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Aria's powers as a Red Angel are something that’s not been seen for a long time. Prince Cedric couldn’t be happier about her transformation. Yet, Aria feels the angel inside her wants to take over her personality and transform her into a ruthless warrior. 

To make things worse, the Vampire King regrets rejecting her and wants her back. Aria can't deny the attraction to her former mate, but she wants to stay true to Cedric and the love that had blossomed between them.

Tensions rise between vampires and angels. Philippe and Cedric need to put their differences aside if they want to stop a dangerous drug, Clarity. The trouble doesn’t stop there as vicious creatures will do anything to start a war in the supernatural community and prevent Cedric from surviving the trial.
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Chapter ONE
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ARIA

I woke up, bothered by the sunlight on my face. I was tired and needed to rest more. Yet Cedric seemed to have other plans for me.

“Come on, sleeping beauty, wake up,” Cedric whispered, softly kissing my nose, my eyelids, and my cheeks.

I sighed, feeling my entire body react to his kisses and melt at his voice. I smiled with my eyes shut, enjoying those last few moments of my sleepiness. It was amazing to wake up with him next to me, kissing me. It seemed a torture to open my eyes and obey his words.

“No, I want to sleep more,” I mumbled, turning my back to him and hugging my pillow. I shivered when he kissed my naked back. The softness of his lips made me sigh with pleasure. I didn’t need to open my eyes to enjoy his kisses. In fact, it just made me want to pretend to be sleeping even more.

He brushed the hair away from my neck, placing small kisses on the crook of my neck. “I know you’re awake and enjoying this, but we have to go.”

I lost my smile. “Where do we have to go?” I asked, moving to see him and melting from love when I saw the smile he had on his face.

I bit my lip, focusing on his tantalizing lips that I had kissed and tasted the previous night. It had been special. He’d let me do whatever I wanted and had been patient. He seemed to be feeling more confident about my feelings for him. Or he understood that I needed time to give in to lust. Whatever it was, I was glad he hadn’t pressured me last night. We only had fun, discovering our bodies and kissing until our lips were sore and we were tired and sleepy.

“Now that you have your wings, you need to practice, so you can use them for flying,” he explained.

“F-flying?” I stuttered. “I’m scared of heights!”

“Aria, your angel isn’t. You need to trust me on this. You’re not going to fly right away. You’ve never done it before, so you must get accustomed to your wings and experience heights. Then, you need to learn how to control the movement of your wings. And you need to trust me,” he said, caressing my hair. “Do you trust me?”

I nodded, swallowing hard. That made him chuckle and kiss me. 

“Relax. I’m going to be right beside you. I’d never let anything bad happen to you.”

“I know.”

“So, are you ready?”

“Not really.” 

He smirked, making me all warm and fuzzy inside. 

“What?” I asked, breathless.

“I don’t need a reason to smile at you, do I?”

“You do when you smile like that.”

“And how did I smile?” he asked with a sly grin.

I felt an urge to kiss him. “As if you... I don’t know how to explain.” I sighed, lacking the words to describe his smiles. He had different smiles, and I was beginning to understand them all.

He tried to guess. “As if I’m extremely proud of you?”

I nodded.

“I am, Aria. You’re a brave girl, don’t ever doubt that,” he said, and I blushed deeper at his pleasant words. 

I liked when he was sweet and gentle with me. He was perfect, and I couldn’t understand how I could get mad at him. I was such an idiot sometimes that it was absurd. How could he see anything else in me besides my pathetic and insecure self? 

“What are you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking that I’m really stupid for getting mad at you. I don’t know how you can stand me and my mood swings. I’m a mess!”

“Well, you are my messed-up mate, so I have to forgive you,” he teased.

I glared at him, narrowing my eyes in what I hoped to be a menacing warning. He laughed, and I was fascinated by his laughter and his face. It was difficult to get mad at him when he was so gorgeous and witty.

“Calm down, wild cat,” he whispered huskily next to my lips. I stretched my mouth into a smile, feeling my breath leaving my lungs with the closeness.

“I’m not a wild cat,” I said even if it sounded more like an invite than me being genuinely hurt. 

He smiled again and, this time, my body shivered under his. He playfully kissed my lips, making me close my eyes. “Cats are afraid of water. I’m afraid of flying,” I managed to say, and he chuckled.

“I’m here to make you face your fears. I’m here to protect you from everything bad and evil,” he whispered, persuading me to trust him and calm down. “Being afraid is not something you should fear—redundancy intended. One can only be courageous when they face their fears, not when they aren’t afraid of anything.”

