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        I just spent the best night of my life with the hottest guy I’ve ever met. Too bad he turns out to be my deadliest enemy – the Archangel Nathanael…

      

        

      
        Half-demon Isabella has dreamed of bringing archangels to justice and there’s no way she’ll forgive Nate for his deception. Except it turns out he has no idea who she is… can this be the chance for retribution she’s been searching for?

      

        

      
        There’s only one rule I live by. Never trust a demon.

      

        

      
        Close to finding a rogue demon he’s been hunting for millennia, Nate’s not looking for any distractions. Until Isabella turns his world inside out and leaves him wanting so much more. But when he uncovers her true heritage, her betrayal rocks him, and he faces the choice of leaving her to her fate or breaking the only rule in his book.

        With dark secrets threatening their survival, there’s no way an archangel and a half-demon can work together. But with the clock ticking, and danger stalking every move they make, the only way to save themselves might just be to save each other.
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          NATE

        

      

    

    
      Eleven Thousand Years Ago. Somewhere on Earth.

      

      The Archangel Nathanael landed on a rocky outcrop that gave him an uninterrupted view of the brawl in progress on the sandy beach below. Folding his wings, he recognized the three tormentors. They were minor gods who often hung out on Earth, and their current victim didn’t stand a chance against them.

      He wasn’t in the mood for a fight, but three immortals against one frail human was barbaric, whatever way he looked at it. Like a lion playing with a mouse.

      Sweat beaded along the human’s forehead and a knife hilt protruded from his neck. Even from this distance, there was no mistake. The swirling runes on the knife handle were too distinctive. It belonged to one of the jeering gods, Maahes.

      Intrigued, he scanned the creature. His aura throbbed with leashed power, the ancient, unadulterated power that only archangels possessed. So he wasn’t human. And he certainly wasn’t an archangel.

      Demon.

      Nate had never come across one before, although there were plenty of legends of their duplicity and how they’d corrupted and tortured humankind in the past. But since there were no witnesses of such events still alive, as far as he was concerned it was all speculation. Their goddess had banished her first children from Earth long ago, before the creation of the archangels.

      That dark history, that their goddess forbade them to discuss, had always fascinated him. Why couldn’t they speak of it? Most of his fellow archangels accepted Her word and had no interest in digging into a prohibited past that didn’t affect them.

      They were bitter enemies. As prescribed by their goddess’ decree. But it was academic. Despite how their goddess maintained that if they ever met, they’d annihilate each other, no battle had been fought between their races. She was determined to keep them separated, and it seemed he was the only one who questioned Her word in this matter.

      He grinned. Potential answers to all the questions he’d had over the years had just neatly dropped into his path.

      It was an enthralling proposition.

      A second later he materialized into the fray and narrowly dodged a curse-drenched, eight-pointed star that the goddess Inanna had hurled. She gave a theatrical groan.

      “Fly away, Nate. You’re in the way.”

      He offered her an insincere grin. “Not a chance.”

      Maahes spun another of his knives on the tip of his finger. “Pick a side, butterfly.”

      As insults went, it was one of the milder ones. “Already have.”

      The demon lunged for the third god, Veles, gripping his sword in both hands. “Filthy godspawn cowards.”

      Nate shot him a glance, as Veles parried the thrusts with his own sword. Inanna laughed, as if the whole thing was a great joke, and Maahes drew back his arm, knife in hand, focused on Nate.

      Nate teleported, wrapped his arm around Maahes’ throat and there was a satisfying crack before the god teleported to Inanna’s side. Unfortunately it took more than that to kill an immortal, but still.

      “You’re so going to regret this, Nathanael.” It sounded more like a prophecy than a threat, as Inanna held out her hand, and her star spun back to its mistress.

      “Big time,” growled Maahes, his fingers clutching his throat, as the crushed bones mended, before he and Inanna vanished.

      Veles leaped back, landing knee deep in the ocean. He grinned at Nate, as though he found the interruption of his and his fellow immortals’ fun and games amusing.

      “Good hunting, archangel.” There was the faintest trace of a sneer in that last word, before he, too, vanished.

      Nate rounded on the stranger, who was leaning heavily on his sword and sucking harsh breaths into his lungs.

      “What the hell are you doing on Earth?”

      The demon gingerly touched the hilt that was still sticking out of his neck. “I pissed off the Demonic High Council. Thought I’d lay low on the last planet they’d ever think of looking for me.”

      “And then you pissed off Maahes.”

      “Bastard caught me unaware.” His voice rasped and he staggered, as though the sword was no longer enough to keep him upright. “I can’t even teleport.”

      Nate eyed the knife. If the demon couldn’t teleport, there was no way he’d be able to heal himself, either. Once the knife was pulled out, he’d bleed to death.

      He’d healed plenty of humans with minor injuries in the past. Even a few with life-threatening wounds. But he’d never offered to help an immortal before. Because immortals didn’t need that kind of help.

      “Huh.” He folded his arms and glowered at the demon, because this was unchartered territory and he had the feeling if his goddess discovered his deed, she’d be severely displeased.

