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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dominick

      

      

      

      I stared at the dark tattoo of unfurled wings across the back of my hand as I gripped the edges of the desk. The sinewy muscles twitched beneath my bronze skin and made the wings appear to move. I welcomed the pain from the sharp corners of the desk digging into my flesh, wanting more of it. Pain and pleasure had always balanced on a knife’s edge for me, and now the sting gave me a rush that sent jolts of energy up my arms.

      Images of Ella flashed through my mind. I could almost feel the softness of her auburn hair as I tangled my fingers in it, pulling her mouth to mine. The memories of her body writhing beneath me, her moans breathy and urgent, were both pleasurable and torturous. I couldn’t believe I’d finally found a woman who sated my desires and filled my emptiness, and she’d been ripped from me. Even though we had not been apart long, the loss had left me a scorched hull, my fury burning through me and leaving me gasping for air.

      I needed to find her, and I needed to inflict pain on those who’d taken her from me. My fingers tingled with the desire to punish, and it took all my self-control not to storm off the yacht and roam the streets of the ancient Croatian town, finding any demon I could and unleashing my wrath on them. Instead, I drew in a deep breath to douse my anger.

      “What do we know?” I growled as my second-in-command, Rami, walked into the yacht’s study through the glass door.

      The sun was setting over the water, sending warm light spilling through the large windows and across the ivory carpet that muffled Rami’s footsteps. I sank into the chair behind my desk, clenching my jaw at the approaching nightfall that indicated my failure.

      It had been hours since the meeting of the dons had been attacked by a horde of demons and Ella had been taken. Dan, the fallen angel who’d been protecting her, remained missing, and there was little clue as to where either of them were.

      “Only what we suspected.” Rami stood in front of me, with his feet set wide and his shoulders squared. “The demon attack was most likely a distraction from the real target.”

      “Ella,” I said, my voice barely a husky whisper.

      Rami nodded, his face grim. “I can only assume Jaya’s jealousy is the reason.”

      I leaned forward, my elbows on the desk and my fingers interlaced. “Jaya might be vindictive, but she is no fool. There is more behind this than just her own need to punish me.”

      Rami cocked an eyebrow. “You know what they say about a woman scorned.”

      I snapped my head to him. “Jaya is not a woman. She’s a demon. An alluring one, I’ll admit, but she would not risk my wrath for petty punishment.”

      Rami still didn’t look convinced. “That would mean she knows about Ella and the prophecy, and that would be impossible. No one but the Fallen know of the human’s angelic connection.”

      I gave a single nod, not wanting to voice the fear that had been simmering in my gut. It wasn’t true that the Fallen were the only ones who knew. If Ella had been marked by an angel, then the archangels knew—at the very least, the one who marked her was certainly aware of her existence.

      I squeezed my hands together, the knuckles whitening. It had been millennia since the archangels had deigned to show themselves on Earth and interact with humans. At least, that’s what I’d thought. They’d left the human realm to the Fallen and demons, and all the other incubi and succubi roaming the mortal sphere. They were content with ruling the heavens and staying above the fray of sin and desire. Or so we’d thought.

      “You do not think one of our Fallen revealed her secret, do you?” Rami asked, his voice dropping, even though we were the only two in the room. “Asbeel?”

      I thought of the Fallen who’d challenged me only days earlier, then flown off without pledging his loyalty to me. After thousands of years together, had he turned on me and joined forces with the demons? Asbeel had always been more reluctant to punish the demons, holding some lingering affection for the demented versions of our original offspring with human women. But did he have enough sympathy for the beings to abandon his own kind? After all, the demons who roamed the Earth now were only shadows of the original Nephilim we’d fathered—a fraction of powerful offspring that had almost destroyed civilization. Most had been banished into the bowels of hell, and the few who’d been cursed to remain on Earth as demons had scant memories of being descendants of fallen angels, only hate for us as they chafed against our control.

      “He would not commit that betrayal,” I finally said, memories of fighting beside Asbeel flooding my mind.

      “Then we are back to it being demons.”

      I peered up at my friend in his dark suit, small nicks and rips in the expensive fabric from the battle with the demons. “Have you not considered that it might be the one who marked her?”

