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            NOTE TO READERS

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you so much for downloading Immortal Hearts of San Francisco series boxset, Vol 2. Books 4-6. If you haven’t read the first three books yet, you might want to go back and get those first. Though, these books can stand on their own, I believe you will want to get to know the other characters as well, as they all have a role in each of the books, though I’ve tried very hard not to give away any spoilers.

      Each book in this series is, and will be, written as a stand-alone and it shouldn’t be necessary to read them in order, however, if you are as OCD as I am about reading series in order, then you should definitely do that.

      Reading Order:

      Immortal Hearts of San Francisco, Vol 1. Books 1-3

      
        
        Tempted by a Vampire, Book 1, Cian & Magdalena

        Captivated by a Vampire, Book 2, Chelle & Josh

        Rocked by a Vampire, Book 3, Lane & Vanessa

      

        

      
        Immortal Hearts of San Francisco, Vol 2. Books 4-6

        Possessed by a Vampire, Book 4, Elvis & Lily

        Protected by a Vampire, Book 5, Gage &Ace

        Bewitched by a Vampire, Book 6, Lane & Vanessa again

      

        

      
        Immortal Hearts of San Francisco, Book 7

        Cursed by a Vampire, Book 7, Ari and Abella

      

      

      The theme of The Immortal Hearts of San Francisco series came to me after soul searching for the perfect setting. I live close to San Francisco and some of my most memorable moments happened there. What better place to have rock and roll vampires than in the city where I left my heart?
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            DESCRIPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      They possess the power to make their dreams come true—but it won’t be easy.

      Preston Knight—Elvis to his friends—loves being a vampire. The night he was turned was the first step to him becoming the kind of man he always hoped to be. Now, he’s a rock star. What could be better? But the one thing that would make his world complete is just out of reach. The woman he yearns for has some serious secrets, and despite him knowing that she wants him just as much as he wants her, she won’t let him in.

      Lily Grey never asked to be a vampire. The choice was taken from her eons ago, and things never improved. Now, she finds herself peddling drugs on the streets of San Francisco and playing the part of doting wife to a possessive and sadistic vampire with delusions of grandeur. But family means everything to Lily, and she’s willing to sacrifice everything for it . . . even her one chance at happiness with the sexy-as-sin vampire who sets her heart ablaze.

      When one night of passion opens the door for a century of secrets to be revealed, Lily and Preston must fight for not only what they believe in but also what they love.
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        Elvis

      

      

      

      “It’s up to you, Elvis.” Lincoln, the dealer, nodded in my direction and waited. I kept my gaze trained on the center of the table where chips sat in a small pile. I didn’t need to look at my cards again. I knew what I had: an eight and a queen of hearts.

      There were six vampires at the table, counting both Gage and me. Gage had folded right after the deal, and so had one of the other players. I was the last to bet, and sometimes I liked to spice things up a bit, so I matched the bet and sat back.

      Heavy smoke hung in the air like delicate streams of fog, swirling in circled patterns under the light hanging from a long cord above the table. Four other lamps hung on fixtures attached to the otherwise stark, tawny brown walls. Even with all the bulbs, the room seemed dark.

      Maybe it was the darkness of the souls in the room. I wasn’t sure.

      A droning sound buzzed from outside. It was a little annoying, but I managed to drown it out as I nonchalantly watched the faces around the table as the dealer placed the three cards of the flop face-up, revealing a nine of hearts. He slowly separated them, sliding the top card off the nine to reveal a jack of hearts.

      Holy fuck!

      It was raining hearts for some reason, and I held two of them already. I held my breath, waiting to see the third card in the flop. The dealer slid the jack over. Crap, an eight of diamonds.

      Not exactly what I was looking for, but a pair of eights with a queen high wasn’t completely a loss so I decided to hang in there and see if one more heart would show. There were still two cards to go, and a flush was possible.

      I kept my eyes straight, my thoughts blank—or I tried—like I usually did as each card was revealed, always attempting to keep my composure, never deviating from the norm, not wanting to give away my emotions. I was an expert at reading people. Especially in a poker game. A blink of an eye, a slight twitch, a swallow, the slightest movement, anything . . . different could give someone’s hand away. I wanted to reach up and finger my shades that sat on top of my head. Just one little nudge and they’d be sitting comfortably on my face, shielding my eyes. But not only were dark glasses frowned upon in this high-stakes game of Texas Hold ’em, but any movement out of the ordinary might tip someone off about my cards.

      This wasn’t our normal gathering with my brothers at the mansion. This was a high roller, unsanctioned but heavily guarded poker game with some seriously high-powered city officials that I’d bet my right nut were a drug cartel of some sort or another. The two thugs in the monkey suits positioned on either side of the door to the entrance had stood like statues most of the night; the bulge of a holster protruding from under their jackets an obvious clue. At least they were on the outside of the room, but they still remained at the ready if their services were required.

      Gage and I didn’t normally seek out games with such high stakes, but he’d been bored lately, and when he ran into Lincoln—the game’s host—at Club Royal a couple of weeks ago, Lincoln had invited Gage and me to join. Said they’d recently lost two of their regulars and needed a couple of fill-ins.

      When Gage had approached me, I shrugged him off at first, not wanting any part of something that sounded so sketchy. But after he’d pestered me for the entire week, I finally gave in, needing a distraction from the long hours—sometimes days—apart from Lily, the sexy and sweet vampire I’d been trying to get to know better. Except, for the past few months, she was either playing hard to get, or just wasn’t that interested in me. Though I had a difficult time believing the latter of those two options since she continued to meet me whenever she had the time or, in her words, “could get away.” Away from what, I hadn’t been able to find out. Yet.

      Getting thoughts of Lily off my mind was nearly impossible. Her fair, silky-smooth skin; her mesmerizing dark coffee eyes that could hold my gaze for hours on end; the tips of her long, thick locks kissing the cleavage of her breasts where my lips longed to skim. I managed to clear my head just in time, as it was my turn to bet again. I slid my bet forward, raising the pot three thousand for appearance’s sake. In truth, without another heart or a ten, I had squat. I didn’t think the pair of eights would cut it. I had an excellent chance for a straight or a flush if either of the next two cards went my way. Since Gage had already folded, he sat still as a statue beside me, his hands together on the edge of the table. I knew he was busting a gut wondering what I held in my hand.