      Then again, he did a lot of things he suspected his goddess would disapprove of. Not that he was the only one. The trick was not being found out.

      Assisting a demon bordered on blasphemy. It was dangerously tempting.

      “Battling your conscience?” The demon gave a feral grin. His teeth were bloodstained. “Do me a favor. Cut out my heart. This knife hurts like fuck.”

      The melodramatic comment decided him. Anyone who could joke at a time like this couldn’t be as despicable as their reputation contended. “Here’s your choice. I’ll leave now, or you pull the knife and I’ll fix the wound.”

      The demon grimaced. “And be forever in your debt.”

      “Yeah. Thought that went without saying.”

      The demon gave a pained laugh. “Deal.”

      It took longer than he’d anticipated to mend blood vessels, knit torn muscle and repair damaged nerves. By the time he had finished, the sun had set, and he and the demon were both dripping with sweat.

      He exhaled a long breath and stepped back. He’d done all he could. “Might take you a while to regain your abilities.”

      The demon cautiously flexed his neck before giving him an assessing look. “My name is Dagan.” He gave a mocking half-bow. “At your service.”

      “Nate. Not at yours.”

      Dagan’s dark eyes gleamed in the moonlight. “It appears not all archangels are the scum of the universe that I’ve been led to believe.”

      “No. That distinction is reserved for demon kind.”

      Dagan gave a grunt of laughter. “In a different universe, we may have been friends.”

      An archangel and a demon? It was unheard of.

      Forbidden.

      And a perfect way for Nate to finally get answers to all the questions that had burned through his mind for centuries.

      “Are you still planning to stay on Earth?”

      Dagan shrugged. “Until I’m healed, I don’t have a choice. But yes. I still plan to stay for a while.”

      In that case, Nate needed to figure out a way to keep him alive. He rubbed his brow and then grinned. “How do you feel about masquerading as a demigod?”

      “The thought of possessing hybrid blood from a god and mortal coupling offends my sensibilities.”

      Nate snorted with laughter. Who knew demons possessed a sense of humor?

      “I can’t guarantee you’d be welcome in Ama-gi as a demon. But you’ll pass unnoticed if you present as a demigod.”

      “Ama-gi still thrives on this primitive planet?”

      He’d forgotten Dagan would know of the magnificent civilization from the time when demons populated the Earth over a thousand years ago.

      “It does.”

      Dagan was silent for a few moments. “You would protect my identity, against the edicts of our mutual goddess?”

      “Hey.” Nate unfurled his wings. “What are friends for?”
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          NATE

        

      

    

    
      London, Present Day

      

      Nate stood outside The Queen’s Arms pub in the West End and narrowed his eyes at the unassuming club across the street. The name had first caught his interest. Inanna. But it was the elusive scent of demon that clung to the building that really snared him.

      He was certain there was a connection that linked the club and the architect behind an immortal forged sword that had horrifically wounded one of his closest friends, the Archangel Azrael. Nate had grabbed that damn weapon and was in the process of having it analyzed but he was already sure of its origin.

      Demon made. And that meant an immortal on Earth was either forging weapons capable of destroying an archangel—or someone off-world was supplying them. And somewhere in this club was his answer.

      It wasn’t that unusual to pick up a trace of demonic infestation on Earth. Their bloodline polluted the human race far more than any of his fellow archangels were aware. Most of the time, he ignored the signs. Because generally the hybrids had no idea what cursed DNA they possessed, and as such they posed little danger to the indigenous population.

      The ones he hunted across the universe were powerful demon spawn, who not only knew exactly who and what they were but were consumed with wiping out mortals and claiming their planet for their own.

      Not on his watch. He’d been burned once by their duplicity.

      Never trust a demon.

      He wouldn’t rest until he’d crushed every seed of their rebellion, across all the galaxies except Fornax, the one they called their own.

      The fact that so far his best clue was lurking inside a club called after the goddess who had warned him about Dagan, was just the kind of karmic bullshit the universe liked to pull on him.

      He threw up a low-level glamour to obscure his archangelic radiance from mortals and strolled across the road. He’d visited the club half a dozen times during the last couple of weeks but apart from the traces of powerful demonic power steeped into the very brickwork, he hadn’t found the answers he’d been looking for. He’d also checked out Inanna in Birmingham and Brighton but although the demon element was unmistakable in both clubs, it was nowhere near as potent as their London counterpart.

      Once inside the club, he prowled the perimeter of the dance floor. It was like every other night he’d been here, and he raked his gaze around the oblivious humans. They were so sure of their position at the top of the food chain, they had no idea who else they shared this planet with. Which was just as well. No one needed the kind of panic that would sweep the Earth if humans ever lifted that particular veil.

      Let them keep their illusion of superiority. It made no difference to him.

      He was convinced the demon responsible for the attack on Az had been here, which meant Nate wasn’t going anywhere.

      He was certain of which demon bastard was behind it, too.

      Dagan.

