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Author’s Note: 

When this story was originally written it featured Anywn and Galen from the Vehicle City Vampires series. But it didn’t fit into the first book that took place around and during Halloween. So I changed names and details and submitted it as a standalone short to Xcite.

I received the rights to the story back and was in the process of updating and doing some edits to republish and realized it would now fit in perfectly as a Vehicle City Vampires short story because book two of the series is set during February.  So new edits to replace some of the old details and make it fit in between books 1 and 2.

The events in this story take place between book one, Hex and the Single Witch, and  book two, Hex and the City.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Fangs for the Holidays



[image: ]




I WALKED INTO GALEN's apartment. Before I could shrug off my coat and hang it up, he was all over me. Hands were everywhere and he was...sniffing me?

"You smell so amazing...like cinnamon and sugar, warm vanilla spices and apples. What have you been doing? Did you spend the day in a bakery? I want to lick you and taste you and just eat you up. Oh my god, Anwyn you have no idea how good you smell."

"Whoa, calm down there big guy. Sheath the fangs. Nobody's nibbling on anyone right now; I just walked through the door." I giggled and playfully pushed Galen away. If you didn’t know that he was a big bad vampire you would think he was your average, playful, fun loving guy.  Okay, perhaps not average, he was too beautiful to be average. Tall, well muscled but not bulky, long black hair, blue green eyes, and a strong jawed chiseled bone structure that would make a statue weep. 

“I didn't think food excited you. You don't even need to eat food." I puzzled as I hung up my coat and kicked off my boots. The spicy rich aroma of vanilla and cinnamon swirled in the air. “It smells pretty good in here, too. Candles?”

"Yes, candles. I was setting the mood and getting into the holiday spirit. And I can eat. You know that. We’ve shared plenty of pizzas. I just don't need to. Food hasn’t excited me in decades, yet you smell mouthwatering. I remember that, once upon a time, I loved to nibble and savor the exquisite taste of something really delicious...like you, right now." He waggled his eyebrows as he growled playfully. Then he started nipping at my shoulder and suggestively rubbing against my body, "Why do you smell so good, Anwyn?" His eyes glowed green and I could see a hint of fang in his mouth, which meant he was either aroused or hungry...or both.
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