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CHAPTER ONE
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Joel stood naked at the window staring out at the Portland city skyline as he nursed his vodka. It was a far cry from the views he’d seen over his hundreds of years.

Roma. 

Spain.

Paris.

Even the icy world of Antarctica. He’d been to all corners of the world—not that he was a flat earther—but as the saying went, he’d been to as many places that were hospitable to his kind.

Vampires.

Still, here he was, in Maine to retrieve his mate. The female who was fated to be his. The female his twin brother, Marcus, had taken from him.

Who’d taken his job, his destiny from him all those hundreds of years ago.

They were no longer identical. As soon as it was available in modern times, Joel had changed his appearance with surgery. Not a lot. Just enough to stop the are you SLC Marcus Vecchia? from all his adoring fans.

No, he fucking wasn’t. 

Okay, fine, if the female was hot enough, he might have said yes, a time or two. Or ten.

Hundred.

Times.

Whatever. He was owed a lot more than that.

Joel swirled the clear liquid in his glass and then turned to take in the naked human woman splayed out on his hotel bed. 

She’d passed out after her third orgasm. 

Joel had enjoyed her far more than he’d expected to. Her moans were sexy as hell, and the way her cheeks lit up strawberry pink while she came sent a chain of reactions down his spine and directly to his cock.

Which is why he’d flipped her over in the end.

It was Charlotte’s face he’d wanted to see parting her lips and panting as he filled her with his hot, sticky seed. 

Not...err...the manager of the hotel.

Whatever the hell her name was. 

It didn’t matter. Joel would be gone in a few days, and while he was already planning to enjoy one more taste of the little hotel manager before he claimed Charlotte and returned to Paris, he’d likely never think of her again.

Forty-eight hours.

That’s how long he had given Marcus to return Charlotte earlier this evening. Finding them out the back of the Moretti castle after the king’s oath ceremony had been serendipitous. 

But that’s how fate worked.

Charlotte had looked stunning. 

Her toned human body had only strengthened since becoming a vampire. Because of him. Her muscles toned and powerful with just the right amount of feminine curve.

She’d be a worthy bed partner, and he was eager to finish what they had started when they met.

Joel had offered her the vampire life and she had accepted it. Well, it wasn’t quite that simple. Charlotte had been shot by an out-of-control cokehead - or maybe it was heroine. Either way, the guy was tanked, and Joel had intervened. 

Why? He didn’t know. 

Vampires learned early in life to let humans fuck each other up. You couldn’t save all of them and he wasn’t Superman. Well, they were closer to Superman than any other species on the planet. Except humans weren’t aware of their kind, so it was an unwritten rule they couldn’t show or tell the world what they were.

Unless that human was your mate.

Then, inevitably, you would change them into a vampire and bond. You could bond, but not completely until the other was a vampire. 

Of course, Joel had no idea Charlotte was his mate when he vamp sped into the parking lot and saved her life. It had been mostly instinct. At least that’s what he’d told himself over and over when he thought about what pulled him to that part of town, on that night, past that street.

Yet he had. 

Or perhaps it was fate.

It had to be.

And once he’d tasted her and she had begun transitioning, the pull intensified, and he’d used all his willpower to not touch her. He wanted her awake and reactive to his mouth and cock. 

Then she’d opened her eyes and what happened over the following days had been unforgettable. Joel had planned to bond with her, give her time to adjust, then he’d got the call his parents were dead, and he had to return to Italy to tend to their estate.

He’d left Charlotte money, expecting to return in a few days. Instead, he’d been delayed, and when he returned she was gone.

Joel had searched high and low for her. 

His internet search records showed that she had been on VampNet—which he had left details for her to connect to—and so he knew she had some information about their race and how things worked.

Otherwise, she was out in the world on her own. He was worried and unfulfilled. 

Fine, he was horny.

Joel was determined to find her. 

Until he didn’t.

Then one day, not long ago, her face appeared on his screen, at the last place he expected to find her. On VampNet as a competitor in the Vampire Games. Then he learned via the gossip chat section that Charlotte was his brother’s fucking mate.

Wrong.

She was his.

Whether it was a matter of genetics, Joel wasn’t sure. And frankly, not interested. He had met her first. He had changed her. Charlotte was his.

Joel had demanded her return.

