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When destiny becomes reality...
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Born a blood demon, Olivia Martin's sole purpose is to become a blood slave to a vampire. She is nothing more than a blood bag.

With a vampire as her master, she would want for nothing, her every need and whim catered to, but becoming a prisoner was not the life Olivia would have chosen for herself.

At least, until she met Jared and his four brothers-at-arms. Giving yourself to one person was easy. Having fun with two, exciting. But a harem of lovers? It was more than Olivia ever considered possible.

Need, lust, and blood drive Olivia to find a strength inside herself to not only accept her five sexy-as-sin vampires, but to also protect herself from an evil hell bent on claiming her for its own.
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To Gina for finding the story inside me. You knew it was there. Love you.

To Heather and Brittany. Thank you for being with me on this wild ride!

“A lady's imagination is very rapid; it jumps from admiration to love, from love to matrimony in a moment.”

― Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice

––––––––
[image: ]


“Imagination is like a muscle. I found out that the more I wrote, the bigger it got.”

― Philip José Farmer

The Concubine
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A Paranormal Reverse Harem Novel
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​​Chapter One
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The sun faded in the distance over New Orleans, leaving pink and orange highlights across the sky. The air was humid and thick. Olivia Martin rubbed the inside of her forearm. A birthmark that had been faint her entire life, until last month, turned darker, and became more prominent. She pulled up her sleeve and glanced down at the blemish. 

The mark, a circular shape, similar to a maze, with five horn-like extensions. She rubbed her hand over it, then crossed her arms over her chest. This may be the last time she watched a sunset. Once she went underground, she may only see the stars, the moon...

Born as a nephilim, she bore the mark identifying her as a blood demon. It was not something she asked for, but it was not a choice given to her, either. Her human mother had been seduced by an Incubus. At least, that’s what she told Olivia. It wasn’t the best bedtime story. Thankfully, it wasn’t, ‘Hey daughter of mine. I laid with a demon. Bam, that’s how you were conceived.’

She knew of vampires, they existed in her world. Not everyone knew, but as a concubine it was her future, her destiny. Olivia wondered if this would ever shift her into becoming a succubus. 

Could be worse ways to go, I suppose. Sex demon isn’t so bad. 

When she performed a Google search on Succubus demons, she shuddered. Wings with a long tail? No thanks.

This was her destiny and whether she was ready or not to embrace it, she needed to be prepared.

She sighed and turned back to her car. Tomorrow would be her final day as a human. Tomorrow night, she would be introduced to the coven as the concubine to her vampire. She would be arranged to suit a vampire’s needs the rest of her natural life, or until he died, whichever came first. Once her fate had been sealed to said vampire, she would be tied to him, completely. It was not uncommon for the vampire and concubine to become mated pairs, however, if the vampire were already involved, fights had been known to happen. Not just fights, blood battles. 

Vampires were much stronger, invincible to most things, as opposed to humans. If someone’s mate challenged her for their vampire, she would not stand a chance. That was, of course, unless said vampire defended her, resulting in her vampire fighting against their own mate.

Talk about a blood battle.

She shuddered once more. No one had ever wanted her that much in her life. She had lovers but no one ever serious enough to propose marriage. Not that she could have accepted anyway.

Once Olivia was paired, she would be set for life, wanting for nothing. It wasn’t a bad trade off. Not having a normal life, though, no husband, children, grandchildren...not that she wanted that right now, but if she had, the future of such aspect had been stripped of her at birth.

As a blood demon, she had no actual powers that a demon would possess, but rather she could ingest blood in place of food for sustenance. The thought made her stomach churn. She had only ever tasted blood when she’d bite the inside of her cheek or tongue. The iron taste was not something she ever desired. She read that would change once you were with your vampire. The taste would give a euphoric sensation. All of her senses would be heightened. 

She recalled of her last boyfriend going down on her. He was okay but not sensational. He would be down there for what felt like hours with little real result. If he were a vampire, though, if the stories were true, she would not be able to control herself, or the orgasms she had. And there were fangs.

The thought of fangs scared her. Hell, needles frightened her. Once she was paired, fangs would be her life.

She drove home, making mental notes of her belongings. She arranged to have her clothes and personal effects brought to her new home. Once she knew where she would end up, directions would be given at that time. Parking in her driveway, she sighed and lifted her gaze to the front of her rental property. She would miss this house. She never bought property. Why would she? She would end up selling it to move.

Sliding out from behind the wheel, she pulled her purse over her shoulder, locked her car, and walked to her front door. She unlocked it and sauntered inside. Closing it behind her, she glanced through her mail and walked through her home to the kitchen. The light buttery walls lit her spirits, a welcoming color to the darkness of her world. She stopped on an envelope with a wax seal.

