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        He fell from Heaven for her…

      

        

      
        Playing the kick-ass demon slayer Destiny, in the blockbuster TV show Destiny’s Knight, is a dream come true for Billie Sheridan. It’s a surreal, exciting world, and she loves every minute of it. Until her agent tells her an obsessed fan has escaped police custody and is heading her way. She needs protection. Now.

      

        

      
        Enter Nathanial Knight.

      

        

      
        Nathanial Knight’s fall from Heaven wasn’t planned. But no matter how he tried to deny the call of Billie Sheridan, he failed. Cast down, he conceals the fact he’s an angel by working for Guarded Souls Protection and Security, but when he learns Billie’s stalker has sold his soul to the devil to have her, he moves. Fast.

      

        

      
        Billie’s TV character may exist in a world of demons, but discovering her protector is an angel is going to take some getting used to. Especially when he’s so damn sexy, and all she wants to do is discover just how naughty a fallen angel can be…
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      “Don’t open your door.”

      Billie Sheridan frowned at the fierce terror in her agent’s voice. There’d been no greeting, no apology for waking her at 2:45 am, just that one terse command drenched in fear cutting through the fog of Billie’s disturbed sleep.

      Don’t open your door.

      Shoving the heavy waves of her hair—currently dyed a copper auburn and messy as all hell from sleep—from her face, she wriggled into an upright position on her bed. “What the hell are you talking about, Adelaide?”

      “They’ve lost him,” Adelaide Williams rasped through the cellphone connection, a lifetime of cigarettes roughening her voice. “He slipped his ankle restraint a day ago. The police have no idea where he is.”

      Billie frowned again. “Addy, I have no idea who you’re talking about. Are you sure you have the right client?”

      “Christ on a fucking pony, I knew this was going to come back and bite me on the ass,” Adelaide muttered.

      Billie blinked. Adelaide never cursed. The woman was a paragon of good manners.

      A sharp sigh blew into the phone, loud enough to distort in Billie’s ear. “Honey,” Adelaide went on, her voice calmer but no less husky. “I have something to tell you, and I need you to not freak out, okay?”

      Billie shifted on the bed until she was cross-legged, a disquieting knot making itself at home in her stomach.

      Adelaide Williams had been her agent from the day she’d been cast as Destiny Blaq, demon assassin extraordinaire. Not once in all those years had she ever told Billie to not freak out—not even when the studio tried to enforce a clause in her contract that demanded she go topless for an entire episode.

      Brief glimpses of full-frontal nudity were so passé now. In today’s cutthroat world of streaming and cable TV, forty-five minutes of nudity was the way to go, a sure-fire path to ratings success.

      Thank God Adelaide had nixed that mandate quick smart. No freaking out required on Billie’s behalf. A flash of side-boob here and there was okay, but strutting about on set topless, fighting demons that way…yeah, Billie would quit before that happened. Adelaide knew it. So did almost everyone who worked on Destiny’s Knight, from the showrunner right down to the key grip.

      So what possible situation could make Adelaide sound so frazzled now?

      “Promise me you won’t freak out, B,” Adelaide demanded.

      Billie huffed out a shallow breath as she rubbed at her arm. “I won’t freak out, Addy. I promise. Now tell me what’s going on.”

      Adelaide let out a sigh far more shaky than her previous one. “Two months ago, the authorities arrested a man who had been stalking you. He was convinced he was the embodiment of Wraif and was determined to reclaim you—and by you, I mean Destiny. He’s a whack job, honey; he’s dangerous and he’s obsessed with you.”

      A prickling tension crawled up Billie’s spine and over her scalp.

      Wraif was her character’s arch nemesis, a lust demon who used pleasure to kill his victims, and who’d been Destiny’s lover in the pilot episode. Wraif’s fall from Destiny’s bed came when he seduced her twin sister to her death in retaliation for Destiny refusing to let him dominate her via BDSM games. Every time Wraif appeared in a story arc, the ratings spiked—the audience loved his deranged, psychotic obsession, and Destiny’s hatred of him.

      The actor who played Wraif was a born sweetie with a wife and brood of children. Definitely the antithesis of his character on the show.

