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War is coming, and innocent lives are at stake.

Aria fights her angel while Cedric declares war to the ones who have kidnapped his mate.

In the middle of all this, Philippe fears for the life of the woman he loves and does everything to convince the Prince of the Angels that they need to join forces to survive.

As the real enemy shows itself and threatens to destroy everything that the angels sacredly protect, Aria needs to find out more about the origin of her power and decide who her heart truly belongs to.


What would you sacrifice for the one you love?



Find out in ARCHANGEL’S AWAKENING, the last installment of Aria, Cedric, and Philippe’s story.
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Chapter ONE
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PHILIPPE

“Aria,” I screamed her name, but it was too late. She jumped to her death. 

It took me a moment to register what happened and another to decide to jump after her. 

My right-hand man, Gerard, didn’t let me. He grabbed me before I could dive. I tried to push him away. I might not want to bond with her, but I didn’t want her dead. She had a whole life ahead of her. Aria could be happy with no memory of our encounter, my rejection, and my existence. I had instructed her to forget. I had told Gerard to escort her out once the boat stopped, put her in a cab, and send her home. Far away from my world.

Why does it hurt so much?

The gargoyle prince saved her. I watched him fly away with her in his arms, unsure if she was dead or alive.

My anger was directed to one of my men. He had tried to hurt her, according to Gerard. I put an end to the one who drove Aria to jump. My number one had to explain to me why he didn’t follow my direct order and delegated such a task. But not that night. If Aria had memories of what had happened in that boat, we were all in trouble. Cedric wasn’t interested in my version of the events. He would come for our heads.

I opened my eyes and woke up with a startle.

Scrubbing my face, reminiscences of my troubled dreams haunted my mind as I laid back in the chair and watched the ceiling of the hospital room. There was no reason to dwell on the past, yet I did it constantly. The recent events were proof that I was the main reason why Aria kept suffering. Now, she was between life and death, and there was nothing I could do to save her.

Was rejecting her the best thing to do? 

She had become an angel and bonded to Cedric. But she wasn’t safe, and the prince wanted to go to war. According to him, I was the cause of everything that was wrong in the world. Still, this time, it wasn’t my fault, and it was bigger than Cedric thought. 

Aria was unconscious, fighting her angel. Powerful enemies were targeting her because of her powers. I had no idea how I could protect her and convince Cedric to stop the impending attack on the graveyard.

I stared at her in the dark. Her breathing was normal, and she seemed peaceful. “Come back to me.”
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Chapter TWO
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PHILIPPE

Aria had woken up screaming and trying to pull the needles out of her arms. I had to put my hands on her shoulders to restrain her as the nurses gave her a sedative. She stood there quietly, staring blankly at the wall, probably unaware that I was there beside her. I wished there was something else I could do to help her. Nothing came to mind. 

How could I tell her to stop trying to kill herself?

Her weak voice reached my ears. “Did Cedric attack the graveyard?”

“It isn’t night yet,” I explained to her. 

She stared at me with a gloomy gaze and a feeble expression. “I need to talk to you, Aria. It’s important.”

“I want to talk to Cedric.”

“Why?”

“I want him to reconsider the nonsense he’s planning.”

“You need to calm down. I’ll talk to him.”

“And what will you say?” she asked with watering eyes. Aria was going to cry again, and I didn’t know what to do to stop her. Maybe I should let her cry until she felt better. 

“That he needs to cancel the attack. I have new information that I wanted to share with him, but he was furious and didn’t want to listen to me. Jo and Camille said they would try to convince him to talk to me.”

“Good luck with that,” she muttered.

I pondered her words. “Maybe he’ll listen if we talk to him together.”

“He won’t. He doesn’t listen to anything I tell him. He is stubborn when it comes to angel affairs. And he...takes his duties too seriously. Besides, he hates you, and he probably hates me now.”

“He doesn’t hate you,” I declared.

“He doesn’t love me either, or he wouldn’t have lied to me and let me suffer for so long while I thought I could become the reason for his death.” She sobbed, and I frowned at her words. “He saw me suffer and did nothing to stop it! Why should I be the one understanding what he did? Why am I always the one to get blamed for his mistakes?”

“How could you become the reason for his death?” It was one question I would like to have an answer to. Kayden had said the same thing. I needed to know since Aria was torn up about it. There was something important that they weren’t telling me, and I was getting bothered by so many secrets. 

“It’s complicated, and it’s a secret. I can’t tell you,” she whispered with sadness in her eyes. 

I simply nodded. 

“I really can’t tell you.” She cleaned her eyes clumsily. “He’ll hate me more, and something bad could happen to you and me.”

“He doesn’t hate you, Aria. He’s mad because he thinks... Actually, I don’t know what he thinks, but from where I stand, it looks like you are breaking up with him.”

She looked at me, sighed, and stared at the wall without denying or confirming. Maybe she didn’t know what she was feeling.

“Cedric only thinks about what I can give him and what I can do for him. He never stops to think about what I need and want. I know that I owe him my life, but that’s not a reason for me to dedicate my life to him and change everything about myself to please him.”

I leaned forward. “What does he want you to change?”

“Everything, apparently. I’m not good enough if I can’t understand that vampires are evil, specters need to be sent back to hell, and people must be punished if they attack one of us.”

“Life is complicated... Cedric is doing what he thinks is best for his people.”

She fisted her hands. “He didn’t even listen to what I had to tell him about the people who attacked me or about the fact of my angel was being ruthless. I don’t want to be like that. He doesn’t understand me!”

