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Christmas Legend

 


It was written long ago, in a world far away from
Earth, that three wise men—dragon shifters—would be born, and their
mate would be an Angel. Together these four would bring peace among
the many different species that inhabit worlds far and great. Their
children would be the hope for mankind and all humans throughout
the universe. But as with every legend, someone would come and try
to stop this from happening.

Can this Christmas Angel keep her mates’ hearts and
souls close to hers to save them all?
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Chapter One

 


Annabelle Worldly gazed around Café LaRue as it was
decorated with Christmas cheer. The holidays were in full swing
today. It was December first, and Annabelle was depressed and
bored. She could smell fresh roasted turkey and chestnut stuffing,
and hear the clinking of glasses all around her as other people
celebrated the holidays.

On the plus side, there was some major eye candy
around her. Annabelle glanced back at the door where she had bumped
into a major hunk. She couldn’t believe a man with dark auburn hair
could be so hot, but when he caught her from falling on her ass in
the snow…well, all she ciuld say was that her body was desperate
for some attention, that was for sure. Hell, he even smelled good,
she sighed.

But she was alone. Here it was, four weeks before
Christmas, and her parents had abandoned her for a cruise.
Annabelle couldn’t blame them. They had been planning the trip for
more than a year, thinking she and Dave would have their own
Christmas. What a laugh that was—she was sure he was having a great
holiday with the two bimbos now living in her home. And to think
she’d wasted five years on that jerk.

“I’m finally here,” said her best friend, Sandy. “I
can’t believe it took me 30 minutes to get here from Long Island.”
She smiled and sat across from her at the table. “I’m sorry I’m
late, Annabelle. Did you order for us?” Sandy shook her coat off,
then pulled out an envelope, laying it on the table.

“Yep, I ordered us the appetizer sampler. Oh, and I
asked the waitress to bring us some spiked eggnog. I figured we
could use it.”

“Good, we can celebrate. I have a surprise for you.
Call it an early Christmas present. You know our lives suck since
my breakup with my boyfriend, your divorce, and both of our
families being out of town for Christmas and New Year’s.” The words
poured out of her mouth so fast that Annabelle had to smile at
her.

“Like I need a reminder,” she said as the waitress
brought them their eggnogs and set them down.

“Well, we now have plans for the holidays!” Sandy
pushed the envelope at her. “Open it. It took me two months to get
this done, so there will be no backing out. You have to go.”

Lifting the envelope and looking inside, Annabelle
laughed and stared at the two tickets to Whiskey Island. Inside
were boarding passes for the only ferry that could cross the waters
in the middle of winter to the first island owned by vampires.

“How did you do this? I didn’t sign any papers for
the visa.” She pushed the envelope towards her friend and took a
sip of her eggnog, almost choking because it was so strong.

Sandy laughed. “Yes, you did. You just didn’t know
it. I didn’t want to get your hopes up until I had the tickets. You
know Frank in personnel? Well, he owed me a favor and I knew he had
connections, so there you go.” Sandy squealed and grabbed the
tickets, hugging them to her chest. Her shoulder-length dark brown
hair fell forward like a curtain. “I even have us booked at the
best hotel on the island. We’ll leave next week and come back on
the second of January. It will be just you, Santa, and me. Do you
think he’ll find us?” She giggled.

“Hell, maybe Santa is a vampire. I mean, how can
someone stay alive so long unless vampire genes run through his
veins? He only comes out at night, even though now vampires can
walk in the sun—they never were able to back then.” She smirked and
sipped her eggnog. “Maybe I should write a story like that for next
year. Santa sinks his fangs into his unwrapped present! Ohh, I like
that one. I can have her all tied up and bundled for Santa. I could
even put on the tag, ‘I’ve been a bad girl. Santa please spank
me.’” Annabelle wiggled her eyebrows over her brown eyes while her
panties dampened at the thought of being spanked.

“I bet you Santa has a twin to help him. Could you
see two sexy twin vampires playing Santa?” Sandy’s eyes glazed over
and she sipped her eggnog. “God, it makes me hot just thinking
about it, but then again, it could be this eggnog!” She fanned
herself.