      Anyone who believed themselves to be Wraif would need to be unhinged.

      A cold shiver joined the prickling heat creeping over Billie. Unhinged, obsessed with her, and on the loose, it seemed. Not a good combination.

      She swallowed. “Why do I not know anything about this?”

      Adelaide made a frustrated sound. Or maybe an embarrassed one. “He’d sent over fifty letters to the studio before the CEO contacted the police. By the time they caught him, he’d sent fifty more, each more graphic than the last about his plans for you.” She paused, the heavy silence broken by the hammering thump of Billie’s heart in her ears. “Once they caught him, I didn’t think you needed to be worried. The authorities had him. He was going to jail. You didn’t need to be…”

      “Freaked out?” Billie finished for her. Her heart wasn’t just thumping in her ears now; it was doing its damnedest to hammer its way out of her body.

      Adelaide had the good grace to mutter out an apologetic sound that turned into an apologetic cough. “I’m sorry, hon. But the Golden Globes were only a week away and I made the call. I didn’t think he’d get away.”

      Billie closed her eyes and exhaled slowly. “But he has?”

      “Yes.”

      “And he’s coming for me?”

      “The authorities believe so.”

      “Awesome.”

      Adelaide made another one of those ambiguous grunts: part shame, part frustration. It was a noise Billie would gladly like to never hear her make again. It was so out of character for her.

      Adelaide had swooped into the waiting area of the Destiny’s Knight open-call audition—an audition Billie had only attended as support for her roommate, the only real friend she’d made since moving to the US. Addy had thrust her card into Billie’s hand and proceeded to sweet-talk the casting director into letting her read for the role of Destiny.

      Up until that point, the sum total of acting work Billie had done was in a dog shampoo commercial back home in Australia, and she’d only landed that gig because she’d been best friends with the advertising agency’s creative director’s daughter.

      Of course, her roommate stopped talking to her the day she was cast as Destiny, something that still hurt Billie deeply. Just as she’d been hurt when her best friend stopped talking to her over the dog shampoo commercial. For Pete’s sake, Billie hadn’t been upset when Jenny passed her black-belt ranking on the same day Billie had failed.

      So much for best friends through thick and thin.

      Adelaide was the closest thing Billie had to a BFF now, which was kind of sad if she thought about it. But the agent had stood by her no matter what, even during the first season of Destiny’s Knight, when the critics slammed Billie for being a “talentless nobody thrust into an underserved limelight.”

      In the four years since, as the show became a ratings juggernaut and cult phenomenon, and Billie’s acting talent was lauded as “ethereal” and “mesmerizing,” Adelaide had become more and more an integral part of Billie’s life. The non-judgmental mother she never had.

      “Just don’t open the door to anyone,” Adelaide repeated, stress eating into the instruction. “The cops are sending over a detail now. When they get there, I’ll let you know. Plus, I’ve arranged extra protection for you with⁠—”

      A sharp buzz sliced across Adelaide’s words.

      Billie jumped, dropping her phone in the process and letting out a little squeak her kick-ass character would have been completely embarrassed by.

      “Billie?” her agent’s voice—tinny and faint—wafted up from the mattress.

      The buzz came again, sharp and insistent.

      Someone was at the front gate of her home, pressing the intercom button.

      “Billie?”

      Billie’s heart crashed fast in her throat.

      The intercom buzzed again. Longer this time.

      Billie stared through her bedroom’s open door at the darkness of her home beyond. A weak silver glow touched the edges and surfaces of her furniture, the moon outside barely penetrating her living room through the floor-to-ceiling glass doors that opened out onto the ocean-facing balcony.

      “Billie?”

      She started, Adelaide’s distant voice like a scream in the silence.

      The gate buzzer sawed at the darkness once more.

      Snatching up her phone, she raised it to her ear. “There’s someone here.”

      “Don’t open the door!” Adelaide damn near screeched. “The cops shouldn’t be there yet. Or the guy from the security agency.”

      Billie stared into the gloom beyond her bedroom door. “But what if they are?”

      “I…I don’t know,” Adelaide admitted, the confession becoming a wheezy cough. If Billie hadn’t been so on edge, she would have been gobsmacked. Adelaide Williams never admitted to not knowing something.