      
        
        Bella

      

      

      Isabella Beauchamp navigated her way through Heathrow Airport, collected her luggage, and went through “Northing to Declare” at Customs. Teleportation was so much easier, but sometimes when it came to her work, she just needed a paper trail, to avoid unwanted scrutiny.

      Also, Octavia was picking her up. And while the other woman was a good friend, there were still some things she couldn’t confide in her.

      It was safer, that way. For Octavia.

      She spied her friend in the crowd and made her way over.

      “Welcome back,” Octavia said, even though Bella had only been in Milan for a couple of weeks. “And congrats on clinching the deal on your new nightclub.”

      “The place has so much potential.” Most people in the underground network she was a part of believed her string of nightclubs were a cover for her real work, but it was so much more than that. She loved renovating old buildings, bringing them back to their former glory, and then opening them to the public. It had always been her passion, even before she’d been recruited by the Watchers. But there was no denying that her businesses also served as a perfect cover if any full blood humans decided to investigate her.

      Although it was the middle of March, it was bitterly cold outside, and she shivered as gusts of wind chilled her face. The demon blood in her veins gave her a lot of advantages but countering the effects of extreme weather conditions wasn’t one of them.

      As Octavia drove through the London traffic, Bella shared her plans for the new club. Even though they’d kept in touch by phone and texting, it wasn’t the same.

      She had many immortal friends from the Watchers underground network. But Octavia was different. She possessed no demon blood and while she knew of Bella’s mixed heritage, she didn’t have a clue that the immortal Watchers existed. More importantly, she was the only one of her friends who loved historic architecture as much as she did.

      “What about you?” Bella glanced at Octavia. “Any closer to the light at the end of the tunnel?”

      She didn’t know exactly what Octavia had been working on for so many years, since the details were confidential. But since she was a dhampir, Bella had long ago concluded it had to involve something potentially catastrophic connected to her race.

      “You could say that.” Octavia frowned. “Although now a whole new level of complication has emerged. I’m leaving for Romania tomorrow.”

      “Good luck.” Curiosity curled through her, but she’d never ask Octavia why she needed to go to Romania. If she couldn’t share, there was a good reason for it.

      Caution went both ways, after all.

      “Hey.” Octavia shot her an assessing glance. “Out of interest. Have you ever come across an archangel?”

      Well, that was unexpected. She ignored the animosity that slithered through her gut at the hated word, and everything it represented. “Definitely not.”

      Her mentor had taught her how to read auras years ago, as a basic security measure. He’d also taught her how to obscure her own immortal heritage, an essential tool of defense against unknown enemies, and now it was second nature.

      Silence echoed in the car before Octavia inhaled a long breath. “You know of the Great Massacre of nine hundred years ago?”

      “Yes.” It was dhampir history, but she had learned of it before meeting Octavia. Because an archangel had been involved in the slaughter of a thousand dhampirs, and anything that had occurred on Earth that involved an archangel was faithfully documented in the Watchers’ archives.

      “A few days ago, I met the archangel responsible.”

      “Oh my gods.” She didn’t even know what to say to that. “Are you okay?”

      Octavia flapped her hand in a dismissive gesture. “Of course. Unfortunately, he wasn’t the evil monster I was expecting.” She sighed. “They never are, are they?”

      Bella was more than sure that they were. “I hope he’s being brought to justice.”

      Not that she was going to hold her breath. While demon kind had been defamed for countless generations by clueless humans, archangels had never been brought to justice for anything they’d done.

      That doesn’t mean they never will.

      She hoped she was there to witness it.

      “I believe he redeemed himself.” There was a dry note in Octavia’s voice.

      “Where does he make his lair? On Earth?”

      “I’ve no idea. Off planet, I think.”

      Of course he did. Archangels rarely walked the Earth anymore. They had usurped the demons from their rightful place, corrupted historical truths as victors always did, and then hadn’t even stayed afterwards to nurture the planet.

      She desperately wanted more information. If Octavia had met one archangel, had she met any others? She’d never mentioned having done so before, but she could’ve been sparing Bella’s feelings. Octavia was well aware she had a low opinion of archangels.

      She swallowed down the barrage of questions. It didn’t matter how her soul burned for answers. She was skating perilously close to the line as it was. The function of the Watchers was to find those unaware they possessed a demonic bloodline and bring them into the fold.

      The Watchers allowed no breach of their security, and if even the hint of a whisper escaped of their existence, there would be dire consequences. Bella understood the reasoning. Secrecy was vital. She could only imagine how humans would react if they ever discovered they shared Earth with the descendants of demons.

      Among others.

      It only took about half an hour before Octavia pulled up on the drive of Bella’s semi-detached house in Richmond upon Thames. A warm glow engulfed her at the sight of the substantial Edwardian building. It had taken her years to renovate, and she still wasn’t finished, but that was okay. She had plenty of time, and no intention of moving from the first real home she’d ever had.

      She’d done enough midnight flits and living on the edges of society before she’d learned who—what—she truly was.