Do people still do this?

She did recognize it, though. It was the seal of the counsel, the vampire counsel. Breaking the seal with a nail, she opened the letter and pulled out a tanned invitation.

You are cordially welcomed to the introduction of concubine Olivia Martin...

She trailed off reading and sat the invitation on the counter. They sent her an invitation to her own ceremony. Why? So maybe she wouldn’t forget to show up?

“Assholes,” she mumbled. The meowing from her cat, Sherlock, caught her attention. Her midnight black cat stared up at her with his golden eyes. He meowed again. “Hungry?” she asked. As if Sherlock could answer, he meowed.

She laid out food for her feline friend and walked into her den. Taking a seat on her sofa, she turned on the television and stared at it. The news played, but she wasn’t listening. Soon would be the ceremony, her pairing...vampires.

What vampire will request my hand in the pairing? 

Will he be sexy? 

Old, fat, and ugly? 

Hell, maybe a woman?

She shook her head and tucked her legs up underneath her. Sherlock jumped up on the couch. She pulled him into her lap and stroked his head.

Vampires.

Feedings.

Concubine.

Mistress.

It was all too much to consider as her future. If she ran and refused this life, they would hunt her down. They left her no choice. This will be her life.

“Tomorrow, human woman Olivia Martin will voluntarily sacrifice herself for the greater good.”

Olivia glanced to the television as the reporter continued, catching her attention. 

“Her pairing will be a successful one, and she will make her coven proud.” The reporter grinned.

Olivia blinked and rubbed her eyes. She stared at the television. The reporter droned on about who would be playing what sport, what crimes happened in the area, and the weather. 

Was she daydreaming this? It’s possible she was losing her mind and the pairing had not even started.

She laid down, resting her head on the shoulder of the couch. She curled up Sherlock next to her and he purred. Exhaustion set in, as well as depression. Olivia wanted to love someone and be loved in return. She wanted to make love going to bed and wake up to her man giving her oral sex. She wanted to wrap herself in saran wrap as a welcome home surprise. No man she had dated before wanted that from her, though.

Olivia had curves, her body thick. She liked her figure and didn’t care for men who wanted the stick thin women. That would never be her, and she was good with that. But when a man told her not to wear this, or don’t dress like that, she’d let them go.

She wanted to have someone hold her during the rough days and laugh with her at silly movies. She just wanted a life of her own. She would never have it. A tear slipped into her hair.

She thought of her mother just then. Olivia had held on to the anger against her mother up until the day she passed away. The moments before she took her final breath, her mother had whispered, “Forgive me.” 

Her eyes burned, the memories bringing on a fresh set of tears. Olivia was alone in the world. Having a coven take care of her was not the worst thing in the world, but it wasn’t the best, either.

She swiped her tears away and closed her eyes, allowing the upcoming events to continue their onslaught as she slipped into unconsciousness. Tomorrow would be the first day to the rest of her life.
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The day had arrived, her day to become a concubine. Olivia was not thrilled. High-strung nerves made her stomach roll and bile claw its way up her throat. She brushed her teeth and ran her hairbrush through her hair. Soon, the beautification process would begin. Hairstylists, professional dressers, and a nail tech would arrive. The last time she did any kind of prep like this was her high school prom. 

She glanced at her phone. They should be here in five minutes. She put her brush away and pressed her elbows to the vanity, her chin resting on her hands. Sucking in a deep breath, she exhaled and watched her reflection in the mirror. Her chestnut brown hair hung to her waist, soft curls giving it a slight wave. She closed her eyes and lowered her head. Then the doorbell rang.

“Fuck,” Olivia whispered, then stood. She peeked into the mirror once more, then nodded. “Let’s do this.”

Making her way to the door, she saw two women and one man dressed in black cloaks, faces and heads obscured with a hat and shawl similar to a beekeeper, and black gloves on their hands. 

Vampires.

She opened her door and the trio quickly stepped inside. No introductions. Olivia closed the door and stared at her visitors. 

“So, umm, hi. I’m Olivia.” She waved one hand then wrapped her arms around her waist. 

The women pulled the gloves off their hands, then removed their wide brimmed hats. They almost reminded her of the Preachers she saw occasionally with their Sunday hats going to Catholic mass. The one to her left unwrapped her shawl from her face. Her skin was alabaster, her eyes a light hue of blue. Her hair crimson, like fire. The corners of her mouth lifted in a grin.

“Hi there. My name is Amanda. I’ll be doing your hair today.” 

Amanda had a southern drawl as apparent as Olivia’s. 

“I have Jackie next to me here,” Amanda nodded to the other woman, then motioned to the man. “This here is Bryce. Jackie will do your nails. Bryce will dress you.”