      For a fifth time, her intercom buzzed. Loud. Long. Impatient.

      “I’ll go see who it is,” Billie said, beginning to climb off her bed.

      “No!” Adelaide burst out. “If it’s Gilbert, he’ll know you’re home.”

      Billie paused on the edge of her bed. “My stalker’s name is Gilbert?” A giggling snort escaped her. “Well, that’s just a ridiculous name for a stalker.”

      “Billie,” Adelaide snapped.

      “Sorry.” Billie blushed. A lifetime of being raised by a strict Protestant mother had conditioned her to be shamed by admonishment.

      Once again, the intercom buzzed.

      “I’m going to answer it,” she announced, scrambling completely off the bed. Ignoring her robe, she hurried from her bedroom into the darkness of her home.

      “Wilhelmina Sheridan, don’t you dare!”

      Billie had a moment to register her agent had resorted to using her full name, just like a mother would a naughty child in need of reprimand, before guilt made her aware of the panic in Adelaide’s voice.

      But guilt wasn’t enough to stop her from hurrying to the intercom panel. If nothing else, she wanted to see what a stalker called Gilbert looked like—if it was indeed Gilbert pressing the button on the other side of her locked gate.

      “It’s okay,” she muttered into her phone as she approached the entry foyer. “Whoever it is, they can’t get in. I’ve got a state-of-the-art security system, remember.”

      The buzzer drowned out Adelaide’s response.

      Heart thumping, she jabbed at the button beside the comm-link and activated the CCTV camera positioned above the security panel at her gate.

      She had to see whoever it was before she said anything.

      The small black screen in the control panel instantly filled with a full-color image of the man purporting to be from Guarded Souls Security and Protection.

      A shiver ran up Billie’s spine, turning her nipples hard. Her lips parted in a soft gasp. The junction of her thighs throbbed.

      He was tall. Tall and broad-shouldered and lean-hipped. The faded jeans and black leather jacket did nothing to hide how muscular, how exquisite his body was. Nor did the dark shaggy hair lessen the impact of his square jaw and hawkish nose and incredible lips.

      Good gravy, the guy was gorgeous.

      And looking right at you.

      He was. It was as if he knew she was looking at the screen at that very second. Piercing gray eyes connected with hers through the video feed, which Billie knew was absolutely ridiculous. He couldn’t see her. He had no idea where she was looking, nor even that she’d activated the CCTV camera, but despite that, he was looking at her. Into her soul. Seeing her…

      Billie jerked her finger from the control panel and took a step backward, her stare fixed on the now black screen.

      Silence wrapped around her, thick and heavy.

      Was he still looking at her? Through the inactive camera?

      “Billie?”

      The almost imperceptible cry of her name made Billie gasp again. Realization hit her, and, face flooding with heat, she rammed her cellphone to her ear.

      “Adelaide, what’s Gilbert look like?” she asked, studying the control panel of her security system and its black screen. She could feel the man outside her gate watching her through the camera. Surely it had to be her mind playing tricks on her? Damn it, her pulse and heart were competing for the title of fastest beating thing in her body.

      “Short, five-six at the most,” Adelaide answered. “Bit fleshy. Got a paunch. Receding hairline.”

      “So,” Billie said, her heart and pulse increasing in speed, “not six-foot plus and completely gorgeous?”

      Adelaide barked out a dry laugh. “Not even close.”

      “Okay, so I’m going to talk to the man at my gate.”

      “What?” Adelaide yelped.

      Jabbing her finger onto the intercom button, Billie leaned closer to the microphone. “Yes?”

      “Ms. Sheridan?” the man’s deep voice rumbled through the speaker. The kind of voice her acting coach would describe as “panty-creaming”.

      “Who is this?” Billie asked, utilizing her Destiny voice—the one her character used when facing down malevolent demons and vampires.

      “Nathanial Knight, Ms. Sheridan,” the man with the panty-creaming voice outside her gate answered. “From Guarded Souls Security and Protection agency.”

      A little lick of heat traced its way through the pit of Billie’s stomach at the way he pronounced her name. Followed by a finger of unease as her brain processed what he’d said.