      There was no need to live in the shadows anymore. She could hide in plain sight, and no one would ever guess her secret. It wasn’t the life she’d dreamed of, but it was better than the one she’d had. And right now, that had to be enough.
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        * * *

      

      It was ten that night before she teleported to a dark side road in Soho, not far from her flagship nightclub, Inanna. Her staff assumed she always got a taxi to work, which was fine by her since it saved a lot of questions.

      A satisfyingly long queue snaked along the pavement outside the club, a converted three-story Georgian building that had been in danger of demolition before she’d bought it. Ornate iron railings prevented patrons from falling to the below ground level, where the cellar windows allowed an elusive glimpse of the state-of-the-art kitchen.

      She bypassed the queue and smiled a greeting at the security guards on duty before entering the club. The Friday night guest DJ was one of the hottest celebrities around and going by the wild appreciation of the clientele had already earned his exorbitant fee.

      “Welcome back.” Yvette, her efficient, human, manager, who also possessed a handy psychic gift, came over to her and they made their way to the bar. “And well done.”

      “It needs a lot of work, but it’ll be worth it.”

      Yvette ordered a bottle of champagne and tossed her a grin. “All your acquisitions need a lot of work. It’s like you enjoy punishing yourself.”

      More like a reward, for all the times she’d lived in hovels and slept in the gutter. She suppressed the shudder that crawled over her flesh. Even after all this time, the terror she’d lived through still lurked in the dark corners of her mind.

      Savagely, she shoved the past back where it belonged. She refused to think of it or give the memories any power. That part of her life was over, and never again would she be at the mercy of an uncaring Fate.

      Except for once a year, on the anniversary of the day she’d been rejected by her own mother and flung onto the streets to survive. She needed a whole lot more than ironclad willpower, then. Because without the blissful numbing effects of alcohol, the memories always found a way to slither through her barriers.

      “Any problems I need to deal with?” She knew there wasn’t. Yvette was brilliant, and if anything had cropped up that needed her attention, her manager would’ve phoned. She topped up her glass with champagne.

      “Not a problem as such.” The cautious note in Yvette’s voice was so unlike her that Bella forgot about her drink and frowned.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Some guy I’ve never seen before turned up here the night you left. He’s been back several times. There’s just something about him I can’t put my finger on.”

      “Does he cause any trouble?”

      “No. He just watches everything. He was here last night, too. The weirdest thing is, no one seems to pay any attention to him.”

      “That’s not so weird. He’s probably giving off a psychic vibe that only you can tap into. That’s why you keep noticing him.”

      Yvette tapped the stem of her glass with her finger. “Maybe,” she conceded. “But that doesn’t explain why everyone is virtually ignoring him.”

      She laughed. “Is he that hot?”

      Obviously, he wasn’t. Otherwise he wouldn’t be ignored. People didn’t come to Inanna if they wanted to remain inconspicuous. They came for a good time, and her nightclubs were a magnet for the wealthy, the famous, and the beautiful.

      “You tell me.” There was a dry note in Yvette’s voice, and she raised her eyebrows and gave a little nod across the club. Intrigued, Bella slowly pivoted to face the crowd. Would she even see who Yvette was talking about?

      Her heart slammed against her ribs as her gaze riveted on a giant of a man across the crowded floor. Patrons had pulled away from him, leaving him in a shadow filled sphere, but she didn’t need a spotlight to appreciate his presence.

      He was magnificent. The word jangled in her head, but there was no other way to describe him. Why wasn’t everyone in the club gazing at him in awestruck wonder? His thick hair was twisted into tight braids and had been pulled into a band at the back of his head, and his black eyes glinted as he swept the clubbers with a casual glance.

      And caught her staring at him.

      Prickles of awareness danced over her skin, her chest contracted, and liquid fire tangled low in her gut. She clutched the champagne flute as though her life depended on it and with a sense of inexplicable inevitability, watched him prowl across the floor.

      Holy godsdamn fuck. He was coming her way. This was insane. She never let her emotions rule her head and she wasn’t starting now. Was lust an emotion? Her brain was too scrambled to care. It had been way too long since that particular inconvenience had attacked her, but she sure as hell didn’t remember ever experiencing anything as visceral as this.

      She swallowed her drink in one long gulp, but the alcohol only increased the fluttering sensation that had taken up residence in the pit of her stomach. The cacophony of music and humanity faded, and all she could hear was the elevated thud of her heart, echoing around her head and pulsing through her blood.

      Breathe. The harsh command from what remained of her good sense reminded her to suck in some oxygen, but it wasn’t enough to clear her head. Random shafts of light glinted on black and gold jewelry in the man’s earlobes and through his nose, and another streak of primitive need turned her reflexes inside out.

      He came to a halt an arm’s length in front of her. At five foot ten she’d never considered herself short, but he towered over her, leashed power radiating from him like a nuclear reactor in meltdown. And instead of getting the hell out of there, which was the logical course of action, she had the alarming urge to smooth her palm over his black stubble beard.

      Don’t. You. Dare.

