
	Gavriel has secrets...deep and undeadly ones. He’s a vampire, and so are his staff members.

	 

	 

	Los Angeles Detective Shaine Conlon gets more than he bargains for during a routine inquiry with Gavriel de Pamana, owner of an elite, mysterious security company called C.L.O.S.E. Shaine’s partner, Jesse, is convinced the firm is shady and wants to investigate claims that one of C.L.O.S.E.’s star bodyguards, a young Asian woman named Tinglan, may have come onto the female pop star she was supposed to protect. For Shaine, visiting the office of the company’s Century City headquarters is disturbing. Giant white paintings lining the hallways seem to have bleeding wounds. As for the owner himself, he’s the sexiest man, and also the most troubling Shaine’s ever met.

	Gavriel de Pamana runs a tight ship in the new world of female bodyguards trained in China and dispatched all over the world to protect the richest people on the planet, so he’s stunned by allegations that his star employee would behave in any way to reflect badly on the company.

	But Gavriel has secrets...deep and undeadly ones. He’s a vampire, and so are his staff members. When Tinglan vanishes, he wonders if somebody in his firm is working to destroy him. Not only that, but Gavriel finds himself attracted to Shaine Conlon.

	But he can’t get close to a cop, a human one at that. Or can he?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“I have no problem confronting this guy. I mean, what the fuck. Who does he think he is, anyway?”

	Detective Shaine Conlon pasted a smile on his face as his partner, Jesse Dullane, repeated the words he’d been muttering since they’d left the West LA precinct twenty minutes ago. They waited for the lights to change at the crosswalk opposite the shiny headquarters of the unmarked building that housed the curious C.L.O.S.E.

	An acronym for Combined Law Officers for Security Enforcement, Shaine had never heard a single negative comment about the company... until today. And he had no desire to be here now. His ex worked there, and he hoped he didn’t run into him. Not that Dullane knew anything about Brehme. Shaine kept his private life close to his chest, unlike Dullane who told everyone his business.

	For whatever reason, Jesse was obsessed with C.L.O.S.E. “There’s something fishy about this guy, I’m tellin’ ya. He’s too good-looking. Too... pat.” Jesse wasn’t unattractive. Fair-haired, brown-eyed and in pretty good shape for a cop in his late forties, he was working on his third marriage. Like his career, however, it suffered from Dullane’s debilitating handicaps, such as a rotten personality, and a dogmatic need to always be right.

	Shaine said nothing, hoping the light would change and they’d be able to cross the street. He wanted to get this over with and then return to the task to which they’d been assigned—searching for a lowlife caught on a 7-Eleven camera slugging a toddler.

	His cell phone rang. He checked the readout. Mom. She’d marked it urgent, but with Shaine’s mother, it was hard to know whether the urgency was a butterfly trapped in her bedroom or a serial killer hiding in the bathtub. He let her call go to voicemail.

	He and Jesse had investigated the owner of C.L.O.S.E., a company that hired out bodyguards, after one single complaint. And that grievance couldn’t be verified since the alleged victim hadn’t reported it herself.

	Pop singer Sophia Mantine’s ditzy wife, Cathy, had visited the West LA division of LAPD that morning and made some rambling statements, then declined to make an official report.

	“I don’t buy it. This whole security thing. It’s a front,” Jesse insisted.

	“A front for what? We got nothing on the guy,” Shaine reminded him.

	“I don’t know. But I’ll find out.” Jesse jabbed his index finger at Shaine. “And what kind of a name is Gavriel de Pamana, anyway? You think it’s authentic?” He pounded the crosswalk button again. “Or do ya think he mighta got it out of some bodice-ripping romance novel?”

	Shaine blinked. “He’s Spanish, remember?” He’d never seen Jesse so worked up over an accusation that was, at best, absurd. Jesse had, however, been known to get riled up over guys he thought were rich and powerful, members of some club to which he’d never be invited. Money had become his primary fixation.

	“You’re good-looking, too,” Jesse said in an accusatory tone.

	“Well, ah, I’m glad you think so.” Shaine kept his tone light. He took pride in his appearance. At thirty-four, he fretted about turning forty. His brown hair and eyes, and trim shape were his calling card, but his love life sucked, and his recent breakup with Brehme had taken a hard whack at his self-esteem. So much so that he could recite the entire month’s menu of Yummy Cupcake’s offerings. He couldn’t wait until Thursday for the crème de menthe cupcake. That, and catching the UNSUB who’d beaten the toddler, were his primary fixations.

	After a beat, Shaine asked, “Hey, what’s with all the aggression today?”

	“My wife made me drink wheatgrass. My skin turned yellow. Do I look like a fuckin’ rabbit to you? Look at my hands, will ya? I look jaundiced!”

	It was true. Shaine had dated enough health freaks in LA though to know that wheatgrass juice and even carrot juice, turned skin yellow as they cleared a clogged liver. The way Dullane socked away alcohol, Shaine was surprised the guy wasn’t puking all over the place. Another sign of digestive toxicity.

	“You wouldn’t understand because you have that, you know, that thing good-looking guys like you have.” Jesse waved a hand around in circles.

	Whaaat? Shaine gaped at him. “What are you talking about?”

	Jesse Dullane was becoming difficult to work with, and Shaine was his third partner in the last eight months.

	“He pisses me off.” Dullane stubbed a finger toward the C.L.O.S.E. offices. He pushed his sunglasses farther up his nose, shrugging his shoulders the way a boxer might just before punching his opponent for twelve brutal rounds. What had started out as a diverting fishing expedition was now building to an uncomfortable experience. Gavriel de Pamana seemed to have a great reputation from all their inquiries, and the guy didn’t have so much as a traffic violation on his record.

	The sun beat down on them as they waited for the light to change. Traffic had stalled in all directions. Maybe we should call it in? Shaine debated this as Dullane punched the button again. The lights all stayed red.

	“What’s with this heat? Dullane bleated. “It’s October already. I’m sick of this damned humidity!” He slapped the crosswalk button once more. A woman and a small boy stood beside them. The kid tried to hit the button just like Jesse had, but his mother grabbed his hand and held of it, a disapproving glance sent in Jesse’s direction.

	Dullane let out a sigh that could be heard over the roar of traffic. He had railed about having to park in the public lot of Century City’s shopping center. Parking rates were astronomical, but since he insisted on this futile adventure, Shaine had decided to let his partner handle the hefty twelve dollars for every twenty-minute charge.

	The light changed, a series of beeps intended for blind pedestrians accompanying them as they charged across Avenue of the Stars. Dullane’s head tilted upward as he gaped at the tall, sparkling building. The location was prime real estate, and once inside the building, Dullane muttered “typical” as he glanced at the glassed-in board revealing the list of occupants. There were doctors, lawyers, C.L.O.S.E—which took up the entire seventeenth floor—and several residential floors above this. They took the elevator up, Dullane licking his palm and attempting to flatten a kink of hair that wouldn’t lay flat. It made him look like an overgrown Alfalfa from the Our Gang movies. Not that Shaine would ever tell him this.

	“Even my hair fucking hates me!” Jesse suddenly shrieked and kicked the elevator wall. He looked at Shaine, and for the first time that day, they exchanged smiles and busted out laughing. On the seventeenth floor, Jesse stepped out first and looked both ways before heading left along the whisper-quiet, stark-white hallway. Huge white paintings lined the walls. Each had a stroke or splash of red somewhere in the picture. They gave a disturbing effect, as though blood seeped from the canvasses. Shaine resisted the urge to shudder.

	He contemplated the parade of office doors
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