Bryce removed his hat and shawl. “We’re going to make you look like you walked off the Hollywood carpet.” His voice was heavy, gravelly. The shirt covering his body was taut around his thick arms. The pectorals on his chest twitched when he moved his arms. Hell, he was built like a lumberjack. His skin was pale, like Amanda’s, but with dark hair and light tan eyes, like coffee mixed with cream. He smirked. “You will walk in and look like the princess you are.”

Olivia lifted her brow. “I’m no princess, but I don’t mind looking pretty.” She flashed a glance at Jackie. The woman had blonde hair and sapphire eyes, like the ocean near the Caribbean. 

Like Amanda. 

The vampire curled her fingers, motioning Olivia to come to her. She stepped toward her and Jackie grasped her hand. 

She tilted her head at Olivia’s nails. “Not bad, but I’ll make them better.”

“Right,” Olivia said and freed her hand from Jackie’s. “What do you need me to do?”
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The team brought in their supplies, consisting of hair products, curling irons, makeup, and clothes. Lots and lots of clothes. 

An hour had passed but to Olivia it felt like it was only minutes. She wanted the time to draw out. The longer the process took, the better. When she was done, she would be escorted to the coven.

“Are you excited?” Amanda asked.

“I’m not sure, honestly,” Olivia told her. 

“You’ve known about this your whole life. Aren’t you curious?” 

“Well, yes, I am, but I’m not sure what to expect. I don’t know how I fit in, other than being a feeding source.” She lifted her hands up to stop Amanda, then turned in her seat. “May I ask you something?”

Amanda nodded with a smile. “Of course.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Does what hurt, hun?”

Olivia cleared her throat. She did not want to offend the woman but had many questions she could not ask just anyone. She tried again. “Amanda, when I’m bitten, will it hurt?”

Amanda shook her head. “Not in the least. You will feel nothing of the sort. You will feel something,” she giggled, then continued, “but it won’t be pain.”

Olivia lifted her brows then felt blood rush to her cheeks. She lowered her gaze to the floor. “Well, that’s good to know.”

Amanda touched Olivia’s chin with a finger and tilted her head up, forcing Olivia to meet her gaze. “No one will force you into something you don’t want to do. If you permit feeding only, then that is all it will be. If you allow more to happen, like sex, then it will, but only by your permission. No one takes a concubine against their will.”

Olivia nodded. “Thank you,” she whispered, turning back around in her seat. “Any idea who I’m promised to?”

Amanda shrugged. “I have an idea, but the surprise is best when you don’t know. Now, then.” She pulled the top part of Olivia’s hair back and pinned it. “You’re stunning.” She walked around to face her and picked up her makeup bag.

“Ready for me?” came a voice behind them. Olivia glanced in the mirror as Jackie entered the room.

“Yeah, go ahead. I’m almost done here,” Amanda told her.

“You look divine, my love,” Jackie boasted. “I’m going to shape your nails and paint them to match the lipstick you’ll wear. I have a feeling Bryce will dress you in red tonight! You’ll stand out, most certainly!”

Olivia beamed and allowed Jackie to take her hand. She felt like a celebrity being worked on. “I don’t necessarily like to stand out. I’m more like paint on a wall. I would rather blend in and not be noticed.”

“Oh, you’re shy?” Jackie asked.

“I wouldn’t call it being shy, but I’m quite introverted. I keep to myself.”

“Well,” Jackie started. “Other concubines will be at the coven. But once you’re paired, you’ll live with your vampire.”

“Or vampires,” Amanda added.

Olivia’s stomach dropped. Did she hear her right? She stared Amanda, then turned to glance at Jackie, then back to Amanda. “Did you say vampires, plural?” 

Mischief sparkled in the hairdresser’s eyes. “It is up to you, but more the merrier, right?”

Olivia wanted to become one with the chair, right now, more than anything. She was the woman who liked sex with the lights off. She didn’t like being ogled by anyone, definitely not a group of men. She swallowed past the lump that had formed in her throat. “Wh-wh—” she took a deep breath and tried again. “What’s the likeliness of a multiple arrangement happening?”

Amanda came around to Olivia’s front and squatted down. She grasped her hands and smiled. “My dear, as I said, nothing will happen without your consent. There is nothing to be scared of.”

“Unless it’s Victor,” came Bryce’s voice as he entered the room.

If looks could kill, Amanda would have burned Bryce right then with her death glare. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

Olivia pressed her lips together to keep herself from giggling. As much as she was not looking forward to this arrangement, she'd begun to grow fond of Amanda. “Who is Victor?”

“Only the richest, most powerful vampire,” Bryce said. “He thinks his dick is the size of his bank account.”

