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Chapter One
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The sound of clashing swords in the Palace training ground was one of the few things in the Underworld that truly put Damon at ease.

As his own sword struck against his uncle’s, he couldn’t help but wonder at the man the last few years had made him.

One who was far more comfortable surrounded by the sound of battle - even simulated as it was - than by the comforts afforded to him as the son of a noble, and the king’s chosen heir.

“All right,” his uncle called, lowering his sword. “I yield. I’m done for the day.”

Damon raised an eyebrow. His uncle was the king’s personal guard, and his most trusted military advisor. He was a foot taller than Damon and made of pure muscle. Even with the... enhancements Damon had over every Demon, he doubted his uncle was truly too tired to continue.

“I’m on a schedule,” his uncle explained with a shrug. “You know, it wouldn’t kill you to find another sparring partner for when I’m busy.”

“Oh? And who should I ask? Another member of the Kingsguard?”

Despite the lightness of Damon’s words, they shared a significant look. The Kingsguard were the most elite warriors in the Underworld, and they were supposed to be hand-picked by the King himself from those he trusted most, but Damon and his uncle both knew that the King had few that he truly trusted, and Damon’s father had used that to his advantage.

Now, most of those who were supposed to be most loyal to the King had been put there by Damon’s father to undermine him.

“What about Aaron?” Uncle Gregor asked, naming the only Kingsguard member besides the two of them that they knew could be trusted.

Damon looked away, his stomach twisting at the thought of the other man. “He’s a healer. He may be able to swing a sword, but I would have it out of his hand in seconds.”

“You could try and teach him to get better.”

Damon shook his head. “I offered in the past. He wouldn’t take me up on it.”

His uncle sighed as he moved away from the training grounds, heading for the drinking fountain. “You know, it’s been years since we came back to the Underworld, since we left Earth, and I have to wonder if the reason why, in all that time, you’ve never found another sparring partner is that you don’t want to replace the one you used to have.”

Damon looked away, wishing to say that, given the years that had passed, he didn’t immediately know what he was talking about.

But he supposed first loves were harder to forget than that.

“It’s been years,” Damon said to his uncle, regardless. “I was a teenager. Do you really think I’m still hung up on some Human girl?”

His uncle just folded his arms, clearly not buying it. “Freya was never just some girl to you. She helped you figure out what your life away from your father could look like. And I wonder...”

Damon frowned as his uncle trailed off. “You wonder what?”

His uncle shook his head. “It’s nothing. Just thinking aloud.”

Damon decided not to ask. The last thing he wanted to do was stew in the past. Not when he doubted he would ever see Freya again. “Is there a reason for all of this looking back, or can we return to the present?”

His uncle sighed, leaning back against the wall by the fountain. “The reason is that things are more complicated than you’re aware. Than most people are aware. And I fear that it is coming to a head. Tell me, what do you know of the Angel?”

Damon frowned at the change of subject. “The Angel? The one that lives on Earth?” He shrugged. “I know that she operated out of the same city on Earth that we lived in when I was younger, though I never saw her. Rumour had it that she kept to herself and dealt with anyone who threatened Humans, but refused to get involved in anything beyond that.”

“Well, I did see her in action.”

“Really? When? Why haven’t you mentioned it before?”

His uncle smiled at his enthusiasm and Damon blushed a little but refused to be too ashamed. The Earth had been scarred years ago so that no more Angels - the most powerful beings aside from Life, Death, Fate and Nature - could be born. The fact that this one had been was a miracle and all of the stories about her lived up to the tales he had grown up reading in history books.

“Just before she disappeared,” his uncle eventually admitted, his gaze darkening.

“Wait, you... Do you know why she disappeared?”

“I know that she was captured and tortured. She managed to free herself but it required unleashing powers that she didn’t quite have a handle on yet. And when the Council of Light saw that power... They decided that she needed to be eliminated, just in case she ever decided to use that power against them.”

Damon frowned. “Wait, why? Every Angel for centuries has been Light. Why would they kill someone who was on their side?”

“Because if there is one thing I am absolutely sure of, it’s that this Angel isn’t Light.”

“A Dark Angel? But... It’s been centuries, and she’s likely to be the last Angel who would ever exist... The political ramifications...”

“I get the impression that those ramifications were why she never delved into politics much. She worked with the Royal Cleaners when their goal to keep magic a secret from Humans aligned with hers, but she only did so after Lady Caroline swore not to tell anyone that she was working with them.”