But he wasn’t an asshole; he knew this would be a shocking revelation for them both, so he’d given them forty-eight hours to come to terms with it and say goodbye.

Rather nice of him.

Just then, the sexy blonde hotel manager in his bed let out a little mewl, the sheet shifting to expose her breast. 

Gorgeous small breasts they were too.

His cock hardened again and stood to attention, and Joel tossed back the vodka and stalked toward the bed. He didn’t waste good liquor or the opportunity to slide into a nice wet pussy.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Quinn’s eyes flickered and then shot open as she felt the bed move around her and a body crawl over her.

“Ready for round two?” the deep masculine voice asked her. His arms caged her in, and she responded by pressing on his shoulders. 

Muscular, delicious shoulders.

Oh lord, this man was hot.

And they’d just had the most aerobic and erotic sex of her life. Round two? She wasn’t sure her body was ready. 

Then again, the feel of his huge body against her and the way she was already hot and moist again—or was that still?—told her otherwise.

Still, she was on the clock.

“I’m supposed to be working,” Quinn said. “How long have I been asleep?” 

She might be the manager, but she still had to do her job. Disappearing into a guest’s bedroom—a tall, dark, and handsome guest all the girls had been talking about—was not done. 

Quinn reported to the head office in New York City. She’d worked hard to get this promotion and wasn’t about to mess it up.

“Twenty minutes at a guess,” he responded. 

His eyes. The green was incredible. God, he was gorgeous. 

Power flowed off him in ways Quinn found hard to explain. Not just because he was large and muscular, it was a dominance that she found intoxicating. 

Obviously, considering she was lying underneath him instead of doing her weekly spreadsheets.

He’d propositioned her in the elevator and then basically helped himself to her. Which sounded like a victim statement, but while she had felt powerless to say no when he’d kissed her against the wall, she had no desire to decline.

None whatsoever.

Quinn had seen him the moment he’d arrived at the LUXUS Hotel the night before—her and all the women in the lobby including guests and some men—and when he’d got his swipe card for the penthouse, he’d gathered his things and appeared to be about to turn and walk away, when he looked directly at her.

And the corner of his lips slightly lifted into what she thought was a smile.

But looked more like a promise to eat her alive.

Which he had just followed through on.

Not the worst day at work. Or rather, night. Quinn was working the night shift at the moment. It helped her save on heating costs if she worked in the evenings. Helping to pay for her mom’s medical costs was taxing, but she wouldn’t change it for the world.

And she had to keep this job. 

Still, it had been hard to say no to the six-foot-four, green-eyed man who looked like an Italian fashion model had had a baby with Superman.

Having seen him naked, she could confirm Superman was ripped underneath and had one of those sexy-as-hell Vs that pointed to the party place.

And what a party it had been.

A flush hit her cheeks. 

“What are you thinking about?” he asked.

“I don’t know your name.” She realized, then recalled his surname, but that was it. Only because it was so unique, and she thought it quite beautiful.

Léandre.

“Is it necessary?” he asked, lowering his mouth and sucking on her nipple.

Holy hell. 

She wasn’t sure her body was capable of yet another orgasm. Tonight, she’d had more than in the last six months. 

“Don’t you want to know mine?” Quinn asked, running her hands along the curve of his bicep.

“No.” Pluck.

Oh, God. Her nipples were incredibly sensitive.

“I need to go back to work.” She moaned as his hand nudged her legs wide and slid its way up to her wet core. 

It wasn’t just her—his come was still leaking out of her as she’d fallen asleep straight after. She had planned to get up and leave, but her eyelids had grown heavy and the old I’ll just rest my eyes for five minutes trick had caught her out.

“I’m not done with you yet.” Two thick fingers pressed through her folds and then sharply inside her. 

“Jesus,” Quinn cried. 

The side of his lips curled up, and the darkness she sensed in him appeared. Run. But she couldn’t. She was powerless to stop him.

“Fuck my fingers,” he growled as he thrust in faster. “I want to see the pretty blush on your cheeks again as you cry out.”

His mouth dropped to her breast again, sucking hard, plucking, and popping them as if they were nothing more than a plaything.

Was it terrible that she loved it? 

Quinn had never had a rough lover but now that she had, holy hell, she was never going to be satisfied with standard sex again.

“Harder, harder,” she cried, arching her back and eagerly chasing more from him. 