      There were only four of us left in this hand, and I didn’t want to go home with a loss. Not against these guys. Two of them sat puffing on brown cigarettes, looking rather tough. They were tough, the sort who would drain the blood from a homeless person and leave them to die in the gutter without so much as a “thank you, ma’am.” Particularly, the one at the end with the light brown, wool Stetson on his head. The word dangerous exuded from his pores. He wore that hat pulled low on his brow, shading his eyes just enough to where it was legal but not enough to reveal much about him. A neatly trimmed goatee graced his chin and upper lip. A long ponytail made of cornrow braids hung down his back. He seemed on edge, or maybe it was just an act to throw me off.

      Which he did when he raised another five thousand. That was steep. Not that I didn’t have the money. These days, my bank account overflowed, but it wasn’t that way in the beginning. I hadn’t always been the man I was today, and money hadn’t been abundant back then. The circumstances surrounding my rebirth as a vampire weren’t something I would likely forget, though I’d never spoken about them, not even to Gage. The way I’d been turned hadn’t exactly been conventional vampire behavior and had left an ache in my soul I didn’t understand and an emptiness that I could never satisfy.

      I peeked at my cards and considered the raise. Either the guy had something powerful, or he was bluffing his ass off and had nothing. Since I had the queen of hearts, I knew he couldn’t have a royal flush. But that didn’t rule out a straight or four of a kind. The bald-headed guy next to him folded, as did the next two. Now it was up to me, and six thousand was just about all I had left in chips, so I shoved the entire stack I had into the middle of the table.

      “I’m all in,” I said with feigned confidence.

      After the bet had been matched, the dealer flipped the fourth card.

      A fucking nine of spades.

      Shit.

      I watched out of the corner of my eye as cowboy hat’s mouth curved up on one side, the tip of his fang biting into his lower lip. Could mean he was nervous. Or cocky. Either way, my hand was dead unless a ten or another heart showed up.

      My heart skipped a beat when the fifth card was flipped over. There it was, sparkling as if someone had lit it on fire. I managed to keep my composure as I chilled, though I could have sworn I heard fireworks go off outside.

      The beautiful ten of hearts.

      Stetson vamp chuckled and said, “Too bad. You played a nice hand.” Then he laid down his cards. A pair of nines, giving him four of a fucking kind, which would beat most hands. When he started to grab at the pile of chips, I cleared my throat.

      “Hold on there, space cowboy,” I heard myself say, not sure if the cockiness in my voice would help or hinder, but that pile of chips in the center of the table belonged to me, and there was no fucking way I was letting this douche have them. I had a fucking straight flush, queen high. Beat that you fucking cocksucker. I wanted to gloat but managed to keep my cool and simply turned the two cards in my hand over and placed them face up on the table.

      His face paled, if that were possible. His dark-stubbled jaw flexed. His eyes narrowed to slits. His left ear twitched, and he placed both his palms on the table as he stood, glaring at me. Everyone sitting around the table stiffened. The chips lay in a heap in the middle. He kept his large, ebony eyes on mine, gaze never faltering. I allowed myself to stare right back, not moving a centimeter. I was good at stare-out games. I’d had a cat, many in fact, and we constantly used to play this game. Stetson hat was no different in my mind. Though I was positive he thought differently. This guy was too fucking arrogant for my taste. I’d wondered from the moment I sat down if he was going to be trouble.

      “Jace, you ready?” he barked.

      The guy at the end of the table—Jace, I assumed—nodded. “Yep, I’m all tapped out. Ladies.”

      Stetson hat shrugged into a light brown wool coat, generously embellished with dark brown fur at the lapel, all the while keeping his gaze glued to me. “Be sure to join us again. I look forward to the opportunity to win that back.” His eyes briefly averted to the large pile of chips in the middle of the table before returning to mine, and then he touched the rim of his hat and nodded like he was fucking Clint Eastwood. “Gentlemen.” He kept his lips tight as he turned and walked out. Stopping by another vampire on his way, he looked down at him, made some sort of gesture with his hand, and left the room. Jace, and two other large vampires went with him.

      Gage cleared his throat. “Fuck, man. That was intense.” The three dudes left at the table all sighed heavily.

      The vampire that Stetson hat had gestured to stood up. “Roach would like you to join him at his employer’s mansion.” Roach? What the fuck kind of person named their kid Roach? I almost laughed. The poor guy. No wonder he was so intense. “It is open to you any Friday evening. That is the night they entertain small groups. Midnight. Here’s the address.” He slipped me a card. I glanced down at the etching on the flat piece of metal.

      It read:

      

      Sweet’s Delicacies

      Whatever your pleasure, we’ve got it.

      Sweet Towers, Sky Deck.

      

      When the vampire left, Gage grabbed the card from me. “Shit. Looks like he wants a rematch.”

      “Well, he isn’t getting one,” I retorted and threw the fancy card down on the table. This was over right now. I didn’t want any part of whatever the fuck that guy was dealing.

      “I wouldn’t be so quick to pass on that invite if I were you, Elvis,” Lincoln, the vampire who’d hosted the night’s game, said. “That vampire works for Sweet, one of this city’s most dominant and influential business owners. He has the support of the local labor board, as well as several other highfalutin bigwigs in the city. It’s quite the honor to be invited, even if it was by his right-hand man. Sweet doesn’t give out invitations to his private parties very often. And his parties don’t have anything to do with card games, if you get my drift. Roach must have liked you.” He winked.

      I raised my eyebrows at Lincoln in question.

      “You know. Sex, drugs. Those kinds of parties. Group or single, whatever you desire. Or so I’ve heard.”

      Whatever kind of parties, I wasn’t into group sex or drugs. I had a woman, or at least a woman I wanted, as the vision of Lily’s striking brown eyes set against her smooth, deep black hair floated through my mind I got to my feet and shrugged into my jacket. “Come on, Gage, let’s split.”

      As Gage and I strolled down the sidewalk through the Tenderloin, we noticed a couple of ladies of the night hanging out on the adjacent corner.

      “That was a grueling hand. Made me a tad thirsty, what about you?” Gage asked.

      I shrugged. “Sure, I guess.” 

      I was a bit dry since I hadn’t taken in any fresh blood for a day or so, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to take the time to quench my thirst right at that moment as visions of Lily’s lovely face floated into my head. It was difficult to shake them away because I was excited to get to the bar where we usually met, hoping she would be waiting there for me.