      From behind her, Yvette cleared her throat. Or maybe she stifled a laugh. Bella couldn’t drag her fascinated gaze from the stranger to check and was only faintly aware when Yvette patted her shoulder and disappeared into the crowd.

      The stranger gave a slow, infinitely sexy smile, that was so full of wicked invitation that the air evaporated from her lungs.

      It was ridiculous. She didn’t do speechless, or instant attraction, or any of that annoying human stuff that messed with her perfectly planned life. She didn’t even do sex anymore. Not that she ever had, much, but that was beside the point.

      She knew what she wanted and where she was going and being distracted by the most gorgeous specimen of mortality that had ever walked the Earth had no place in her game plan.

      And then he spoke, his voice low and gravelly, like sin incarnate, and her resolve melted like snow before the sun. “Can I get you a drink?”
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          NATE

        

      

    

    
      Nate swallowed the groan at his appalling attempt to flirt. Seriously. That was the best he could come up with? His only excuse was this woman had damn well robbed him of the power of critical thinking.

      He hadn’t come here tonight to interact with anyone. Definitely hadn’t planned on an enjoyable hook up. But from the second he’d become aware of her from across the other side of the club, she was like a siren’s call.

      She was tall for a human and looked in her late twenties, and her long blonde hair, pulled back from her face into a ponytail, and big blue eyes gave her an aura of fragility. It was one of the reasons he hadn’t been with a mortal in millennia because they were too easily breakable.

      “Why not?” Her voice was cool, and he had no fucking idea what she was talking about. Her delectable lips curved into a smile and his cock thickened with appreciation. “On second thoughts, I’ve a bottle of champagne. I don’t mind sharing.”

      He leaned his arm on the bar next to her. The humans on his other side moved further along, a side-effect of his glamour. Which didn’t appear to have affected the blonde at all. As the bartender brought him another flute, he briefly scanned her aura.

      An unmistakable glimmer of psychic ability swirled, which had to be the reason why she appeared to see straight through his low-level glamour. Although that ability was common with more advanced civilizations, it didn’t happen often on Earth. He’d only scanned her out of habit. Sometimes his suspicious nature was a bastard, not that it mattered. It wasn’t like she was going to call him on it.

      The bartender filled their flutes and Nate handed one to her. Her fingers grazed his as she accepted it, and her touch was electrifying.

      “Cheers.” Her voice was husky as they clinked glasses and he gazed, fascinated, as she took a long, slow, swallow of the golden liquid. He couldn’t remember the last time a human had so ensnared him. Hell, he couldn’t remember ever being this enthralled, period.

      It was intoxicating. He grinned at her and downed half the champagne in one go. So far, he’d not discovered any sign of Dagan. One night off to pursue this delectable female wouldn’t derail his plans.

      “I’m Nate.” He held out his hand, purely for the pleasure of feeling her touch once more and was intrigued when she didn’t immediately take it.

      A heartbeat passed. And then another. It was like time slowed down, became suspended within this moment, and if he wasn’t so caught up in the mesmeric blue swirls of her eyes, he would’ve laughed at the absurdity of his thought.

      And then she smiled and the vision damn near sucked the air from his lungs.

      “Hello, Nate.” She accepted his overture, even if she didn’t give him her name. Her hand was delicate, fragile. Just as he expected. Except there was also an underlying hint of steely strength that totally belied her appearance.

      Nice.

      With reluctance, he released her, and didn’t miss the way she flexed her fingers, as though his touch still lingered on her skin. If so, it made two of them. He smothered the incredulous laugh that threatened to escape by finishing off the rest of his champagne.

      Human alcohol had no effect on him, but it gave him a few seconds to mock his unprecedented reaction to this alluring mortal. Didn’t matter, though. His brain could mock him all it liked. He’d not wanted a female in his arms as much as he wanted this woman in…

      Well, fuck. Forever?

      “I haven’t seen you here before.” He picked up the bottle of champagne and topped up her glass.

      “Do you come here often?”

      As he filled up his own glass, he silently marveled at how she’d countered his implied question with a direct one of her own. It wasn’t a usual mortal trait when confronted by an archangel. Not even from humans who possessed psychic ability.

      Not that he was complaining.

      “Only recently. I’m staying in the area, so just checking out the nightlife.”

      Yeah, well, it was better than the truth. Humans couldn’t handle the truth.

      “Ah.” She inclined her head, as though he’d confirmed something she already knew. Curiosity spiked. Had she been in the club before and seen him, and he simply hadn’t noticed her?

      Seemed unlikely, considering he hadn’t picked up anything of interest in the hordes of clubbers he’d scanned during the last couple of weeks. No way had he missed seeing her.

      As she took a dainty sip of her drink, he ran a leisurely gaze over her. She was stunning in crimson boots that matched her sweater, and her black jeans showed off her gorgeous legs to perfection.

      But her outfit was in stark contrast to everyone else, who looked right at home in one of the trendiest clubs in London, with their designer label, red-carpet worthy clothing. To complete her understated air of laid-back sophistication, her only jewelry was a silver, eight-pointed star, suspended from a silver chain.