I got worried that she would have another stroke. She shouldn’t get upset. 

Aria kept talking, exposing her feelings. “I’m not going to say that what we feel for one another isn’t real. I know that we love each other. Still, there are times when Cedric builds a wall between us, shuts me down, leaves me out, and treats me as if I’m the one to blame for my indecision and doubts. He keeps saying that I’m childish and need to grow up. Yet until a couple of weeks ago, I was mature enough for my age. My biggest problems were what college to choose and what would happen to me if I wasn’t able to make new friends in college. What’s wrong with that?”

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” I assured her, caressing her hair while tears ran down her cheeks. “Please don’t cry.”

“I can’t help it. I’m trying not to. I keep saying to myself that he loves me, but I’ve realized that it isn’t true. He doesn’t love, not me anyhow. He loves my powers and the girl he wants me to be. He wouldn’t always be asking me to change if he loved me, would he?”

“No, he wouldn’t.” I wasn’t going to lie to her. If he didn’t love her like that, then he could go to hell. He could take the angel he gave her out of her body and go love some bimbo with all the qualities he was looking for. 

“I know that. I always knew that. So why didn’t I leave? Why? Why did I keep doing what he wanted me to do? Why do I keep falling for his excuses and hoping he realizes the harm he is doing to me?”

“I don’t know, Aria. I think we all try to please the people we love even if that means we have to change and be someone we are not. I can relate to that. I’ve tried to be someone else to please a girl, and it turned out that everything I did was worthless in the end. She chose someone else, someone who could give her the status and the money she wanted. My love was meaningless because I wasn’t what she thought I was... I wasn’t worthy of her.” I took a breath and looked into her eyes. “I know that what I’m saying isn’t making any sense to you. It’s an old and boring story. It isn’t even the best way to compare our life experiences. What I’m trying to say is that we shouldn’t try to change for others. We should change for ourselves and become what we want to be. Do you understand?”

She nodded, wiping her eyes. “I understand. Cedric can be a jerk. He needs to be more reasonable and listen to other people’s opinions.” 

I couldn’t help but smile at her words. 

“And he needs to stop telling me what I have to do and how I have to be. I need to...let him go. I need to be myself.”

“Aria, you should talk to him without yelling.”

“I tried. He always gets his way. He convinces me that I’m wrong, that I’m selfish and need to grow up. Afterward, he says he’s sorry about pressuring me and assures me that he will be more understanding. Yet he isn’t... He isn’t.” She was out of breath, clutching at her chest. 

Aria’s complaints weren’t helping me stay calm, either. I was getting mad at Cedric’s behavior.

“Cedric lied, and he expects me to be okay with that. I just need to forgive him and pretend that nothing happened. Act like everything is fine and that I don’t have doubts about accepting my angel. My angel always wants what he does. She isn’t interested in my parents and my former life. She doesn’t feel sorry for others. Her coldness clouds my mind and my feelings. She tries to make me different.”

“You have to stop fighting her. It’s killing you.”

“I don’t care.” She shrugged. “So, what if I die? Isn’t the world going to be a better place without me? There will be no more wars.”

“It’s not that easy.” My heart hurt with her depressing words. “I don’t want you to die.”

“You did.”

“No. I didn’t want you in my world, but I wanted you to live.”

She pushed me away. “It’s my life. You don’t get to decide what I do with it. Not you or Cedric.”

“I want you to be happy,” I tried to explain as I gave her the space she needed.

Folding her arms, she muttered, “That’s what he also claims. I’m not happy. Having my whole life changed and having to deal with your regret and Cedric’s possessiveness... I can’t stand it anymore.”

“I told you I wouldn’t see you anymore.”

“You are here, aren’t you?”

“Do you want me to leave?” I asked, misery twisting my heart. I didn’t want to leave, but I didn’t want her to be upset because I was there. Someone had to stay with her. Cedric didn’t seem to want to spend his time next to her. I didn’t want to judge his actions. However, he didn’t seem to be thinking straight. Aria needed someone to tell her that she was loved.

“I don’t know.” Tears fell from her eyes. She turned her face, so I didn’t see her cry. “I’m confused. I have all these feelings inside of me. For a few hours, my mind was set free from my angel. I felt things that I hadn’t noticed before, feelings my angel numbed. I saw Cedric’s eyes when he rescued me. I saw how scary his angel is and how scary I will become. I’m not ungrateful like he said. I appreciate the fact that he saved me. I appreciate that you saved me, too. But...what if it was better if she had taken my angel out? She said she wanted him to listen to me screaming. She hates Cedric. Why does she hate him? Who is she?”

Aria stared at me as she rubbed her eyes. I forced myself not to move and take her into my arms. It was excruciating, and I wished I could do more to ease her pain.

I ran my fingers through my hair and massaged the back of my neck as I breathed out. “I don’t know. Did you tell him any of this?”

“Do you think he would listen? He said he knew who was behind my kidnapping and that he was going to take care of it. That he was going to punish them.”

“Did he explain to you why he was going to do that?”

“Because it was an offense to him and that they were trying to undermine his power.”

“Not just because of that. Aria, we need to talk. You need to explain to me why your angel is so important.”

“Well, I’m supposed to be stronger than the normal ones. I told you what they said to me when they kidnapped me.”

“Yes, I remember. Is your power connected to Cedric’s?”

“If I die, he dies. He said so.”