      But Gage’s suggestion sparked a need I hadn't considered, and I gave in. As we flashed across the street directly in front of the two women Gage quickly compelled both of them to not be alarmed by our sudden appearances. Then he sank his fangs into the neck of the one closest to him. The other stood still, staring blankly at me. My own fangs dropped at the thought of drinking her blood. As I sank my canines into her vein, I had to remind myself that I needed the energy this would provide me in order to fully enjoy my time with Lily without the annoying pang of hunger distracting me.
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        Lily

      

      

      

      “Here’s fifty.” Malik held out a purple velvet bag, secured at the top by a satin pull rope.

      “Fifty? I can’t take fifty. Please, Malik, I can barely handle thirty.” I stood from the chair I’d been sitting in waiting for Malik to bring me the newest batch.

      “Boss says he wants it all gone before the next shipment comes in, which is tomorrow. You get fifty.” His long, mocha-colored fingers fisted around the top of the bag, shoving it against my chest. “Take it. Don’t make me have to report negatively back to him about you.” His compassionate black orbs softened as he spoke in a deep, rich baritone. “I don’t want to do that any more than you want me to. So take it and get to work.” His smooth, dark face glistened under the lights of the chandelier hanging from the ceiling of the entrance I waited in. Or maybe it was sweat. Malik was a gentleman, but also someone highly devoted to Dorian. Or maybe he was simply scared of the powerful vampire as much as I was. It didn’t matter. Both Malik and I had our roles to play. His was to do Dorian’s grunt work; mine was to pretend to love him. Malik had the sleeves of his light blue sweater shoved up to his elbows, exposing his muscular, inked forearms. The skin at his wrists was encircled by scars from years of wearing heavy iron shackles as a slave on an English merchant ship transporting blacks from Africa during the seventeen hundreds. Malik’s white teeth gleamed as he gave me a soft, encouraging smile. “You can do this.” Then, without skipping a beat, he vanished from my sight, leaving me alone with my plight of figuring out how to dispense this much heroin in such a small amount of time.

      I glanced at the antique, wooden grandfather clock standing against the far wall as it struck eleven times. It loomed there like a giant time bomb warning me that I didn’t have much time to find buyers for all these drugs. I sucked in my bottom lip as I took in a deep breath and reluctantly held the bag. I had three hours to sell almost twice as much heroin as normal, and I had no clue where I would be able to find that many junkies, especially in my usual territory. I’d never taken drugs, and I hated that I was forced to sell them, but I should probably be grateful that Dorian hadn’t yet used me as one of the other commodities he traded. Traded was a mild word. Sold. As in slavery.

      I could escape easily enough. Hide away some place far away from Dorian and his minions, but it wasn’t just me I had to think of.

      I glanced at the bag in my hand and thought of Julian.

      I had to do this for Julian.

      I was going to need to cover more ground tonight, so I took off toward the wharf and materialized behind one of the older warehouses along the waterfront, staying far away from the expensive and elegant restaurants. Most of the people at the wharf were tourists, but at this time of night, I was sure I’d be able to locate some needy vagrants looking for the perfect high.

      “You’re pretty brave to be out here alone, missy.” I turned to see a man leaning against the gray brick wall of the building, dressed in black, his dark hood shielding most of his head. I frowned, immediately tuned in to his body language, and it wasn’t drugs he was looking for. You could almost see the thoughts of sex circling out of control in his head, desire glinting from his eyes. Lust practically dripped from his lips. “What’s a pretty girl like you doing out here this late?” he said, pushing himself off the wall with the heel of the boot he’d had pressed against it. He took a few steps towards me, and my stomach groaned.

      I was hungry, not having had time for any nourishment before Malik gave me the large satchel of drugs to distribute. In fact, it had been a week since I’d last fed from a human. Fresh blood was always preferred, but when you were locked in a room and unable to leave, one must take whatever provisions were allotted.

      The man stank of booze as he stood a few inches from me, his smile arrogant as he held up a large knife and waited for my reaction.

      Silly human rapist.

      Before he even knew what had happened, the knife was on the ground, and I had him backed up against the wall he’d been leaning on so casually moments before. I sank my fangs deep into his throat, filling myself with much-needed sustenance. His arms dangled at his sides, twitching as I drank. I considered draining the creep, but I’d never actually killed anyone before and I wasn’t about to start tonight. I stopped sucking and licked his wounds closed.

      I stared into his dark, bloodshot eyes and activated my compulsion ability. “I could kill you. I should kill you. But instead, I have something else in mind. You will never, ever rape another woman. You will become violently ill whenever the thought of sex enters your mind. If your dick gets hard, you will cry like a baby and throw up all over yourself. You will be kind to every female you encounter, and you will volunteer all of your time gathering donations to help victims of rape and other domestic violence. Do you understand?”

      “Yes.” His whimper was barely audible.

      “Good.” I grabbed at his dirty crotch and stroked against the rough, denim material to witness my cunning idea in action. A whimpering sound escaped from his throat, and tears poured from his eyes. I quickly jumped aside as vomit oozed from his mouth and down the front of his shirt. “Good,” I repeated. “That is excellent.”

      I disappeared, removing myself from that disgusting encounter, and materialized down at the beach where a few bonfires were lit. As I approached a small group of what appeared to be homeless people—two shopping carts filled with black plastic bags and other miscellaneous items being my clue—gathered around one of the fires. I recognized one of the males. He was a regular customer of mine. I sighed with relief. If anyone were able to help me push this large amount of heroin, it would be Lenny.
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        * * *

      

      Just as I’d hoped, Lenny had managed to help me sell all but two bags down on the beach. Why I hadn’t ever thought to go down there before was mind-boggling. From now on, the beach would be my salvation as well as my good fortune.

      It was nearing two in the morning as I headed back up toward the Tenderloin district and The I.V., the bar where I hoped Preston would be waiting for me. Seeing Press was a dangerous endeavor, knowing Dorian would have my head as well as Julian’s if he ever found out.

      I still had a couple of bags left to sell, and as I rounded the corner to the bar, I happened upon a couple of addicts whose names escaped me. I’d sold to them before, though, and it was my good luck that they looked like they could use a fix. One wore a brown windbreaker and khaki pants that looked as if he’d pulled them out of a dumpster. His dirty, stringy hair hung down over his eyes. Totally disgusting. The other man, though equally dirty, was mostly bald and had on jeans ripped at the knees, and a well-worn, black leather jacket with enough cracks in it to make it look like elephant skin.