“What are you afraid of?” I asked with my arms around his neck, replying to his soft kisses on my mouth and face.

“I’m afraid of losing you. I’m afraid that I won’t be able to protect you. I’m afraid that you don’t believe that I love you and that I’m here for you to make you feel happy and complete. I’m terrified that you won’t want me. I’m scared of not being loved.” His words reached deep inside my heart and soul. “I’m afraid of not being able to love you the way you deserve,” he added. 

I shook my head, feeling the tears assault my eyes. I was moved by his doubts and insecurities. He wasn’t so different from me, after all. We were both insecure.

He kissed my cheeks and forehead. “Calm down. I didn’t want to make you cry. I’m not trying to make you sad, honey.”

“I’m not sad. I’m just moved by your words.”

“So, what you are afraid of?”

I took a shaky breath. “I’m afraid that I can’t be what you want me to be. I’m afraid of you breaking my heart,” I confessed, feeling vulnerable in doing so. “I’m so afraid that you don’t feel I’m worthy of being your mate.”

“You don’t need to be afraid of that.”

“And if I never learn how to fly?” I asked, aware that I needed to learn how to fly and how to control my powers. I also needed to put a leash on my angel, so she wouldn’t go around and make people burst into flames. She was impatient and didn’t give a damn about anyone other than Cedric and protecting humans from evil. It was wired in her personality that it was okay to kill, and it was okay to be an arrogant angel with a god complex. I was nothing like her.

“Flying is part of you now,” Cedric said as he caressed my head. The tension spread throughout my body. “I’m really proud of you, darling, and I’m not going to force you to do something you don’t feel safe doing. I’m not going to do something evil like push you off a building and hope you get over your fears.”

I opened my eyes at his words, my heart racing with fear. Being flung off a roof hadn’t even crossed my mind, but now that he mentioned it, I was scared.

“We’re going to start with small steps. First, we’re going to try your wings, making them move, so you can float a few inches above the ground. When you manage to control your wings without running out of energy, we’ll try the flying thing. But first, you need to strengthen your wings. It takes a lot of energy to use them. You need to build resistance.”

“How?”

“Moving them around,” he explained, placing his forehead against mine and molding my body to his. 

I blushed from head to toe. I got aroused by the contact, and I noticed that he was aroused, too. 

“I need to hold you and kiss you just a bit more.” He struggled to speak between kisses, causing my entire body to react to his. 

My hands gripped his back, rubbing his skin there before descending to his perfect butt. He had his jeans on, and I sighed out of frustration. I was almost naked in his bed, the product of our steamy make-out session. His tongue inside my mouth, teasing me, was not helping me turn the heat down.

I felt him shiver under my hands when I pulled him harder against me. I was burning up. I didn’t know that it would be so difficult to resist the urge of mating. I didn’t know that I would get turned on by his bad boy side. I wanted and needed all his attention. Having him ignoring me and acting cold was not a nice feeling. Wanting to do everything to please him was also a consequence of falling in love with him.

“Can we postpone the flight lesson to this afternoon?” I gasped. My skin was ready to explode with pleasure under his lips and tongue. He was kissing down my throat, approaching my cleavage.

“That wouldn’t be a wise decision,” he said. I felt he was simply being wicked for saying that. “We need to get out of bed.”

“You’re just saying that to punish me.” I pouted.

“I’m saying that because we wouldn’t be able to stop. I’m barely able to hold back.” He gasped, staring at my shirt. I was biting my lip so hard that it might have eventually bled.

“Just a bit longer,” I begged and blushed harder when he turned his face to watch me. 

He smiled. 

Bubbles of lust surfaced on my skin and made me close my eyes and search for his mouth. I grabbed his head between my fingers and kissed him deeper, hungrier, and more provocatively.

My thoughts ceased to exist. All I could do was gasp and move against him. My skin was tingling, I had goose bumps everywhere, and I felt like I was going to burst into air. I was getting insanely aware that I wanted and needed him closer. Things were getting out of hand. He must have sensed that because he trailed kisses up my torso.

“We need a cold shower,” he teased against my lips. 

I laughed, feeling his own laughter shake against my chest.

“Yes, we do,” I managed to say.

“I love you,” he whispered.

I stopped laughing to look at his face. I brushed the pads of my fingers along his cheek. “I love you, too.”

“We’re having flying lessons after showering and breakfast. Put on some casual clothes for it,” he instructed.

I nodded, feeling happy to be his mate.
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Chapter TWO
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PHILIPPE

Josephine entered my bedroom, reached the shades, and pulled them up, letting the sunlight come inside the room.