      The star of Inanna.

      Maybe she worked here? Even though none of the other staff he’d encountered wore such a necklace, a lion, the emblem of the goddess, was carved into the stonework above the entrance, and embroidered on the collar of the employees’ smart uniform.

      He leaned in closer, and a subtle hint of her perfume wove a seductive trail through him. A smoky, woodsy, scent, with a tantalizing undertone of vanilla, that conjured up mythical groves in ancient forests.

      There was something faintly familiar about her and suspicion stirred, but in his gut he knew he was right.

      “You’re Isabella Beauchamp.” It wasn’t a question. He’d researched the owner of the string of Inanna nightclubs, but the sparse, weirdly grainy photos he’d uncovered of the undoubted human didn’t do her justice.

      Fuck that, she was barely recognizable as the same person. According to what he’d discovered, she was a virtual recluse with no social media footprint—although her clubs had very active accounts. About ten years ago she’d inherited a small fortune from an obscure relative and had begun her nightclub empire.

      He’d intended tracking her down, so he could eliminate her from his investigation, but he hadn’t expected this wild attraction. Not that it made any difference. If anything, it could help with his investigation of who held the real power behind the clubs. Sometimes, business and pleasure could be mixed without losing sight of objectives.

      “I am.” If she was surprised by his comment, she didn’t show it. “Why? Have you been looking for me?”

      He couldn’t help himself. “Only all my life.”

      She laughed, and the faint air of aloofness that had clung to her dissolved. “And now you’ve found me, what do you propose?”

      “How about we get out of here?”

      
        
        Bella

      

      

      What the bloody hell are you doing?

      Flirting, that’s what. Bella squashed her flare of caution, which usually served her well, because she was in no danger from this guy. She wasn’t on an undercover mission to assess the suitability of a potential new recruit, where there was always the possibility of an enemy lurking in the shadows.

      He was merely a—

      Fuck. Ice skated over her arms. She hadn’t even scanned his aura. Hastily, she corrected that error and relief tumbled through her. He was just a regular human, with an indecipherable thread of immortal blood in his ancient heritage. It was amazing how many oblivious humans had traces of various immortal blood in their veins. But it was often so diluted that the only advantage was they’d inherited the capability to access psychic abilities.

      He’s been stalking your club for the last two weeks.

      Just because Yvette had seen him in the club a few times, didn’t make him a stalker.

      He knows who you are. Okay, that was a little concerning, but only because she had a distrustful nature. It wasn’t as though her ownership of Inanna was a secret. It was in the public records.

      Honestly, why was she trying to find excuses to get away from this guy? She couldn’t remember the last time she’d found someone so irresistible. Didn’t she deserve a little fun, every now and then?

      It wouldn’t kill her.

      Maybe not. But she wasn’t in the habit of having fun, when it involved hooking up.

      Illicit thrills chased through her blood at the imagery of hooking up with Nate. A one-night stand.

      Incredible sex.

      But it was more than that. His presence filled her mind, more potent than the finest champagne she’d ever tasted, engulfing the toxic memories. Drowning them until they were barely a shimmer on a far horizon.

      She cleared her throat and refused to succumb to the overwhelming desire to wrap herself around him and to hell with the consequences. She had an ethical code to uphold. She didn’t allow staff to be intimate with their clientele. Not on the premises, at any rate, and if she couldn’t stick to the rules, how could she expect anyone else to?

      Then again, some rules were just made to be broken.

      “We could have coffee in my office.” Ugh, that didn’t sound in the least bit sexy now she’d said it out loud. Luckily, Nate didn’t appear to find her invitation lacking, as his response was a bone-melting smile.

      She really needed to get out more. But tonight, this was exactly what she needed.

      “Sounds good.” His voice sank into her like a potent cocktail of aged whiskey and smoky promises of orgasmic bliss. She resisted the urge to wipe her damp palms on her jeans. The gods alone knew why her sex drive had suddenly woken up, but she wasn’t about to spoil the moment by analyzing it.

      “This way.” She grabbed the almost empty bottle of champagne before leading him through to the back of the bar where she unlocked the door that opened to the private section of the building. She’d never noticed how narrow the corridor was before. Nate took up way more space than was legal, and whatever cologne he was wearing should have a public health warning attached to it.

      “A secret passageway.” There was an undercurrent of laughter in his voice as he followed her up the stairs to the top floor, where all the offices were.

      “It’s not a secret.” She made the mistake of glancing over her shoulder at him. Liquid heat unfurled deep inside as she caught his mesmeric dark gaze, and then the moment shattered as she tripped on the next stair. She gripped the bannister before she fell on her face but couldn’t prevent herself from laughing. Because how ridiculous was it that she was so besotted with a hot stranger that she’d almost lost her balance?

      “You okay?” His hand wrapped around her arm, clearly in a chivalrous attempt to steady her. All it did was catapult her newly energized libido into orbit.