      Rami’s handsome features hardened. “An angel would not kill a human, even to prevent the prophecy from being fulfilled. They cannot.”

      I knew the rules that governed celestial beings as well as he did, but I did not have faith in the Archangels. They relished their power, and I suspected they would do anything to prevent the Fallen from being restored. Especially Gabriel. A rumble grew in my throat just thinking about him. “Angels have broken rules before, Ram.”

      He acknowledged this truth with a quick shrug of one shoulder. “You think the chosen angels would risk their own salvation to spite us?”

      “I did not say they would kill a human, but I cannot ignore the fact that taking her from me would accomplish the same goal.”

      Rami stepped forward and braced his hands on my desk. “They know you, Dom. They would not have forgotten that you do not give up. And they do not want a war. Not over this.”

      “Maybe so.” He made sense. So far, there was no evidence that the archangels were even aware of what was going on between us and the demons. They hadn’t interfered in thousands of years, and Earth had spiraled into deeper and deeper sin and self-destruction. It was arrogant for me to think they would appear just to thwart me. “Then we are back to it being a plot between humans and demons who are too stupid to know what they are unleashing.”

      “Most likely.” Rami straightened and then walked over to the love seat, sinking into it and crossing his legs at the knee. “Gad has returned from the hotel.”

      I blew out a breath. When I’d leapt from the shattered window at the top of the luxury hotel, bullets had been flying and my fellow dons of the underworld had been hiding under tables as their deputies had fought off the well-armed demon attack. Of course, none of the members of the mafia would have known the attackers were demons. Aside from their impressive speed and fighting skills, they appeared as humans.

      “The dons?” I asked, dreading the response.

      I’d called the meeting of the other heads of the mafia families as a way to solidify my power and sniff out the intentions of the Solano family. Since rumors had reached me that the eldest Solano boy had been working with the demon Jaya, I’d been concerned that the bit-player family might be trying to make a move against me. Now, it looked like I was the one who’d made a move. And not only against Don Solano. Against all the dons. If I wasn’t so concerned about Ella, I would have been preparing for retaliation.

      “Miraculously, Don Solano survived. As did the other dons.” Rami frowned. “Many of their bodyguards and deputies were not so lucky.”

      “And the demons?”

      “Some escaped but many were killed.” Rami’s gaze flicked to me. “Some by bullets, and some by other means.”

      He meant those demons who’d been killed by us during the battle, and Gad, when he’d joined the fight. Perverse satisfaction flared within me at the thought of the demons who died at my hand. It had been many years since I’d snapped another creature’s neck, and the pleasure had been undeniable.

      “The bodies have been removed,” Rami continued.

      It would not do to have demons autopsied by humans. Although they appeared human on the outside, there were differences in demon brain anatomy that might raise more questions than any of us wished.

      “I don’t suppose there are any survivors we can question?”

      Rami shook his head. “The ones who didn’t die, fled.”

      No shock there. In the fury of the battle, I might not have been able to keep myself from killing them even if they hadn’t been shot. Prisoners were not usually taken when demons and angels battled.

      “There will be fallout, Dom.”

      I gave a single nod. I cared little for the squawking of the human criminals, but I would have to deal with them anyway.

      “At least they saw you fighting alongside them. They must know you were not behind it, although the meeting was at our hotel.”

      “At my request,” I reminded him. “We called all the dons here. Even if I did not summon the demons, the attack took place at my property.”

      “The demons swarmed our added hotel security,” Rami expression darkened. “We lost many human guards.” He blew out a breath. “But no Fallen.”

      I nodded, glad for that. Then I forced myself to think like the head of the most successful underworld organization in the world. “Send emissaries to all the families with our condolences. Offer them a cut of the new Malta club.”

      Rami tilted his head at me. “A cut of the profits?”

      “A small one.” I waved a hand at him. “We have enough. This club is but a drop in the ocean.”

      “You think that will keep them at bay?”

      “At heart, they are businessmen. They understand money.” I gave him a tight smile. “And we are still the most powerful family.”

      “One that isn’t going anywhere.” My most trusted advisor and closest friend’s voice was low as he met my gaze.