“Are you mad?” I asked, getting off the chair and running to the shadows.

“No. I was just checking to see if you were suicidal or not,” she replied, smirking at me.

I arched an eyebrow at her as I tried to understand why she wasn’t moving under the sun that was clearly making her skin burn.

“And are you suicidal?” I asked.

“Not quite, but I think that I’m less vulnerable to sunlight. What do you think?”

“It smells like burned flesh to me.”

“Maybe I’m going insane,” she declared.

I pursed my lips and stopped myself from saying anything that would make her physically assault me.

Closing the shades, she asked, “Why aren’t you leaving your bedroom?”

“It’s still daytime.”

My master turned to me with her hands on her hips. “People are saying that you’re sulking here and sighing all over the house. What’s wrong with you? I don’t like when you act like that. It’s not the first time you’ve thought about killing yourself, Philippe.”

“I’m fine.” I sighed and sat on my couch, staring at the shades.

“Is all this because of Aria?”

“I’m just tired. That’s all.”

“It’s because of her, isn’t it? Gerard told me you had sent her things to her new mate’s house and that you’ve been acting funny since you went to see that prick in the cemetery. How could you? Didn’t I warn you to stay away from the necromancer?”

“You could have saved me the trouble and told me what was going on.”

“I couldn’t,” she declared as she sat next to me on another couch. “Are you going to give up?”

I shrugged and sighed. “Her soul is saved. She doesn’t need me.”

“And do you need her?”

I glared at her.

Is she serious? Wasn’t she the one who told me to move on with my life and forget all about Aria?

“Even if I do, what good can that do? She’s no longer mine and...I don’t want her to have this life. To be pushed away from everybody she loves, to stay away from the sun and to drink blood. She deserves better.”

“Oh! You love her,” Josephine gushed as her eyes grew bigger.

“I don’t!”

Frowning, she asked, “So why the grumpy and gloomy face?”

“I’m simply thinking about my life. I have problems besides Aria, you know?”

“Such has?”

“Clarity, business, competition, gargoyles...” I mentioned a few, so she would get off my back and leave me alone.

She looked thoughtful for a while. I hoped my excuse was enough for her to stop harassing me about my gloomy state. I wanted to be left alone with my misery.

“And what if she was happier with you? Did you ever think about that?”

“What do you mean?”

“What if Aria was happier with you than she is with Cedric? What if Cedric doesn’t make her happy? Maybe she could love you more and leave him.”

“Of course, I thought about that,” I mumbled, resting my head against my hand and staring at my feet.

I was acting like a spoiled child. I was aware of that. Still, there was nothing that would make me want to get out of that bedroom and face the emptiness of my house and my life. What would I do? Go back to my former self-centered self? Donate some money to some orphanage to satisfy my conscience and hope for the best? Continue to have meaningless and unfulfilled sex with random girls? Aria’s arrival had cracked a breach in my heart and it was hard to become numb and go back to what used to make me endure immortality.

“So?” Josephine pressed. 

“She loves him and...he loves her. He does. And I know she’ll be happy with him. She will be a queen and an angel. What more could she ask for? It’s the perfect fairy tale dream. He’s a prince! What am I? The coldhearted vampire who scared her to death and stalked her. Oh, and forced her on a date, so I could see her again. She must be so eager to see me again, no doubt about that.”

My sarcasm made Jo breathe deeply and sigh with annoyance.

“I don’t know what’s worse: arrogant Philippe or self-pitying Philippe!”

I grumbled, “None of the above. The worst was hopeful Philippe. But I should have learned my lesson by now.”

“Oh, cry me a river!” Josephine snapped at me.

It made me stare at her. She was evil sometimes. Why couldn’t she be nicer to me? I was feeling miserable!

She kept rambling. “You have tons of girls falling at your feet, begging to give you their love. Don’t come crying to me and telling me that no one loves you because that’s a lie. A lot of people can love you, but you aren’t able to love them back. Finally, you found someone who woke you up to life and made your heart feel again. Now you’re annoyed because you can’t have her. But life goes on, especially for us, immortal beings. So, get off this couch and go do something.”

“Like what?” I narrowed my eyes at her. “Are you aware how badly you suck at cheering people up? How did you ruin my wallowing in perfectly good misery? Are you aware how twisted that sounded?”

“If you’re already feeling miserable, how can I ruin that even more?” she retorted.

“By being a pain in the ass,” I said, enlightening her.

She giggled. “Try to move on and stop feeling sorry for yourself.”