Those eyes lifted to hers, blazing with hunger. With a speed she could barely explain, she found herself lifted and straddling his body as he lowered her over his cock.

“Change of plans, hotel girl, you’re fucking my cock,” he said. 

Quinn was about to respond to the derogatory name he’d given her when his fat head pressed against her pussy. 

Then she forgot her own name.

He gripped her neck, thrust his hips up, and his cock filled her. “Scream for me.” 

Oh, my fucking God! 

“Scream as I fuck you and let me see these little tits of yours bounce,” he growled.

Jesus.

Work could wait a few more minutes.

Then Quinn needed to find out when this man was checking out. Her body might crave him like her next breath, but the shiver running through her veins said he was incredibly dangerous.

––––––––
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER, Joel slid into his boxers and poured another glass of vodka as the human dressed.

“Well, it was... nice to meet you,” she said as he sipped his drink and smirked at her.

He could scent her fear. Fear and pleasure.

“Did we meet?” he asked, and she frowned at him. 

“What do you mean?” she said.

“You still don’t know my name and I don’t know yours,” Joel said.

She lifted the name badge on her jacket, and he glanced down. “My name is Quinn. Quinn Walker. Not hotel girl.” 

Ah, so she did have a little spice in her.

Nice. 

But then again, she had been a little vixen in bed, so he wasn’t surprised. But he also didn’t want to encourage her. If he wanted to fuck her again, he would seek her out.

She was offended he hadn’t taken more interest in her as a person. 

That wasn’t happening. 

“I’m the manager here,” Quinn continued as she walked into the bathroom and tidied her hair. 

Wow. A hotel manager. Whipity-fucking-do. I’ve met kings and presidents, sweetheart. I’m not impressed by your little hotel job.

“Then I thank you for making my stay here enjoyable so far.” Joel smirked to himself, as he took another sip and turned to look out over the view. 

He heard her footsteps with his acute vampire hearing and knew she was standing behind him. 

Whatever she was waiting for, she wasn’t getting it.

“I assume you know your way out,” he said, glancing at her reflection in the glass. 

“Goodbye, Mr. Léandre,” Quinn said, and the coldness in her voice had his brows lifting slowly. 

He watched her reflection as she made her way across the hotel suite and opened the door. Once it closed behind her, with that muted thud, Joel turned and stared at the empty space.

Something tightened in his chest.

Maybe he’d been too much of an asshole. Maybe he was growing a conscience? Or perhaps it was the nearness of his mate that was melting his cold heart. 

For a moment, he’d felt something akin to guilt for his rudeness.

That had never happened before.

Interesting.
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CHAPTER THREE
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“Charlotte, settle down. He’s a broken person,” Marcus said. “You’re a powerful Moretti warrior, surrounded by powerful warriors. If he shows back up again, I’ll break his fucking neck if I have to.”

No one was taking his mate.

Not even his brother.

“I can break his neck,” Charlotte snapped, still pacing the room.

Well, that was true.

Maybe.

His brother looked far more bulked up and powerful than he had the last time he’d seen him, over six hundred years ago. It had been the sixteen hundreds in Italy where they had grown up. 

Joel had also looked far more alive than he was expecting him to be. Marcus had believed his brother to be dead all these centuries.

His twin brother.

Who now looked...well, different. 

Clearly, he’d had some adjustments made to his appearance—which, whatever, he had no opinion about that—but it explained why, in modern times, Joel had not been identified by any vampires. 

Not because Marcus was looking for him.

As an SLC in the Moretti royal army—a senior lieutenant commander—Marcus was one of the most recognized vampires on the planet.

Marcus, Kurt, Tom, and Lance were the original members of the SLC team. Now Ben, Alex, Darnell, and Tristan had joined the team in an effort to grow their senior ranks in the face of the threat facing their race.

Human beings were about to discover their existence. Already dozens of them knew and had been causing trouble for their kind. But it was about to blow up in their face.

Which was what Marcus should be focusing on instead of his insane brother—who was alive—showing up and staking a claim on his fucking mate.

He’d mated Charlotte just months earlier after being her trainer in the Vampire Games. 

There was no doubt in either of their minds they were mates. They were completely, one hundred percent bonded.

“Why does he think I’m his mate?” Charlotte asked. 

Marcus shook his head. “So, are you sure he’s the guy who changed you?”