      I sighed at the reminder that we were immortal and had been cast down to Earth thousands of years ago to live among humans. Unless there was a miracle, the Fallen weren’t going anywhere until the day of judgment, and there was no indication that was happening anytime soon. As much as I’d reveled in my existence as an immortal dark angel—indulging in every hedonistic pleasure known to man or woman and savoring each and every one fully—I had occasionally wished for the bittersweetness of mortality, especially now that I’d fallen for a human.

      “Tell me something, Dom,”  Rami said. “What did Jaya say to you? I saw you facing off with her before you flew away.”

      I pushed back in my chair and stood, pivoting to face the shelving behind my desk. I eyed a turquoise, blown-glass paperweight resting on a stack of books and fought the urge to fling it through the glass door.

      “Nothing but taunt me about Ella. She is the reason I knew to rush back to find her.”

      “But it was too late.”

      I gritted my teeth. “Jaya would not have warned me in time to save her.  She wanted me to panic, but she already had Ella by then. Taking her was the point of the attack. A distraction to pull protection away from Ella.”

      “She took your woman and damaged the Vicario family at the same time.” Rami sighed. “Never let it be said that the demon isn’t clever.”

      I tightened my hands into fists. “Not clever enough to run from me forever. If Jaya has Ella, I’ll find her, and then I’ll finally put an end to that demon.”

      Rami opened his mouth but didn’t get to speak before Gadriel flung open the door, his eyes wild. “It’s Dan. He’s back!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ella

      

      

      

      I sat up in bed, rubbing my eyes as the bright sunlight streamed through the minaret-shaped windows, sheer curtains fluttering in them from the gentle breeze, although the air they brought in wasn’t cool. It was dry and arid, and held the scent of flowers and the faintest whiff of coffee.

      It took me a moment to remember that I wasn’t at home in New York in my snug apartment, or on the luxurious yacht that had been my home for the past few days with Dominick. My stomach clenched at the thought of the dark and mysterious man who’d captured my heart—and then caused it to break.

      I shook my head. It was still impossible to believe that he was dead. The idea made fresh tears prick the backs of my eyelids, and I swiped at them with my fingertips. Despite Dan telling me he was dead, and then that crazy bitch Jaya repeating the news, I didn’t want to accept the truth. I couldn’t. Not after he’d saved me and blown up my life all at once.

      Dominick Vicario was the last thing I’d ever expected or thought I wanted, but he’d turned out to be exactly what I’d needed. As foolish as it was, I’d fallen hard for the dangerous man, despite knowing that he was a mob boss. Of course, the organized crime wasn’t even the most unbelievable thing about him. He was also a fallen angel and the leader of what he called the “Fallen.”

      If I hadn’t seen him unfurl black wings around me, I might not have believed him, but now I’d seen ample evidence of his supernatural powers. Not to mention how powerfully I felt drawn to him, and how weak I was to resist the dark angel.

      Even as my pulse fluttered at the thought of him, a pit formed in my gut. He was gone, and I was far from the bed we’d shared. When he’d been killed in a demon attack, I’d been abducted, and even though I didn’t know exactly where I was, I was certain it was far from the Croatian city where Dominick’s yacht had been docked.

      I dragged a hand through my hair, then stopped and stared at my wrists. I was no longer tied to the bed. I rubbed the flesh where I’d been bound. There were no marks, but there had been straps tying me to the bed when I’d last been awake. When Anthony Solano had sat on the edge of the bed and told me he wanted to get to know me better.

      Anthony Solano.

      Bile rose in my throat as I thought of the youngest member of the Solano family, a man I’d thought was a harmless college graduate. I put my face in my hands as I remembered chatting with him about New York and sharing favorite bagel spots. At the time I’d thought Dominick was being overly possessive and jealous when he’d snatched me away from Anthony. Now his aversion to the man didn’t seem to be misplaced.

      I glanced around the bedroom. The last time I’d been awake it had been nighttime, and the room had been bathed in moonlight and shadows. Now, I could see that the decor was decidedly Middle Eastern with brass lanterns as chandeliers, and a recessed, minaret shape in the wall instead of a headboard.

      Sliding off the bed, my feet touched cool tile as the silky nightgown slipped up my thighs. I didn’t want to dwell on the fact that I wasn’t wearing the clothes I’d been abducted in or wonder who had changed me. It made the bile threaten to rise again. Although there was a backless settee against one wall and a couple of low-backed armchairs, I didn’t spot my old clothes anywhere. I did see a plush, ivory robe hanging on a hook inside a spacious bathroom, and I snagged it and pulled it on over the pale-pink nightgown.