      “Hey, girlie, we’ve been waiting for you,” the black leather jacket guy said.

      My nose automatically wrinkled from the stench of the men as I stood a few inches in front of them. I doubted either of them had taken a shower for at least a week. I almost felt sorry for them and considered—very briefly—turning them into vamps just to remove them from their current miserable existence. But I’d never done that. Besides, I had a date waiting for me. Hopefully.

      “What’s a girl like you doing peddling this shit anyway? Don’t you worry about getting raped?” Baldy asked.

      I considered his question. I could tell him that I was a vampire—one whose sole purpose out here was to protect someone else—and thus the chances of being raped were minimal. But then they’d just laugh, thinking I was joking. So I simply smiled. “What do you care as long as I have stuff for you?”

      He shrugged and showed me some gross, yellow teeth. “Don’t care. Just being friendly, I guess.”

      “Don’t be. Just give me the money, and I’ll give you your shit.”

      They both reached into their pockets and pulled out small wads of cash, offering them to me. I took the bundles and counted. “This one is short seventy dollars,” I said, holding up the one in my left hand.

      “That’s all I got,” stringy hair guy claimed, shrugging his shoulders again and wiping his fingers across his nostrils, sniffling.

      Again, my heart strings pulled for the guy a bit, but dammit, I needed all the cash when I returned tonight, or I’d have to deal with a punishment I wasn’t sure I could endure.

      I sighed and put the cash in my purse and handed them the bags. I’d have to find another way to get that extra seventy before I returned. Stringy hair guy looked at me with quizzical, tired, and too-old-for-his-young-age eyes.

      I waved them away. “Go on. Get out of here before I change my mind.”

      “Thanks,” he said, shoving the stash inside his jacket as they both hurried away.

      I had no idea how I would make up the shortage, but I was relieved that I’d been successful at ridding myself of the entire amount of heroin.

      Now that I’d managed to finally sell all the drugs, I ached to see Preston, and I hoped he’d still be at The I.V., the bar where we usually met. It was a dive frequented primarily by vampires, a run-down tavern in the less fortunate Tenderloin district of the city, and feeding was easier there because of the vagrants and hookers. I’d met Press by accident a few months ago as I’d sat at the bar. I’d gone in there after I managed to get rid of that night’s shipment just to relax for a few minutes before heading back home. I’d been killing time, waiting for the night to pass, not wanting to go back to Dorian’s just yet, and Preston had come in and sat down next to me. I instantly recognized him as one of the band members from the Lost Boys who played at Club Royal. When Preston had turned to me and questioned why I was in such a sleazy place like The I.V., I simply shrugged. But then he removed his shades, and I glanced into his mysterious dark eyes that instantly melted my heart. From that moment on, I wanted to know more about him, and desperately wished I didn’t need to return to Dorian. But as the night progressed after introductions, and Preston and I talked, Dorian became the last thing on my mind. Press and I chatted and laughed together until it was almost daylight. We’ve been meeting there a few nights a week ever since.

      When I finally did make it home, Dorian wasn’t even there, which I was thankful for. Whenever Dorian was home, every night was a party. He was continually inviting people over to make deal after deal.

      I flashed to the alley behind the bar where I usually entered through the back door. Right after I materialized, two large men came around the corner. They didn’t look very friendly, and I didn’t want to stick around to find out for sure, so I hurried inside.

      My stomach jittered with excitement at the sight of him sitting at the counter alone, his finger slowly skimming the edge of the tumbler in front of him, and his black leather jacket unzipped and open to reveal a black silk shirt. His dark glasses were down over his eyes, and he hadn’t seen me come in yet. He looked mysterious and sexy, and I wanted so badly to lay with him in private. To feel his hands on my body was just a dream, though, as I didn’t want to involve him in any of my problems. Dorian was a dangerous man, and I couldn’t afford to have Preston become one of his enemies. Preston and I had kissed a few times, but I’d been reluctant to let things go any further for fear of Dorian finding out. I needed to keep Press a secret. Of course, I knew if Dorian ever found out about my relationship with Preston, he’d kill not only me but also Julian—maybe Preston, too.

      No, for now, Dorian needed to believe and trust that I belonged to him and only him. If I ever acted on my desires for Preston, I was certain that Dorian would know—he’d see right through me. There was no way I could hide my feelings for Preston if we were to take our friendship to the next level.

      “You have beautiful eyes. Why do you always hide behind those dark shades?”

      “Lily.” Preston turned toward me and gave me a delicious smile. “You made it.” He raised his glasses to reveal the most gorgeous, dark chocolate eyes I’d ever seen; eyes I found myself frequently lost in. Securing his black lenses on his head, he pulled the stool next to him closer. “Please, sit. I’ve been wondering if you would be here tonight. I’m glad you came.”

      I smiled. “How are you, Preston?”

      “Better, now that you’re here.” He spoke softly, his mouth close to my ear. His breath was spiced like the whiskey he’d been drinking, and I wanted to turn my face and press my lips against his.

      Did he feel the same way? Renewed, youthful, and lightheaded with desire? Being close to Preston made me want to run naked on the beach with him, holding hands as we fell blissfully to the sand in each other’s arms and made passionate love. Butterflies took flight in my stomach whenever he was near, but I kept that all to myself for fear of leading him on to something I couldn’t allow or chance.

      The bartender placed a glass of red wine in front of me without asking what I wanted. It was my usual. I didn’t think I’d ever ordered anything other than wine, and this old vine zin they had here lately was excellent.

      “I was hoping you’d come by tonight. I wanted to let you know I’m taking the lead tomorrow night at the club. I thought you might like to come and listen. I can reserve a table for you.”

      I smiled. I’d heard Preston play before and he was fantastic. He’d done a couple of Elvis Presley numbers from the late sixties. His bandmates even called him Elvis. Though he had introduced himself to me as Preston. He told me that Elvis was a nickname they’d given him because he wore those dark glasses all the time and, of course, his name being Preston, they’d begun calling him Elvis Presley. “I will, on one condition,” I said, though I hadn’t a clue as to how I would get out. But I’d done it before; I would try again.

      “What’s that?”

