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Chapter One
B
ishop paced the length of the apartment, his thumb tapping against each finger in quick succession, back and forth again, until he came to a map of San Francisco covering the dining room table.  “I have the plan outlined here,” he said, placing both palms on the corner of the map, brow furrowed as he scanned the details one more time.  “Time of arrival, a complete itinerary, how long each phase should take, a few back up contingencies, should any unforeseen complications arise.  What do you think?  Can you spot any flaws?” 

Mason approached the table, dark eyes scanning the details with a quick assessment.  “I do see one problem, yes.”

“What?” Bishop asked, his head coming up sharply, only too late catching the smirk on his best friend’s face.

“Dating Anja is not a war on terrorism.”  Mason helped himself to a beer from the fridge, his large frame easily balancing on the narrow stool at the breakfast bar in Bishop’s apartment.  “You’ve got to relax, buddy.  You’re seriously over thinking this.”

Bishop slumped as his back hit the wall.  “Easy for you to say, you’ve dated in this century.  And the last.  I haven’t courted a woman in over four hundred years.  I’m thinking things have changed a little.  What if she...”

“Hey, hey, hey, take a breath,” Mason interrupted, laying a hand on his shoulder.  “What are you so worried about?  Any girl out there would be overwhelmed with sweat to go out with you.”

“What?” Bishop asked, completely baffled.  “Is that a good thing?”

“Nobody appreciates the classics anymore,” Mason muttered with a shake of the head.  “Look, I’m sure she’s just as nervous as you are.” 

“I don’t think that’s possible.”  Bishop considered a beer for himself, but decided against it, taking up his pacing again, fingers tapping in agitation.  “Do people still send love letters?  Poems?  That’s how it was done in my day.”

“That’s definitely one way to go.”

Bishop winced; he was awful at that stuff.  “I was hoping that would be passé.  I guess I could always work on another piece of music for her.”  The idea wasn’t half bad, and he wrote it down in his notebook.

“There you go, use your skills,” Mason approved with an enthusiastic nod.  “You got mad skill, brah.”

“Did you just call me brah?  Maybe I should be asking someone else for advice on this.” 
Or better yet, nobody.
 

“Relax.  Follow my lead and I’ll have her eating out of your hand.”

“I don’t want her eating out of my hand, I just want things to be...”

“You want to get a little chicka-bow-wow going?”  Mason waggled his brows.

“Chicka-what?”

“You know...”  Mason’s smile grew more pronounced.  “Make some sweet sweat.  Knock boots?  Get all grindy?”

“Please stop talking.”  Bishop waved him away.  He never should’ve asked him for advice in the first place.

“Oh, I get it.  You want to run to each other across a verdant field while violin music swells in the distance, and then...”

“I was trying to say special.”  Bishop cut him off.  “Anja’s special, and I want our first real date to be special too.”

“I’m telling you, you have to stick to the classics then.  Compliment her eyes or her shoes, chicks dig shoes.”

“You want me to compliment her shoes?”   What did someone say about shoes?  They were... shoes. 

“Yeah, trust me, girls have a whole relationship with shoes that’s like on another level,” Mason nodded sagely.  “Also, remember to ask her about how she’s feeling.  Get her talking.  Girls love to talk about themselves.  Bust out with the
what are you thinking?
any time it gets too quiet.  They love to know you’re interested in what makes them tick.  But be sure to have a few answers when they ask you the same thing, they want to hear about your inner thoughts too, even when you’re not thinking of much at all.  Trust me, no girl wants to hear that you’re trying to remember if you picked up your dirty clothes off the bedroom floor when she’s all awash in romance.” 

Bishop nodded, jotting down in his notebook –
shoes, what are you thinking? both ways
.

“When all else fails, make her laugh.”

“Make her laugh?”  His head came up sharply as dread made his palms sweat again.  How was he supposed to do that beyond tripping over his own feet?  “I’m not good at telling jokes.”

“No, I don’t mean you have to bust out the stand up.  You have to play off what she says.  Be charming, be suave.  Get some witty repartee going between you.”

“Witty repartee,” Bishop nodded, making a note of it in his book. 

“And definitely don’t show up empty handed.  Flowers for sure, maybe expensive jewelry.”

“Are you sure this is the way to go?”  Anja didn’t seem like the type to be swayed by expensive gifts, or he’d have tried some of the things that’d made Carys’ head turn. 

“Show me a girl who doesn’t like jewelry and I’ll show you one who ain’t never got none.  Don’t take my word for it though, hold on a sec.”  Mason dug into his pocket for his phone.  “I’ll use my secret weapon.  Hey, kitten, you still awake?” he smiled into the phone as Hanna picked up.

“I am now.”  Bishop distinctly heard Hanna’s yawn, but she didn’t sound upset at the call.  “Are you coming home soon?”

“Almost.  But first, I wanted to ask you to do something sneaky and underhanded.  Are you in?”

“That depends, who is it sneaky and underhanded against?”  She yawned again.

“I need you to use your inside knowledge to help Bishop score with your sister.”

“That is
not
what I said!” Bishop growled, heat stealing into his cheeks as he heard Hanna’s answering laughter. 

“Oh, is that all?  Tell him to show up, that should about do it.”