I combed my hair with my fingers and moved in my seat. “Jo, the girl was my soulmate. I lost her. Do you honestly think that I should feel anything but sorrow and sadness? We were meant to be. I thought I loved Sophie. She was my whole world for a long time. Now, I find out that our love was meant to be doomed because there was someone else out there to complete me.”

Josephine kept nodding.

Folding my arms, I stared at my Italian designer shoes. “She completes me more than I can explain to you. Despite acting cold, I know she knows how well we match. But she’s stubborn. I hurt her. She believes that I wanted her dead. I can’t blame her. I’m a vampire...”

My maker could snap at me and pretend that my words didn’t move her. But I knew her better. Jo was a sensitive being who knew how love could hurt a person. She just liked to pretend she didn’t, so she wouldn’t feel her own emptiness and fears.

I leaned back with my eyes focused on the wall. “I’m a monster. I can’t give her a good and normal life.”

“He’s a freaking angel! Do you think he can give her a normal life?” Josephine reasoned.

My eyes snapped at her. “He’s a freaking angel prince! Granted, they’re also supernatural beings. But Aria being an angel is better than being a vampire. Plus, you saw her. She’s glowing... Being an angel gave her powers and self-confidence. When we first met, she was naïve and introverted. I couldn’t see beyond that. Cedric has a bond with her...”

Josephine interrupted my rambling. “She can still be yours.”

“I know. But I want her to be happy. I need her to be happy.”

“You should ask her what makes her happy, then,” she suggested.

Her advice seemed plausible.

Jo further elaborated. “You should have a serious conversation with her and ask her if she’s happy. If she is, then move on and forget her to the best of your abilities. I can’t promise you the salvation of your soul, but I wished that you had tried to be happy while you are alive.”

“My soul was already lost when you found me and turned me into a vampire. Don’t feel sad about it,” I whispered, trying to cheer her up.

She got up from her seat and brushed down her dress. “God! You’re so annoying. I wanted to come here and have some fun. Instead, I find you sobbing over a girl and I get to have a philosophical conversation. You are such a buzzkill!”

I sneered at her. “Did you forget to wear your grownup clothes? You’re acting so childish these days, which is extremely annoying.”

Jo put her hand on her hip as she muttered, “I’m sorry if I’m devoting a bit more importance to enjoying life now that I almost died.”

“Well, it didn’t stop you from trying to get extra crispy at the window.”

“I was testing myself. It’s strange, but I’m having sudden cravings for sunlight. I truly believe that I’m becoming immune to it.”

“I think whatever medicine those gargoyle scientists gave you is messing with your head and giving you hallucinations. Maybe it’s all a plot to make the surviving vampires become suicidal and kill themselves.”

Arching an eyebrow, she suggested, “Maybe you’re so bored that you’re creating a conspiracy theory.”

“Maybe.” I shrugged, only to look at her with eager eyes. “Did you see her at the clinic?”

Jo walked to the window as she folded her arms. “Who?”

“Aria?”

“She doesn’t live there. I haven’t seen Cedric either. It’s been quiet for the past few days. Today, I took my final shot, so I don’t need to go back there for a while.”

“I miss her.” I sighed. “I would be glad just to see her.”

Spinning around, she said, “Then go out and see her.”

“I don’t know where she is.”

“Find out.”

Getting up from my seat, I grumbled, “You’re not a good advisor. You should be helping me control these urges instead of encouraging them.”

Jo walked to me with the elegance of a cat. “Well, I was never good at resisting temptation. How do you think I became a vampire?”

“I bet her parents have been with her. Maybe I could... No, I shouldn’t.”

Her fingers played with the buttons of my coat. “What?”

I held her hand. “Invite them all to dinner in my restaurant, so I could see her. Even from afar.”

“She really did a number on you,” Jo said as her hand eluded mine and caressed my hair.

“Does my misery make you happy?”

Her eyes became gloomy. “No. Even if I want you to love, your misery doesn’t make me happy. You’re too romantic for your own good, my child.”

I grabbed her hand and kissed her palm, breathing in her sweet perfume. “One would think that living so many years would make me wiser.”

“There’s nothing stupid about being romantic and wanting to be loved. Vampires sire others to have a family and someone to love them. Loneliness is the enemy of immortality. You were a fool in rejecting the other part of you. But seeing you suffer makes me hurt, too.”

I stepped back and let go of her hand. “I have no wish to spoil your happiness. Just let me be. I’ll need some time to process all that has happened.”

“You are endearing,” she said as she ruffled my hair. “But I have no wish to leave you alone.”

“Ruining my hairstyle won’t improve my mood,” I assured her, grabbing her hand before she could do it again.