      “I’m fine. It’s been a long day.” And it’s going to be a longer night. Thank the gods she hadn’t said that out loud. There was going to be no night. Just a quick hook-up. Okay, maybe a long hook-up. She might as well make the most of it.

      Once the morning came, her annual weakness would be back under lock and key and she wouldn’t need the irresistible distraction Nate offered.

      “I bet it has, with five clubs in your portfolio.”

      They reached the top landing, where she unlocked the door that led to the offices. She was nothing if not security conscious when it came to keeping out unwary humans from prying into her business.

      “Six clubs, as of today.” She swung around and tilted the bottle at him. “I don’t usually drink while on duty.”

      Usually, she didn’t drink much at all.

      He took the bottle from her. “Congratulations. We should celebrate.” The gleam in his eyes told her exactly how he planned on doing that.

      Yes, please.

      “Absolutely.” Was that breezy voice really hers? He’d never guess she was a volcanic mess inside. “That’s why we’re here. For coffee, remember?”

      She pushed open the door to her private office. A nineteenth century desk gleamed in the corner and the polished floorboards were covered with thick rugs while huge potted plants dotted the room. Her offices in each of her clubs were beautiful.

      Most of the time, they helped keep the ugly nightmares at bay.

      He kicked the door shut behind them and placed the champagne bottle on her antique desk. “I can think of a better way.”

      So could she. But this bantering was kind of fun.

      “Sounds like someone’s in a hurry.”

      He grinned. “Where’s your coffee machine?”

      Ah, okay then. She hadn’t expected him to take her up on that challenge. “Over there.”

      He strolled across the room, and she all but salivated over the spectacular view of his rear. His black shirt fitted him like a second skin, emphasizing his broad shoulders and enhancing his breathtaking biceps. He could be a template for the ultimate specimen of masculinity, the fabled mold that had been broken and never perfected again.

      “Where’s this new club of yours?”

      She dragged her mesmerized gaze from his large, strong hands as he deftly scooped coffee into the machine and then found cups. What was the question again?

      “Milan. It’s going to be fabulous.”

      He turned to face her. “Do you source all the properties yourself?”

      She almost answered him, when her cursed caution kicked back in. “You’re asking an awful lot of questions about my business.”

      He prowled toward her. There was no other word for it. Like he was a panther stalking his transfixed prey. The notion sent shivers of delicious awareness along her spine.

      “Hey, I can’t be interested in what you do?” He reached out and wound a strand of her hair around his finger. She forgot how to breathe.

      “Sure.” She sounded like she needed life support. Not far wrong. “As long as that goes both ways. What do you do?”

      “I hunt violators.”

      What a strange way of putting it. Bloody sexy, though. “You’re a bounty hunter?”

      His eyes glinted, and he looked raw and powerful and utterly dangerous. “If you like.”

      She did like. A lot.

      “That must be exciting.”

      “It has its moments.” He crooked his finger, tugging her captured hair, sending tingles across her scalp. “Better than the alternative.”

      “Being bored to tears?” Why were they still talking? She could think of something far better for him to do with his mouth. She licked her lips and his intense gaze followed the tip of her tongue. It was as potent as a featherlight caress from his fingertips.

      “I don’t do boredom.” He lowered his head and his breath fanned her face. Elusive amber flecks glittered in his black eyes. She’d never seen anything quite like it before. “You can die of that.”

      “Apparently,” she whispered, before leaning closer and brushing her lips against his.

      Danger…

      The urgent warning fluttered through her mind. She squashed it flat. The only danger she was in right now was of combustion.

      He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close. His body was hard, as though his spectacular musculature was made from granite, but he wasn’t cold like stone. He was warm and vital, and the beat of his heart echoed through her, filling all the empty spaces deep inside.

      Stop. This was just sex. She didn’t need her imagination to conjure up fanciful visions of anything more meaningful. She couldn’t afford to.

      An unintentional groan escaped as his lips trailed a scorching path across her jaw before gently nipping her earlobe. His hot breath was a barely-there caress and his stubble chafed her heated skin.

      “Isabella.” He drew out every syllable of her name, his lips teasing her ear. She’d never heard anything so erotic in her life, and she gripped his biceps. Gods, he felt even better than he looked. Leashed power vibrated through him, and when she tightened her grip, he flexed his muscles in a blatant show of masculine pride.

      Feverishly, she tore open the buttons of his shirt. A magnificent expanse of chest greeted her, lightly sprinkled with dark hair, and he gave a primitive growl that was so damn hot she almost melted on the spot.

      He gripped the hem of her sweater and tore it over her head. Frustration glowed in his eyes at the long-sleeved T-shirt beneath. She laughed and ripped it off. “Hey, I get cold. All right?”

      “You won’t be cold tonight.” He appeared riveted on her crimson, push-up bra which, she had to admit, made her boobs look good. “I’m going to make you burn.”

      “Burning already.” She went onto her toes and wound her arms around his neck. He responded by gripping her butt and crushing her against his unyielding erection. Damp heat bloomed between her thighs, and savage need clawed through her.

