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      For everyone who mishears song lyrics.

      And to my family, who eventually catch the nonsense lyrics I’ve sung wrong for decades…
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      GIANNA

      My concert plan backfired. I’d chosen a mega-sized pineapple seltzer so I wouldn’t need to leave my spot for another drink run, but I didn’t think about a bathroom break. It was a beautiful spring night for an outdoor concert, and the scent of the afternoon rain lingered on the grass. My friends and I had driven from Salem before sundown in a van with protective windows in the back so that Diego, a vampire, wouldn’t be singed by sunlight.

      I tried not to think about the urge to pee as I waited for the song to finish. When the next song started, one I didn’t recognize, it was time to run for it.

      “Ladies’ room, anyone?” I glanced at my friends, Nova and Pandora, who were both witches, and Zoe, an elf. They all declined.

      Sebastian, my mate and husband, asked me, “Want me to walk with you?” in his deep, rich baritone.

      “No need.” I squeezed his hand to assure him I’d be fine. Sebastian could be overly protective due to his wolf shifter nature. “I’ll be back before the end of the song.”

      With that promise, I dashed across the lawn through the crowd while the music echoed behind me. I didn’t want to miss a moment of the Cure concert. Fortunately, I was wearing flats, which made it easier to rush and wouldn’t hurt my feet after dancing around on them for hours.

      After a quick stop in the ladies’ room, I checked my appearance and reapplied lip gloss that matched the red on my dress and the streaks in my dark hair. I smoothed out any wrinkles in my black sailor-style dress adorned with red bats.

      While on the way back to the lawn, I passed several food and drink kiosks and then the merch stand. It had been so crowded earlier with people lined up that I couldn’t see many of the selections. The line was short while the band was playing. It was sure to be packed once more after the concert. So, I veered into the line and glanced at the options. Why were there always so few shirts in ladies’ styles?

      I spotted a cute tank top with the Cure logo. Perfect. Oh, perhaps I should pick something up for my retro rock club north of Boston. A poster or something. Hmm, that would require dealing with it during the concert, trying to keep it from getting lost or trampled. Nah, I’d skip it. The club already had plenty of rock memorabilia I’d gathered over the years.

      With only two people ahead of me, the first notes of “Charlotte Sometimes” played.

      “Oh, I love this song,” I gushed aloud to no one in particular. I began to hum along and sway with the tune.

      “It’s a good one,” said a man’s voice from behind.

      I turned behind me to see a tall guy with shoulder-length black hair, bright blue eyes, a black T-shirt printed with a white swirly skull, a full sleeve of tattoos up both arms, and plenty of silver jewelry. Kind of goth-looking with his pale skin and black eyeliner. Totally hot.

      “One of my favorites,” I said, pulling out cash to speed up the transaction.

      “Good taste,” he noted with an appreciative nod.

      “Next,” the cashier called out.

      I quickly placed my order and paid. Once I had my tank, I left the merch line to head back into the concert. But as the chorus came on, I paused and closed my eyes, better appreciating the haunting vibe. I sang along with it. How many times had I listened to this crooning song? Countless. One of the things Nova and I had bonded over when we were young was music—the rallying bond between many outcasts—and there was no band better to connect to emotionally than the Cure.

      When I reopened my eyes, the guy from behind me in line stood nearby, watching me. I then realized I’d been dancing along with the song, lost in the music.

      He smiled. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself.”

      “Indeed,” I agreed with a chuckle. “I must have been making a spectacle.” Not that it bothered me. If people wanted to stare, let them.

      “You have a beautiful voice,” he said.

      “Thanks.” That was due to my siren blood from my mother. Our songs weren’t as devastating as all the rumors reported. Although, my mom wasn’t mother of the year, considering she’d abandoned me at birth and only returned years later to use me in her bid to rise to power—with demons, no less. Lovely. Then she added more points to my parental damage chart with an age curse. Family…

      His gaze lingered on me longer than it should have. “I’m Zane. What’s your name?”

      Ah, I knew what was coming next. Couldn’t a woman just enjoy herself at a concert without being hit on?

      “Gianna.” Then I quickly added, “I better get back to my husband before he wonders if I got lost.” I raised my hand in a friendly goodbye. “Enjoy the concert.”

      Zane’s jaw twitched with displeasure, but that expression disappeared in a flash. “Good night.”

      I zipped back through the crowd toward my friends. They were easy to spot with a wolf shifter, dragon shifter, and bear shifter, standing a head and shoulders above many around them. Even Nova’s husband, Diego, stood taller than most. Sebastian’s head bobbed slightly as he watched the concert. He wore a forest-green T-shirt and black jeans, both which fitted him so well and highlighted his brawny frame. I admired him as I approached, drinking in his dark hair, strong profile, and neat beard.

