
	Feeling the ghost of Guy Williams accompanying him on his sometimes-frightening search, Elvis is determined to find the man he came to adore.

	 

	 

	Elvis Summers and his writing partner Holt have scored a fantastic gig—spending two months in romantic Buenos Aires while researching their old TV idol, Guy Williams, famous for playing Zorro and the futuristic, perfect father in Lost in Space.

	What made Williams fall so deeply in love with Argentina that he gave up his acting career to move there in the mid-70s?

	For years, the actor remained an icon as Zorro in Argentina, even though he died alone and under mysterious circumstances in his apartment in the lush neighborhood of Recoleta. As Elvis and Holt retrace the actor’s footsteps, history and gothic romance seep into their souls. Elvis meets a hot local named Joaquin, a man with his own secrets and apparent fears. Elvis falls hard and fast for the sexy porteño, but after scorching nights of passion, Joaquin inexplicably vanishes.

	Elvis desperately searches for him even as Holt tries to convince him that Joaquin was obviously not interested and that residents of Joaquin’s apartment building claim no such man exists.

	Feeling the ghost of Guy Williams accompanying him on his sometimes-frightening search, Elvis is determined to find the man he came to adore. Or will he, like TV’s Zorro, find himself shattered by fate?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Dedicated to the memory of actor Guy Williams. As a child I watched Zorro wishing I could be Lost in Space with him.

	 


 

	 

	“Out of the night, when the full moon is bright, comes the horseman known as Zorro...”

	 

	—Lyrics for the theme song “Zorro,” Walt Disney Studios, words and music by Norman Foster and George Burns

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	I jumped at the chance to write a male/male gothic romance when the call went out for submissions to a Gothics Galore PAX anthology. As a teenager growing up in Sydney, Australia, I devoured romance novels, gothic historicals in particular.

	When my school library card quota filled up and they said I was borrowing too many books, I spent hours sitting in the stacks consuming chapter after chapter during lunch breaks. The images left in my brain got me through hideous hours of biology and math classes. I’d hide the books I was reading so I could come back the next day and continue.

	I lived for that wonderful world that only books can give you.

	Victoria Holt—AKA Eleanor Hibbert, Jean Plaidy, and Philippa Carr—was my absolute favorite author. Her spellbinding, detailed stories of plucky heroines caught up in dangerous mysteries on English moors spoke to my wildest, romantic fantasies. As I lay on my bed reading of faraway times and places, I could feel the mist of rain on my skin; the dark, whipping wind against my skin, and the heroine’s trembling heart in my own chest.

	Her rising terror became my own; the breath of surprising villains creeping up the back of my neck.

	Most importantly, after a solid mystery, I always sought and received a happy ending.

	My favorite Victoria Holt book was On the Night of the Seventh Moon, one of her best, most intriguing dark novels. Published in 1972, I am thrilled that I still see it listed as one of the top ten gothic romances ever written.

	Readers all over the world still find pleasure and passion in this author’s astonishing breadth of work.

	Shattered by Fate is my mash note to Miss Holt, and her wonderful gothic romance. I have named one of the characters in this book in her honor and dedicate this story to the memory of her. I will forever acknowledge the early influence she had on this author’s creative mind.

	 

	—A.J. Llewellyn

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	It was crazy. Ridiculous. How could I meet a guy in the first gay bar I’d walked into my first night in Buenos Aires and actually contemplate marrying him? Was gay marriage even legal in Argentina? I hadn’t checked before traveling here. It had been the last thing on my mind. I kept laughing each time Joaquin suggested it.

	“I’d make you happy,” he said. The intensity in his gaze unnerved me.

	No, it was impossible. I shook my head.

	Disco music pumped out of the speakers. Dancers moved all around us, but I was hypnotized by the sexy porteño who’d awoken my senses the second he’d seen me and hadn’t let go of them since.

	“You want another Fernet?” Joaquin asked, leaning in closer.

	It was hot. No chance of a sea breeze from the ocean port in this clustered nightclub. Not that I wanted one. Fuck, he was sexy. I’d never met anyone like him. He smelled great. Manly, yet a hint of something spicy clinging to his skin. His dark, glossy, shoulder-length hair just kissed his crisp white shirt. He moved a little closer, and his arm muscles tightened. I swallowed. Hard.

	They were toned, deceptively lean, tapering down to the slimmest body. A dancer’s body, perhaps. Didn’t everyone do the tango in Argentina?

	Oh, God. His shirt had been tucked in, emphasizing his trim waist and taut six-pack beneath it. My gaze fell to his luscious-looking ass and down to his toned legs.