“And if you lose your angel?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then we need to find out,” I said sternly. I didn’t want her to die if she rejected her angel or if Cedric rejected her and took the angel out of her. Kayden said that if his associate had taken all of Aria’s angelic essence from her, it would have killed her. That woman was taking a sample to examine, but I didn’t know what to believe. “We need to talk to Cedric. And you need to calm down and stop fighting your angel.”

“I’m just trying to be myself. I’m trying to be in control of my emotions. She doesn’t like that,” she explained.

“Is it because of me?” I asked, feeling my heartbeat increase with the possibility.

She remained quiet. 

“I will leave if that makes you stop fighting your angel.”

“I don’t want her to take control. I feel better when you are here,” she mumbled with a quivering voice and reddened cheeks. “You can stay.”

“Then I need to tell you something about your kidnapping, the attack on the graveyard, and the fact that your life is still in danger. Even if Cedric can be a jerk, you need to promise me that you will help me talk to him and make him change his mind. It’s imperative for everybody in this city that he doesn’t attack the graveyard.” 

Aria nodded. 

“I know you are brave, Aria.”

“How can you know that?” 

“You didn’t fall for my talk in the boat, you fought the vampires who tried to assault you, and you would rather drown than be sexually molested. That says brave to me.” I was aware that I was bringing up bad memories to the surface, but what I said was the truth.

“I’m afraid of flying,” she said in a low voice after staring into my eyes for a moment. 

“That doesn’t make you a coward.”

“It makes me a terrible angel.”

I smirked, finding her adorable. She had a point there, though she would conquer that fear in time. Aria was such a beautiful angel. I wish I could be an angel if that meant she would go to heaven and be happy. I hope there was a way for her to keep being an angel, even if she didn’t want to kill people. I was conflicted. I didn’t want her dead, and I didn’t want her suffering because of me or Cedric.

“Does wanting to be a human again makes me a terrible person?” she asked.

Leaning forward, I reached for her hand and held it tight. “You have the right to be whatever you choose.”

“I don’t want to be a vampire.”

“No one will turn you into a vampire.”

She pursed her lips as she looked at our hands. “Are you really sorry?”

“For rejecting you?” 

She nodded. 

“I was, and then I wasn’t. It’s complicated.”

“Try explaining it to me.”

“I was an idiot for rejecting you. I did that because I’m afraid of rejection myself. And by proximity, I was terrified of love. I rejected you because I didn’t think I could love again. Maybe lust but not true love. Not that I’ve felt true love before. I realize now that I didn’t. It was...just my imagination. Sophie didn’t exist. She was the image of someone I wanted her to be, my perfect love.”

“You rejected me because I was ugly,” she said, cutting me off. 

“But you aren’t ugly, are you?”

She shook her head, and I smiled. I liked that she had self-esteem. Even if she was ugly, which isn’t the case, who am I to critique her looks? 

“All this time I had loved a person who was never simple, innocent, or an altruist like I wanted to believe she was and then I failed to see all those qualities in you because you weren’t wearing the right dress and the right make-up. People are idiots. Men are jerks, and girls keep saying that they don’t want to be loved for their appearance, but they look at a guy and see first if he is handsome or rich enough to please their whims. People are selfish, and they aren’t coherent in their choices and beliefs.”

She giggled at my rant.

“I wasn’t always rich, and I don’t have blue blood in my veins. I was the son of a whore, a bastard, and...”

“You don’t need to talk about it,” she whispered and touched my face with her hand. “You said that you didn’t need my pity, but I wasn’t feeling sorry for you. I was sad because I felt your pain. I wanted to be able to protect you from it and couldn’t. I couldn’t do it, and you sounded so lost... I didn’t know what to do or what to say to make you feel better. I was feeling sorry, not pity. There’s a difference.”

Her words touched me deep inside. “You were compelled. You couldn’t say anything. I was a monster to you. You deserved someone better than me. The gods should have given you a better soul-mate.”

“They gave me Cedric.”

“Yes, they did, didn’t they?” I evaded her hand, wounded by her words when I shouldn’t feel hurt. “You should stop fighting your angel and forgive Cedric,” I said, feeling miserable. “That’s why I think that rejecting you was the right decision. You found someone better than me. Cedric can save your soul. I would destroy you. I would... I don’t know what I would have done if I hadn’t rejected you. I was blind and hurt. How can I feel less guilty when I see you fighting against the thing I thought would make you happy—against your angel?”

“Maybe I don’t want someone better.” 

I raised my eyes to look at her. 

“Maybe you were perfect. I don’t know why it took so long for me to be born. Maybe I was born sooner, and you didn’t find me. But the Gods have eternity and for them, a day is just a second or even less. Perhaps, it was destiny, or there’s no such a thing as destiny. Our lives are made of choices. I’ve wanted to come to Paris since I was young. I didn’t know why I was so mesmerized by the city. It could be that I’m just an idiot. I must be an idiot. I would rather...” She silenced herself.

I got caught up in her words. I love her so much. Aria was sweet, intelligent, and insightful. I felt like crap when I lie to myself that I wouldn’t do anything to get her back. 

“You’d rather what?”

“I would rather be mortal than an angel. I’d rather be alone than feel trapped,” she complained. “I’m not sure about anything now. I was so sure before my mind went silent and I started doubting my feelings. Maybe I’m a fool.”

“You aren’t. You are just confused. People have the right to feel conflicted. I was the same for a long time.” I wanted her to understand that it was okay to have doubts. I was not in a better shape than she was. I wanted her but knew that I couldn’t have her. I couldn’t leave her, even though I knew I had to. I kept listening to her, caught in her eyes. 