      When Sebastian’s gaze met mine, his lips turned into a smile that brightened his deep brown eyes. That smile made me tingle, even after all this time. “Hey, beautiful, you missed your song. I almost came looking for you.”

      He knew me so well. “Don’t worry. I heard it when I stopped by the merch stand. I didn’t want to miss out on this sweet tank when the lines were mobbed after the show.” I lifted the tank top and frowned. “Shoot, I should have texted you the options to see if you wanted anything.”

      “I’m good,” he replied. “I have everything I need right here.” He pulled me into his arms.

      I slipped back into my spot beside Sebastian as “Love Song” began. We swayed together as he listened to the song, and he promised that he would always love me.

      “Even when I’m old and gray?” I teased, turning over my shoulder to glance at him.

      Sebastian smiled, and his soulful brown eyes crinkled. He stepped behind me and wrapped his arms tighter around my waist. “I already did, and I always will.”

      He had indeed. Since I’d been hexed by an aging curse, courtesy of my dear old mama, Sebastian had seen me age by decades, practically overnight. Although the memory of rushing headlong to my demise still haunted me, I often joked about it instead. It was easier to deal with life’s curve balls with a glass half full—preferably with chilled champagne.

      It was a fantastic night. Not only did I have Sebastian, but also my friends. Who needed toxic family members when you had loyal friends who had your back?

      Turning partway, I cupped his cheek, and the soft bristles of his beard tickled my fingers. “I love you too.”

      I leaned back against his broad chest to watch the performers under the spotlights on the stage, and his shifter warmth enveloped me.

      When “Just Like Heaven” began, Lucas’s excited cheer drew me out of my cocoon. He grabbed Zoe and spun her around.

      The next few songs kept us on a high. When the band played “The Forest,” it lulled us with its trance-like sound, captivating us all. Until I had the sense of someone watching me.

      When I glanced around, that guy from the merch line was standing about thirty feet away, watching me. Had he followed me here?

      I caught his eye and narrowed my gaze.

      From my right, Sebastian asked, “Everything okay?”

      Oh no. Merch guy would definitely set off Sebastian’s possessive instincts, and I didn’t want any friction to ruin an awesome night. I turned to Sebastian and smiled. “What could be wrong? I’m at a Cure concert with my number one guy.”

      His brows arched. “And only,” he said, using his familiar reply.

      “And only,” I agreed.

      I shook off the creepy sensation of being watched and returned to enjoying the song. When I chanced a glance over at where Zane had been, he was gone. I exhaled. Good. We didn’t need any drama tonight.

      SEBASTIAN

      As the last notes of “The Forest” faded out, I released Gianna from my embrace. I’d been entranced by the song, listening to it beneath the moonlight as I drank in her scent. I couldn’t have planned a better night with my mate and closest friends, one we’d all been looking forward to for weeks. Since we all worked different schedules and many of us worked nights, it wasn’t easy to coordinate trekking to a concert like this. Life. Adulting. All that nonsense.

      We’d lucked out with the weather since it had rained earlier. It wasn’t overly hot either, which would have made the perspiration excruciating with my keen sense of smell.

      As soon as the first notes of “Boys Don’t Cry” sounded, Lucas, a dragon shifter with a shaggy blond mane, let out an excited shriek. “This one’s for the boys.”

      He jumped in between Diego and me and rested his hands on our shoulders.

      “Settle down, fire breath,” Diego scoffed, his blue eyes narrowing on his pale face as he shook off Lucas’s hold.

      “Come on and shake off that surly mantle, you ancient curmudgeon,” Lucas encouraged with a grin and gave Diego a light hip check.

      Diego scowled. But as Lucas sang, dramatics on high, and danced with unbridled enthusiasm, it rubbed off on us both. I joined in, singing the chorus with Lucas, and eventually our broody buddy broke. Diego’s lips curled into a wry smile across his pale face, and he sang along. Although he tried to maintain his sulky persona as one of the cursed undead stalking the earth, it was harder for him now that he’d found happiness after falling in love with Nova.

      Lucas nudged Austin, a bear shifter who was fairly new to Salem, to join us.

      Austin nodded and grinned. “I’m good right where I am.” He raised a plastic cup full of beer in acknowledgment and turned back to Pandora.

      Of course he was. He was with his mate. A shifter was happiest with their mate.

      When I glanced over at mine, I beamed. Gianna spun without a care as she danced, enthralling me. The way she moved her curvaceous body so sinuously never failed to captivate my attention. She danced without inhibition, not to capture attention but because she was so comfortable with herself. That was one of the many things I loved about her.