      She pressed the intercom button again. “Did you say Knight?”

      A low chortle came as an answer. It was just as deliciously sexy as his voice. Oh God, if it really was Gilbert outside trying to fool her, she was going to have a hard time being freaked out by him with a voice and laugh like that.

      “Yes, Ms. Sheridan. And yes, I recognize the absurd coincidence of a security expert called Knight coming to the rescue of the star of Destiny’s Knight.”

      Billie caught her bottom lip with her teeth, a frown pulling at her eyebrows. The faint sounds of outside wafted through the speaker. Nathanial Knight—if that’s who he really was—didn’t contribute to any of them.

      Pressing her cell phone harder to her ear, she frowned at the black screen. “Adelaide, the man at my gate says he’s Nathanial Knight from the security agency.”

      “Knight?” Adelaide echoed. “Seriously, he said his last name is Knight? Is he kidding?”

      “I don’t know, but he’s⁠—”

      Billie stopped herself before she could say incredibly hot. What the hell was wrong with her?

      Your adrenaline is spiking. Or your libido. One or the other.

      The security buzzer sounded again.

      “Gotta go,” Billie told Adelaide. “It’s not Gilbert, so I guess that means the cavalry’s arrived.”

      “Bill—”

      Billie killed the connection, and closed the small distance between her and the security control panel.

      Mouth dry, muscles tight, she pressed the intercom button again. “Please show me your identification, Mr. Knight.”

      Without waiting for the man at her gate to answer, she moved her finger to the CCTV button.

      The screen filled with a vivid image of him holding his ID up to the camera. Billie didn’t miss the crooked smile playing with his lips as he did so. Nor did she miss the way her body responded to that smile.

      It had been a while since her body had reacted in such a way. Not since her very private, very brief “relationship” with the show’s producer eighteen months ago.

      Of course, when said producer told her he was going back to his estranged wife, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t continue to “see” each other, her bodily reactions to him changed completely.

      It made for a charged work environment, which, it seemed, made her energy on the screen electric.

      Her heart may have been broken, but her rating had soared.

      She’d gone to bed every night since with those high ratings to keep her warm—and a vibrator she affectionately called Roger.

      “Give me a moment please,” she said, before releasing the intercom button and swiping up a number on her cell.

      “Everything okay, Ms. Sheridan?” a mumbling, sleep-slurred voice answered on the other end.

      “Hi Riccardo. Sorry for calling in the middle of the night, but can you find something out for me?”

      Her personal assistant yawned out a laugh. “Sure.”

      God love him. He was perfect. So used to dealing with her impulsiveness. She needed to give him a pay rise. “Can you find out if someone called Nathanial Knight works at the Guarded Souls Security and Protection agency, and what he looks like, please?”

      “Guarded Souls?” Riccardo grunted. “Cheesy. And seriously? Nathanial Knight?”

      “Seriously.” She pressed the CCTV button again and narrowed her eyes at the tall streak of hunk waiting calmly for her at her gate. If he was a psycho, he was a patient one.

      “Let me just google…” The sound of tapping keys wafted through the phone connection. Did Riccardo have his laptop beside his bed? Just in case his crazy boss asked him for weird information in the middle of the night?

      Yeah, she really needed to up his pay.

      “Okay,” he said, more awake now. “There is a security firm called Guarded Souls. The website is very impressive. Looks expensive. Whoa, some of their client testimonials are…wow, Chris Hemsworth is a client? Whoa. Do you think they’d introduce⁠—”

      “Riccardo.”

      He laughed. “Sorry, Ms. Sheridan. Okay, back to the matter at…yeah, yeah, there he is. Nathanial Knight. One of their experts. Dayum, he looks good…um, I mean, he looks intimidating.”

      She bit her lip, studying Knight through the CCTV screen. Looks good didn’t even come close. “Describe him, please.”

      “Do you want the PG or R-rated description?”

      “Riccardo.”

      “Sorry. It’s only a head and shoulders shot on the website, but he’s got dark hair, what look like gray eyes, a square jaw. Wide shoulders. Looks strong. He clearly works out.”