      “I’d like to see you perform something as Preston. You introduced yourself to me as Preston, and it’s that guy I want to see on stage.”

      He grinned. “That, I can absolutely do. No problem.” To my surprise, he stood and grabbed my hand. “Come with me a minute.”

      I stood and followed him through a door leading to a hallway where the restrooms were and then to another heavy, metal door. Press shoved the door open and gestured for me to go outside. As I stepped into the cool night air, someone large stepped out of the shadows, grabbed me by my arms, and tugged me against them.

      I gasped as the unexpected assailant held me with my back against him and his hand around my throat in a tight grasp. I tugged at his arm, but by the strength of his hold, I instantly recognized that he was a vampire. I’d never been attacked in an alleyway by a vampire before and it took me completely by surprise.

      “Nice of you to come out here and join me, missy,” he hissed against my ear. His breath smelled like dead rats, and I wondered if he’d recently fed on one.

      As Preston stepped through the door, he stopped in his tracks at the sight of me being held by that creep. His eyes narrowed, his mouth tightened, and he stood ready to fight. I grasped my hands around the vampire’s arm again and tugged with all my strength, finally freeing myself from his chokehold. Preston immediately pulled me away from the idiot vampire and tucked me behind him, shielding me with his body.

      “Hey, I saw her first,” the vampire said. As I peeked over Press’s shoulder at the guy, it clicked. He was one of the two men who’d approached the bar right after I materialized back here earlier. I’d been right about them being unfriendly, though unfriendly was being kind. This one was creepy looking with gaunt, hollow cheeks, rather cadaverous in appearance. He flashed blood-stained teeth as he grinned at me. He did look as if he fed on rats regularly.

      “She’s not available,” Preston growled through gritted teeth.

      I could have taken care of the idiot myself, but I enjoyed watching Preston zip into protective mode as his foot met my attacker’s jaw, sending him flying backwards against the wall. Everything seemed under control until the second vampire who had been with him earlier came out of the shadows. He was uglier and meaner looking than the first one, with two huge black eyes that bugged out like a giant fly’s, and a mouth the size of . . . well, it was freaking huge. I would have loved to have something to shove into that massive maw to shut his ugly trap.

      “Carl, get the fuck up,” uglier vampire yelled at his friend. “I told you to wait for me, stupid.” Then he turned toward us. “Come on.” He wiggled his fingers at Preston, urging him to come at him. “Let’s see how you do against two of us.”

      He lunged at Preston with clenched fists flying, but Press was fast and ducked low. From his crouched stance, he swung his leg up. His booted foot caught the ugly vampire right in his too-big mouth, making him stagger backwards, but he quickly regained his balance.

      As Preston fought the ugly vampire, hollow cheeks got to his feet and came at me. I twisted and kicked him in the middle of his chest. He hardly noticed and came back for more. I tried for another kick, but his hand caught my leg and I toppled backwards, almost falling to the ground. I took advantage of my momentum and back-kicked him hard in the jaw. He went flying right into ugly vampire’s swinging fist meant for Preston, slamming him hard against the wall. I immediately kicked him in the head one more time as he crumbled to the ground, completely out cold.

      I turned to see Preston pummel punch after punch into ugly vamp’s face, and without skipping a beat, Press picked him up with hardly any effort and tossed him clear across the alley. The ugly vampire slammed against the brick wall then slid to the pavement. Press wasn’t out of the ordinary large, but his vampire strength outshined most others I’ve witnessed. He wasn’t only a great musician; apparently, he was also a badass fighter, and I may have just fallen a bit deeper for him—if that were even possible.

      “Let’s go back inside. It’s a little too crowded out here,” he said and wrapped his arm around my waist as we walked back into the hallway of the bar. He tugged me to a stop midway and gently shoved me against the wall, positioning himself in front of me, his hands pressed against the brick beside my head. His gaze caught mine in a sensual stare, his large body shielding me . . . from everything except him. When he skimmed his finger down my cheek and along my jawbone, I closed my eyes and pressed my face into his hand.

      “Lily.”

      I melted at the sound of my name uttered in his rich, throaty voice. I opened my eyes to see his beautiful heat-filled gaze captivating me and I felt as if I were under his spell. I was. The magic of his desire made me want to forget all about Dorian and the danger he posed.

      “I’m sorry about those jerks out back. I didn’t know they were out there or I would never have let you go out first.”

      I shook my head. “You have nothing to be sorry for. You had no idea they were there. Besides, lucky for me, you were with me.”

      “I’ll always protect you.”

      Preston’s lips pressed against mine, and within a few seconds, everything around us dissolved. I found myself opening to him, pulling him closer to me. Wanting more. Unable to deny the pleasure of his taste, I melted as his tongue slipped between my parted lips, and his fingers played against the nape of my neck. His digits tangled in my curls, while his other hand splayed against my lower back. Lost in his embrace, his body so firm against mine, I placed my hand over his chest, skimming my fingers over the taut muscles just inside his black shirt. I wanted to touch him, to experience everything that he was. I’d never been kissed the way Preston kissed me. There was so much passion and need behind every movement. My breathing became heavy. I wanted him more than I wanted to breathe. But as much as I desired him, the power of what would happen if I allowed him to take me the way I wanted, no . . . needed to be taken became too overwhelming. I could do major damage to human creeps like the one in the alley earlier tonight, or vampires like Hallow Cheeks, but I was nothing but putty in this sexy man’s arms.

      When he stopped kissing my mouth, his lips trailed down my neck.

      “Please, Preston,” I huffed out between breaths. “We can’t.”

      “Lily, we’ve been meeting now for three months. I don’t understand you. Every time we kiss, you stop us before we can even get started. You allow yourself to feel. Your desire for me is evident, yet you won’t allow yourself to enjoy what I know you want. Let me take you away from whatever it is you fear.”

      “I can’t.”

      “Tell me why.”

      I shook my head as uncontrollable tears dripped down my cheeks. “I can’t.”

      “Lily, whatever it is that’s making you cry, keeping you from being with me, I will crush it. Trust me. There’s nothing in this world too big, too difficult. Let me help you. Please.”

      I wanted to trust him. I wanted him to take me away from all the pain and suffering, but I couldn’t bring myself to trust the fact that Dorian wouldn’t harm him the way I knew he could.