“I always knew what I wanted before. My parents raised me to be good. Now, I’m not sure what is good and what is bad anymore. I’m just sure that I don’t want to kill anyone and that I don’t want to be controlled. I want to make my own decisions.”

“Then make them.”

“I did, but everybody is always questioning my choices as if I am not in a perfect state of mind. They aren’t me, and I don’t appreciate that everybody thinks that they know what is best for me. They don’t. If I want to go back to my old life, why do people keep trying to change my mind? Why does Cedric keep insisting that I’m making a mistake? That I’m going to regret it when it’s too late?”

“Because he doesn’t want to lose you.”

“Then he should be here. He should listen to what I have to say and respect my decisions!” She raised her voice. Something was clear, she was mad at him. “Everything is spinning. I feel so dizzy!”

It was probably the sedative they had given her earlier. She was speaking so freely like when she was drunk, maybe it had something to do with that. I wanted her to keep talking to know what was on her mind and for her to express her feelings, so she could feel better. I was interested in what she had to say. If Cedric wasn’t, then he was a fool.

“I’m an idiot. I’m such an idiot,” she mumbled to herself like a broken record. She was tightening her hand on mine. Her heartbeat was racing inside her chest. The sedative wasn’t helping to calm her down. It was just making her talk without stopping. 

“Why do you think you are an idiot?” I asked. 

“I’m not going to tell you why.” She avoided my gaze.

“If it makes you feel better, I don’t think you are an idiot. I think you are exceptional.”

“You didn’t think that before.”

“I was the one who was being an idiot.”

She giggled, and I smiled at her. I felt the need to take her out of here to somewhere where she would be distracted, and we could talk for days on end until she was healthy and no longer depressed. 

“Am I interrupting something?” 

It was Cedric at the door.
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“Cedric! I’m glad you are here. Philippe has something important to tell you. You should stop being a jerk and listen to him,” Aria said.

Frowning, Cedric asked me, “What is wrong with her?”

“They gave her a sedative,” I explained.

“What’s wrong with you?” Aria retorted.

Walking to her bed, he muttered, “I had a crappy day, and I’ve been drinking, but it didn’t have any effect on me whatsoever.”

“Bummer,” she blurted out and laughed.

I almost laughed with her, but I had to maintain my composure and talk to Cedric about the critical issues. Though, she was fun when she was not trying to be serious.

“She’s having mood swings,” I explained, frowning at Aria who stopped laughing and had a temporarily serious face.

“Yes, I’m having those,” she agreed, smirking at me.

“Let’s talk outside. Let her rest,” Cedric suggested.

“She needs to hear this. It concerns her, too.”

Cedric sighed deeply, probably out of patience. Aria sat on the bed and watched Cedric sit on another chair next to the bed, opposite me.

Even if I didn’t like the way Cedric was acting—as if he had a broom up his ass—I told him everything I knew about Kayden and what he had told me downstairs. Cedric was skeptic, I could guess by his expression. I knew he wouldn’t believe me so easily. On the other hand, Aria asked a lot of questions.

I only had one. “Why is her angel so important to them that they are willing to kill her to stop you from making her your queen?”

“It’s angels’ business. You wouldn’t understand,” Cedric said with his hands resting on his knees. “I appreciate your concern, but we can’t trust the word of a specter. He’s playing with you. He probably wants us to stop the invasion, so he wins more power and tells his associates that we are weak.”

I rubbed my forehead as I heaved a sigh. “Have you heard a single word I said? You can’t attack the graveyard. You will hurt innocent people and turn them against you.”

“They are already against me. Also, you should have told him that he doesn’t need to worry about Aria. She doesn’t want to be an angel anymore.”

“Aria is confused,” I told him darkly, feeling my eye color changing. It wasn’t set in stone. They needed to talk, and he needed to stop being an ass.

“I told Cedric that I wanted him to take the angel out,” Aria said to me.

“Not unless he explains to you how it works. They were taking your angel out, and it almost killed you. Therefore, I’m not going to let him do anything to you without him explaining it first,” I declared with a serious face, making sure I was looking at Cedric.

“She won’t die. She will just become human again.”

“And are you willing to give up that easily?” I asked. So much for his undying love and wanting to be with her. First sign of trouble and he runs for the hills.

“She doesn’t love me anymore,” he said.

Aria sighed. “It doesn’t help when you are a liar and keep ignoring me.”

“You said you weren’t sure that we would survive the trial,” he accused her.

“What trial?” I questioned.

“Angels’ business,” Cedric said.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t care about your secret angel rituals. The only thing that I want to know is why don’t they want Aria to live if she’s an angel?”

“Can’t you figure that out for yourself?” he asked sarcastically. “You are so damn smart! How come you can’t come to the right conclusion?”

“I’m sorry to disappoint you then,” I answered. “I’m aware that she’s powerful. Nevertheless, they want to kill her to get to you.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” Cedric said, narrowing his eyes and sighing deeply. “But there isn’t anything I can do since Aria doesn’t want to be an angel anymore. Thus, I need to work with the rest of the time that I have to stop the ones who are trying to harm my people and me.”

“Did you even bother to ask Aria why she is rejecting her angel?” I questioned him since he was so keen on accusing others of his own mistakes. Apparently, it was Aria’s fault that their bond was weak.

“She loves you,” he said coldly, eyes becoming white for a brief second. “You should have understood that already. Don’t play dumb.”