      I might not be able to make a daring escape barefoot and in a bathrobe, but at least I didn’t feel so exposed. And my head no longer throbbed from whatever drug they’d jabbed in my neck. My fingers fluttered instinctively at the prick mark, flinching at the memory of the sharp sting and of what I’d been thinking when I’d been jabbed—that the only man I’d ever fallen head over heels for was dead.

      I pushed that aside. Mourning for Dominick wouldn’t help me escape, and if Jaya and Anthony were still holding me captive, I needed to find a way out.

      I tiptoed to the door, gripping the ornate metal knob and closing my eyes as I slowly turned it. I expected it to be locked, but to my surprise, it opened. I tugged the heavy door toward me, and it moved on silent hinges. I wanted to cheer, but instead I slipped from the room, peering down the corridor.

      It was wide and bright, with the same white tile as the bedroom floor and matching metal lanterns hanging down the length of it. Sunlight poured in from one side, while the other was bisected by a crossing hallway.

      I headed toward the light, hoping for a door to the outside. Instead, there was another large window in the shape of a minaret. I peeked outside but could see nothing but flat roofs with the occasional palm tree jutting above them. A square tower made of beige stone rose high in the distance with a smaller square jutting up at top. Beyond that was a range of mountains, purple in the morning haze.

      Where was I? It wasn’t Croatia, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t Italy. The architecture was all wrong. I had no idea how long I’d been unconscious, so I could be anywhere, especially considering that Anthony Solano no doubt had access to private planes. I breathed in the hot air. I’d never been to the Middle East, but I suspected I was there now.

      “Well, you always wanted to travel,” I whispered to myself, almost laughing at the ridiculousness of the situation. In a matter of weeks, I’d gone from boring workaholic who’d never had much of an adventure and had dated the same awful guy for years, to jetting all over the world with a mafia don-slash-fallen angel and then being kidnapped. This wasn’t exactly the travel and excitement I’d envisioned.

      I continued down the hallway, moving quickly down a flight of stairs until I reached a large, marble foyer. Two large doors were open to one side, so I ran from them—right onto a spacious pool deck dotted with tables shaded by white canvas umbrellas. The pool itself was rectangular and flanked by rows of palm trees that stretched out across a green lawn that was surrounded by a high stone wall.

      “You’re awake.”

      I jerked at the sound of the voice, twisting to see Anthony Solano sitting at a nearby table sipping from a small glass etched in gold. He wore a white linen shirt with the sleeves rolled up and looked every bit the stylish and charming man I’d met at the charity event. Gone was the seductive and predatory smile he’d given me when I’d awoken tied to the bed. Instead, he grinned easily and beckoned me.

      “Join me for some breakfast. I’m sure you’re starving.”

      I eyed him without moving, not bothering to hide my suspicion. Had I imagined how possessive he’d been when he’d stroked one hand down my cheek and told me that he wanted to get to know me better?

      Anthony stood and pulled out one of the boxy, white upholstered chairs for me. “I can’t promise New York bagels, but the khboz is quite tasty.”

      My stomach rumbled at the mention of bagels. I hated the thought of eating breakfast with my captor, but I spotted a pair of beefy guards taking up positions on either side of the doors leading into the house. It appeared I wouldn’t be getting away as easily as I’d hoped, and he was right. I was ravenous.

      I reluctantly walked over to him and took the seat he stood behind. The table was covered in small dishes of olives and fruit along, with a platter of what looked like pancakes and fried eggs, and baskets filled with round discs of bread. As he pushed in the chair for me, I breathed in the savory aroma of the food.

      “Would you like some tea?” Anthony asked, gesturing to a silver teapot on a tray surrounded by more cylindrical glasses etched with gold. “I’m afraid coffee isn’t common here for breakfast.”

      I swiveled my gaze to peer up at the huge stone villa with flat roofs and arched windows. “And where is here?”

      The handsome dark-haired man smiled at me, his hazel eyes sparkling. “I’m not sure if I should tell you that, Ella, although I’m sure it won’t take you long to guess.”