Putting her hands on my shoulders, she said, “Let’s go out!”

“It’s still daytime.”

Jo pouted before offering up a new idea. “You can call her parents and see what they’re doing. I can meet them and pretend to be your sister. It would be nice.”

Arching an eyebrow, I asked, “What happened to your alpha lover?”

She walked to the door with a theatrical waving of her hand. “I grew bored of him. I have things to worry about besides an overprotective lover. Also, you need me.”

“For what?” I walked to the door as slowly as I could.

“To cheer you up!”

“You’re doing a wonderful job. Remind me to never tell you that I’m sad ever again,” I teased.

She grabbed my face between her hands and kissed my cheeks. “You are so adorable when you pout. You should pout to Aria. I’m sure she won’t be able to resist your delightful face and pouting lips.”

I breathed deep and pushed back her hands. “Stop joking with me, Jo.”

Swaying her hips, she headed to the stairs with a happy grin. “Impossible, you are so easy to tease!”

I sighed, putting my hands in my pockets and going to the kitchen to see my friends and my butler. I knew everybody was worried about me. I should probably reassure them that I wasn’t going to sulk for all of eternity in my room.
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Chapter THREE
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ARIA

Early rising wasn’t what I had been used to the last couple of weeks. But I had a magic class with Camille in the morning. Later, I was going to the mall to have lunch with my parents, so they could meet Cedric.

Not even in a million years would I have believed that someday I would have magic classes and find that normal. I was excited. Plus, learning to use magic was less exhausting than trying to fly.

I wasn’t off the hook. That morning, I had to warm up with Cedric, meaning that I had to run and do some push-ups before I had breakfast with him. Flying was a serious challenge for a person who didn’t want anything to do with the physical exercise necessary to build up my wing muscles.

I had to confess—pull-ups weren’t my cup of tea. Thankfully, we started with something less demanding like lat pulldowns to increase back strength and then we would move forward to wide-grip pull-ups. Still, I was certain that I would never be able to do wide-grip pull-ups like Cedric could.

The sight of his muscles flexing and his body going up and down on the pull-up bar was mesmerizing. It was a drool-worthy moment. Cedric was breathtakingly gorgeous. Watching him work out was an incentive to go to the gym and have him around me, coaching me and acting sweet. It was hard to concentrate, though.

Being an angel involved more than flying. We had special powers that we needed to control. Camille was my coach when it came to master my fire powers. She had no idea why she was the one chosen since Joseph was the one with the fire powers and not her. Still, everybody seemed more relaxed when she was with me because of her shield. Apparently, they weren’t so keen on letting me burn the place down.

I was fine with the decision since she was patient, and I liked to spend time with her. Yet, she wasn’t in the kitchen when I went to eat. Normally, she would be there, feeding everybody else. Once I found Jacob, he told me that she was still in their bedroom and that I could go upstairs to get her. 

A few minutes later, I knocked on Camille’s door and peeked inside. She wasn’t anywhere to be seen.

I entered and saw her in the bathroom, sitting on the floor with her back to me. Her eyes were fixated on something she had in her hand.

I cleared my throat. “I’m sorry. Joseph said I could find you here.” I entered the bathroom and noticed what she had in her hand. It was a pregnancy test. “I knocked on the door...”

She looked up at me with the shining eyes of someone who was about to cry.

I placed my hand against my chest. “What’s wrong?”

She showed me the test. 

I frowned. I had no idea how it worked and if it was positive or not. Yet, her sadness seemed to be because of that.

I sat on the floor next to her.  I was probably meddling in something that wasn’t my business, but we were friends and I wanted to know what was wrong with her.

“What does the test say? Is it the result that made you sad?”

“It’s negative,” she said, her voice laced with sadness. “It’s so frustrating!”

I blinked, a bit taken aback. “I didn’t know you were...trying to have a baby.”

“Yes, ever since we got together. It’s been three years now and nothing.” She stared at the test once again.

“Aren’t you too young to be worried about that?” I asked, unsure why they were in such a rush to have babies. She couldn’t be older than twenty-one. She had a lot more time ahead of her.

“Well, under normal circumstances, we could wait,” she said. “I don’t know if Cedric explained the disadvantages of being an angel to you.”

I shook my head. We hadn’t talked much about that. The little I knew, Camille had told me. In Cedric’s defense, I didn’t ask him a lot of questions about it. I should have been a bit more curious, but I had a lot on my mind.

“Then be prepared to learn something about angels and their limited window for conception.”

Her words made me frown. She looked serious, and I feared what she was going to tell me.