      Yep, that was the man at her gate.

      “Well, at least I know he’s legit,” she muttered.

      “Legit?” Confusion filled Riccardo’s voice. “Are you okay, Ms. Sheridan?”

      “I’m okay.” Guilt tickled at her. “Sorry for waking you, Riccardo. Thanks for checking that out for me. Go back to sleep.”

      She ended the call and depressed the intercom button again. “Okay, so you are who you say you are.”

      “I am.” Knight smiled, returning his ID to his back pocket, his gaze holding hers through the CCTV camera’s lens. “Now I ask, will you invite me in? Please?”

      Throat thick, heart racing, stomach an insane mass of butterflies, Billie pressed the button that would unlock the security gate.

      It wasn’t until she’d opened her front door to find the drop-dead gorgeous man standing on the other side of the threshold that it dawned on her his question had been worded exactly the same way Wraif had first asked permission to enter Destiny’s home on the show.

      By then, however, it was too late.

      

      She’d opened the door to him.

      It was a mistake, of course. It sealed her fate, as well. He’d been watching her for a while, all too aware of her. How could he not be, given what she was?

      She didn’t know what she’d started by that simple series of actions—the turning of the doorknob, the opening of the door, her gaze finding his—and he could no longer fight that awareness. He’d tried. God knows, he’d tried.

      But he was used to failing. It was something he excelled at. The reason for his current situation, as it were. He’d failed to perform to expectation, failed to blindly follow, failed to repress that which he’d felt…and here he was, where Wilhelmina Sheridan also was, and no matter what he did, he couldn’t deny his awareness of her.

      Which brought him to where he was now.

      At her door. On her threshold. Looking at her.

      He hoped God would forgive him for what he was about to do next, but he knew there was no such luck. God had turned his back on him a long time ago.

      Such was the life of a fallen angel.

      So, Nathanial Knight, are you ready to fuck up your life a whole lot more?

      “Ms. Sheridan,” he said, watching her study him. Her heart rate quickened when their eyes connected. He could feel its accelerated beat—an intoxicating rhythm he was already addicted to—moving the very fabric of existence around them both.

      Uncertainty, followed by primal lust, and then fear gleamed in her eyes as she studied him. He didn’t need to see her hand to know she was gripping the doorknob with white-knuckle pressure.

      She had no idea who he was, she questioned whether he was indeed who he said he was, but despite that, he affected her.

      Just as she did him. The difference was, she’d been affecting him for eons. And he knew how to stop that from showing in his eyes and face.

      Billie Sheridan had no such advantage.

      Which made standing so close to her now the most difficult thing he’d ever done in the boundless years of his life.

      A minute movement in the smooth column of her throat told him she’d swallowed. Was her mouth dry with anticipation? Unease? Or filling with moisture at his proximity? Any option could be the case, and while he could sense so many physical things about her, he did not have the gift of reading her mind or emotions.

      An angel born for war was not granted such luxury.

      “May I see your identification again, please?” she asked, extending her hand, palm up, toward him.

      His body reacted at the husky quality of her voice. His blood ran hotter through his veins.

      “You may,” he said with a gentle smile, reaching into the back pocket of his jeans to withdraw his wallet once more.

      He flipped it open to his ID and offered it to her.

      She took it. For a fraction of a second, the tips of her index and middle fingers brushed over his thumb, and it was all he could do to stay motionless as a tsunami of concentrated desire flooded through him.

      At Billie’s faintest intake of breath, he knew she’d experienced it as well. Her pupils dilated for a heartbeat before she tore her stare from his and directed it at his badge.

      Nathanial drew his own breath, keeping it slow and steady.

      Curses, he was in trouble. How was he to fight her magnetism now?

      He had to, though. If he didn’t, who knew what could happen? God alone…and again, God was no longer talking to him.

      As Billie studied his ID, he allowed himself a moment to let his gaze roam over the top of her head, her face. Her lashes were long and dark, free of the mascara her job dictated she wear daily.

      The long auburn waves of her hair cascaded over her shoulders in a tousled mess, its ends brushing the tops of her breasts.