      I rolled my eyes at him, not bothering to hide my annoyance. “You’ve abducted me, tied me up, and are holding me against my will.” I cut my eyes to the bathrobe I wore. “Do you really think telling me where we are will make it possible for me to escape? In this?”

      He held my gaze for a moment then laughed—the same easy laugh that had drawn me to him when we first met. “I suppose you’re right, but I should point out that you’re no longer tied up.”

      If he was expecting me to thank him for that, he was going to be disappointed. “You prefer your women more willing?”

      He flinched slightly and his eyes darkened. “You should be grateful. Jaya was against untying you.”

      I glanced around, hoping the demon wasn’t going to be joining us. “Where is your partner in crime?”

      “Gone.” He took a circle of bread from the basket and tore off a piece with more vigor than was necessary. “She has other matters to attend to.”

      Cryptic, but at least she was gone.

      Anthony poured me a glass of tea. “Please. There’s nothing as refreshing as mint tea in this heat.”

      The idea of drinking hot tea in the heat was odd, but I took the gilded glass and sipped the aromatic beverage as I watched him. “I don’t get it.”

      “What don’t you get?” His American accent was jarring considering the setting, and I reminded myself not to get lured in by his easy manner again. He had kidnapped me, after all.

      “You seem like a typical, American twenty-something. I thought you were a nice guy. What gives?”

      He smiled at me. “I am a nice guy.”

      “You abducted me.” I said each word slowly while glaring at him.

      He took another bite of bread and waved a hand dismissively. “It’s business. I needed you for leverage against Don Vicario.” He scowled. “And to show my father that I should be the one to take over the business, not Mateo.”

      I almost groaned aloud. So, I was caught in the middle of a family feud? I took another sip of the mint tea. Anthony was right. The hot drink was cooling me, although it couldn’t dampen my anger over what he’d done.

      “How does killing Dominick give you leverage over him?” I snapped. “Doesn’t it just mean you have a target on your back between the rest of his family and the other crime families?”

      His eyebrows shot up. “Kill? I didn’t kill him.”

      My throat felt thick, but I pushed my feelings aside. “Then Jaya. Whomever. It doesn’t matter who did it if you’re behind it. His family will come after you for revenge.” And knowing that they were supernatural beings, I didn’t give Anthony great odds.

      He leaned forward, holding my gaze with his own. “Dominick Vicario isn’t dead, Ella. He’s very much alive.”

      The tea glass slipped from my hand and hot tea splattered all over the table as the glass shattered, sending small shards into my lap. I didn’t register the heat or the sting of the glass even as Anthony jumped up.

      Dominick was alive?
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      “Tell me again,” I said, pacing in front of Dan as he sat on one of the curved couches in the yacht’s main lounge. His brown hair was a mess, and his clothes were dirty and ripped.

      He pressed an ice pack to the knot on the back of his head. “Like I said, I don’t remember much. I was in the market with your…with Ella. Gad left when we heard of the demon attack.”

      Gadriel rasped a hand across the stubble shading his dark cheeks and peered up at me from where he sat next to Dan. “I thought you needed reinforcements.”

      I stopped my pacing and held his gaze for a beat. “Do not blame yourself. The attack was genuine. It just wasn’t the only one.”

      Gad scowled at himself, shaking his head roughly. “I never should have left my post.”

      As much as the fallen angel loved levity and indulgences of the flesh, he was a dedicated warrior who’d been by my side through it all. He felt this failure keenly.

      “Let us keep our focus on the real target of our revenge—the demons who moved against us.”

      He pressed his lips together with a sharp nod. I swiveled my head back to Dan. “Then what?”

      Dan readjusted the ice pack, drops of water trailing down the back of his neck and onto his black suit jacket. “I’d received the text message from Ram that you’d been killed in the attack—”

      “Which I didn’t send you,” Rami added from where he half stood, half leaned against the built-in sideboard.

      Dan gave a half shrug. “I’m telling you what happened. I don’t know how they did it, but someone made it look like a text from you.”

      I waved a hand impatiently. “Go on.”

      “Ella was upset when I told her you were dead. She wouldn’t listen to me telling her I needed to get her somewhere safe. She ran from the shop.” He snapped his fingers. “Lavender. That’s the awful smell I keep remembering. We’d ducked into a lavender shop.” He grimaced. “Anyway, she was outside the shop when I felt a sharp pain on the back of my head. I think I screamed. That’s all I remember.”

