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Author biography


Heather Killough-Walden was born in California and started writing at the age of five. She has written more than a dozen novels, short stories and poems. Her award-winning paranormal romance thrillers have achieved huge online success and record-breaking sales of over half a million copies. Heather loves to travel and has been all over the world. She currently lives in San Francisco with her husband and daughter.














Cover Copy


For two thousand years, the four archangels have searched for their destined mates on earth. Now they are beginning to unite, but for Angel, it is a time of danger and fear. For with the Culmination these unions will bring about, her true nature will finally be revealed – opening her to an impossible desire, and exposing her to the one man she desperately craves . . .














Praise for Heather Killough-Walden:


‘With the launch of her new Lost Angels series, Killough-Walden offers readers a sizzling novel populated with highly intriguing characters, not the least of which is the “villain.” Good story pacing, believable characters and sizzling sex add up to an author and a series to watch!’ Jill M. Smith Romantic Times Book Reviews


‘Avenger’s Angel is a fantastic addition to the paranormal romance genre, with sexy Archangels and a strong, beautiful heroine. The world is intriguing and the action is fast-paced. I for one can’t wait to read future instalments. Fans of paranormal romance will lap this up – a great start to a new paranormal romance series’ Book Chick City


‘Perhaps what I love most about this author’s writing, is her ability to put an awesome imagination on the page in a way that makes it feel tangible’ Romance with Bite!


‘HKW’s Lost Angels series is going to create an entire new paradigm on the subject of Angels and in particular one specific fallen angel we all know well. Over the course of the book each and every one of the characters managed to worm their way into my affections, and I am eagerly looking forward to the next three books in the series so that I can spend more time with them’ Sugar & Spice











Dear Readers,

I am very excited to be launching a brand new paranormal romance series next month called The Lost Angels. It’s the story of the four favored archangels, Michael, Gabriel, Uriel and Azrael, who come to Earth in search of their perfect mates. You will be meeting these men up close and personal very soon, beginning with Uriel’s book, Avenger’s Angel. In the meantime, I thought you might like a sneak peak at someone very special in the series . . . someone who is not what she seems in the full-length books and who knows much more than anyone realizes.

Meet “Angel,” and read about her and the powerful, dark men in her life in her own novella, Always, Angel.

Enjoy! 

Warm wishes,

Heather Killough-Walden











Introduction


Long ago, the Old Man gathered together his four favored archangels, Michael, Gabriel, Uriel and Azrael. He pointed to four stars in the sky that shined brighter than the others. He told the archangels that he wished to reward them for their loyalty and had created for them soul mates. Four perfect female beings – archesses.


However, before the archangels could claim their mates, the four archesses were lost to them and scattered to the wind, beyond their realm and reach. The archangels made the choice to leave their world, journey to Earth, and seek out their mates.


For thousands of years, the archangels have searched. But they have not searched alone. For they are not the only entities to leave their realm and come to Earth to hunt for the archesses. They were followed by another….











Chapter One

It actually hurt when the little girl landed. Angel could feel the impact as if she’d suffered the fall herself. It was always like that for her. If she tried hard enough, concentrated deeply enough, she could sometimes pull away from the pain, separate herself from the suffering. But not always. Especially with children.

It was something about their innocence, the fact that they weren’t expecting it, and the fact that they couldn’t comprehend it that made their pain so much worse. But Angel gritted her straight white teeth, swallowed hard, and forced the discomfort to a dark corner of her consciousness. It wasn’t as easy as it should have been. She was distracted.

As the little girl who had fallen rolled to a stop, a second female child dismounted gracefully from the swing upon which she’d been seated. She was a beautiful girl, her skin porcelain, her features perfect and fine, her hair raven-dark and shimmering blue in the sunlight. Angel watched as this second girl ran to meet up with the first child and then kneeled beside her. Without a word, she placed her small hands upon the fallen girl’s chest. A second later, a bright white light began to emanate from beneath her palms.

And this was why Angel was here. But she wasn’t alone. There were others there watching the children. Two others – two men.

The Adarian was a bit of a surprise. Their kind had more or less laid low for centuries, having given up in their battles against the other supernatural creatures on Earth. The tall, strong archangels had turned in upon themselves and, for the most part, disappeared, leaving mortals and immortals alike to their own fates.

And this particular Adarian was the most impressive of the bunch. He wasn’t only an ancient and powerful soldier, long since forgotten by the powers that had created him. He was the leader of the Adarians – the Adarian general. Abraxos.

He watched the little girl from where he stood in the shadows between two buildings across the street from the park. His keen blue-eyed gaze missed nothing. Angel knew that he was well aware of who the black-haired girl was.

She was Eleanore Granger, an archess. She was the first of four. And she was still a child.

However, despite her tender age, she was both powerful and priceless. A fact she proceeded to prove when the light beneath her palms spread until it engulfed the fallen child’s unmoving body. A few moments later, the light once more disappeared and little Eleanore rocked back on her heels, clearly spent. Her hair hung around her lovely face, wisps of it moving with every soft exhale.

Beside her, the fallen girl shifted where she’d landed in the dirt. After opening her eyes and looking around, she sat up. A quiet exchange passed between the two children. Eleanore Granger shook her head. The little girl who had been mortally injured felt her cheek with dusty fingers and then smiled. Her laughter drifted across the dried grass and dirt of the playground to where Angel stood beneath a willow tree near the parking lot.