“Yes.” She nodded and sat on the edge of the windowsill. Then she narrowed her eyes at him. “It was odd seeing you in the same place at the same time. I see the resemblance now, but it never occurred to me that Joel was your brother.”

“Well, you were infatuated with me.” Marcus shrugged. 

“Not now.” She frowned.

Okay, true, his timing was off.

But for the record, she had been.

“So, my twin changed you into a vampire. What are the damn chances?” Marcus said. “You have to agree, this is weird.”

They stared at each other across the room.

“Just ask,” Charlotte said, shaking her head.

No.

He didn’t want to know.

Okay, yes, he wanted to fucking know. But if she said she’d slept with Joel, Marcus was going to hunt him down, then rip his cock off.

“Ask!” she cried.

“Fine. Did you sleep with Joel?” he growled.

“No,” Charlotte said. “No, I didn’t sleep with him. But...”

Oh, Jesus.

“If you sucked his cock and say it out loud, I swear to God, Charlotte—” Marcus started.

“Just stop,” she said, then went quiet.

Shit. 

So, something sexual had gone on between them, even if she didn’t take his cock.

Images of Charlotte sucking Joel’s cock were glued to the inside of his eyeballs. The next minute, she flew across the room and gripped his arms.

“Marcus! Look, I need to understand this. Let’s focus on that. I wasn’t with you then, so it’s past tense, okay? I’ve only been a vampire for a short time, so I need to know if it’s possible for twins to share a mate.”

They were both stressed and dealing with him showing up and claiming her. Marcus was trying, but he hated the new information filling up his brain.

The bits where his brother’s hands had been on his mate. Past or fucking present.

But was there a link between twins and mates? Good question.

“I don’t know. I’ve never heard of it. But that doesn’t mean it can’t happen. Just as you did with me, though, you must have a choice. He can’t just fucking take you. He’s insane,” Marcus said.

Charlotte let out a sigh, and he pulled her into his arms. 

It had been twenty-four hours since Joel’s supposed deadline. How dare he threaten them. Did his brother think he would allow him to rock up tomorrow and take her?

Fuck that. 

He must be clinically insane. 

First, that wasn’t how the mating bond worked. He couldn’t be separated from her. Second, he would kill anyone who tried. 

End of story.

He didn’t know who Joel was anymore. As a kid he had been spoiled and taught he could have whatever he wanted.

So, this tracked.

And this time, he would not get away with it.

“I have to get to work,” Marcus said, lifting her chin. “I will sort this out. I promise.”

Charlotte nodded. 

“I love you, my little warrior.” He kissed her lips.

“Love you too.” 

Marcus left his earlier question unanswered, but it was enough for him to know there had been a sexual relationship of sorts between them, and it made him far more nervous than if he just thought Joel was a lunatic.

––––––––
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MARCUS WALKED INTO the operations room and found only Craig and Brayden there. Not surprising, given he was a few minutes early for their SLC team meeting.

“Hey,” he said, walking to the front of the room and grabbing an apple out of the fruit bowl. “This is new.”

He tossed the apple in the air and then took a bite.

“Brianna decided we should eat healthier,” Craig said, tossing some almonds into his mouth.

“Who’s in charge around here?” Marcus laughed. “Brianna—”

“Willow,” Brayden and Craig both said simultaneously.

He laughed and took another bite of the apple.

“So, your brother,” the prince said, unzipping his black Moretti jacket and tossing it on the desk.

Marcus shook his head. 

“Apparently so. Talk about a mind fuck,” he replied. “Did you overhear the entire conversation, or were you distracted with Casey’s father?”

Alex, one of their newest SLCs, had mated with Charlotte’s best friend, Casey. She was also a warrior in the king’s army. Her father had shown up the night before to attempt to take her home. There was a history of abuse there, and so a bunch of them, including the prince, had gone outside to intervene and support her.

The road ahead would be bumpy as she separated from her abusive family, but Marcus knew Alex would support and protect her with his life.

As all vampire males would.

As he would Charlotte.

“I was distracted. Does he want to join up now?” Brayden asked, raising a brow.

A fair enough question even though Marcus let out a dry laugh. 

Over four hundred years ago, Marcus had spent months training Joel to try out for the coveted SLC position. On the day of, he never showed. He’d been twelve-inches deep inside a woman and distracted.