“Oh, yeah. Gotta make them alphas, too. Into spanking
and bondage.” Annabelle grabbed the menu and fanned Sandy as she
burst out laughing.

“You and those romance novels. Like we could ever
find one alpha, let alone two, especially in this day. Men are
either mama’s boys or just plain jerks who can’t get it up long
enough to do any good, but I did find out there is a nice dungeon
on the island. Maybe we can visit it and you can get that spanking
you’ve been dying for.” She looked down into her drink and sighed.
“John is taking his new girlfriend to Mexico for Christmas. He’s
using the tickets we purchased in September.”

“Oh man, Sandy, I’m sorry.” Annabelle brushed her
long dark hair out of her eyes. “If it’s any consolation, I found
out Dave has two girls living at our home now. I guess he’s living
my dream of having two men, but he has two women instead.”

She reached over and grabbed Sandy’s hand, squeezing
it. “Hell, maybe we’ll find our soulmates there. From what I hear,
vampires can fuck all night long!”

Annabelle gently punched at Sandy’s bicep. “Let’s not
let those assholes ruin our Christmas. We’re better than them
anyway. I’ll find that man who likes to spank and is into the BDSM
scene and you’ll find that man who can tie you up and have his way
with you.”

Sandy looked up and smiled. A single tear trickled
down her cheek, the sadness out of place on her exotically
beautiful face. “We’re pretty pathetic, aren’t we? I’m glad I have
you for a friend. I don’t know what I’d do without you. Ever since
I was in kindergarten, you’ve been there for me when those mean
girls picked on me.” She squeezed her hand and sat up. “You’re
right, we are better, and boy, am I going to search for one
of those blood drinkers the first night we’re there. I need a good
spanking and a fuck to forget that asshole.” In the background, the
song Here Comes Santa Claus began to fill the café. Both
women burst out laughing.

“Hey, it goes both ways. Now, let’s change the
subject, shall we? Did you hear Mr. Vecchio is leaving a week
early? His mysterious brother called and he canceled all his
appointments for next week.” Annabelle sipped her drink.

Sandy leaned over and whispered, “Have you seen Mr.
Vecchio yet? I haven’t met anyone at the office who has seen him.
Even at office parties, he doesn’t come. I also heard through the
grapevine that we’re all getting $1000 Christmas bonus! I’m
so going to pay off that hunk-of-junk car.”

“Nope, haven’t seen him, but I did get a phone call
from him last week. God, that man has the sexiest voice I’ve ever
heard. He had me creaming in my panties by the time I hung up.” She
fidgeted in her seat, remembering his voice. “I can still hear his
voice. Is it hot in here or what?” Grabbing the menu, she fanned
herself. “If we get the bonus, I’m using it for a new laptop. Mine
is about to give out. Plus, I need a scanner for home.”

“Only you could get turned on by a voice.” Sandy
shook her head.

“Hey, that’s not fair. I haven’t had sex in six
months, thank you.” Annabelle turned her head and stared at the bar
when she heard a deep baritone voice order a drink. She stared at
the man standing at the bar, with long black hair pulled back into
a ponytail and tight-fitting jeans around his muscular legs and
ass.

Annabelle grabbed Sandy’s hand and squeezed it.
“That’s him, Sandy!” she whispered, her gaze traveling up his
muscular body to land on his face. “Oh my! He’s gorgeous. Look at
him, Sandy.” She let go of Sandy’s hand and wiped it on her skirt,
since her palms were now sweaty.

“I see, but come on, what are the odds he’d be in
here, at the same bar? Plus, he’s too young. That hunk has to be
about 35.”

“I tell you, that’s him. I’d know his voice
anywhere.” She glanced back at Sandy. “Call Alice over. She knows
everyone who comes in here.”

“Fine, but you’re wrong.” Sandy waved Alice over to
their table.

“What can I get you two?” Alice asked.

“Annabelle thinks that’s Mr. Vecchio over there at
the bar. Do you know that guy’s name?” She nodded towards the tall
man with the ponytail.