      Nathanial forced himself to draw his gaze away from the curves of flesh concealed by the black cotton of her tank top, lifting his focus back to her face.

      Like her lashes, her lips were unadorned by cosmetics, their natural fullness a delicate pink. Why did human females cover their God-given beauty with artificial color? It was a behavior he had never understood, even before being cast out.

      “Sorry to keep checking,” Billie said, returning her attention to him again, “But there are a lot of weirdos out there.”

      Direct blue eyes challenged him. Her stare did not waver.

      The woman standing before him now exuded control, confidence and not a whisper of fear. And yet, her pulse beat with frenzied speed in her throat.

      “I don’t mind,” he answered, aching to cross her threshold. “And there’s no need to be afraid.”

      Prickly fire erupted in Billie’s eyes, a blue inferno of indignance, righteousness and—he couldn’t miss it—anger. “Afraid? I’m not afraid, Mr. Knight.”

      Nathanial bit back his chuckle. “I’m sorry, Ms. Sheridan. I didn’t mean to⁠—”

      Her cell phone rang, AC/DC’s “Highway to Hell” rocked the room.

      She arched a dark red eyebrow at him. “Wait here. Do not move from that spot.”

      He nodded to show his compliance, even as he frowned.

      Still holding his wallet, she walked—backward, her stare fixed on him—to a console table. With the quickest of glances at its surface, she scooped up a smartphone, tapped her thumb over its screen and then lifted the phone to her ear. “Everything okay, Riccardo?”

      A brief pause followed as Riccardo answered her.

      “Ahh, no it’s all good, hon.” Her lips curled in a warm smile, the same emotion dancing in her eyes. “Sorry to freak you out. I’m okay. Home. Safe. Can you let Adelaide know I’m okay? I think I may have freaked her out a bit as well earlier.”

      Nathanial didn’t move. He knew of her personal assistant. The young man was efficient and loyal to her. If Nathanial did anything to spook her, with one word from Billie, Riccardo would call the police.

      That wouldn’t be a good thing.

      Still studying him, she let out a low chuckle. “Ask Adelaide. I’ve got to go.” Lowering her phone from her ear, her smile disappeared as she locked her focus on Nathanial once more.

      Cautious. She is cautious and intelligent and not easily fooled.

      A finger of admiration traced up Nathanial’s spine. She was all those things and so much more. There was a reason he had fallen for⁠—

      “If you step across that threshold,” she said, “I’ll be forced to beat the shit out of you. I’m not quite ready to ask you in yet.”

      Nathanial blinked at her almost off-handed declaration. “I’m sorry? What?”

      Her smile returned, but there was nothing friendly or warm about it. It was the kind of smile he recognized well. The smile of a soldier about to commence battle. “Beat the shit out of you,” she repeated. “I can do that. I’m quite adept at it, actually. Put it this way, I’ve never needed a stunt woman on the show to kick arse.”

      Arse. The thoroughly non-American pronunciation sent a lick of something tight and hungry through Nathanial. She’d lost her Australian accent within a year of moving to LA. He’d been sad to hear it go, but occasionally the odd inflection from her formative years slipped out, sounding at odds with the exotically ambiguous accent she had now.

      Letting his own lips stretch once again into an affable smile, he inclined his head in a single nod. “I don’t doubt it.”

      She ran a quick look over him. He barely resisted the urge to shuffle on his feet at the inspection. What would she think if she really knew who—what—she was looking at?

      “Good. Now, tell me why you’re here.”

      With a relaxed, unhurried move, Nathanial rested his elbow against the doorjamb next to his head. “To get my arse kicked by you?”

      He’d spent almost fifty years in Australia a century ago. He could speak Strayan, as the locals called it, with the best of them if needed.

      Billie arched an eyebrow at him. “How’s a broken clavicle sound?”

      “Painful,” he answered honestly. The last being to break his clavicle was his fellow angel, Erah, three millennia ago.

      She crossed her arms over her breasts with an expectant expression.

      It dawned on him she wore only a loose pair of black boxer shorts to go with her black tank top. Her feminine form called to him, fit and toned and subtly muscled.