“She doesn’t want to kill. She doesn’t want to be a Red Angel, whatever that is,” I yelled at him with closed fists. He wasn’t doing a good job in understanding Aria’s reasons. It wasn’t that simple as he wanted to believe. It wasn’t my fault. And I had no idea if Aria wanted me or not. She wasn’t telling me that she did. “They are afraid of her because she’s some sort of powerful angel that can destroy everything. They told her that.”

“Well, they should be afraid of her since Archangels are the only ones that can send specters back to Hell. Like I’m going to send that Kayden guy when I get my hands on him and every single specter in that damn graveyard!”

He was losing his temper and wasn’t going to listen to reason. It was pointless to talk to him, as I expected. I guess he was too stubborn to believe me, or he wanted to prove a point to the others. Either way, things were going to get dangerous in the next few days. Aria was in the middle of that mess, and Kayden was going to win his twisted game.

“Blah, blah, blah,” Aria said, moving her hand to imitate him speaking. 

Cedric frowned at Aria. 

“Me, me, me,” she continued.

“Aria,” he whispered, leaning back in his chair. “Stop treating me like this.”

“Stop being a jerk!”

“I’m trying to keep you safe.”

“I’m safe. I’m here. But you aren’t here, are you? You are somewhere else, making plans to get revenge on the people who were worried about me killing their families.”

“It’s not as black and white, Aria! And you told me to leave, remember?”

“And why was that?”

“You were being unfair.”

“I was unfair? Is that a bad joke?” she asked, leveling her voice. “Was the lie you told me fair?”

I had no idea of what she was talking about, but she seemed furious with him. I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes.

The prince said, “I’ve explained my reasons to you.”

“And I don’t have to accept them since you don’t accept my reasons, either. You blame everything on Philippe. He isn’t the one to blame for your mistakes. He’s not the one who’s failing to listen to what I want.”

“He shouldn’t be here in the first place! You should have sent him away. You almost died because of him. He rejected you. What the hell is he doing here?”

Cedric was shining menacingly. Last time he shone like that, he tried to freeze me to death.

“Keeping me company,” she said nonchalantly, completely immune to his bad temper.

“You are selfish, aren’t you?” He sneered at her. “I did nothing to you. I saved you from dying, twice. Yet you still picked him!”

She glared at him with cold eyes and annoyance marring her face. He had pushed his luck. “I’m being selfish? Why? Because I don’t want to do what you want, and I don’t accept what you want to do? Do I need to agree with your every decision? Should I act nice, nod in compliance, and wag my tail?”

“What are you talking about?” he questioned.

I couldn’t help smiling to myself.

“You can’t trick me to shut up now or to change my mind. My angel is quiet at the moment. She won’t change my mind or trick me to obey you. I don’t have a clue how you made me not want to let you go. Maybe it was because you lied to me, and I didn’t want to feel guilty for your death. Perhaps, you acted nice in the beginning, so I would fall for you and lower my guard. But I’m not one of your obedient, brainwashed angels. I’m a person. My mom and dad taught me to be independent, to have dreams, to do what I want with my life without having to be undermined by a man. And I’m sorry about your condition, I truly am. But guess what, it’s not my fault!” she yelled the last words with red cheeks and shining eyes as her fingers gripped the bedding.

Rising from his seat, Cedric ordered, “Philippe get out!”

I frowned at him. I didn’t know who he thought he was to give me orders, but there was no way I would leave Aria alone with him.

He insisted, “We need to talk privately. You’ve already done a lot of damage. Leave!”

“What damage?” I asked, getting up from my chair and hovering over him menacingly. I wasn’t an eighteen-year-old girl to be intimidated or charmed by him. He had no power over me.

“You made her doubt her feelings for me,” he snapped, facing me. “You’re the reason why she’s rejecting her angel. She can die. But it would probably suit your plans if she did.”

I lost it. I walked to him and punched him in the face. It was a deserved punch. He was an asshole.

“Stop,” Aria ordered as she knelt on the bed and grabbed Cedric’s arm before he could punch me back.

The prince made the wise decision of stopping. He caught Aria before she fell to the ground.

I stood still. I didn’t want to upset her, so I backed off. 

“I guess you deserve him if you are willing to sacrifice your soul for his love,” Cedric accused Aria. 

She recoiled in bed to get away from his arms. 

There was venom in Cedric’s voice. “He’s nothing. You could have had everything. You could have had eternity in Heaven. But you chose him. What is wrong with you, Aria?” He wasn’t taking her rejection well.

“I don’t think you understood me.” Aria’s voice trembled. “I’m not choosing anything. I want to be left alone. I don’t want you or him. If God thinks that when I die, I should go to Hell, then I can’t do anything about it, can I?”

“You don’t need to go to Hell. You can stay with me. I know you still love me. You can be an angel and my queen.”

Cedric was nervous, but he wasn’t a threat. If he were, I would be pushing him away from her. At that moment, he looked hurt.

“Why do you want me to be your queen? Is it because I’m a powerful angel or because you want to be a king? Do you even love me? Just me, Cedric, not the angel inside of me and what you want me to be. You’re always complaining that I’m childish that I don’t understand how things work. You are trying to change me.”

“I’m not.”

Aria knelt on the bed and moved closer to him. “You didn’t make an effort to know what I wanted. You said that I had to become your queen, leave my old life behind, and love you if I wanted to be saved and save you. But you didn’t try listening to me to understand my fears and doubts. You didn’t explain to me what would happen when my angel took over my body and personality. She loves you. I feel it. I love you, but now I’m not even sure if it’s true love. I...have this void inside my chest. This emptiness that makes me wish I didn’t have to choose.”