Alice turned and looked at the men at the bar. “You
mean Mr. Green Eyes?”

“Yep, the one with the deep sexy voice. Hell,
everyone has been wanting to get into his... well, you know.”
Annabelle squirmed again in her seat as she imagined herself
sucking his long thick cock, then gazed back at him, looking
straight to his groin. God, I wish I was ten years younger,
she thought.

“That’s him. The one and only Mr. Vecchio. He comes
in here every Friday night and meets his twin.” Alice smiled at
both of them and turned to leave. “His brother is the blond
standing next to him,” she said over her shoulder.

“I told you so. Well, what are you waiting for? Go
introduce yourself. Sandy, you’re his age. Here’s your chance. He’s
wealthy, and built like a tank. Look at the way he fits in those
pants. My God, I think you can see the outline of his cock.”

“You don’t think I’ll go over there, do you? You know
he’s your type. You’re the one drooling over his voice. You go and
introduce yourself,” Sandy dared her back, and laughed.

“Please, I could be his mother. Well, a very young
mother, but still, look at you. Then look at me. Who do you think
he’d pick? It sure wouldn’t be me.” She snorted.

“I hate when you do that. So, you’re 44. You’re not
dead. And look at you. You have a rack to die for and, God, I wish
I had your ass.” She stood and threw her napkin down on the table.
“Wait here.”

Sandy walked right up to the bar and slid up next to
Mr. Vecchio. Annabelle’s palms got sweaty again, her panties
started to dampen again, and she sucked in her breath. His deep
laugh sent a chill down her spine. His gaze met hers across the
room and she could have fainted right then and there. He smiled and
nodded at her, raising his drink in the air to her.

Sandy turned around and gave Annabelle a thumbs-up,
walking back to the table. Mr. Vecchio followed her, his drink in
his hand.

I’m going to be sick. I can’t believe she did it
and they’re coming over here, she thought.

“Annabelle, I want to introduce you to Marcus
Vecchio. Mr. Vecchio, this is my friend, and another one of your
employees, Annabelle.” Sandy slid into her seat.

“It’s nice to meet you, Annabelle. I want to thank
you for your help the other day. Do you mind if I sit here?” He
indicated the seat next to her, and then sat, scooting the chair
closer to her.

“It was nothing. Please, have a seat.” She scooted
her chair over, not chancing bumping into his large frame, afraid
she’d drool all over him. She glanced up at Sandy, whose beaming
smile said it all.

Annabelle listened to Sandy talk up a storm to
Marcus. On occasion, Sandy tried to drag Annabelle into the
conversation, but she just felt so old sitting next to them.

Finally, she grabbed her purse and started to look
for her keys. She needed to get home and pull out her trusty dildo
if she was going to get any writing done tonight. “If you two would
excuse me, I should really get going. I have a story to edit before
I go to bed.” She drank the rest of her eggnog and stuffed the last
bit of a French fry into her mouth.

“You’re a writer?” Marcus asked. His deep green eyes
settled on her and his hand landed on her knee, stopping her in her
tracks.

She glanced down at her leg, then back up at him. His
gaze turned up the heat and he started to smile. He knew he was
making her nervous, but continued to stroke her leg just under the
hem of her skirt. “Not really. I have two self-published stories,
but nothing in print yet,” she squeaked. She glanced over at Sandy
for help.

“Oh, don’t let her fool you. I’ve read those two
books and they’re hot! The first one she wrote is going to be
printed next week because she sold so many.” Sandy reached over the
table and tugged on her hair.

“Really? What kind of stories do you write?” Removing
his hand from her leg, he slid his arm around the back of her
chair, where he played with the back of her neck, sending chills
down her spine. She knew her nipples had hardened against her
blouse, but she didn’t dare look down to draw attention to them.
But his gaze drifted down to them anyway and his grin grew bigger
as his fingers tightened on her neck.

She fidgeted with her empty glass. “I’m sure it’s
nothing you would read. It’s just romance…” Shrugging her
shoulders, she tried to move his fingers, but he held on only to
massage the back of her neck.

