My Goddess, forgive me for barging in like this. But it’s Melody. Something’s wrong.”

      Scarlett stood, brushing down her golden gown made of golden lace and feathers (not real of course).

      “What happened?”

      “I heard her like I did last time when Gabe was taken. Her cries rebounded off the heavens. She just wanted to check on him. She shouldn’t have taken this long.” Aria fell to her knees on the dais right before Scarlett’s feet. Scarlett reached out and touched the guardian angel’s white-blonde hair. Aria looked up at her goddess, her leader, with her tear-stained cheeks.
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