Damon folded his arms. “But she told you?”

His uncle shrugged. “Only after she gained the Angel’s trust to a point where she allowed it. I was actually supposed to meet her and talk to her about maybe at least visiting the Underworld, if not having some kind of formal relationship with us. Of course, then she was captured and almost destroyed the city in her escape, causing her to have to go underground.”

“So, why are you bringing all of this up? The Angel is still missing, isn’t she?”

“It’s true that many haven’t seen her, but... A few whisperings seem to suggest that she returned home. The problem with that is that she’s not contacted Lady Caroline, or any other Demon that I’m aware of, since she returned, but the rumours are out there for someone like, say, your father to pick up on.”

Damon’s blood chilled a little as he realised exactly why his father would want to attack the Angel.

Over a decade after the King had married Damon’s aunt, they confirmed what everyone had already suspected: they couldn’t have children and so there would be no heir to the throne.

There was no one else with Royal Blood, and they discovered that Damon’s father had been keeping Damon’s existence a secret around the same time.

They wanted to get Damon away from his father, and they needed a potential heir who would be strong enough to be accepted, despite the lack of Royal Blood.

So, they had taken Damon in as a ward and he had been named as the heir to the throne, which his father hadn’t protested simply because of the political power it had handed him.

Without that, Damon had no doubt that his father would have killed him before letting anyone take away his experimental subject.

But if a Dark Angel was introduced into the equation? It had been a long time since any had appeared, but the precedent was clear. They were given an honoured place in the Underworld, a chance to form a noble house if they didn’t already belong to one, and it was generally accepted that, if there was an age-appropriate heir available, they would marry into the royal family if they wanted to.

But, of course, while Damon was an ‘age-appropriate heir’, he wasn’t of Royal Blood, so it would make more sense for the King to choose her to take over from him, rather than Damon.

Which his father would never abide.

“He wants her dead,” Damon realised.

His uncle gave a tired nod.

“Then we have to do something! We have to warn her or protect her! Something!”

His uncle nodded again, this time with a small smile. “I’m glad you think that way. Your aunt has decided to send the Kingsguard into the city.”

Damon frowned. “But they’re all...”

Loyal to my father.

“We know,” his uncle assured him. “But if they don’t go, he’ll send someone else. At least this way, you’ll be there.”

Damon blinked. “You... You want me to protect her?”

“Yes. And to clear out anyone who proves themselves disloyal to the King in the process. Your father trusts you, he thinks you loyal to his cause. He will likely bring you in on any plans, and you can use that.”

Damon nodded. “I’ll do it. I’ll make sure she’s protected. I swear.”

His uncle just smiled once more. “Trust me, Damon, I have faith in you when it comes to this.”
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There wasn’t much Damon hated more than having to spend time with his father’s men.

After all, anyone who would willingly work for his father had to be despicable. His father made sure of that.

But since he had no way to contact the Angel to warn her of their attack, he was forced to spend time with them until they struck.

Though it wasn’t long before he gave up on spending every second with them in lieu of wandering around town, looking for a café to sit in for a while.

Eventually, he passed a place that seemed to be out of the way enough for him to get some peace. He frowned a little, sure that he recognised the name, but also sure that he had never been there before.

Maybe one of his friends who had remained in the city had posted about it online. Keeping in touch with them via social media had been one of the only things keeping him sane when he had returned to the Underworld.

He entered but hesitated as he saw that there was already a woman being served at the till.

She appeared to be using sign language with the woman behind the counter and, after a moment, Damon wondered if she was actually being served, or if she was just talking with her friend.

Damon didn’t want to be rude by interrupting them. He considered just leaving and going somewhere else, but then the woman behind the counter nodded at him.

Creator, had he hesitated by the door too long?

Her friend turned to look at him, and Damon found himself rooted to the spot in mortification.

Until, a moment later, he found that he recognised the woman who had turned to him.

Freya.

His heart stopped in his chest at the sight of his old friend.

His old crush.

She looked taller. Somehow. She had never exactly been on the short side. Or maybe it was just the way she was holding herself. She was smiling easily with her friend, in a way that she had never really done when he had known her. Smiles from Freya were rare things that he’d had to coax from her, though they had always been worth the effort. Now, her face was alight, and it didn’t seem as if it was as rare.