Camille initiated her lesson. “After the trial that the gargoyles must go through to be set free of the curse, God gives them and us, their mates, fifty years on Earth, no more, no less.”

I nodded, realizing her words meant there was an expiration date on angels. It was disturbing since it meant they knew when they were going to die.

“After fifty years, poof, you ascend to the other realm, the God realm for angels,” she further explained to me and my eyes widened. Shrugging, she added, “It’s cool. I would eventually die even if I were a werewolf; it could take a bit longer for that to happen, but I would still have to die.”

“So, what’s the problem?”

“Angels can have kids, but...it’s hard to get pregnant. Males have a low sperm count, and it may be a long time before they get their mates pregnant. Besides that, angels also have a higher probability of the baby being male because males are the ones who determine the child’s sex, and angel men have a higher amount of Y chromosomes in their sperm.”

I nodded, astounded at how well-informed she was.

“So, angels have a higher probability of giving birth to boys,” she summed up. “William explained it to me,” she added. “I...asked him to. He’s been accommodating and a good friend.”

“Okay, so you’re doing your best to get pregnant. Now you need to stop stressing about it, calm down, and let it happen.”

She sighed for a long time as she put down the pregnancy test and folded her hands. “I also feel guilty for wanting to have a kid so much.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“Well, the boys turn into gargoyles at the age of eighteen. They’ll have to wait for a long time, or not, for a rejected soul to be mated to them. I...feel guilty about having to make my child experience something like that. If I have a baby, I’ll expose him to a curse.”

“Well, humans also procreate knowing that their children will eventually die,” I said to her. “I mean, we all have expiration dates, so we’re all somehow cursed with mortality.”

“That kind of makes sense,” she mumbled.

“You might have a girl. That would be a bit better, right?” I tried to cheer her up.

“I guess. Gargoyle girls may choose their mates among gargoyle men or by kissing a rejected soul they love. But I don’t really care if it’s a boy or a girl. I just want a baby.”

“Let’s focus on getting you pregnant for the time being,” I said, grinning and rubbing her shoulders.

It didn’t cheer her up. Her shoulders slumped. “Who am I kidding? It’s not that easy to get pregnant and that makes me even sadder. I want it to happen as soon as possible.”

“You’re really young, Camille. You have time.”

“I don’t have a lot of time,” she whined, eyes laced with grief. “I want to get pregnant, so I can spend a lot of my life with my son or daughter. I don’t want to get pregnant when I’m close to ascending, which sometimes happens. We don’t get a lot older than this,” she explained, gesturing to her appearance. “We can pass by humans, we can have normal human lives, but we will eventually ascend and...I would like to spend as much of my time with my children as I can. Well, I know that after having the first, it’s unlikely I’ll be able to have a second, but I want to get pregnant. I want to make Jacob happy. He waited a long time for me. He’s ready to be a dad and to have a family with me.” Tears began falling down her cheeks.

My eyes prickled with emotion. It was sad and beautiful at the same time. Unable to contain my tears, I hugged her to comfort her.

Then, it hit me. I would experience the same pain she had if Cedric and I survived the trial. Thinking about having kids while I was only eighteen was absurd a couple of weeks ago. It was still a bit farfetched. I was so young! Yet, she was right. If I were going to be with Cedric, we would be mates, and he would most likely want kids sooner rather than later.

“I’m such a crybaby,” Camille grumbled, hiding her face against my shoulder.

I rubbed her back. “No, you’re not. I understand why you’re sad. Do you want me to call Jacob?”

“No. He gets extremely sad when I start to cry every time the test is negative.” 

I caressed her blonde hair. 

“He always tells me that it’s not my fault. But I know he feels that it’s his fault because he’s the male, and I would have had a better chance of getting pregnant when I was a werewolf and wasn’t mated to an angel.”

“It’s no one’s fault,” I assured her. “It’s a genetic problem. It’s not even a problem. It’s the way the creator of angels found to control the gargoyle population. Have you tried in vitro fertilization?”

“It’s against the rules. The conception must occur when angels make love. It would be a heresy to try differently because it must be the product of love.”

“It would still be the product of love because you’d be doing it for the love of having a family. You wouldn’t love your baby less because an ovum was fertilized with the spermatozoon inside a test tube to form a zygote.”

She blinked with furrowed eyebrows, perhaps because of the use of so many scientific terms.

Camille explained, “They have their beliefs, Aria. We’re not one to question them. Besides, it’s God’s decision to gives us a baby or not.”