      Nova danced beside her while Zoe appeared content to bob her head as she watched the performance on stage.

      My wolf bristled inside. I attuned my senses to what could be rattling him but didn’t spot any threats. Everyone around us appeared to be into the concert—singing, drinking, or dancing.

      Except one guy. I wasn’t the only one admiring Gianna. Some pale-ass tattooed dude was straight up staring at her. That wasn’t unusual. Gianna was stunning with dark, lustrous hair, a beautiful face, and gorgeous body. She had siren blood and captured attention from both men and women wherever we went. But something about his almost hypnotic gaze unnerved me.

      “Sebastian, take it easy,” Diego cautioned under his breath. “You’re growling.”

      Even Lucas paused in his merriment to give me a questioning glance. “Why are you going all wolfy?” he asked in a low tone.

      I couldn’t explain it. Something about this guy put both my wolf and me on edge. But Lucas was right—I couldn’t go around growling at a concert. We were in public with thousands of humans around.

      “Everything’s fine.” I rolled my shoulders back, trying to shake off the tension that now coiled through each muscle. The stranger caught my gaze, held it for a few challenging seconds, and then disappeared into the crowd.

      That rankled my wolf even more, and he coiled inside, ready to pounce. I barely kept him from bursting out and shifting to wolf form. What was going on? I hadn’t had such a strong reaction with such a narrow shard of control over my wolf since the first night I’d met Gianna and my wolf realized she was our mate.

      My aggressive reaction that night to a man pawing her had pissed her off so much then that she’d kicked me out of the club. Great first impression. I sure the hell wasn’t going to ruin an otherwise wonderful night just because some dude at a concert was checking out my wife. She hated it when I got overprotective and too possessive. It triggered her defensiveness as she’d often clashed with her controlling Marine Veteran dad about her independence when she was a teen.

      Cool it, I urged my wolf. He’s gone.

      With much reluctance, my wolf finally yielded and settled back down inside. My heart continued pounding hard as the concert ended and we filed out of the grounds toward the parking lot.

      “What a great concert,” Gianna gushed, fortunately oblivious to my reaction to the stranger.

      We squeezed through the bottleneck of an exit only to see a mass exodus of cars already lined up with brake lights on.

      “Looks like we’re going to be here for a while,” Diego grumbled.

      “Good, then we can hang out,” Lucas said. “I’m in no rush to join a line.”

      “At least it’s dark,” Diego said. He’d had to remain in the back of the van until sundown, when it had been safe for him to emerge.

      We pulled out the camping chairs and the cooler of drinks and snacks between us. I’d prepared much of the food earlier. I knew my friends. They’d think bringing several bags of chips and dips would be suitable for tailgating. Nonsense. We weren’t going to spend the evening nibbling on rabbit food or whatever fast food was being sold for a small mortgage at the food stands. I had marinated steak tips earlier and cooked them to perfection on the camp stove along with skewers of peppers and mushrooms. They’d teased me about the spread yet dove in so there wasn’t a morsel of it left.

      Several people settled in outside their cars instead of fighting through the traffic. The unappealing odor of exhaust fumes from the cars idling in lines reached me. Soon, music was blaring from various vehicles, the closest one playing the Cure’s “Why Can’t I Be You.” Still amped up with the post-concert high, many started singing again.

      Gianna opened the cooler and handed out bottles of beer and cans of seltzer.

      Nova took a black cherry seltzer. “Funny, when Diego and I were fake dating, we’d come up with a story that we’d met at a Cure concert.”

      “When did you two fake date?” Austin asked.

      “It was for a Halloween ball right after I’d returned to Salem,” Nova replied. Then she told the story of how Lucas and I had practically strong-armed her into going as Diego’s pretend girlfriend.

      “It all worked out in the end,” Lucas declared with a broad grin.

      We chatted with others nearby, sharing our favorite moments from the show. The next half an hour passed quickly as cars slowly petered out. Hanging out with my friends was definitely better than sitting in the van and not moving in the line. The unsettling sensation from the concert finally ebbed away.

      That was until I saw that guy again.

      He walked by with a woman on each arm and a small group who could have been contestants in a show called “Extreme Goth Makeover.” He stared at Gianna once more. She was gushing to Nova about a concert they’d gone to when they were younger and didn’t notice him.

      I stepped toward the tattooed guy before I’d even realized I’d reacted. My wolf was coiled tight, ready to pounce. A vibrating growl welled up from deep within my chest. I doubt he heard it over the music, but he caught my warning glare. He raised his chin in a cocky sort of acknowledgment and kept walking. I kept my gaze fixed on him, fingers digging into my palms. I wouldn’t let him anywhere near my mate. She was mine.