“Really? Like Sherrilyn Kenyon, or Angela Knight?
Those are two of my favorite authors.” Marcus’ voice deepened,
which sent an electrical shock straight to her pussy.

“I’m not that good, but yes, something along those
lines—more erotic than romance.” Her cheeks started to heat and her
hands trembled.

The tall blond man who was with Marcus earlier came
over to their table. “Here you are. I come back from the restroom
and you are with two beautiful ladies.” He was a carbon copy of
Marcus, but with blond hair.

Oh, my God, two! Her gaze caught Sandy’s, who
laughed so hard she had tears slipping down her face. Annabelle’s
foot came up and kicked her in the shin, which made her laugh
harder.

“Okay, what’s so funny?” Marcus looked from Sandy to
Annabelle.

“Nothing, just something Annabelle said earlier.”
Sandy wiped her face with a napkin.

“Ladies, may I introduce my brother, Lance? Do you
mind if he joins us? Oh, you were going to go home. Can’t you stay
a little longer? I want to hear all about your stories and what was
so funny earlier.” His voice dipped down to a whisper as he took
her hand in his and kissed her knuckles. “Please. It’s Friday.”

A moan slipped out of her mouth before she could stop
it. “I suppose I can work on the story tomorrow night,” she
mumbled, and shifted in her chair.

“Good, let me get you more eggnog. Lance, come and
help me with the drinks. I need to ask you something anyway.
Ladies, we’ll be right back.” Marcus got up and Lance followed him
to the bar.

Annabelle gulped.

Sandy reached over and shoved her shoulder. “Look at
those asses. Boy, Marcus can’t keep his eyes off you. What is all
this shit about going home?” Sandy glared at her, tapping her nails
onto the table. “And don’t give me that crap about you being too
old.”

“I’m not like you, Sandy. Sure, I dream of having all
those things I say and write, but come on, I’ve been married and
I’m in the middle of a nasty divorce,” she whispered just in case
they overheard her.

“You’re so full of it, even Lance stared at you when
he walked up.” Her phone rang. “Hold on, that’s my cell.” She dug
through her purse and cursed.

Annabelle watched the men walk back to their table.
They moved as one. People moved out of their way as they strolled
through the crowd near the bar. Women turned to glance back at them
as they moved. She didn’t know why, but a slight bit of jealousy
ran through her. She knew it was insane, especially since she was
so out of their league.

Both Marcus and Lance pushed their chairs next to
hers, one on each side, and set their drinks down in front of them.
Their bodies crowded hers. “Is it getting hot in here or is this
eggnog going to my head?” She tried to laugh and fanned herself
with the menu again.

Sandy rolled her eyes as she listened to the other
person on the phone. Annabelle knew Sandy’s mom had interrupted
them again with one of her panic attacks. It never failed. Whenever
they planned an outing, her mother would come up with some excuse
to bring her home.

“Thank you.” Annabelle reached for her drink as
Marcus scooted it closer to her. Their fingers touched briefly and
an electric charge surged through her. Her gaze met his and he
smiled.

Sandy put down her phone and sighed. “Well, I hate to
do this, but Mom is having one of her panic attacks again. You guys
stay. Annabelle, I’ll see you tomorrow. We’re still on for
shopping, right?” Sandy slid on her coat without waiting for an
answer and grabbed the tickets, stuffed them in her purse. “Can’t
lose these now, can we? It was nice to finally meet you, Marcus.
Lance, I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to talk to you, but I’m sure
the both of you will keep my friend occupied. She has a habit of
hibernating at home.” Sandy laughed and headed towards the door
without looking back.

Annabelle’s stomach knotted and her face heated up
once again. She couldn’t believe Sandy had just left her high and
dry. “If you two have plans, you don’t have to worry about me. I
have that story waiting for me, anyway.” She tried to get up, but
Marcus stopped her once again by placing his hand on her
shoulder.

“Oh, no, you don’t. I want to hear all about this
story that’s coming out in print next week.” Marcus scooted closer
to her body and Lance slid his chair to the other side of her.
“Plus, I’d like to get to know you better. We both would.”