      He knew she worked out. He also knew she’d failed to pass her black-belt ranking when she was a teenager in Sydney. She still trained in the martial arts, despite never trying to achieve the venerated belt again, and her technique and speed were impressive. He’d also witnessed the strength of her body at work both on set and in the gym. And she jogged. She loved to jog. Her fitness levels were admirable.

      Before he could stop himself, he took in the perfection of her exposed legs. Every part of his body tightened. Various parts of his body grew thicker. Harder.

      “Oi, pretty boy.”

      He startled at her blunt exclamation. Startled. When was the last time he’d startled? Not since he’d been cast out, that was for certain. Definitely not since his time began among mortals here on Earth.

      Jerking his gaze up to her face, he found her studying him with a mocking frown. “You really do want to get your arse kicked, don’t you?”

      Scratching at the hair on the back of his head, he gave her an apologetic grimace. “I apologize, Ms. Sheridan. I’m not used to being in the company of a bona fide celebrity. Especially one wearing so few clothes. My boss warned me you would break my⁠—”

      Her phone rang again.

      “Don’t move,” she instructed, connecting the call. “What’s up, Riccardo?”

      Riccardo said something. For a moment, Nathanial considered allowing himself to hear what the personal assistant was saying but thought better of it. Being here already was dangerous. Drawing attention to where he was…it wasn’t a smart move. And using the abilities still afforded to him after being cast out would more than draw attention to his location. There were other forces moving about in the world of man, malevolent forces of unending power and bottomless hate that would cherish the opportunity to destroy one of God’s soldiers, even a fallen one.

      “No no, hon,” Billie said, watching Nathanial from her position beside the console table. “Honestly, I’m fine. No, I don’t need you here. I’m good. Promise.”

      Whatever Riccardo said made her laugh.

      Nathanial bit back a groan at the exquisite sound. An angel was not meant to be drawn to sinful sensations, and yet everything about Billie Sheridan’s laugh suggested that very thing: sin of the pleasurable variety.

      He was screwed. In every metaphorical sense there was.

      “As if I’m going to do that,” she said to Riccardo, something close to devilment playing with her lips. “Now bugger off with you.”

      She ended the call with a jab of her thumb.

      He waited on the other side of the threshold. If his wings had been present, they would have been fanned wide and poised.

      Thank God Billie couldn’t see them.

      Thank God? Huh. When is that ever going to get old?

      “Okay,” she said, giving her head a little jerk. “You can come in.”

      Nathanial steeled himself against the impact on every molecule in his body caused by the simple, innocent invitation.

      That impact came: a rush of desire, of need, of power, of hunger. The one living soul he’d been waiting on for over three hundred years, the reason he’d been cast out of Heaven.

      Billie Sheridan had invited him into her home.

      He stepped across the threshold.

      Instantly, her scent filled his being. He didn’t just breathe her in—angels, even fallen ones, had no real need for breath, drawing it was an assumed affectation to avoid detection amongst man. He filled himself with her presence. The delicate perfume of her natural scent, the lingering kiss of the soap she’d used to bathe, the fruity sweetness of her shampoo, her femininity…

      A rush of hot longing smashed through him at the unexpected but unmistakable scent of her arousal.

      She was turned on by him.

      His nostrils flared and he brought himself to a halt a few steps into her home. He feared what he’d do if he stepped closer to her.

      She watched him. He didn’t miss the quick swipe of her tongue over her lips.

      What would she do if he destroyed the distance between them, hauled her to his body and crushed her lips with his?

      Would she kiss him back? Would she surrender to that which her body wanted? Or would she, to use her own words, beat the shit out of him?

      “So, Mr. Knight.” She scratched at the side of her nose in a relaxed action he recognized as belonging to her television character. “Do you know about this stalker of mine?”

      “I do.”

      “Tell me about him. Is his name really Gilbert? Gilbert what?”

      Nathanial turned his head, letting his gaze roam over her living room and its dark windows. “Gilbert Sanders.”

      “And what does Gilbert Sanders do when he’s not stalking me?”

      Her blasé attitude was an act. He didn’t need to be one of God’s soldiers to see that. She was an incredible actress, but right at that point, she was stiffer than a board. Trying to hide it, of course, but stiff. On edge.