“It’s Philippe’s fault,” he declared. “He did everything to make you doubt our love.”

“It’s not his fault,” she denied, touching his face. “You don’t open up or understand me. You are possessive, and you control me. You think that I must love you because I was chosen to be your mate. Loving isn’t an imposition. I fell for you. You are gorgeous, kind, and most of the time nice to me. Yet you are also paranoid, jealous, and demanding. You want me to let go of everything and follow you blindly. Love doesn’t work like that. I don’t have much experience with it, but I don’t think that is love.”

“That’s a lie. I tried to understand you. We talked, and I made an effort. Then you were kidnapped, and you...acted coldly and looked at Philippe as if he was the only thing that mattered in that damn place! I was there, you didn’t even see me.”

She folded her legs underneath her. “I was scared. I was confused. How did you want me to act? I don’t understand.”

“You love him! He rejected you. You almost died. He’s an egocentric bastard. Still, you were weak and unable to break your bond and choose me instead of him.”

“What do you mean?” She blinked several times with parted lips as her eyes shone with unshed tears. “Break my bond?”

“You didn’t reject him and kept letting him manipulate you to see you. You let him get close because you were weak and thought he could be saved. But he can’t. He’s a heartless vampire, and he’s doing all of this to destroy me. He came here to talk about some plan a specter did to start a war. The fact is that he wants me dead as much as that specter. Once I break my bond with you, I will no longer be an angel, and I’ll be weaker. You will be weaker. Then, he can kill you and get rid of you for good. He doesn’t care about you. If he did, he would stay away and let you be happy.”

“You are crazy,” I protested, caught up in his paranoid spiel. “I didn’t know Aria when we first met. I wasn’t thinking straight. I didn’t give our bond a chance. The last thing I want now is for Aria to die. I have no idea where you find all those crazy ideas, but the world doesn’t revolve around you. I couldn’t care less about you. All I care about is keeping Aria safe. If I wanted to kill you, I would have done what he asked me to. I would seduce Aria, so she rejected you, and you would somehow die. I have no idea how that would happen. I don’t know angel rituals. I don’t even understand how you could make her your mate in the first place.”

“Yet you will prey on her feelings once she is no longer an angel. You are here beside her because you know that she doesn’t want me anymore. She wants you.”

“I’m here because she can’t be left alone. I’m here because I love her. I don’t want her to die, and I can’t stay away,” I explained, so he would understand once and for all. I looked at Aria and kept talking, “I tried to stay away, but you aren’t happy. I can’t keep my distance if you are suffering. You can send me away if you want. I’ll stay in the corridor, and you won’t have to see my face again.” 

She bit her lip with wide eyes.

“Send him away,” Cedric told her. 

She looked at him and then at me. 

“We can try to fix this between us, but you need to send him away for good. You need to reject him and forget about his existence.”

Cedric sounded like an evil voice in Aria’s head. He wasn’t happy until he had what he wanted. He wanted her, and he wanted me gone. There was a time that I would give up on her and leave on my own two legs if that was what it took for her to be happy. But she wasn’t happy, and she didn’t love him as much as I thought she did.

“Do you want me to go away for good?” I asked with a sad voice and a silent plea in my eyes. I kept repeating to myself, Please say no, please say no. It was up to her to choose, not me. I would do whatever she wanted me to. 

“Will you stop the attack on the graveyard?” Aria asked Cedric.

“Will that make you send him away?” he retorted, narrowing his eyes.

“Won’t you cancel the attack even if he stays?”

“Aria, you can’t ask me to stop an attack just because you think it’s wrong. There are a lot of things in this world that you don’t understand.”

“But Philippe said that it’s a trap,” she reasoned with him.

“Philippe could be lying, or the specter is.”

“If they know that you are coming, they will leave, don’t you think?”

“If that happens, I’ll find among the prisoners someone who knows where they are hiding. I’ll prove to them that we aren’t weak.”

“You don’t need to prove anything. It’s a pointless war,” she said. “It will only prove that they were right to fear us. That they were right to think that I’m the Destroyer of the World.”

“They have no idea of what you are. You have no idea of what you are. If you would let your angel explain it to you. If you accepted her...”

“Then I wouldn’t feel confused and would peacefully obey you,” she finished his reasoning. “I don’t want to sacrifice my individuality for anyone.”

“We will be equals. I’m acting jealous because I know that you have feelings for Philippe. Once he is gone from our lives, once we mate, everything will be well again.”

“You don’t get it.” She closed her eyes as she folded her arms over her stomach.

Cedric placed his hand on her shoulder with a worried expression. “I won’t attack, Aria. Look at me. If that’s what you want, I’ll call off the attack. But you need to send Philippe away and stop fighting your angel.”

“You need to stop telling me what I should and shouldn’t do.” She raised her head to stare at him. Tears fell from her eyes. “If I need to give you something in return for you to stop the attack, then you don’t truly love me.” She removed his hand in a clear sign that she didn’t want him to touch her.

Cedric asked as he stepped back, “What do you mean?”

“She’s too clever for your own good,” I mumbled, sitting down on my chair and folding my arms.

Aria was right, Cedric didn’t get it. I had no idea why it was so hard for him to accept Aria's request. If the attack is hurting her so much, why doesn’t he end her pain?

“I swear to you that if you are lying to me, I’m going to kill you,” Cedric told me. 