I was going to refute that, but I decided to shut up and nod. She didn’t need me talking about genetics and theology to make her day even sadder.

“So, no baby?” I asked, looking at the test on the floor.

“No baby,” she confirmed, grabbing the test and throwing it into the garbage bin. Then, she got up, dusted off her clothes, and tied up her hair.

I straightened up as she wiped away her tears.

Camille looked in the mirror and fixed her mascara before saying, “Let’s go have our first how-to-train-your-wildfire class.”

I smirked at her joke, only to add, “First, you need to eat. You need to be strong and healthy if you’re planning to be a mom.”
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Chapter FOUR
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ARIA

The tension could be cut with a knife or a chainsaw—whichever one would be faster to make it easier to be there. Dad was staring at Cedric with his scrutinizing eyes that seemed to ask, “Who are you and what do you want with my child?” Or maybe it was with the ‘I have a shotgun and I’m not afraid to use it’ look. Thinking about that, Dad would probably get that written on one of those shirts with funny punch lines that he and I loved. He would definitely have one like that if it meant it could scare away any possible boyfriends for me. 

My dad was a nerd, make no mistake. He was the one who’d introduced me to superheroes. I’d grown up watching Star Wars, building LEGO Star Wars Death Stars, fighting with laser beams, and attending comic book conventions where I was dressed as Princess Leia and he as Chewbacca. He did a pretty good imitation of Chewbacca’s noises. I was an only child, and he didn’t have a boy to play with him, but I pretty much covered that and made my dad my best friend and the proudest and clingiest dad in my neighborhood.

You must understand, I was his little girl, and he was not expecting me to have a boyfriend before I was thirty. Even then, he would probably think it was still too soon. Besides, I’d never displayed any kind of interest in having one. He wasn’t prepared to have his daughter dating a grown man with a gorgeous smile and stunning blue eyes. It was rather a shock to him when he realized that Cedric wasn’t a young boy lacking social skills like myself. Cedric was so gorgeous that he made other women turn their heads to stare at him as he passed by. I had already made peace with that. I wasn’t going to lose any sleep over it. Cedric was oblivious to them anyway.

My worst nightmare was happening. My dad didn’t like Cedric, and he was doing his best to let that show.

“What do you do for a living, boy?” my dad asked him after a staring contest.

“I work with security,” Cedric replied nonchalantly.

“I thought you were studying and that was how you met Aria,” my dad said, raising an eyebrow and narrowing his brown eyes.

The curiosity monster had been poked now.

Cedric stared at me, not knowing what to say to that. We should have probably covered a plausible excuse to explain our relationship to my parents.

“We met at a summer course, Dad. Everybody can attend those, even graduated students.”

“Oh, so do you have a degree? What’s your major?” 

It was my turn to narrow my eyes at Dad. He was being biased against Cedric. He didn’t need to be ugly to be smart. There were plenty of hot and smart guys in the world.

Then, it occurred to me: Did Cedric have a degree from a university? He was a gargoyle and also the future king of his kingdom. Did he find time to get a degree?

Cedric answered my dad, “I’ve finished a master’s degree at the London Business School. I’m planning to pursue another master’s degree in International Business Negotiation at the Sorbonne.”

Dad retorted, “Why pursue another master’s in business?”

“Because I own a company, so I have to keep myself well-informed. Also, managing so many soldiers is a hard job, and I need to have more than muscles to handle most situations.”

Dad frowned, folding his hands over the table. “Soldiers?”

“They’re a security force; however, they trained to be soldiers before being sent to the real world to face the constant perils.”

“Yes, the world is becoming a dangerous place.”

“It has always been,” Cedric stated, leaning back in his chair.

I felt incredibly proud of him. He knew how to handle my dad. It was a relief.

“So...you work out a lot,” my dad observed.

I was pretty sure that it was meant to be a question, but it came out more like a statement. I could have face-palmed myself with embarrassment.

Cedric replied with a grin, “We need to.”

My mom intervened. “Studying in London must have been nice, to learn about other cultures. It also explains how you speak English so well. With a bit of an English accent, if I might add.”

Cedric smiled at her. She didn’t seem to be taking my relationship with a boy as hard as my dad. She had been friendly when she’d greeted Cedric.

“I speak several languages,” Cedric said.

I was sure that it was true. Although, I also knew that he didn’t need to since angels understood all the languages and could be understood by people no matter what their language was.

Mom probed further, “But you were raised in France, right?”

“Yes, I was born here. I attended school in London, though. It was my parents’ choice.”

“Let’s talk about something else,” I proposed.

“Let us get to know the boy a bit better,” my dad complained. “So how old are you?”