      “I do trust you, but I can’t be with you this way. Please just accept that for now. Trust me,” I countered. “I want to be with you, I do. Someday, we will be together. I promise. But for now, please.”

      “I worry about you. I can’t stop thinking about you. Let me take you somewhere right now.”

      “I don’t have much time.”

      “It won’t take long. You can leave whenever you like. Just let me show you something.”

      “Where to?”

      “Trust me.”

      He picked me up and cradled me in his arms as he flashed us to a large, flat, metal slab. As I quickly glanced around, I realized that we were in the middle of the ocean, high above the water on some sort of metal platform. Waves rolled and licked the rocks below as I looked back at the coastline, which from my view, seemed to be miles away.

      “Where are we?”

      “We’re on the top of the Mile Rocks Lighthouse. It literally sits in the middle of the ocean on a bed of concrete and rock. Though it’s not a lighthouse anymore. They removed the lamp and lenses that were on top of here. Now, it’s used for helicopter landings.”

      “Who in the hell would want to land a helicopter on top of this, in the middle of the ocean? Where would they go?”

      He laughed.

      “I have no idea. But I come here all the time, and I’ve never seen one land. Maybe they do that more in daylight.”

      The wind was strong and cold, and I began to shiver. “Why do you come here?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around myself.

      He pulled me close, enveloping me in his embrace. “I’m sorry, I should have thought about how cold it was before I brought you here.” He released me and shrugged out of his jacket to drape it around my body before wrapping his arms back around me. “It’s peaceful here with no noise from the city. I usually sit on the edge and let my legs dangle over the side. I come here mostly just to think, when I have important things to ponder. I’ve been coming here a lot lately.”

      He lifted my chin up with his finger as his mouth captured mine again. I let his kiss take hold of me, and imprinted the softness of his lips on my memory. I never wanted to forget how amazing they felt. My breath hitched as his hand splayed across my stomach. As his fingers skimmed up to take my breast in his palm, I tensed. As much as I wanted to let this go further, as much as I wanted him to take me right here on this . . . metal contraption in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, fear enveloped me. I needed him to stop. “Please, Preston.” I slowly stepped out of his embrace. “I need to go. I’m so sorry.”
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      Multiple rays of fluorescent light filtered through the heavy smoke inside Club Royal—one of the few places left in San Francisco where smoking was still allowed. What the fuck did we care? It wasn’t like we’d die of lung cancer. Hell, three quarters of the patrons were vampires who didn’t give a rat’s ass about health issues. Most of them were here to hook up for blood and sex. And a lot of them smoked. Personally, I’d never liked the taste of tobacco, but I didn’t mind the smoke.

      Sweat dripped down my back as I strutted across the stage, my guitar secure in my hands. My fingers strummed the first chords, and Crazy resounded from my lips as if I were Steven Tyler himself. Everyone had expected Jail House Rock, but I wasn’t in the mood for Elvis. They’d all been prepared for it, but the quick song change had been quickly recognized by Lane, Cian, and Gage, and they were all able to keep up. I knew they would.

      I once had the pleasure of jammin’ with both of those legendary artists—Tyler and Presley. Back in the days of Elvis, it was cool to have long side burns and short-cropped hair that flopped over my forehead whenever I bopped my head to the beat. All the women adored me back then. Don’t get me wrong, they still loved me, and I never had any problem in that area. Ever. I guess I did look a bit like the king of rock and roll whenever I donned the dark glasses and tugged up the collar of my black shirt with the sleeves rolled up the way the real Elvis used to do. And when I started gyrating my hips, every woman within viewing distance screamed as if they were having the orgasm of their lives.

      These days, I still kept my hair short, but without the long side burns.  People changed, and I was no exception. I still wore the dark shades, though. It was a necessity where I was concerned. Sun-scorched eyes were no fun, so I was always prepared. I’ve gotten caught out in the sunlight a few times—not long enough to do any damage—so I always liked to be prepared. But the shades were just the beginning. My leather jacket had recently been magically altered to protect me from the sun’s brutal rays, as well, thanks to a certain powerful witch I knew. Except that didn’t do much for my head or the lower portion of my body. It wasn’t the best protection, but it was good enough to keep my energy from being drained until I could get back inside.

      Sunlight is a vampire’s kryptonite, rendering us helpless. If we stayed out in it too long, it could kill us. It wouldn’t disintegrate us instantly like in the movies, but, if all your energy dissipated through your skin as if your pores were a sieve, you’d surely die. Though I didn’t know of any vamp who’d actually died from sun exposure. I did, however, know that it hurt like a son of a bitch to get caught out in it. And I heard it did nasty things to your organs if major dehydration occurred.

      I belted out the last chorus and had the thought that Steven Tyler would have been proud. I glanced at Cian, and he swiped his hand across his throat, giving me the signal that it was break time.

      “Thank you!” I shouted into the microphone. “Thank you very much,” I added in true Elvis fashion. Everyone loved it. “We’re the Lost Boys, and we’ll be right back after a short break.”

      Moans and groans came from the crowd, and I glanced out into the audience, searching. A sigh of relief flowed through me as I saw those mesmerizing, beautiful cognac eyes, and almost black, long, wavy hair. Lily smiled up at me and waved as a tingle swept through my balls. I wanted to fuck her so badly. I’d waited to have her for the last few months, but she wouldn’t have it, and I wasn’t an asshole about it. Vampire women were usually so free with their bodies, but not Lily. I sort of liked that about her, even though my balls grew blue whenever I was around her.

      She’d left me in such a hurry last night, I wasn’t sure she’d be here tonight. I wanted to dispense with the no-mingling-with-patrons-during-intermission rule and go to her, but my brothers were important to me. I respected them, and they respected me. It was usually too distracting and too difficult to pry some of the women away from us. We didn’t stray from our directives unless we were all in agreement. But Lily wasn’t their concern or business, and I wasn’t about to make it so. I just hoped she would still be sitting at that table when we returned to the stage.

      “Hey, Elvis. What happened to Jail House Rock?” Lane asked me as we walked into the cool and spacious room behind the stage. The temperature in the room was always kept at around sixty degrees because when we got off the lighted stage, we needed to cool down.

      Elvis was a nickname. One I’d never asked for, but the guys thought it would be a great stage name, and I went along with it. It never bothered me until recently. Mostly because Lily called me Press, or mostly Preston, my real name. I’d been born Preston Charles Knight. But I’d been Elvis for the past forty years or so when the four of us started performing together. Gage, Lane, and Cian were the other members of The Lost Boys. The name of the band had been Gage’s idea after he watched the movie in the eighties. No one protested, so it stuck.