Their father had forced Marcus to go to the Moretti castle and pretend to be his, then, identical twin. 

He’d been successful.

But the prince had known he wasn’t Joel.

Not much got past Brayden Moretti.

He’d returned home, proud and happy with his success, sure his father would share in his joy. A stupid assumption given he’d always been treated as spare parts to his brother. 

The response he’d received had been heartbreaking, to say the least. 

Joel had accused him of stealing what was his. 

His father demanded he give the position to his brother—as if it was his decision and not the prince’s. 

He’d left that day, only to return once more a while later. Which was when his father had told him Joel was dead. 

Clearly a fucking lie.

“No. He wants Charlotte,” Marcus replied.

“The fuck?” Craig said, choking on his nuts and coughing.

Brayden frowned and crossed his arms. “What he said.”

Marcus nodded.

“He seems to think Charlotte is his mate. As it turns out, he transitioned her,” he explained.

“Jesus,” Craig said, dropping into his chair and propping his feet up on the desk. 

Brayden shook his head. “I’m speechless. Actually, no I’m not. Where does he get that fucking idea from?”

The fact she was a human once wasn’t public knowledge. She’d lied on her application to join the royal army and it had come to light during the Vampire Games. The king had eventually forgiven her—long story—and asked them to keep it under wraps. 

Craig had been updated because he’s the commander.

Marcus shrugged. “They were intimate. But he left her, as you know. So that’s hardly the actions of a bonding male. He thinks he’s returning tomorrow to retrieve her from me. I’ll be honest, I’m not sure how to deal with this. He’s my brother but I grieved his death years ago. Now I just want to kill the fucker.”

“So, he thinks he’s going to walk inside the castle grounds and demand a warrior of the king’s army go with him. A mated female.” Brayden smirked.

“I’d literally pay to watch Charlotte deal with him,” Craig said. 

Marcus smiled.

But it wasn’t that straightforward.

“She’s mad but confused like the rest of us. Bray, she asked me to find out if there have ever been any double mates with twins.” 

The prince tilted his head, thinking.

“Not that I can recall, but we don’t keep track of these things. Ari might know.” 

Ari Moretti was the only living original vampire left on the planet. He was over fifteen hundred years old. If anyone knew, the prince was right, Ari would.

“Thanks,” Marcus said, turning as the other SLCs began piling into the room.

“Bro,” Darnell said, punching Alex in the arm. “Let it go. I beat you fair and square.” 

“Cheating isn’t fair and fucking square, asshole,” Alex said, shaking his head. “Tomorrow. This time with the broadsword.”

Darnell shrugged, all cocky. 

“You know he’s a trained assassin, right?” Ben asked, flopping down into a seat and kicking out his boots. 

Darnell winked at him.

“It’s your funeral,” Ben warned. 

“I thought your poison was a long-range rifle?” Darnell asked, looking less confident.

Alex slowly smiled. “If I wanted to kill you. I could do it with a paperclip.”

Marcus let out a laugh. Being around the warriors always lifted his spirits.

This crap with his brother would be resolved soon. He was sure of it.

“Jesus. Let’s get started,” Brayden said, as the last of the enormous warrior bodies arrived. 

He noticed Ari wasn’t here, but he was in the castle somewhere and would find him later. At the very least, he could give Charlotte some peace of mind.

And himself. 
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Joel stretched his body as he woke later that day. The reason he’d chosen this hotel was for its thick vampire-approved drapes. Thanks to the owners.

Daylight would kill him.

Which was a nuisance.

He slid his hand under the covers and gripped his cock, stroking it. Instantly it thickened as visions of the hotel manager—Quinn—came to mind.

Why was he thinking about her? Charlotte was his mate.

Likely because he’d tasted more of Quinn.

Joel had tasted Charlotte. He just hadn’t penetrated her. Whether she remembered everything they’d done, he didn’t know, but she remembered enough. 

That he was sure of.

She’d still been transitioning when he first craved her. A light sheet covered her as the fever raged, and beads of sweat sprinkled her skin. Joel had been sponging her forehead, her neck, her shoulders, fighting the urge to tug the sheet down further. He lost the fight. Her breasts were exposed to his watering mouth.

Joel had known it was wrong when his fingers brushed over her nipple, but as Charlotte arched into him, he’d continued circling her areola. 