      He didn’t blame her.

      “Gilbert,” he said, making his way into her living room even, as he kept as much distance from her as possible without looking like he was, “is a high school geography teacher.”

      She burst out laughing.

      It took him completely by surprise. His feet faltered beneath him and he would have tripped if not for his wings. Not present in this realm, but still connected to him, they were invisible to everyone. Except Nathanial. He’d been amongst man for centuries now, and whenever he glimpsed his wings in the reflection of a mirror or window or shiny surface, he still experienced a split second of panic his true form had been exposed.

      His wings—not so white as they once were—were still something to behold.

      “A geography teacher?”

      Billie’s laughter danced in her question. Nathanial knew it was wrong to be happy for that laughter, given her situation, and yet he couldn’t help but smile.

      Lowering himself into a simple white-leather armchair he suspected cost an obscene amount of money, he rested his ankle on his bent knee and watched her join him in the living room.

      He appreciated the natural grace with which she lowered herself into the armchair opposite him—this one round and vivid orange with a lime-green pillow featuring a portrait of Yoda from Star Wars.

      “Tell me about him,” she instructed, curling her legs beneath her. Should he suggest she put on more clothes?

      It was the decent thing to do.

      But he was a fallen angel. Didn’t that allow him to forget decent?

      Doing everything he could to keep his gaze on hers, he uncrossed his leg, leaned forward in the armchair and rested his elbows on his knees. “Gilbert Sanders believes you and him are meant to be together forever, and he’s proven he will stop at nothing to make that happ⁠—”

      A sharp buzzing filled the room, cutting Nathanial short.

      Uncertainty and confusion flickered over Billie’s face. A frown pulled at her straight eyebrows. She stared at him hard for a second before flicking the front door to her home a quick look. No, not the front door, the security control panel next to it.

      Nathanial bit back a curse, fighting to keep his expression calm. He hadn’t planned on them being interrupted so quickly. What the hell was Kade doing? The vampire was supposed to keep the authorities from⁠—

      “I’m just going to see who’s at the gate,” he said, straightening from the armchair.

      “No no.” Billie unfurled from her seat. Tension radiated from her. “I’ll get it. It’s probably the LAPD and they’ll want to hear from me first. Don’t want them getting antsy, do we.”

      Nathanial ground his teeth as she began walking toward the control panel. How did he take charge of this without making her suspicious?

      “Goddamn it,” he muttered, throwing the ceiling a harried look.

      Was the blasphemous exclamation noted? Did it even matter anymore?

      “Billie,” he called, striding toward her.

      Damn it. Damn it. Damn it.

      She didn’t slow down. “Ms. Sheridan,” she corrected without looking at him.

      Two paces. She was a mere two paces from the control panel. Two paces from discovering the police⁠—

      “Screw it,” he said under his breath, as he traversed the distant between them in a heartbeat.

      It was a heartbeat too long.

      As he reformed directly behind her, the moment every molecule in his body knitted together with agonizing power and speed, Billie pressed her finger to the control panel’s intercom button. “Who’s this?”

      “Ms. Sheridan?” a gravelly male voice sounded through the panel’s speaker. “This is Detective Rhames from LAPD. I’m sorry for disturbing you at such an hour, but there’s something I need to talk to you about. Your agent, Adelaide Williams, informed you I was coming, yes?”

      “Yes. Along with someone from a security agency.”

      “Yeah, Gary Rosetti from Guard-U Protection. He’s about five minutes away, I think.”

      “Fuck,” Nathanial sighed, balling his fists. His wings flexed.

      Billie startled and spun around, her stare locking on his, realization dawning in her eyes.

      And then, without warning, she slammed her fist into his jaw.

      He rolled his head with the punch, the shock of her knuckles crunching against his skin and bone dulled by his admiration for her ferocity.

      When she tried to follow up that punch with another, however, he acted.

      Fast.

      Faster than she could see.

      Faster than any human could track.

      Without a word, he wrapped his fingers around her wrist before her second punch could land, spun her around until her back was mashed against his chest, his other hand covering her mouth, and whispered in her ear, “Time to get the hell out of here, Ms. Sheridan.”
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