      Lane grabbed the bottle of whiskey—his way of cooling off—and took a long pull on it as he plopped down in one of the four recliners in the room that flanked each side of the pool table in the middle of the space.

      I shrugged and headed for the fridge and grabbed a bottle of ice-cold water. After chugging the entire thing, I crunched the bottle to a flat disk and tossed it in the recycling bin.

      “I wasn’t feeling the Elvis thing tonight.”

      “Hey, no big deal,” Cian said, taking the bottle of whiskey from Lane.

      “Hey!” Lane complained.

      “You have to share, brother.” Cian poured two fingers into a few of the glasses that sat on the table then passed one to me before lowering himself into the black leather recliner set off to the right side of the room.

      “He was sick the day they learned to share in kindergarten,” Gage joked.

      Cian laughed and then added, “Sorry, Lane. I think Elvis needs the booze more than you do. So, El, what’s going on? Anything you want to talk about?”

      I leaned against the wall and swallowed some of the golden liquid.

      “It’s that sexy vamp he’s been seeing. Lily,” Gage supplied as he sat in one of the other chairs. “She won’t let him in her pants.”

      I glared at Gage, wishing I could shoot fire daggers out of my eyes into his dead heart. I loved the guy, but sometimes he really knew how to get under my skin.

      “You’re just jealous because that chick, Jillian, took off for New York, leaving your sorry ass.”

      Gage flipped me off. “She had issues, man. Vanessa’s cousin or not, it wasn’t gonna work. She was in love with the idea of being in love. She wanted me to meet her fucking parents. Do I look like the kind of guy someone takes home to meet Mom and Dad?” he asked, shooting us all a wide-fanged grin. “I ended up putting her on a plane back to New York, but not before wiping her mind of me and everything that happened out here.”

      “Good thing.” Cian nodded. “Someone like that could be detrimental to our well-being.”

      “Why waste your time with a girl who’s holding out, Elvis? There’s plenty of other hot and willing pussy out there tonight, and they’re all waiting and wishing you’d strut your stuff all over theirs.” Lane chuckled at his own self-proclaimed clever wit. His hair hung loosely over his shoulders to the middle of his back. A few of the short front straggler strands stuck to his forehead, drenched with sweat. He lifted one of his black leather-clad legs and propped his large booted foot on the chair beside him. Lane was the epitome of rock and roll with his black silk shirt open to his navel, exposing his pale, muscled chest. We all had our roles to play.

      Cian on the other hand, was more subdued in appearance. He kept his hair cropped short and his jeans tight but clean. For twins, they were like night and day.

      I let out a short laugh and took another drink from the half-empty tumbler I held. Lane was right. But, unfortunately, none of the women attached to those pussies had gorgeous eyes the color of cognac, a soft, tantalizing voice, or the silky-smooth skin that Lily had. The woman did something to me. I hadn’t felt this way about a female in over . . . well, ever.

      “He’s got it bad for the flower chick,” Gage said and ran his large hand through his long, blondish hair. Sweat beaded on Gage’s forehead, and he took a paper towel from the table and wiped it over his face. “Fuck, Cian. What’s wrong with the air conditioner? It’s like a fucking furnace on stage tonight.” Gage was a big guy. Bigger than the rest of us. Stronger, too. He’d recently taken to wearing black leather pants like Lane. I was surprised they made them that large. His hair was long too, though not as long as Lane’s. I was a comfort freak. I liked my leather, but only as my jacket. My comfort and freedom of movement were priorities, so my jeans were soft, well worn, and dark.

      “I know. I’ll have Ari look into it,” Cian supplied and snatched his phone from his pocket before he tapped a button and stepped away—to talk to Ari, I assumed.

      Gage and I had become close back in the early sixties. July fourth, seventeen sixty-three to be exact. I’d been a fairly new vampire back then, and Gage, well, he was older than dirt and helped me get through some lonely times. He hadn’t sired me. Though I wished he had. I’d been turned by a sex-starved vampire who thought it would be great to have a companion, but then left me without a friend in the world. I didn’t know any other vampires, and becoming friends with humans was out of the question since all I’d wanted to do back then was suck on their veins.

      Gage had spotted me one night, sitting alone in a dark, dismal little tavern, my shirt and face still bloody from a recent feeding. I’d been down and out, lonely too, and had never bothered to clean up after I fed. When he’d asked if he could join me, I simply shrugged.

      He’d sat down across from me and told me it wasn’t a good idea to walk around with my dinner still on my face and then inquired if I had a place to stay. I did, but I didn’t want to go back there, so he offered me his place to clean up. We’d been together ever since. Gage and I were as close as any two brothers could be, maybe even as close as Cian and Lane, and that was pretty damn close considering they’re twins.

      “So, this Lily, does she live in the city?” Lane asked, bringing me out of my reverie.

      I shook my head and headed toward the door without answering. Truth was, I had no idea where Lily lived, but I was anxious to see if she was still out in the audience. When I walked on stage and glanced at the table where she’d been sitting, the chair was empty.
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      I’d left Preston at the lighthouse last night fearing we’d go too far if I stayed. I enjoyed his affection too much. Though, as I sat here tonight, watching him on stage, I wished I’d stayed with him. All the females in the club were crazy about him. He was the sexiest and nicest man-turned-vampire I had ever encountered. Something about him had me completely awed. He was kind, sweet, and also a badass when it came to protecting what was his. Each time we met, it just kept getting harder and harder to deny the need to be touched by him.

      I slipped out of the club while the band was on break. I hated that I hadn’t been able to get a message to Preston to tell him I needed to leave, but then I’d have to explain why. I couldn’t tell Preston about Dorian, the vampire I lived with—whom I was supposed to be in love with, or rather pretend.

      But Dorian had some special social engagement tonight that I needed to attend with him, and so I needed to leave.

      I’d managed to sneak away from my room—or prison cell as I liked to think of it—by telling Malik that I still needed to sell a few of the bags I’d been saddled with last night. Malik said he would cover for me, knowing how much trouble I’d be in if I didn’t get the full amount for the shipment.