That was the golden question without a doubt. I froze, staring at my dad. I was afraid of what he was going to say next after Cedric’s answer. Speaking of that, I had no idea what Cedric’s reply would be.

“I’m twenty-two.”

“You do know that Aria just celebrated her eighteenth birthday, don’t you?”

I grinned painfully at my dad’s words. There it was, the reason why he’d asked Cedric his age. 

“Yes, but she’s mature for her age,” Cedric replied.

My happiness at his answer was short-lived. 

Dad retorted, “Yes, but the point is that she is still extremely young, and I hope you understand that she’s here on holiday.”

“Dad!” He was being rude.

“What?” he asked me with his mischievous Sith Lord face. “It’s true!”

“Aria will most likely attend Stanford or MIT for a major in biology. She isn’t sure yet. She could also have a shot at Juilliard if she decides to perform at the audition.”

It was my mom’s turn to brag about me. I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

“Really?” Cedric asked, turning to look at me with a proud smile on his face. “I didn’t know she was so good at playing the violin. I’ve heard her tuning it, but she’s never performed for me. I want to listen to you play.”

I nodded with a timid smile. Butterflies were bouncing against my stomach because I was feeling extremely nervous but also happy to introduce Cedric to my parents. I wanted them to like him. If we were going to stay together, they would have to like him. It would make things much easier after I dropped the bomb: Mom and Dad, I’m married to Cedric and I’m not coming back home. Oh, and there’s more—I’m an angel. Do you want to see my wings?

“And do you play any instruments?” my dad asked.

“Dad, stop being a snob,” I demanded, shooting daggers at him with my eyes.

“I’m not being a snob. I’m curious about the boy,” my dad countered.

“I play the piano,” Cedric answered.

I found myself melting deep down inside. That had been another thing I hadn’t known, and it was making me feel even more thrilled about being his mate. 

“My mom made sure I learned it. I can also play the guitar. Yet, I don’t have much free time for hobbies these days.”

“You have to play for me one of these days,” I said, excited.

“It’s a deal,” Cedric said, smiling at me and placing his hand on mine. It was an innocent gesture, but it made me assess my parents’ reaction carefully. My dad was about to say something when his phone rang. I sighed with relief when Dad got up, apologizing, and answered it.

“Don’t worry about George, he’s just making sure you’re okay to date Aria,” my mom said. “He’s actually really friendly.”

She must have liked Cedric, to say something like that.

“That’s all right. If I were him, I would probably do worse. You did a fantastic job in raising Aria. She’s a captivating young woman with her heart in the right place.”

“That’s sweet of you, honey,” my mom said, definitely liking Cedric. 

My dad came back with a friendlier face. “That was Steve. He got us some tickets to go to the Louvre. Actually, it’s a two-days’ pass. Do you want to come with us, darling? You can bring your friend along. I would really like to spend some time with you.”

“I would love to.” I squealed, genuinely enthusiastic. The Louvre was among the places to visit in Paris I most wanted to see, and I hadn’t been there yet. Besides, I’d been missing my parents, and I wanted to spend extra time with them.

Then, I looked at Cedric and lost my smile. “Can I?” I asked him, unsure if I was allowed or not. Not sure whether he would like to go or not, either. 

“Of course,” he answered with a smile, reassuring me. “But I’m afraid I have some other business to take care of, and I won’t be able to go with you and your parents. I would have loved it, though. Too bad I have a meeting with Jacob.”

“Oh,” I whispered, a bit less excited. It would have been fun if he was there with me, and we could explore the Louvre and look for the most exciting things of the several exhibitions. I would have liked to share that moment with him.

“We can take pictures of you and me making funny faces next to the Mona Lisa,” my dad said, trying to cheer me up, no doubt.

I smiled at him and nodded. 

He added, “And pretend to be a scary mummy at the Egyptian exhibition.”

I reasoned with him. “Dad, I’m not a kid anymore. We have to behave properly inside the Louvre. I don’t want us to be kicked out.” 

My dad teased me. “Oh, relax and live a little.”

It was amazing how he always made me feel like a killjoy. He was the one who should act mature, but it was always the other way around. My mom didn’t mind; she would actually laugh at his immature behavior. He had a young soul, as the saying went. In my opinion, he didn’t give a damn about what other people thought about him. That was one of the many reasons why I loved him to death. Plus, everybody at school thought I had the coolest dad. It was true, he was.

“What time are you planning to leave to go to the Louvre?” Cedric asked.

“We’re waiting for Steve to let us know once he’s arrived,” my dad replied.
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