      After he disappeared behind a line of vehicles in the parking lot, I stared for another minute or two to ensure he was gone.

      Then I finally exhaled and assured my wolf, It’s okay. He’s just some random dude at a concert. We’ll never see him again.
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      ZANE

      Gianna was married to a wolf shifter. So what? I always got what I wanted and what I wanted was her.

      At least for one night.

      She was surrounded by friends outside a van in the parking lot, and they sang along to music blaring across the lot. She had a beautiful voice, one that had captured my attention as much as her beauty. Simply stunning. Unfortunately, she was also with that mutt she’d married, so this wasn’t the opportune time to seduce her. I walked away with my band, and we headed back to our van several rows away. We were in the area playing gigs. Nothing like this outdoor concert venue that fit thousands but smaller clubs. No, we weren’t as big as the Cure yet, but we would be one day. I was doing whatever it took to make it happen.

      The odor of asphalt and exhaust fumes tainted the air, growing worse when we passed humans who smoked cigarettes or pot. The stench from dudes with beer sweat was bad enough, which I had to tolerate when we played indoor shows. At least with an outside show, the scent wasn’t confined in a room and could dissipate through the air.

      I should have been more insistent with Gianna when she was alone at the merch stand, but she’d thrown me off when she’d managed to resist my influence. That, combined with her scent, led me to believe she had supernatural blood herself, and I grew even more captivated by her. Humans were so easy to persuade. The two women who were draped over each of my arms hadn’t even tried to play coy. As we walked over the asphalt, their ridiculously high heels clicked and they held on to me for balance as they teetered along. At least they looked good with curves in all the right places. They would do for the night.

      But Gianna would take more work, and I was intrigued. After she’d left the stand, I’d followed her through the crowd across the lawn. Unfortunately, that’s where a brawny dude with a beard embraced her in a possessive hold with his meaty paw. He’d hardly be an issue, not if he was as foolish as he and his friends had looked while dancing around like idiots. At least, that meant he wasn’t grasping Gianna any longer. She danced on the lawn, enchanting me with her sinuous dance. When a breeze ruffled her dark hair across her cheek, she pushed it back over her shoulders, exposing her neck. My eyes fixed on that long, smooth column, and my fangs itched to pierce it. Her blood would taste delicious as it rolled over my tongue while I was buried deep inside her. She’d lose herself in the rapture I could bring.

      She swayed her curves without any self-consciousness, a rare trait in a world where people scrutinized themselves for imperfections, as if thinking people cared that much about them. Nobody cared about anyone but themselves and how to get ahead.

      But then, her damn husband caught me staring. Since I was far from my band and alone, and he had several goofy, dancing goons with him, it hadn’t been the time to engage. I was outnumbered.

      But I wasn’t giving up on Gianna. Not yet. In fact, the challenge she posed by escaping made her pursuit all the more enticing. I’d get her. She’d realize what she’d been missing out on by choosing to be with an animal rather than an immortal. Why would any woman make that choice?

      Her foolish husband thought he’d scared me off with that warning growl, indicating he was a wolf shifter, but that would hardly deter me from going after what I wanted. And I’d get what I wanted no matter who stood in my way.

      I had to find a way to get Gianna alone.

      GIANNA

      A couple of nights after the concert, I was back in work mode, which meant running my retro rock bar club, “The Danger Zone.” After I dealt with the least favorite part of running a business, paperwork and bills, I’d partake in my favorite part of the club—interacting with people and seeing my club prosper. It had come a long way from the lean times when I’d opened the club. Those days included a lot of peanut butter sandwiches. Now I only ate one when I had a craving. After all, I was married to a chef who loved to ensure I was well fed.

      I logged out of my accounts, tidied up the folders on my desk, and locked my office before strolling into the club. Deborah Harry’s voice filled my ears as Blondie’s “Rapture” played over the speakers. Her face appeared on one of the TV screens we’d added near the bar to play music videos to go along with what was playing. Many people liked to glance over at the screens and get a hit of nostalgia from the great visuals of videos from the ’80s and ‘90s.

      It was still early in the night, so I greeted the regulars and checked in with my staff.

      One of my bartenders, Kylie, who often dyed her hair wild colors and now had it electric blue, turned to me. “Ready for a drink, boss?”

      “Yes, indeed.” I tapped my lips. “How about a Bellini?”

      Kylie laughed. “I should have guessed.”

      My love for champagne was well known. What could I say? When I liked something, I stuck to it. And now I was happily married to Sebastian, something a fiercely independent woman with siren blood never thought possible. Yet after I met him, there was no one else I wanted. He was the one. The only one.

      Plus, he was a beast in the bedroom.

      After a couple of hours, the club filled up with
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