      When I left the bar and materialized back at Dorian’s complex, no one was the wiser. I had returned just in time, too, shucking my dark purple, hooded coat a mere moment before I heard Dorian approaching my room.

      I quickly messed up the covers on the bed as I heard him enter and yawned when he walked in as though I’d been resting. Pretending and hiding my emotions was difficult but necessary. If I let my guard down, he’d know immediately that I had been gone. I knew I’d never be able to hide my feelings from him if Preston and I ever took our relationship to the next level. Dorian was a monster that dealt in horrific matters. Someone I never wanted Preston to come in contact with. If Dorian ever found out where I snuck off to, I’d risk Preston’s life, as well as the other members of the band—and Julian. That was the last thing I wanted to do.

      I grabbed my coat, shrugging my arms back into it as I stepped toward Dorian when he came into my room, then placed my hand on his Kiton suit-clad chest as I gently shoved him back out the door. Luckily, I’d had the good sense to wear a cocktail dress to the club tonight, so I didn’t need to change for Dorian’s engagement.

      “I’ve been waiting for you, Dorian,” I said and then walked straight down the hall to the limo outside. I held my breath the entire way, not releasing it until he joined me inside the car and smiled at me, seemingly delighted at my feigned excitement at going to yet another chamber of commerce gala with too much alcohol and too many handsy men.

      Two blocks into our ride, Dorian asked Jace to stop the car at a mini-mart.

      “I want to get some smokes,” he said as he left the car. I hated when he smoked. It was a good thing that the nicotine didn’t bother vampires, or Dorian would have died from lung cancer years ago.

      I needed to pull myself together. That had been too close. I’d almost been caught returning from the club and I needed a few minutes to collect myself. Preston had been magnificent. I loved that he’d taken my suggestion to heart and didn’t perform an Elvis song first tonight. I knew he probably would in the second half of the show because that was his act. Everyone expected it. Everyone wanted it. I loved watching him perform, even when he was performing Elvis. But there was a part of me that wanted to see the real man inside. Elvis was an act, someone his friends told him he should be, and, unfortunately, I think the real Preston Knight became lost somewhere along the way. I was glad that I had gotten to see the real man behind the dark shades before I had to leave.

      I needed a few minutes alone without Jace, so I decided to take advantage of the situation and pulled out a tube of lip gloss from the pocket of my coat before I stepped out of the car behind Dorian. He stopped, immediately catching my wrist with his hand. His grip was too tight and I winced from the pain, but he didn’t let up.

      “Where are you going?”

      “Just to the restroom. I forgot to put some lip gloss on.” I held up the tube as I straightened. “Don’t be long. I don’t want to be late.”

      “It’ll just take a second, I promise.” He released me and I hurried to the bathroom before he could argue with me. We were in a public place, and I knew he wouldn’t use force on me when there was the possibility of witnesses. I stood at the small sink, dabbing a damp paper towel on my face and neck. The close call of almost getting caught had made my skin hot and clammy. I gave my cheeks one last pat with the towel, took a deep breath, exhaling slowly to calm my nerves, and headed back to the limo and luck was on my side as Dorian hadn’t returned yet. The last thing I needed was him getting angry with me because I took too long in the restroom.

      When Dorian re-entered the car, he sank back against the luxurious black leather of the limo’s back seat and put his arm around me, pulling me against him. He had his long, black hair pulled away from his handsome face in a tight, neat ponytail that gave him the distinguished and prominent businessman image I was sure he was going for. It accentuated his chiseled jaw and was a change from his usual carefree style with his dark curls flowing down over his ears to his neck. He smelled of lavender and licorice—a nauseating combination—that made me gag on more than one occasion. Sitting in the back of the car was at least quiet and peaceful; a break from the constant party that seemed to follow Dorian around like a lost puppy. I’d actually been looking forward to the gala tonight. Going out to a party meant there wouldn’t be a crazy orgy in the middle of the living room for once. After all, if Dorian wasn’t there, there was no party.

      “Babe, what’s wrong?” I hated when he called me cute little nicknames. I wasn’t his babe, nor would I ever be. I was simply a stand-in, a ruse to hide what he really was. “Why were you in such a hurry to leave tonight when I entered your room?” Dorian asked as he opened the mini fridge in the limo and pulled out two bags of blood. I shrugged, not wanting to fabricate another lie. He handed one of the bags to me, and I took it. Then he passed me a small straw that I poked through the tiny hole at the top of the bag. I didn’t want to answer him so I just began sipping down the blood. “I’m sorry I was so late.” He gently skimmed his finger down my cheek in a very un-Dorian-like manner, and I wanted to vomit at his touch, his false actions of affection made me sick. “Were you waiting long for me?”

      I shook my head. “Not very long.”

      This was his way of consoling me so I’d perform admirably for him tonight; pretending to be the adoring wife Dorian thought he needed to prove he was a loving family man to all his business partners and supporters. He’d prance around with me on his arm, feigning his love. Maybe he was in love with me in some twisted fashion, but I was more of a possession. His love was hard and demented, and his vampiric life’s ambitions were twisted. With Dorian, it was all about the money and his investments—right or wrong. He didn’t care whom he stepped on along the way, and he didn’t look back. Though most times I felt like a prisoner, he did take care of me—in his own demented way. I had a roof over my head, and blood to sustain me most days. This was my life, my destiny. I’d accepted it long ago. Though, lately, after spending time with Preston, I was reminded once again how Dorian’s ways were not normal.

      The thought of Preston made me yearn for my freedom, and I rested my head on the back of the seat and closed my eyes, wishing things were different. Preston and I weren’t a couple, though our desires for each other were strong. I had to fight mine constantly.

      “Hey, you look sad. Did something happen tonight?” Dorian asked sweetly, breaking me out of my reverie. He came off so nice, a part of me wanted to tell him about Preston, except I knew his sugar was coated with venom.

      “No. I’m fine. I just wish you’d gotten home a bit earlier,” I lied.

      He chuckled. “Anxious for a night out on the town?”

      I nodded and smiled. Better he think I was excited about being out with him. My life was safer if he thought I enjoyed these events, giving the public a false sense of what type of man he actually was. I didn’t like being out with Dorian, but I had no other options. I had to keep pretending, or I’d lose the one person who mattered more to me than my own life. I was in this for one reason: to free Julian. Dorian kept me for two things: public appearances, and because he knew he could get me to do practically anything as long
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