      Hearing how upset Ella had been hearing of my fictional death made me clench my fists in fury. It also touched something deep within me—a part of me I thought I’d shut off long ago. My heart squeezed at the thought of Ella in pain over the idea of losing me, but warmth also tingled along the surface of my skin. If she cared enough to be upset over my death, then her feelings weren’t fleeting or fueled only by physical desire. She cared.

      The squeeze in my chest morphed into an ache. It had been a long time since I’d experienced the affection of a female that wasn’t fueled by booze, drugs, or the alluring powers of my angelic form. I’d been no stranger to female pleasures—especially when I’d first been banished from heaven—but lust was not love, and I’d grown bored of the emptiness of carnal desires.

      What I felt for Ella, however, was an entirely different sensation. One I would move heaven and Earth to get back.

      Fresh rage pulsed through my veins, and I scraped a hand through my hair. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the abduction and piece together what I knew. The demon attack on the dons had been a ruse to draw at least one guard away from Ella. The demons knew they might be able to take out one fallen angel, but they might not have liked their chances with two, especially in a public place. So, they’d attacked the meeting on the rooftop of my hotel, drawn Gadriel into the fight, told Dan that I was dead, then knocked him out and snatched Ella.

      “Then what?” Gadriel asked. “You weren’t in the market when we came looking for you.”

      I opened my eyes, waiting for Dan’s response.

      His cheeks reddened. “I was in the church. Somehow, they dragged me into a confession booth in the church near the market. I scared a priest half to death when he opened the door, and I fell out. I don’t know how long I was unconscious, but by the time I found my way back to the spot where I’d last seen Ella, she was gone. I came here as fast as I could.” He gave me a sheepish look. “Without flying.”

      “Demons,” Gad muttered. “They love the irony of us in churches.”

      “Of course, it was demons,” Rami said. “Who else?”

      I considered whether Mateo Solano could have been involved, glancing quickly at Rami. “Still no indication that the Solano punk left Venice?”

      “He’s not here,” my second in command assured me. “We’ve had him closely watched since the day he appeared at the headquarters.”

      Something tickled the back of my brain. “What about the other son?”

      “The one from the party?” Rami asked, the lift of his brow indicating his skepticism.

      I nodded. “I asked you to check him out, right?”

      “You did, but from what our preliminary research shows, he isn’t involved in the Solano empire.”

      “Don’t call it an empire.” Don Solano might want to play in the big leagues, but the fact remained that he was still not much more than a low-level player who didn’t mind dealing in street drugs and sex trafficking. I might be considered one of the leaders of the criminal underworld, but my operations were less criminal and more forbidden, and I refused to sully my hands with anything that wasn’t fully consensual.

      Rami allowed himself a faint quirk of his lips. “Family, then. Anthony Solano seems to have been kept from the business, going to university in New York and only recently returning to Italy. He’s clean.”

      I stifled a laugh. He might be clean for now, but sons from crime families rarely stayed that way. I’d seen it too many times over too many centuries. Legitimate business wouldn’t bring him what he was used to, and he’d slip into his family’s business. “What did he study at university?”

      “Business.”

      It was usually either business or law—two degrees crime families could put to good use. I thought back to the clean-cut man talking with Ella. He’d appeared to be the opposite of his father and brother—charming, polished, intelligent. Anthony Solano was no thug, and that made him dangerous. “And he flew out before our meeting?”

      All evidence pointed to Anthony Solano being inconsequential, but my gut told me there was more to him than he wanted to let on. His charming, easy-going veneer was just that—an act. When I’d met him, I’d sensed something deeper in the man—and darker. And I was an expert in darkness hidden behind attractive facades.

      “Where did he go?” I asked Rami before he could answer my first question. “Back to Italy?”

      Rami pulled out his phone, swiping the screen a few times. “Private jet. They didn’t file a flight plan.”

      I spun to face him, my interest piqued even more. “He took the Solano plane but didn’t file a flight plan?”

      “This was before the attack, and before Ella was taken,” Rami said. “He couldn’t have been involved in either of those. At least, not directly.”