“There’s not much to tell.” She took a sip of her
drink. “Older woman meets a hunky young man, turns out he’s a
vampire. Then his brother shows up and he is also the woman’s mate.
Someone’s out to destroy her, then they come and rescue her.” Her
voice squeaked the last part.

“Really, a ménage? How interesting. Tell us a little
about yourself, Annabelle. How come we’ve never seen you at work?
Are you married?” Lance asked.

She turned and gazed into his intense eyes. “I work
in personnel, and I’m in the process of getting a divorce. That is,
if the weasel will sign the papers.” She chugged the last of her
drink. “Your company is big. I’m sure there are a number of
employees you haven’t met.” She noticed he also had deep green
eyes, but for some reason she knew he would be the more dangerous
one if crossed. Okay, where did that come from? I’ve got
to get out of here.

“You’re a free woman? You have no boyfriends?” Marcus
whispered in her ear, his lips almost pulling on her earlobe.

Heat rushed through her body as she turned to look at
him. “Well, I’m sort of free. No… there are no men in my life right
now.” Her hands fiddled with her cup.

“Have you ever met a vampire, Annabelle? Would you
like to meet one?” Lance asked. His hand gently slid on her knee
and traced underneath the trim of her skirt.

What were they doing? Her panties were soaked.
“No, I’ve never met any that I know of, but, yes, I would love to
meet one.” Her voice sounded strained even to her.

Lance pushed his hand further up under her skirt and
rubbed her thigh, making her jump, but he continued his journey
up.

“What if we were to tell you that we’re vampires, and
that we want you? Would you run away scared?” Marcus teased,
pulling her chin towards him and gazing into her eyes. “We want to
take you home with us tonight. I want to explore every inch of your
lush body.” His lips softly kissed hers.

Lance’s fingers rubbed against her damp panties.
“You’re wet. I can smell your sweet scent. Answer the question,
Annabelle.” He nibbled on the back of her neck. She couldn’t
believe they were doing this, right here in public. Did she want
a one-night stand with these two studs? Hell, yes! Eat your heart
out, Dave!

Leaning into Marcus’ kiss, her hands moved up his
chest and grasped onto his shirt. “Yes, make me forget for one
night. Give me the inspiration to write more stories,” she
whispered into Marcus’ mouth.

He slid his tongue inside her mouth, and held her
head in between his big hands while he devoured her. One of them
used their feet to spread her legs under the table, as Lance
slipped his long fingers under her panties, and pushed two digits
into her pussy.

“I can’t wait to taste your juices,” Lance said into
her neck, his fangs scraping her collarbone and sending a chill
down her spine. “But I want to see you come here, in a room full of
people. Let’s see how much control you have, shall we?” he
teased.

All she could do was moan. Marcus moved his body
closer to hers and blocked the bar patrons’ view of her. He yanked
her silk blouse out of her skirt and trailed his hand under it. His
large warm hands moved up to her breasts, molding them in his
hands. “Your breasts are so full, just right for us.” He grabbed
her nipple through her bra and pinched it. “Come on his hand for
us, Annabelle. Give us a taste of what is to come later.” Marcus
drew back and watched.

Juices slipped down to the crack of her ass. Lance
pushed three fingers into her pussy, hard-fucking her with his
hand. “Do you know what I’m going to do to you in the car? I’m
going to rip these panties off you, spread your legs, and fist you
all the way home while we suck your juices. Have you ever had a
man’s whole hand up your pussy, Annabelle? Marcus is going to
prepare that ass of yours for our cocks.” Lance bit down on her
neck. His fangs pierced her skin, and he drank from her.

His fangs, oh God, they were really vampires.

The noise from the bar faded to nothing, numbness
settled over her, and she gripped Marcus’ arms, her nails digging
into his arm as her body tensed up. Her cry would have been heard,
but Marcus covered her mouth again with his. Never had she had an
orgasm like this in her life. Her whole body shook. She wanted to
scream with joy, but she controlled herself. She never would have
thought having sex in public would turn her on so much, but then
again, she’d never been with two hot studs. “I can see you don’t
have much control, but that’s okay. We’ll take care of you.” Marcus
nipped her lip; a drop of blood dripped down her chin. Marcus
swirled his tongue across it. His gaze held hers. “You like the
thought of being seen in public. Good, we have many surprises for
you.”