Sharing blood was an aphrodisiac for some vampires. For Joel, it made him hard as fuck. So, as he continued the transition and gave her his blood, biting his wrist, having her suck on his vein, and those breasts begging to be licked, well, he’d simply had to.

Charlotte was nearly through the transition the first time his mouth had lowered, his heart pounding at the forbidden thought, and lapped at the hard pink nub. 

He’d planned to be gentle, but that wasn’t his way. As soon as her flesh hit his tongue, that had been it. His body had flared to life, and he’d known.

Charlotte was his.

His hands had landed on her waist, his mouth still on her breast, as he maneuvered and prepared to mount her. Something had stopped him, knowing that was going a step too far.

When his eyes had lifted, still suckling on her nipple, Charlotte was staring at him. A moan escaped her lips. He released the nub, letting his tongue slide out and lap at it while she watched him.

It was so fucking hot.

His fingers had dug into her waist in a bid for her to beg him. She didn’t yet know what she was, but part of becoming a vampire was the increased sexual drive. 

“What am I?” she had asked. 

Mine.

“You’re like me now,” Joel had said, sitting up and towering over her. “Do you like how it feels?”

She writhed under him. “Yes,” she croaked.

Joel’s hand moved over her flat, toned stomach slowly, not wanting to startle her. Not wanting to end this arousing moment between them.

He had felt her body tremble, but she never glanced away. 

“Spread for me. Let me show you the wonder of what you have become.”

Charlotte’s thighs parted at his nudge, and when he slipped his fingers into her feminine flesh, they both let out a gasp.

“Fuck you’re wet, little one,” Joel moaned. “For me.”

She bit her lip, closing her eyes as his fingers spread the moisture around, knowing the arousal it was creating, and then found her clit.

A moan escaped her.

“Feel the pleasure now available to you,” he purred, leaning to suck her nipple again. “Allow your body to show you what it can be.”

“Please,” Charlotte mewled.

He grinned, letting her see his fangs. A gasp escaped her as she arched needily into his hand. 

“Tell me what you want.”

“More, I need...”

“You need my fingers inside you?” Joel had growled.

“Yes,”

He suckled on her nipple as his thumb rubbed that hard spot, his fingers circling her entrance.

“I will give you what you want. If you let me taste you,” Joel said. “Let me put my mouth on you and feast on your juices.”

Charlotte thrust against his hand. 

“Yes,” she cried, almost insanely.

Joel threw off the sheet that was half covering her and palmed the inside of her thighs, widening her as far as she would go, then his mouth slammed down over her pussy.

She screamed.

Mine.

God, she was heaven.

Sweet as a peach and incredibly sensitive. Charlotte’s orgasm exploded on his tongue moments later.

She’d continued to sleep and take blood from him for days after. Joel pleasured her, but never with his cock. He wanted her fully lucid when they shared that moment.

He’d never forgotten the way she tasted.

Great, now he had both memories in his mind, making his cock hard. His strokes sped up as he widened his thick thighs and tossed the sheets off. Joel glanced at his cock as he circled it with his fist and imagined both women before him. Their mouths open, eager to lick the pre-come from his fat head.

God, that would be hot.

Two of them.

It wouldn’t be the first time he’d had multiple lovers, and perhaps if Charlotte proved to be open-minded, he would continue it.

This one-person commitment was bullshit.

You could love one and still fuck many.

Joel lifted a leg, his foot flat on the sheets, and increased his strokes, as the imaginary Charlotte took his cock in her mouth, and he instructed Quinn to crouch between her legs and lick her pussy.

Jesus Christ.

He nearly came right there and then.

How could he make that vision a reality? 

The idea of hotel girl—fuck, Quinn—licking and sucking on Charlotte’s clit, while she had his cock down her throat, gagging as he gripped her throat...

Fuck.

Threads of come spurt from the end of his dick, as his hips arched off the bed.

Yes, fuck.

Joel let out a loud moan as he milked the rest of his orgasm. 

God.

He lay staring at the wall, wiping his hand on the sheets. Thankfully, they’d be changed, after the action they’d seen in the past twenty-four hours.

He’d spent the night replying to emails and doing some work, then crashed as the sun rose. As an art dealer, Joel was constantly alert to opportunities. Then again, he’d been doing it a long time. Knowing some of the masters throughout the last few centuries helped. His knowledge was unlike any other.

Humans, at least.