      “And he couldn’t have taken Ella if he was already gone,” Gadriel added.

      Both of these were valid points, but I didn’t care. Anthony Solano had sought out Ella at the party. Why? Because she was the only other person there with connections to New York? Maybe, but he wouldn’t have known that by looking at her, although it was evident at a glance that she wasn’t Italian. It was possible he’d approached her because she was a beautiful, young woman sitting alone, and he was also young and without a companion.

      All of this made sense. But it didn’t explain the flash of satisfaction I’d seen when I’d approached him talking with Ella. Not only had he not been shocked to see me, but he’d known who I was, and he’d been secretly pleased by my reaction. It had been only a momentary lapse in his otherwise innocent expression, but he’d enjoyed my anger at seeing him with Ella.

      I strode to the bar, pouring myself two fingers of my best single-malt whiskey. I swirled the amber liquid in the cut-crystal rocks glass then tossed it back in a single gulp, welcoming the searing heat as it scorched my throat and fired my belly.

      “Find Anthony Solano,” I said, putting the glass down on the ivory marble bar top and turning to my fellow Fallen. “I want to know where that plane went with him, and where it went after him.”

      Rami straightened. “On it.”

      “And assemble the Fallen.”

      “All of us?” Rami asked, flicking his gaze around the room and no doubt remembering how crowded it had been with only a fraction of our two hundred.

      I shook my head. “Only our brothers who are in Europe. They’ll welcome the visit to the island.”

      Rami’s mouth twitched into a smile. It had been almost a year since we’d returned to our private Greek island and visited the castle fortress that had been our first headquarters after our fall.

      “We’re setting sail for the island now?” Gadriel glanced at Dan then back at me.

      “There’s nothing to be gained by staying here. The demons have gone and taken Ella with them. There’s little for us to learn by lingering.”

      “The battlefield has been cleared, and the hotel will be repaired swiftly,” Rami said. “I have our publicity team working to keep the damage minimal.”

      I didn’t care about the PR nightmare as much as I should have. I only cared about Ella. “It’s the demons who should be worried about damage and retribution. We’re going to reclaim what is mine and punish them for taking it.”

      Gadriel punched a fist into his palm. “I think I speak for all the army of the Fallen when I say we’ll gladly punish the wayward demons.”

      “The one we need to find is Jaya.” I locked eyes with Rami. “Which means you and I need to pay a visit to Rome.”
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      Even though the hot tea seeped through the thick fabric of my robe, I didn’t move. “What did you say?”

      Anthony had leapt up when my glass had shattered, and now waved a hand at a man dressed in a beige-and-black uniform, who’d materialized from one side of the villa. The man turned around and called back through the door from which he’d emerged. “Y’alla!”

      I ignored the frantic staff as they reached the table and bustled around me, sweeping up broken glass and nervously patting my robe with napkins.  “Did you say Dominick is alive?”

      “Yes,” Anthony answered, his tone impatient. “I know better than to kill another don. My father would never forgive me for the trouble that would bring on us.”

      I sank back in the boxy, upholstered chair, a breath whooshing from me. He was alive. After believing he was dead and being overcome with agony that had left me nearly numb, it was hard to accept that he wasn’t.

      The staff gave up trying to dry my robe, leaving a napkin draped over the light-brown splotch mottling the ivory fabric and hurrying away. Anthony poured me a fresh glass of tea and slid it across to me.

      I didn’t touch the gold-etched glass, instead narrowing my eyes at Anthony. “If you’re lying to me, I’ll kill you.”

      He grinned as he lowered himself into his chair. “Feisty. I like it. I knew you were more interesting than Don Vicario’s usual conquests.”

      I flinched at the characterization of Dom’s previous exploits but didn’t rise to the bait. Dominick had never made his past a secret from me, and I held no illusions that the fallen angel had lived the life of, well, an angel.

      “But one of Dominick’s Fal…men got a message that he was dead,” I said. “Before I got jabbed with whatever drug you gave me and passed out.”

      Anthony held up a finger. “First of all, I had nothing to do with you getting drugged.” His expression darkened. “That was all Jaya.” He tilted his head at me. “She doesn’t like you very much.”

      “The feeling’s mutual,” I grumbled.