Lance closed the holes in her neck with a flick of
his tongue, and removed his fingers from her pussy. “I’ll go pay
the bill and have the car pull up front.” He sucked on his fingers
before he got up, closing his eyes. “You taste of cinnamon and
apples, my favorites.” He kissed her lips and stood.

She barely heard him, but could taste herself on her
lips. Marcus nodded and pulled back as he rearranged her skirt and
blouse. “Do you think you can walk?” He smiled.

She nodded. “Give me a minute. Wow.” She gathered her
purse and reached for her coat, but Marcus grabbed it.

“You’ll not need this now. The limo is waiting and,
in case you don’t remember, you’ll be naked in two minutes. Do you
have a car here?” His lips grazed hers.

“Um, no. I walked.”

He stood, still holding her hand. He gently pulled
her out of her chair and wrapped his arm around her waist. “We’ll
bring you home tomorrow morning. I know you have plans with Sandy.”
He escorted her through the crowd of people and to the door leading
outside. Fresh snow covered the ground and the wind whipped around.
People walked past the doors as they waited.

Annabelle’s neck tingled where Lance had bitten her.
Never in her life had she let anyone touch her like that in public.
She’d never even slept with someone she’d just met, but for one
night she was willing to do anything to have her fantasy. My
early Christmas present to myself. Eat your heart out,
Dave.

A big black limo waited for them. The door to the
limo opened and Lance nodded to Marcus from inside it. Marcus
smiled down at her and moved her outside, blocking the wind from
her body. Lance patted the seat inside the car as he scooted over,
making room for them. Lance’s long legs stretched out in front of
him. Skimming her gaze up his legs, Annabelle couldn’t help but
notice his thick cock that stretched the black leather pants he
wore. Oh yeah, I am going to have fun. She licked her lips,
hoping for a chance to suck that cock.

Marcus groaned next to her. “Come on, Annabelle, it’s
time to make some of those stories come true.” He helped her to the
limo.

 


* * *

 


Marcus stared down at the dark-haired beauty in his
arms. He and Lance had been searching for their mate for more than
300 years. Who would have thought that she had been working for
them for the last five? He grinned, and his fangs poked out of his
mouth and caught his lower lip. “Annabelle.” Her name rolled off
his tongue like silk. Even his twin had a hard time not pouncing on
her the moment he’d drifted over to her table.

Now that they had found their mate, they had to make
sure nothing happened to her. They would have to be on guard 24
hours against their newest enemies, the demons, who had decided to
make a home in New York. Of all the worlds they could have come to,
they had to come to Earth. Twice in the past three weeks they had
killed four of their clan who had been trying to stir up trouble,
but so far he and Lance had kept the killings quiet, taking action
only when needed.

His brother scanned the street ahead of them and
nodded to indicate it was okay to proceed. Soon she would be
theirs, but first they needed to prepare her for the
transformation. Many humans died during the conversion, but he was
positive it would work for their mate. With their ancient blood
helping her, it would be quick and not drawn out, but they would
have to wait till after the first of the year. He sighed. Of all
times to find her, she had to show up when their free time was
scarce.


Chapter Two

 


Butterflies played racquetball in her stomach as warm
firm hands guided her to the limo door, which opened from the
inside. I can do this!

Lance held out his hand and smiled. “Are you ready to
live out your fantasies?” His deep and hypnotic voice only whetted
her appetite. “We promise to have you home tomorrow morning, for
now.”

“Annabelle!”

Her body tensed and she turned to glare at her
ex-husband. He stepped up to her and Marcus with his two bimbos
behind him. Dave was wearing his black leather bomber jacket zipped
partway, showing off his muscled chest, which she knew he was
displaying to impress the sluts behind him.