His famous art gallery in Paris was run by Margot Toussaint—a woman he trusted who had worked for him for over thirty years. 

He’d fallen into the industry and business, eventually, when his father had kicked him out. Calling him a shame on the family and useless. Among many other choice words.

Joel had very few skills back then, having been pampered during his early life. But he knew how to charm, and he knew how to drink the best whiskeys and smoke the best cigars.

Oh, and how close a deal.

All-important skills.

The first piece of art he’d sold he had stolen. Joel wasn’t proud, but he’d literally left with his knapsack and a knob of bread his mother had shoved in his arms. 

Piece by piece, he grew his name and reputation. 

A name he had changed.

Hundreds of years later, Galerie Léandre was a multi-million-dollar art gallery in the heart of Paris with an international trading arm. 

He’d taken the name Léandre, meaning lion man, when he learned of the Greek myth, which tells the tale of the priestess Hero and Leander falling in love. Leander drowns during a storm, but he isn’t left to die alone. Hero throws herself into the sea and together they pass on to the other side.

It spoke to his pain of abandonment by his family.

So, Joel Léandre he became. 

And wealthy. He had more money than one man would need many times over. Hundreds of millions of dollars. It provided him with the lifestyle he enjoyed and choice.

Lots of choice.

From how he spent his time, to the women in his bed, and everything in between.

Money wasn’t freedom, as some thought. It provided choice.

A knock at the door interrupted his thought. Joel climbed out of bed and grabbed a towel. Wrapping it around himself, he walked to the door and opened it.

“Room service, sir,” a young hotel employee said, glancing at his chest and blushing. The boy must’ve been no older than twenty-three. It was hard to guess ages when you were as old as he was.

Still, he was old enough to bend over and fuck.

They were often the tightest.

“Come in,” Joel said, happy his order from earlier in the day had been delivered at the right hour. He took a step back and let him inside.

He gazed at the boy’s tight black pants as he walked to his wallet on the side cabinet and pulled out a tip.

“Is there anything else I can help you with, sir?” the boy asked as he positioned the trolley near the wall.

Joel held out a ten-dollar note and waited for him to walk over and take it. Ah, he noted by the way the boy moved. He was a vampire.

Excellent.

“Perhaps tomorrow.” He smirked, holding the boy’s stare to send the unspoken message: I will happily fuck your ass if you keep blushing like that.

After his masturbation vision, Joel intended to seek out Quinn and fuck that mouth of hers. If she wasn’t available, then this young vampire would do nicely.

“I’ll be here. My name is Duncan,” he said with a twist of his lips that made it more than clear he was willing. If only he hadn’t masturbated just minutes ago, he would get the boy on his knees right now.

Yet he’d have no trouble hardening for Quinn.

Pussy trumped cock. It always had for him.

“Good,” Joel said, nodding and casting his eyes over him, then walked him to the door and shut it behind him.

Oh, well. Duncan might be a good addition if he felt like adding bodies at some point, or a backup if Quinn wasn’t around.

Choices. 

Rich people had them.

Joel showered and dressed in a pair of black Armani pants and a black shirt, then headed down to the lobby. As he walked through the hotel, he found himself searching for Quinn.

By the time he was stepping outside, his jaw was tight.

Where was she?

“Evening, sir. Can I get you a cab or will you be walking?” the doorman asked.

Joel turned to the man, but out of the corner of his eye, something caught his attention. 

Quinn Walker.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Quinn climbed out of the car as she grabbed her purse and ran across the road. She was nearly late for work and given she was the manager, it was totally unacceptable. But she’d found it difficult to get to sleep today after her night shift.

And the extracurricular activities she had partaken in.

Also known as fucking a guest.

A crude word to use, but Joel Léandre had fucked Quinn like she was a whore. And she’d loved it.

Now, she felt ashamed.

She’d never had sex like that. Never. It had been raw and powerful and terrifying.

Also, utterly incredible.

Mr. Léandre, whose name was Joel according to his booking details, was the most dangerous and masculine man she had ever seen. Or certainly had sex with.

She wasn’t going to forget about it anytime soon, and today had been no different. Not with the feel of his hands, mouth, and cock still on every inch of her. So, she’d lain in bed, her body throbbing from his rough treatment, wet and wanting more.

All the while, shame had whispered and taunted her.