From where he had been watching in the shadows, the Adarian general smiled as well. Angel watched as he then turned toward the darkness behind him and slipped into it, vanishing from sight.

Angel let him go. She was under no misconceptions that Abraxos intended to pursue the archess. As a child, Eleanore wasn’t nearly as powerful as she would be once her powers had been given a chance to grow, so most likely he would be back later – in the years to come – to make his move. The archess had something he desperately wanted. In fact, she had just demonstrated it in healing her young friend. That healing power was something Abraxos had desired for a long time. Angel was also well aware of the fact that the Adarian general was strong enough, powerful enough, and resourceful enough that there was a good chance he might succeed in whatever plan he hatched between now and then. However, Angel didn’t intend to try and stop him.

She couldn’t – for so many reasons. And, at that very moment, she had more immediate fish to fry.

The Adarian hadn’t been the only one watching Eleanore heal her playmate. Angel could feel the second creature’s essence like a kind of thick, sluggish slime in the air. She wondered whether the Adarian had noticed it as well. Probably not. He’d been rapt with Eleanore, caught in the pull of her like a moth to a flame.

The Icaran had more than likely gone utterly unnoticed by Abraxos. But not by Angel.

“Come out, come out, wherever you are,” she whispered into the breeze, her eyes scanning the sky and tree tops for any physical sign of the supernatural creature. Icarans were notorious for being found lurking, slinking and sulking anywhere that magic was being used. The fresher the magic, the newer the user, the hungrier and more eager the Icaran. Also known simply and rather derogatorily as Leeches, Icarans fed off of magic, absorbing the essence of a magical being to the point of death – either the victim’s death or the Icaran’s. A Leech often couldn’t prevent itself from continuing to feed, caught in the frenzy of orgasmic pleasure the magic afforded, until finally he exploded.

It was never a pretty sight. Luckily, they were relatively incorporeal creatures, existing on the outskirts of human dimension, and when they went pop, the mess they left behind went unnoticed by all but those with supernatural abilities of their own.

Angel went still as the air around her shifted and something unpleasant brushed the edges of her consciousness. The Icaran had been closer than she’d thought.

“Thissss one’s miiiine,” a voice hissed nearby. It was a whisper like wind through reeds and it echoed around her as if by magic. It made sense; you are what you eat. Icarans were chock-full of magic.

Angel concentrated, honing her senses until the world around her became one of stark contrast between what was magical and what was not. There, she thought as she zeroed in on where the creature’s crouched on the lower branch of a neighboring tree. He was no longer watching Angel. He must have recognized her as out of his league. But the child . . . she was so tender and young and vulnerable – and delicious.

“Poor, delusional little Leech,” Angel taunted softly, her gaze slicing through the no-longer-invisible being. His head snapped up and he looked at her, leveling her with a strange and slightly surprised catlike gaze. “You’ve bitten off more than you can chew this time,” she told him, shaking her head ever so slightly.

The Icaran bared his teeth, a glowing, neon-white maw, razor-sharp and deadly. They were good for ripping magic from a person’s body and chewing it to smithereens before swallowing. This particular set of choppers still bore the residual “blood” of the being he had last devoured. Magic always glowed. Angel supposed it was slightly less disgusting than a mouth full of entrail bits. But it was foreboding, all the same.

“You’re quite the little piggy, aren’t you?” she asked as she left the shelter of the willow and paced toward the neighboring tree and its perched beast. Eleanore Granger and her friend didn’t notice her. Almost no one noticed Angel if she didn’t want them to. “Best be careful, Leech,” she warned softly. “Or you’ll paint the sidewalk with your insides before night fall.”

“Sssstaayy out of thisssss,” the Icaran warned, his razor-sharp claws curling around the branch beneath him. His coal-black skin shifted over the bones and muscle of his body, slithering as if composed of tar or oil. A wall of stench slammed into Angel, and she barely managed not to let it stop her in her tracks. It smelled like death, but of a different kind. It was the odor of a hundred eaten magical spirits, taken and digested as no more than food.

It was a warning. And Angel blatantly ignored it.

The Icaran was aware of it the moment she was going to attack. The beast was built on magic, and it sensed the swell of that power within Angel just before she unleashed it upon him. He dove for the young archess, leaping from the lower branch of the tree like a massive black, hairless cat. But he wasn’t fast enough.

Angel had been fighting creatures like him for a very long time.

It took only moments for her to finish him off. When it was over, she cleaned up the mess using more of the substantial power she possessed. And then she stood still on the sidewalk and watched as Eleanore Granger’s parents arrived on the scene. They gathered their daughter and made their way to their car. They’d been in this situation before; they were well aware of the special nature of their daughter’s abilities. Angel could feel their worry, their fear, and their sense of urgency. But they knew what to do.

For now, the young archess would be safe.

For now.





OEBPS/images/9780755392087_AlwaysAngel.jpeg
NOVELLA OF

TH LOST ANGELS

ALWAYS
ANGEL

HEATHER KILLOUGH-WALDEN
The New York Times bestselling author of The Spell





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ALVAYS
ANGEL

A NOVELLA OF
THE LOST ANGELS

HEATHER KILLOUGH-WALDEN