	The black boots I could see peeking out from beneath his tight pants almost convinced me he was a dancer.

	I bet he’s a firecracker in bed.

	He hadn’t said what he did for a living. He’d skirted the issue as a matter of fact, but seemed to like that I was a writer.

	Maybe he wants a green card. Don’t all foreigners want to live in the USA? I’m not sure that even if the Defense of Marriage Act is overturned, I can help this guy.

	“Tell me about your work,” he kept saying. In fact, he appeared impressed that I was in Buenos Aires to do research. He hadn’t even laughed when I told him my name was Elvis Summers. That had been known to stop a lot of possible hot encounters before they’d even started.

	“Parents were hippies, were they? Druggies?” was the usual response.

	Joaquin had been wholly original and alluring in his reaction. “Writers have romance in their souls,” he’d said as soon as we started talking. “And I like their moodiness. Words live in their heads. I bet they do in yours?”

	Of course, I loved that. I was so stunned, I missed my mouth when I brought my cocktail glass to my lips and sloshed my drink over my chin. My shirt was a little stained now, not that anyone noticed.

	“We should get married,” Joaquin said again. His lips gently touched my temple.

	I’d had a few too many of the freaky Fernet con colas he’d suggested the moment we met, but it wasn’t my imagination. He’d just said it again.

	“Let’s start with another drink,” I said, surprised that I was about to work on my fourth glass of the brutally bitter concoction that had somehow proved addictive.

	“Don’t you think you’ve had enough?” Holt, my best friend, and traveling companion suddenly asked. I’d been aware of his relentless glowering but had manfully ignored him.

	“No, I don’t, Mom.” I pushed my hair back a little from my forehead. It was damned hot in Glam, the hottest gay bar in Barrio Norte, the gay section of Buenos Aires. The travel guides had said that porteños—as the locals liked to call themselves—of all ages came to Glam. They weren’t wrong. There had to be five hundred people in here. It was huge. Everything about it was big. The dance floor, the crowd, the size of the drinks, the many levels of the building, the rumored dark secret space where men could avail themselves of the anonymity and the heat of the moment, and... the crush I was nursing on Joaquin.

	Somehow he commanded space. Nobody pushed and shoved us at the busy bar. They were polite and backed away.

	“How about you?” Joaquin asked Holt. “Would you like another drink?”

	“No, thanks.” Holt was pissed. It was three o’clock in the morning. He wanted to get back to our rental apartment, and I wanted to drink another lip-puckering cocktail.

	Joaquin handed me a fresh glass, and we toasted one another.

	I’d come a long way since Holt had had to coax me to walk into the place. It had been just before midnight because we’d been told that Glam didn’t start hopping before then. Maybe it hadn’t been the best idea to come so late and stay so long. I sipped my drink.

	Or imbibe so much.

	The exterior of the club had frightened me. The area looked sort of depressed and the decrepit, beige building was covered in graffiti. Unpainted wooden shutters that had seen better days, rusted window boxes and a tired-looking Coca-Cola sign topped off what looked to me like the sort of building that hard-hitting drug lords would use in some Hollywood movie.

	“It’ll be a laugh,” Holt had said, pushing me through the door. Joaquin drew me into his invisible lair the second we reached the bar. Music pumped out of speakers all over the place. Good, old-fashioned disco. There was something very seventies about Glam with its unadorned brick walls. A giant screen against one wall showed images of the patrons. It lit up in bubblegum colors with swirling images drawing people’s attention.

	And yet, the building itself looked bedraggled. No question about that.

	Not exactly the romantic spot of one’s dreams, but then it depended on what you were looking for. Joaquin seduced me with his heavy Argentine accent yet very good English. His dark eyes and wide smile made him look like a little kid at times. He seemed sweet one moment, intense the next.

	Then he had this way of running his forefinger against my arm or chin, a look of such concentration in his eyes it took my breath away. It was as though he had to touch me. He kept asking questions. At first, he’d asked Holt who’d responded, but I was used to that. Holt was a lot more outgoing than I. We’d been college friends, the only two closeted gay men on campus. We’d discussed the idea of hooking up so many times it soon lost its allure, and we became friends.

	Now, at the age of thirty, we were both still single but had scored the job opportunity of a lifetime.

	I could get used to this stuff. The Fernet made me feel giddy, brilliant, beautiful. I wasn’t bad looking. Some might have said handsome with dark hair, a preppy look and a propensity to wear out a smile, especially when large crowds petrified me.

	Holt was blond, blue-eyed and handsome. I always told people he looked like Robert Redford minus the bad skin. I had the kind of hair hairdressers like to call mouse brown and big brown eyes that made me look and feel like a sad puppy dog.