“What do you want, Dave? Haven’t you done enough?
Just leave me alone. I’m busy.” Her body shook and her voice
dripped with hatred, but she didn’t care. She rubbed her arms as a
gust of wind ran up her skirt, once again making her nipples
hard.

Dave’s gaze dropped down to her breasts and he licked
his lips. “Trying to show off those large nipples?” He laughed.
“Did you hire male prostitutes for the night? I know no sane man
would want to touch that fat body.”

Anger and embarrassment rushed through her, and she
flinched as if physically struck. For the last two years, Dave had
insulted her, trying to break her down, make her believe she was
nothing but a fat cow.

Marcus tightened his arm around her as Lance stepped
out of the limo and in front of her.

“What do you want, Dave? I won’t stand here and play
your little games with you.” She stepped out of Marcus’ arms and
stepped in front of him next to Lance, blocking his view of
Dave.

Dave stepped up in front of her. “I’ve contacted my
lawyer. It seems you held back the fact you have a new book coming
out. I deserve half of the profits. I had to support your fat ass
while you wrote it.” He wrapped his arms around the two bimbos he
lived with, flaunting them.

She turned around and faced Marcus and Lance, who
didn’t say a word. “I’m sorry our evening is ruined, but I won’t be
able to accompany you tonight.”

Turning, she glared at Dave, putting her hands on her
hips. “If you think for one minute you’re going to touch what
little I get from my book, think again, asshole. You’ve already
have the house. Be happy with that.” Her body flushed even though
the cold winter wind swirled around them. She would be damned if
she let the tears fall. She wouldn’t give Dave power over her
again.

Strong warm arms wrapped around her from behind.
Marcus held her against his body and wouldn’t let her move. Lance
stepped in front of her and hid her from Dave’s view, but she
peeked around his body.

“If we ever hear you insult Annabelle again, we will
ripe your throat out.” Muscles tightened in Lance’s back. His hand
wrapped around Dave’s throat. “You don’t want us as enemies. You
will leave her alone. I suggest you take your tramps and leave.”
Lance shoved Dave back and sent all three of them falling onto
their butts into the snow.

No one had ever stood up for her, expect her family.
“Lance, you don’t have to do this. Marcus, stop him. It’s not worth
it.” She looked back at Marcus, then at Lance, who turned to
her.

“I see we have more to work on than I thought.”
Lance’s eyes flared with fire. “You, my dear, will learn never to
doubt your self-worth.” He traced a finger down her cheek.

“Get in the limo, Annabelle. It’s time we start the
lessons now,” Marcus ordered and led her to the door.

She turned around and faced them. “Wait, what are you
talking about? Lessons? This was just a one-night stand. You know,
fantasy, erotic dreams. You don’t have to worry about me.” Her
words rambled on, but they ignored her. Marcus turned her back
towards the limo and pushed her into it, following her inside.
Lance crawled in behind them and closed the door. It was deathly
quiet as the limo took off down the street.

Annabelle squirmed in the leather seat. Both men sat
across from her and stared.

Marcus pulled off his jacket and rolled up his
sleeves. “For the first lesson, this is not a one-night stand. We
don’t do this every day, and even thinking we would deserves
punishment. Do you know anything of our kind, what mates are?”
Marcus pulled her onto his lap. He untied her braid and ran his
fingers through her long brown hair.

The thought of punishment raced through her body and
excited her like nothing else had. Would they spank her?

Lance started to unbutton her shirt. “Answer the
question, Annabelle. You already have one punishment coming. Don’t
make us punish you twice tonight.” He slipped her shirt off and
reached up, unsnapping the front clasp of her bra. His greedy eyes
gazed upon her large breasts. He pulled off the bra and reached
down to her skirt. Once again he slipped his fingers under the
hem.

She tried to cover herself, but Marcus pulled her
hands down, trapping them by her side. “Um, no, I don’t know much
about vampires. What are you doing, Lance?” She tried to move out
of Marcus’ lap, but he held her tight against his body.

Lance reached all the way up her skirt and pulled her
panties off. He brought them up to his nose and smelled them,
rubbing them against his face. “Your unique scent is driving me
nuts.” He stuffed the panties into his shirt pocket.
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