      His hands cupped her, branding her through her jeans. And when he kissed her, stars exploded inside her mind as their tongues touched and lips melded. Her jeans were halfway down her legs before she even realized he’d unzipped her, and with a groan of frustration she broke their kiss so she could kick off her boots and jeans.

      A growl rumbled in his throat as he dragged his molten gaze over her. The only reason she bought sexy, extravagant lingerie was because she loved them. Tonight, she loved them for another reason entirely.

      Because Nate clearly approved of the crimson scraps of lace, too.

      “You’re dazzling,” he rasped, as his fingers skimmed over her arms, leaving prickles of fire in his wake.

      Dazzling. What a magical way to say he found her hot. She struggled to return the compliment, but it took all her effort just to remain upright. And breathing.

      “So are you,” she gasped, which was hardly original, but she still meant it. Her palm glided over his head, and his glorious hair sent molten waves of need from her fingertips to her toes.

      Astounding.

      He nibbled kisses along her throat, and one big hand cupped her breast, his thumb caressing her aching nipple through the fabric of her bra. She arched into him, needing more, her nails digging into his scalp and neck, desperate to feel every inch of him possess her.

      For one night only.

      His grin was satanic as he lifted her in one arm, as though she weighed no more than a feather, and set her on the edge of her desk. He stood between her spread legs, cradled her head and kissed her as though the world was ending.

      She was pliant flame beneath his hands and didn’t even try to rein in her overactive imagination. She could pretend whatever she liked. It was only make-believe but this incredible man could make her believe almost anything.

      He wound her hair around his fist and tugged her head back, before raining scorching kisses over her throat and breasts. She clung onto his shoulders as he tore her knickers aside and teased her wet folds. Desperately, she hooked her legs around his body, but she might as well have tried to bend a mountain to her will.

      That he could resist her strength was staggering but it only added to his irresistible allure.

      “You want something, Isabella?” His question burned her lips, and the way he growled her name was a whole new level of enchantment.

      She panted into his face, lost her mind in the dark magnetism of his eyes. And her deepest, secret, wish spilled from her lips. “I want you to make me forget.”
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      Nate sucked in a jagged breath, but Isabella’s whispered words seared through his mind. They’d been unexpected. Strangely vulnerable.

      They were the hottest fucking words he’d ever heard.

      “I’ll make you forget your own damn name.” If he didn’t forget his own first. Roughly, he ripped open his pants, only one thought hammering through his lust-fueled brain.

      Make her mine.

      Still gripping her hair in his fist, he wrapped his other arm around her. Her flesh was warm and silky-smooth. As her lips parted in a soundless sigh and her lashes swept over her eyes, he swallowed a groan. There was no hope of him slowing things down and taking his time.

      He needed her. Right now.

      They had the rest of the night to take it slow.

      He claimed her lips again as his cock teased her wet slit. She writhed, digging her nails into his shoulders and her legs tightened around his back. His grin was feral, and she smiled back, their teeth grazing in a kiss that blew his mind.

      His blood thundered in his ears. All he could see was Isabella, naked except for her provocative crimson bra, and his last defenses crumbled. He thrust into her, and she was so hot and tight around him he couldn’t remember which damn planet he was on, never mind his name.

      She shuddered in his arms and he stilled, even though it nearly killed him. “You okay?”

      “I will be.” Her eyes were glazed with passion. “I can still remember my name, though.”

      He laughed and released her hair so he could trail his fingers along her flushed cheek.

      “I’m not done, yet.”

      She mirrored his action, and her light caress tipped him over the edge. He sank into her, up to the hilt, and she dug her heels into his ass, anchoring them for an elusive, breathtaking eternity.

      “Now,” she breathed, and his last vestige of restraint unraveled. He hammered into her and she met every frenzied thrust, gripping him so damn tight the world threatened to shatter. And when she gasped his name as her orgasm splintered through her, he followed her into the rapture drenched vortex.

      Harsh breaths rasped his chest as his forehead rested against hers. He couldn’t move. Didn’t want to. Remaining impaled within Isabella’s sweet heat seemed like the best idea ever.

      He closed his eyes and grappled to find remnants of control. But why the hurry? He could enjoy this for a few more bliss-filled moments.

      Finally, she stirred, her palm sliding over the length of one of his locks. He raised his head just enough so he could look into her eyes.

      She gave a soft, satisfied hum that vibrated through every cell in his body. “What’s my name?”

      “No idea.” He grinned at her. “Who needs a name?”

      “Not me.” She lightly grasped his hair. “That was the best way I’ve celebrated a business deal in my life.”

      He’d forgotten about her businesses or the fact he was meant to be investigating the real power behind the Inanna clubs.

      Losing sight of his main objective, no matter how pleasurable the distraction, was a novelty, but he wasn’t going to stress about it. “Any time you want to celebrate, I’m happy to help.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.” She was still smiling but she shifted on the desk, as though she was no longer comfortable. With more reluctance than he’d ever admit, he slowly withdrew from her.
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