Then she finally fell asleep, and Quinn had struggled to open her eyes when her alarm had buzzed. She’d pushed snooze a dozen times until finally her body woke her. She’d been dreaming of him. Her nipples were hard as rocks and her thighs were wet.

Ugh. 

What a slut.

With her jacket thrown over her arm, she waited for the cars to pass and then totally jaywalked across the road and over to the LUXUS Hotel.

Running up the steps, she glanced at the entrance, then down at her jacket when she thought she felt it slip. Stupid move. Her heel caught on something on the ground and Quinn found herself tripping and heading headfirst into the stone steps. 

Oh, fuc—

Large hands caught her, and Quinn let out a cry. A dangerously handsome smirk greeted her.

“Sir, how did you—” Roger, the doorman, said.

“I won’t need that cab,” Joel said roughly, not taking his eyes off her. 

“Thank you,” Quinn said, attempting to move out of his arms, but Joel refused to release her, his eyes sliding down her body.

“Keep blushing like that, and I’m going to ask for a repeat service,” he growled quietly.

And cue her face heating like a sauna.

“Joel, please,” she said, nudging her shoulder up to encourage him. 

God, her staff would see this. She glanced around and, yup, the women in reception were watching as if it was a Netflix special. When she returned her eyes to his, they were dark and hungry. 

Suddenly, he released her and took a step away.

“No need to beg, although it does make things sweeter.” He winked, then leaned in. “I will be home later and can take care of those.”

Quinn glanced down and saw her nipples were poking holes through her white LUXUS Hotel shirt.

Her face got hotter and now it annoyed her. He was making fun of her, and it was one thing in private, but not out here in public. At her workplace.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” She cleared her voice and took a step back as Roger gave them a weird look and then wandered away. It was unlikely he’d heard Joel, but still, she was upset by his behavior.

“Tell me you’re not wet right now,” Joel said. 

“Sir. Joel. Mr. Léandre,” Quinn said sharply, then lowered her voice. “I need to get to work. You can’t manhandle me like that. What happened last night was a one-off.”

She marched past him after leaving him with a pointed look. With every step she took, she felt his eyes burning on her back.

Finally, he spoke.

“Ms. Walker,” Joel said darkly, and she slowed.

Quinn turned, finding him at least ten yards away, and took in his confident pose. Hands in his pockets, sleeves rolled up his arm. A dark and determined look in his eyes.

There was a complete and utter stillness about him, which said he always got what he wanted.

“I’ll decide that,” Joel said, then slowly walked down the front entrance steps and out into the night.

Shit.

Who was this man?

––––––––
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QUINN LET OUT A PRIVATE moan and ignored the quiver at her core as she walked into the staff cafeteria. She dropped her bag on the kitchen bench and pulled out the plastic container, which held leftovers from her lunch, and placed it in the refrigerator. 

That would be her dinner tonight.

As she closed the door, Quinn groaned inwardly and forced a smile on her face.

“Dede, hi.”

“Good evening, Ms. Walker. I was wondering if you were coming in tonight.” Dede smiled. 

Bitch.

First, up until she had been promoted, Dede had called her Quinn. Secondly, she’d been two minutes early, not ten minutes late. 

Usually, she was thirty minutes early and, more to the point, Quinn was the damn manager of this hotel. It was an incredibly odd thing to say to your boss, anyway.

But this is what Dede did since missing out on the promotion. Quinn had been the successful applicant and since that day, Dede had become her nemesis. She didn’t miss an opportunity to call her out on anything, whether that be a spelling error, a missed meeting, or an issue with a guest.

Worse, she made sure everyone heard about it.

“Then wonder no longer, Dede. I am here. As I am for every shift. Can I help you with something?” Quinn asked, grabbing her handbag and walking out of the cafeteria and down the hallway toward her office.

“Yes,” Dede stated.

Here we go.

“I’m trying to work out these new rosters, but it’s impossible. All these night-shift requests and new recruits—it’s absolutely impossible. You need to approve some new people numbers, or we will have to move them onto day shifts.”

Quinn rolled her eyes, which she could do as she had her back to Dede as she unlocked her office. Pushing inside, she flicked on the light and walked around the desk.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png
TR
WAMPIRE'S
EANSE





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.png
o
D d
o=y
MORETTI
BLOOD BROTHERS
(————





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png
TR
WAMPIRE'S
EANRE