Damon couldn’t help his own smile at that. It was a welcome change.

She looked like she had just rolled out of bed and thrown on her most comfortable clothes, and yet he found himself self-conscious of his own attire. He’d only just managed to acquire a handful of things appropriate for Earth, all new and crisp and still uncomfortable.

She looked at home, and comfortable, and he couldn’t help but wonder if the years had made him as guarded as she had been when they had first met.

Not that he hadn’t also been guarded back then, he’d just been better at hiding it. He hoped that he still was...

“Damon?!” Freya exclaimed as she finally seemed to spot him, the hand she had placed on the counter slipping slightly in surprise.

He couldn’t help but grin at her exclamation, her voice awakening something inside him that had been long dormant.

He wanted to rush forward and sweep her into a hug, but he kept his distance, knowing that she didn’t appreciate surprise touching.

And if he was being honest with himself, a hug wasn’t all he wanted. Creator, he had thought those feelings long dead, and yet here she was, reawakening them as if he had left only yesterday.

He couldn’t help but think about the day she had been cursed by the Fae. Only true love’s kiss could break the spell, and when he had kissed her...

She had loved him once, he knew that much. But then, when they had finally started dating, she had broken up with him. He had never known why, and at the time, he had simply faced the fact that he probably shouldn’t have been dating a Human in the first place. Not when he was still too young to control his powers properly.

But now? Now, he found a part of him couldn’t help but hope that, whatever the reason for their break-up had been, it was years past.

The rest of him, however, scolded his foolish thoughts. Yes, her reason for breaking up with him may be years past, but so were any feelings she might have once had for him.

“Freya,” he responded, pushing away his errant thoughts, as her cheeks flushed pink. Not that that was an indicator of anything - Freya was so pale that she flushed at the slightest provocation - but it was just enough to fuel his hope.

“I didn’t know that you were still in the city,” Damon continued, still grinning. “I mean, you seemed to disappear from social media a couple of years ago, so I didn’t know if you’d moved or anything.”

Freya shrugged. “I went backpacking with my girlfriend at the time, and the data roaming charges were a bit much. When we broke up, and I came back, I just didn’t feel like logging back online. At least, not on big social media sites. I mostly lurk in forums now.” She stopped herself, seemingly realising that she was rambling, though he found it nothing less than adorable. “So, what about you? I didn’t even know you were in the country.”

“I just got back,” he explained. “Work transferred me back here. Speaking of, I’ve got to get going before I’m late, but do you want to meet up tonight and catch up?”

His lungs refused to draw in air for a moment as he waited for her response, terrified that she would dismiss him. He hadn’t meant it to sound like he was asking her on a date, but as soon as he’d said the words, he realised they could be interpreted as such.

Not that he didn’t want to ask her out, he definitely did, but he hadn’t meant to do it so soon.

But then, Freya had never been any good at subtext, even if he had meant it intentionally, so maybe she would just take his words at face-value.

“Yeah, sure,” she said with a grin, after what seemed like an eternity, and Damon let out a discreet sigh of relief. Though he was still unsure of whether or not this was a date, he would take what he could.

“Great! Have you got a new phone number?”
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By the time Damon made it back to the hotel, everyone else had headed out. Probably on various missions for his father that he was happier not knowing about. If he had to guess, he’d say that they were most likely trying to track down the Angel, but he figured that they wouldn’t attack her so quickly. Not unless they wanted her to squash them like bugs.

Not that Damon would be particularly opposed to that idea...

Damon made his way to his room before checking for surveillance magic. As soon as he was sure that no one was using magic to listen in on him, he reinforced his protection runes to stop anyone from simply listening in from outside the door.

After he was sure that no one associated with his father could hear him for the next ten minutes at least, he pulled out his phone and called his uncle, hoping that he picked up. If not, he didn’t know when he would next get to talk to him.

Thankfully, after a few moments, his uncle responded.

“Hey,” he said. “Good timing, kid. I just finished talking with Caroline. The flat by the quayside is all set up for you. No more staying with your father’s men.”

Damon let out a sigh of relief. “Thanks. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand staying so close...”

“You’re still going to have to spend time with them,” his uncle warned. “You can



















[image: ]






















































[image: ]




















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
L.C. MAWSON

;
¢ ( i
3 '
%
R
|

A FREYA SNOW NOVEL

7 E ==y





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