	Or, a mouse dog.

	Holt shook his head as he caught my eye. “Big day tomorrow,” he said. “We need to hit the sack.”

	I wasn’t ready to turn my back on the best bit of action I’d had in months. He’d struck out with two guys who’d gone off to maul each other in the Dark Room. They’d invited him, but he’d declined with the chilling words, “No, thanks, I like all my body parts exactly where they are.”

	They’d stared at him.

	I’d stared at him.

	We knew Buenos Aires had its dangerous spots, but I didn’t think that a make-out room in a gay dance club would be the location of choice for involuntary, live organ harvesting.

	He nursed his vodka shot and fumed.

	“Let’s dance,” Joaquin said and licked my ear. Holy cat!

	Ugh. Dancing wasn’t my thing. I tried to ignore the little voice in my brain from my teenage years that said, “how a man dances is an indication of what he’s like in the sack.”

	However, I was feeling pretty relaxed and gave my walk a bit of a swagger as we pushed ourselves away from the bar. My cock did the Macarena in my pants as I walked, not quite straight, into his arms on the only available square inch of dance floor.

	I felt a strong flash of guilt as I gazed across the room at Holt. He ran a hand through his hair, then I saw a dark-haired guy sidle up to him. They began to talk. I was certain I saw a smile there. Maybe his mood would improve.

	Joaquin’s mouth swooped over mine, surprising me. Man, he was a damned good kisser. My whole body reacted to his passionate embrace. He commanded all my attention and seemed to come alive as our lips and tongues met. Joaquin sighed into my mouth, closing his eyes. His hands roamed over my body.

	Though the beat of the music was fast, he kept me in his arms. He rocked me, his ass moving sensuously yet in time to the music. I was getting harder, my body alive with desire, but also, astonishingly, some actual style.

	People gave us envious looks. This wasn’t dirty dancing. It was fucking filthy dancing. I panted as he dipped me, then brought me back up again. I didn’t know how, but we danced like we’d been doing it for years. He barely took his hands off me and, emboldened, I put mine on his gorgeous ass and felt his cock stiffen against mine.

	We traded deep looks.

	God, I wanted him.

	What the hell is wrong with me? I don’t even know the guy. The last time I had a one-night stand was back in college, and I found out the guy had herpes. I was nuts for weeks worried he’d given it to me...

	After a couple of songs, Joaquin hooked his finger into my shirt collar. I thought we were going back to the bar, but he dragged me deeper into the club. I glanced over at Holt, who, mercifully, was laughing at something the guy beside him was saying.

	My breath caught in my throat, making me cough, but the sound evaporated in the deafening music and the pulse of the thickening throng we had to push through to get to—

	The Dark Room.

	It was as seamy, yet exciting, as the name implied.

	From the flash of strobe lights, I caught glimpses of many faces smiling at us in the dark. I was sure people were fucking up against the walls. I saw twosomes and threesomes and gave up trying to take it all in as Joaquin pushed me against an archway. I loved the song that had started to play and adored the darkness, the sounds, and sighs surrounding us. I could feel the drum beat shooting up from my shoes through my whole body as his kisses intensified and his apparent need for me became stronger. His hand shot between our melded bodies. His fingers sought and tested the hardness of my cock from the confines of my jeans.

	“I knew it would be so big,” he said into my mouth. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

	Boy, he was a wicked one. From somebody else’s mouth, the words would have come off corny. From him, they seemed sincere and utterly sexy.

	I wondered what he’d do next, but I was too busy running my hands through his silken hair. I didn’t feel confident enough to reach down and give him a squeeze, but I already knew he was hot and hung.

	Suddenly, he pushed himself away from me and hooked his finger into my shirt collar again. I was so disappointed when he dragged me back to the bar. Holt was still there, looking cozy with his new companion. He blinked a couple of times when he saw me.

	“There you are, Elvis. I thought you’d gone. I even texted you.” He sounded pissed, and I really didn’t know why. He was having fun, wasn’t he?

	“Sorry. We were dancing. I didn’t hear my phone.”

	“Elvis? Isn’t he dead? Holt’s companion asked. I smiled though the joke has long worn thin.

	“We’re going home right after we have another drink,” Joaquin said, pulling me into his arms as he wedged his way into a spot at the bar, forcing Holt and his companion, whose name I learned was Javier, to move over.

	Javier was a handsome guy, but not nearly as sexy as Joaquin, who asked me if I wanted another drink.

	“Si,” I said. My Spanish was crappy. I reverted to English since Joaquin spoke it fluently. “I’d like some water, though.”

	He looked askance. “Water? You can drink that when you go home
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