Bishop snatched the phone from Mason’s grasp.  “That’s not what I said.  I was hoping for something a little more...”  Once again, words eluded him.  How could he get the date right, if he couldn’t even articulate what he was looking for?  “I don’t want to get this wrong, you know?”

Hanna’s voice was gentle but firm.  “Bishop, I’m sure she’ll love any date you plan for her.  But some of us have to work in the morning, so I’m going back to bed.  I’ll try and think of some sneaky and underhanded way for you to get into Anja’s panties on my lunch break tomorrow.  Will that work for you?”

“Ah... sure, thanks,” he replied, clearing his throat.  “Sorry if we woke you,” he added, passing the phone back to Mason.

“Thanks, hon.  You look pretty.”

“How can you tell?” was Hanna’s amused response.

“You always look pretty,” Mason replied with a goofy grin.  “I’ve gotta go.  Keep the bed warm for me.  Love you.”

“I love you too, you big goofball.”

Mason was still smiling to himself as he tucked away the phone, before clapping his hands together abruptly.  “Oh, I’ve got it!  Take her out for fondue.  She’ll love it.”

Fondue?  Was that a Captain America reference?  “But we don’t eat.”

“I know, but hot cheese is classy in any situation.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”  In fact, he wasn’t sure any of Mason’s advice could be taken without a truck load of salt. 

“You want to impress her, right?” his friend insisted.  “That means the best of everything.  The snootiest restaurant you can book, the hottest show, a limo, the whole nine yards.”

“You don’t think that’s going a tad overboard?”

“Nah, she’ll love it.” 

He looked so earnest, Bishop had to trust that he knew what he was talking about.  Besides, Anja deserved the best of everything.  “Fine, I’ll do it.  Thanks, man.”

“I got a lifetime of knowledge, brah,” Mason winked. 

Maybe it wasn’t too late to cancel.

Chapter Two
“J
ust because he drops a wad of cash on you doesn’t mean you have to put out.”  Quick like a bunny, Carter darted right back out of my bedroom after sticking his head in my doorway.  I knew he hadn’t gone far though. 

“Have you been reading Cosmo again?” I called out, and sure enough, his head popped back in.

“I’m just saying, times are different now.  You don’t owe him anything.”

I put down my mascara to turn and face him.  Despite the early evening hour, he’d already been up working out in his attic space, and his t-shirt was plastered to his chest and back with sweat.  All I’d managed to do was shower and primp, spending way too much time making sure my skin was silky smooth for a girl who had no intention of showing that much of it. 

“Um, no offense, but haven’t you not had a date since the seventies?”

“More like the sixties,” he admitted with perfect ease. 

“Then I think I’m good.  I have done this before, you know.”  I turned back to fret over my bangs.  They were at that awkward stage where I wasn’t sure if I should trim them or let them grow out.  Brushing them to the side, they didn’t look too bad, though I’d have to tilt my head slightly to keep them out of my eyes.  The things we do for beauty!

Carter hung around, his shoulder pressed to the doorframe.  “I know.  I just don’t want to see you rush into anything.  You do that, you know.”

He had a point.  “Yeah, I know.”  But was it really rushing if I was already in love with the guy who was about to show up for our first date?  Half of me said yes, and half of me said no – it was anyone’s guess how the night was going to end up.

“I could follow you guys and make sure he doesn’t get too fresh.”

“Oh sure, that’ll be a fun evening.  Pay no attention to my bodyguard, Bishop.  You’d better watch your hands though,” I snorted, trying not to laugh, and Carter’s lips grew harder, miffed.

“I’d totally stay out of sight.”

“No thanks.  I think I can handle it on my own.”  His heart was in the right place, but the two of them weren’t the best of friends, and I was already nervous enough about the date.  Would it be awkward and weird after everything we’d been through?  What if I screwed it up and wrecked our shot at a future together?  Or knowing Bishop’s track record, what if he did?  Even scarier – what if everything went right?  What if I gave in to the power of that smile and told my reservations to take a hike?  What if I got lost in his eyes and never wanted to break free?

        

        
                


            
                
                    
                


                
                    BOOK: Kiss Me When the Sun Goes Down

                    
                        
                                                                                        
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                        
                        


                        
                            7.64Mb size Format: txt, pdf, ePub
                        

                    


                    
                        
                            
                                
                            
                            Read Book
                        
                        
                            
                                
                                
                            
                            Download Book
                        
                    

                


                
                    ads
                

            


                       
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	29
	...
	47
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Duplicity (Spellbound #2) by Jefford, Nikki



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Watched at Home by Jean-Luc Cheri



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Take Courage by Phyllis Bentley



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Death Of Joan Of Arc by Michael Scott



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Colored Lights: Forty Years of Words and Music, Show Biz, Collaboration, and All That Jazz by Lawrence, Greg, Kander, John, Ebb, Fred



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Kiss to Remember by Teresa Medeiros



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Overtime by Roxie Noir



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Enticed by Ecstasy (Wicked Treasures) by Grant, Donna



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Mind of My Mind by Octavia E. Butler



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Beyond Lies the Wub by Philip K. Dick


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © 100 Vampire Novels 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
        
            Our partner

            
                
                
                    Read or Download Book (📜ePub | Pdf | Txt )

                    You must be logged in to Read or Download

                    CONTINUE
                     SECURE VERIFIED

                

            

            
                Close X
            

        

    

    
    