      Anthony stared at me for another moment before continuing. “The attack on the meeting of the dons was a distraction, and the message was meant to confuse the men who were protecting you. None of the dons were ever in danger, although I can’t say the same about their bodyguards.”

      My stomach twisted. “So, people did die?”

      “Jaya’s people have a tendency toward violence.”

      I didn’t tell him that they were violent because they were demons. If he was anything like me, he’d never believe without proof, and I had no proof to provide.  “Jaya isn’t exactly a saint, either. How do you know she didn’t kill Dominick?”

      He barked out a laugh. “Because she’s obsessed with him. She wouldn’t kill him.”

      That wasn’t comforting. Obsession had led to murder plenty of times.

      “I got confirmation from my father that all the dons survived, including yours,” Anthony said. “Not that he knows I was involved. He still thinks it was an attack by one of the other families, most likely the hosts of the meeting.”

      “Then why tell me Dominick was dead?” My voice trembled with rage, even though I tended to believe him that Dom was, in fact, alive.

      “I never told you that,” Anthony said. “In case you haven’t noticed, Jaya likes to fuck with people. I’m afraid she really enjoys fucking with you, Ella.”

      If the demon was like most of the other total bitches I’d known in my life, the chances were good that she was also fucking with Anthony—and possibly planning to fuck him over. Not that I planned to warn the guy.

      “What does Jaya get from all of this?” I asked, finally allowing myself to feel some measure of relief that Dominick wasn’t dead, although since I was still being held against my will, I wasn’t ready to celebrate just yet.

      “You.”

      The knot in my stomach hardened into a hard ball of fear. “You’re going to—“

      “No,” he said forcefully. ”I told her that no harm could come to you, and I wasn’t turning you over to her. She wasn’t happy with me, but she was happy enough to get you away from the don.” The corners of his lips twitched. “And, from what I understand, she used to be connected with your boyfriend.”

      Despite how I felt for Dom, the phrase “boyfriend” sounded strange. Could a fallen angel really be my boyfriend? He seemed too imposing and immortal to be anyone’s boyfriend. Lover, maybe. Memories of being tangled up in bed with him made my cheeks heat. I cleared my throat and tried not to think of Dom—or of him with Jaya.

      “Well, from what I can tell, Dom doesn’t want to have anything to do with her,” I said, with more irritation laced in my voice than I’d hoped. “How did you get involved with a creature like her?” I chose my words carefully since it was clear the man didn’t have any clue that Jaya was a demon, or that Dom was a celestial being.

      “She’s actually a business associate of my older brother.” He plucked another disc of bread from the basket, tearing off a wedge and dipping it into a bowl filled with olive oil. “She grew tired of my brother’s lack of discipline. She needed someone with more sophistication to take on the Vicario family.”

      “So, this is all about a mob war?”

      Anthony wrinkled his nose. “We don’t call it the mob anymore, Ella.”

      “Fine.” I loosed a breath. “But this is a power struggle between your family and the Vicario family?” At least as far as he knew, I thought, realizing that he was in way over his head, if he thought he was just picking a fight with a mafia don.

      Anthony ripped roughly at the bread. “My family has operated in the shadows of the Vicario empire for too long. It’s time for me to take us to the next level.”

      I eyed him, almost sympathetic that he’d allowed himself to get pulled into a battle between demons and fallen angels without even knowing it. “So, you thought pissing off your biggest rival would be the way to do it?”

      He jerked his gaze to me. “Jaya said it would get Don Vicario’s attention. Make him give me the attention I deserve.”

      “You got his attention, all right,” I said under my breath. It wasn’t hard to imagine that Dominick was currently livid that I’d been abducted from under his protection.

      “Like I said, I have no intention of harming you. I’m the one who’s keeping you safe.” He gave me an easy smile that almost made me forget that he was my captor. “You’re my guest in Marrakesh.”

      I dropped my eyes, afraid that they would register the victory that I felt from him revealing where we were. Marrakesh. That was in Morocco, another place I’d never been and would never have imagined I’d be visiting. I didn’t have a great sense of how far away we were from the coast of Croatia where I’d left Dominick, but I knew it wasn’t close. Still, I now knew the city I was in. Not that I had any way of sharing that nugget of information with anyone. Yet.
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