I shrugged. I was meant to be quivering with fear, no doubt. 

“If you hurt Aria, I’ll kill you,” he added.

“I have no intention of hurting, Aria. I love her.”

He clenched his jaw before barking at me, “If that’s true, why aren’t you doing anything to stop Kayden and his associates from killing her? Because you know that if she rejects me, her angel is gone. Confess that it was all an elaborated plan to make her give up her powers.”

I unfolded my arms as I arched an eyebrow at him. “Whatever you’ve been smoking, you should stop. It’s not good for you. Please stop accusing me of something I didn’t do. I’m here for Aria. I have plenty of time to find Kayden and the girl who tried to hurt Aria. I don’t need to make rushed decisions that will affect innocent lives.”

He sneered. “That’s a first. Did you grow a conscience?”

“Yes. Did you lose yours?” I teased him. “Guess angels—when they can actually feel something—allow their reason to be clouded by vengeance much like the common humans and vampires.”

“Please stop the both of you,” Aria ordered, raising both hands as she knelt on her bed. Looking at Cedric, she said, “I’ve given you two days to keep your angel powers. I’m going to stay true to my word. Even if it means that you are going to use your powers to do wrong and not good.”

“Aria...” Cedric mumbled. “Please try to understand my reasons.”

“You don’t make an effort to understand mine.”

“I’ll talk to the others. I’ll share Philippe’s findings.”

“Are you going to share such important information with the people you don’t even know if they are truly on your side? In doing so, you are going to put Aria’s life in danger once again. You are going to put my life in danger because I told you what Kayden told me.”

“Philippe’s right,” Aria said.

Cedric breathed deep and ruffled his hair. “Damn it.”

“Maybe we should act smart about it.”

It was Jo’s voice. We looked at the door. She was wearing a sexy red dress, and her hair fell freely down her left shoulder. I smiled at her. Perhaps, she could help me in convincing Cedric.

“How?” Cedric asked as he faced her. “Aria believes Philippe, but I don’t trust him.”

“Then trust me. Kayden is evil. I’m sorry if I overheard the conversation. I’m a vampire, and I was outside. It was hard not to listen. I didn’t listen to everything...but...I know Kayden. He’s manipulative and deceiving. Philippe wouldn’t lie if Aria’s life is at stake. Trust me, Cedric. You need to act smart about this new information. I’ve shared with you my fears about this being a trap. Philippe is saying that it is a trap. We can’t be stupid and fall right into it.”

“We can’t look weak, either,” he retorted. “There are people in the graveyard who may know of Kayden’s whereabouts.”

“We will ask them,” I said, having an idea. Margaret and Mara were witches. They knew the covens that were working in the graveyard. I had had confirmation that they were safe. I shared my idea with the rest. “We don’t need to attack the graveyard. We just need to gather the covens’ leaders and explain to them what’s going on. Any rogue pack of werewolves or specter that is there, we may assume that they don’t have anything to do with Kayden. He must have taken his men out.”

“He left someone to spread the venom and put them against the angels,” Jo said.

“Yes, he must have someone there whom he trusts. But we can’t find out who it is as he will be reluctant in helping us, won’t he?”

“It’s a crazy plan. We need to think more carefully about it,” Cedric complained.

I corrected him, “It’s an idea, not a plan. We need to talk to Mara and Margaret. Only then you’ll gather the people you trust. We don’t need an army. We simply need a group of people to meet another group of people and talk.”

“And where would we talk? The graveyard was supposed to be a neutral zone,” Cedric said.

“There is another neutral zone,” Jo declared. “Philippe’s church.”

“I will think about it,” the prince said with his eyes on Jo. “But if the leaders aren’t willing to meet with me, we will attack the graveyard. Maybe not today, but tomorrow and without delay.”

“Tomorrow is Charlotte’s party,” Jo reminded him.

I had no idea of what she was talking about.

“True. Hence why everything must happen today,” Cedric stated. He turned to look at me as he pointed a finger. “You need to come with me and leave Aria alone. If you want me to accept your plan, you’ll need to help me with it.”

I stared at Aria. I wasn’t keen on leaving her alone. She didn’t look pleased with the idea, either. Her big shining eyes were gazing back.

I got up from my seat. “You can come with us if you think you can walk.”

“She won’t be leaving here. It’s not safe,” Cedric denied with his stuck-up royal voice.

Breathing in, I tried not to flutter my eyes in annoyance. “If you want her to grown-up, you have to stop treating her like a kid or a helpless girl.” I crossed my arms and endured his penetrating gaze. “Also, she can decide for herself.”

“I want to go with Philippe,” she said and bit her lip as she stared at Cedric who glared at her.

I clenched my teeth, mentally growling at his attitude. Taking her in my arms and getting her out of this place was more and more enticing. Preferably far away from the Angel Prince. 

Gulping, Aria added, “What I meant was that I don’t want to stay here by myself. I can walk. I’m feeling better now.”

“We need to go home so that you can change your clothes.” Cedric stepped closer and took her into his arms. “Jo will help you change while I talk to Philippe. He needs to request the presence of the leaders at his place. Once we are reunited, we’ll think about what to do concerning the attack.” 

Aria nodded. 

Cedric raised his face to stare at me and then at Jo. “Put your hands on my arm,” he requested. “We can’t afford to lose time driving.”

Jo walked in and put her hand on his shoulder.

I guess we are teleporting. I didn’t protest. Grabbing onto his arm, we disappeared into his house.
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Chapter THREE
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ARIA

“You are so pretty,” Jo said with a smile while brushing my hair. She made it fall freely over my shoulders.

I didn’t know what to say. She was sweet and had helped me get dressed. Jo even chose the clothes I should wear while I was showering. 

I wore a marbled, tweed-print, stretch, cotton dress colored white and pink with a full skirt. It was fashionable and favored my skin tone. Jo helped me with the makeup, using a glossy red lipstick to paint my lips. I liked my image in the mirror. It beat the pale appearance I had when I arrived from the hospital.

After the shower and the dressing up, I was feeling better and less sad. Things seemed to be lighter now that I didn’t have the weight of innocent lives on my shoulders. 

“You don’t talk much, do you?” she asked.

I blushed. “I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

“That’s okay.” She smiled as she pointed her hands at me. “You’re ready. You look gorgeous.”

“Thank you.” I looked at my skirt and then at my trembling hands.

“I don’t mean to intrude,” Jo began. 

I lifted my eyes to meet hers. 

“If you are that keen on protecting the people from the graveyard, you should use the fascination Cedric has for you to convince him.”

I shook my head and frowned. “What do you mean?”

Leaning forward, she tucked a strand of my hair behind my ear. “You are no longer a kid. You need to start acting like a woman. Cedric is in love with you. Women have a lot of influence when men are in love.”

I looked at my feet. “Cedric isn’t like other men. He doesn’t care about my opinion, and I’m not sure if he is truly in love with me.”

I truly wasn’t.

“You are just doing things wrong by arguing with him. You should act smarter about it.”

“You mean manipulating him with sex?” Biting my lip harder than I should, I explained, “I would rather reason with him without resorting to manipulation. He needs to respect me as a person and his equal.”

Jo placed a hand on my cheek. “You are so cute. Men like Cedric lose track of rationality when it comes to injustices or attacks on the people they love.”

“I’m alive. Philippe explained to him why I was kidnapped. Cedric is being stubborn.”

Touching my nose with her index, she grinned. “As all males, darling.”

My voice pitched when I asked, “Even Philippe?”

“There are times when he can be obtuse. You’ve experienced that first hand, haven’t you?”

I evaded her gaze and nodded. “He still...” I shrugged. “I have no idea how to make Cedric listen to me.”

Jo stepped back, and I looked at her. She was playing with a strand of her hair, twisting it around her finger. She didn’t even need to try to look gorgeous. It should be easy for her to make men do all she wants. 

“Sometimes, giving them, the cold treatment also works,” she said, smiling. 

I furrowed my brow. 

“Ignoring them, darling. Men don’t like to be ignored.” 

I nodded in understanding. 

She changed the subject and crouched in front of me. “I love the color of your hair. It’s so pretty.”

“Thank you, but I’ll go back to having brown hair once I’m human again.”

“That’s okay. Brown is pretty, too.”

“Your hair is beautiful,” I said, mesmerized by her glossy black hair. Jo was the most gorgeous woman that I’ve seen up close. She looked like a movie star with perfect skin and face. She was tall and had a slim figure. I wondered how old she was. If she was Philippe’s maker, then she was extremely old.

“Thank you.”

“We should go to the meeting. I want to be there when it starts,” I said, getting up from the chair.

Jo rose to her feet and smoothed down her dress. “Aria, can I ask you something before we leave?”

Her voice sounded serious, so I spun around and faced her. “Sure.”

“Are you having feelings for Philippe?”

“Why do you want to know that?”

“You are willing to give up your powers, and you seem to... Darling, you look at him differently.”

I tilted my head to the side. “What do you mean?” Why is she interested in my feelings for Philippe? “How do I look at Philippe?”

“Like I used to look at my own mate.” 

I pursed my lips and blinked. For some reason, her words didn’t make me feel uncomfortable or outraged. Since I had been kidnapped, apathy had become a constant feeling.

Jo waved her hands in front of me with a worried expression. “Never mind. I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable about it. You need to figure out what you want by yourself.”

“Yes, I do,” I said coldly.

Brushing my dress with my hands, I chased away the sensation of feeling like a little girl with a new dress that wanted to twirl around to show it off. I liked how it flowed down my figure and how soft the material was. It was a silly thought. I had more pressing matters to take care of.

I looked at Jo. “We should go.”

“You should dress like that more often. It makes you look older.”

“I like the way I dress. I have a lot of time to look older,” I said, unsure if I should feel offended or not by her comment. 

“You have a new position now. You are no longer a teenager.”

“Jo, don’t get me wrong. I appreciate the advice, but I’m not planning to be an angel for much longer. I don’t need to dress like this in college or at home.”

“You are certain that you want to give up all of this, aren’t you?”

“You look like you don’t approve.”

“You have the right to do what you believe is best for your life.”

“But you don’t approve.”

She shrugged slightly. “I’m just...curious. Why do you want to leave Cedric?”

“It isn’t because of Philippe if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“You feel trapped and misunderstood. Cedric lied to you and...can be a bit overwhelming.”

“He can.” I nodded. “He can also be charming and kind.”

“Don’t you want to give him another chance?”

“Did Cedric ask you to talk to me about him?”

She shook her head. “No. I thought that maybe you could talk to me about what is bothering you and... It was a silly idea.” She placed her hand on her hip and held the other up to her jaw. “Maybe you should think about what you are looking for in a man and decide if Cedric is worth holding on to. You are only going to have a chance to find a new mate once; one that is willing to love you unconditionally.”
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