Olivia laughed out, then covered her lips. “Oh, I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, “Amanda told her. “Victor thinks all things are his. You know, boy in a sandbox, all toys are his.”

This alarmed Olivia. What if this Victor showed up tonight and had an interest in her? If he decided he wanted her, could he have the power to sway the ceremony? Would the elders allow it to happen?

“I know what you’re thinking,” Jackie offered and patted Olivia’s hand. “He has no right or say so over anyone who comes in, or who they will be paired with. As much as he wants to rule and run things, he cannot.”

A bit of the weight she felt lifted. “Well, that’s good to know. I’m still curious about this entire pairing. What if the vampire does not find me attractive?”

Amanda pulled a few curls down to fall around Olivia’s shoulders. “Once the pairing is done, looks do not matter. You will become his.”

“What if the pairing is with a woman?”

“Do you prefer women?” Jackie asked.

Olivia shook her head. “No, but what about male concubines?”

“We have pairings that go both ways,” Jackie told her. “And if we’re not paired, well, there’s volunteers we can feed from.”

“You never want to be a volunteer,” Amanda whispered in her ear.

“Why not?” Olivia whispered back.

“If the vampire dies before their concubine, the human is kept at the coven. It would be impossible to live among humans with everything they have learned about our kind. As a concubine, once you have tasted and experienced vampire blood, it becomes something of an addiction. If you’re not paired, or refuse everyone presented, and opt to become a volunteer, you, well, for lack of better words, become a blood whore. The addiction is demanding and will consume your life.”

Olivia considered this for a moment. If her vampire died, she could not leave. If she were to run away, they would find her and bring her back. She would have to be the one who died to escape this reality. She closed her eyes and let out a deflated breath.

“Olivia,” Jackie whispered. “Please, trust me. The vampire you will be paired with, he will treat you well. You will be precious to him.”

“I will be his blood bag. How is that precious?” She asked and opened her eyes.

Jackie smiled to Olivia. “I promise, you’ll see. Look, I’m all done.” She stood and put the nail polish down. “I only need to do your toes, which will take a minute.”

Olivia looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was styled, makeup perfect. She shifted her gaze to her hands. She felt like a prisoner inside the body of a celebrity. It was not fair. None of this was. 

“So, I see it is now my turn?” Bryce asked. 

Leaning in the doorjamb of her bedroom, Bryce winked at her. She smiled at the man. She couldn’t help it. As rugged and outdoorsy as Bryce appeared to be, he exuded excitement like a kid in the candy store.

“I wish I could wear these,” he teased with a wink. “But I don’t think they make my size.”

Olivia giggled and stood. She followed Bryce to her bedroom. Her queen-sized bed had clothes set out over the entire thing. She could not see any of the pillows. Her artwork on the wall became hangers for dresses. Her mirror was covered with a shawl. 

“How am I supposed to see myself?” she asked.

“You won’t,” Bryce told her and motioned her further into the room. “You will only see yourself after this point in time once you’re paired.”

She frowned. “What for? I’d love to see my dress.”

“Well, look down,” he said. “Now, come on, take off your clothes.”

She froze and stood silent, fear creeping up her spine. She shook her head. 

“Olivia,” Bryce whispered. “I prefer the cock to the pussycat. Don’t worry, I think you have an amazing body.” 

Olivia laughed and side-glanced at Bryce. The man was grinning, and he shrugged. She really liked her dress team. Would they be around once she was with her vampire? She would have to find out. 

Moments later, Bryce was pulling dresses over her head, zipping her up, shaking his head, undressing her, and starting anew. He was good, though. He never once messed with her hair. Amanda would most definitely follow through with the death glare and use a knife.

“Oh,” Olivia began when a question hit her. “So, no sun?”

“Correct,” Bryce answered. “Arms up, one more dress.”

She lifted her arms. “Garlic?”

He chuckled. “Nope.”

She nodded, then turned around once the dress was over her head. The coolness of the satin felt nice. The material was a bright hue of crimson, like a new red car. “Stakes to the heart?”

“It would definitely hurt from penetration, but no.”

“Hmm,” she pondered.

“Decapitation,” he whispered.

“Oh.” She turned to face him once she was zipped. “That’s dreadful. And messy.”

Bryce chuckled. “Yes, it is. And, Olivia, we have found the winner!” He clapped his hands under his chin and beamed with excitement. “Ladies, come check out our charge!”

Their charge, she wondered. She let it go. “So, doable?”

Amanda nodded.

Jackie gasped.

“You look amazing, Olivia. Simply divine! You will have all heads turning in your direction tonight,” Jackie said. “Let me paint your toes and get them dry, then slip on your shoes!”

All heads in my direction?

No, thank you.

She’d keep to herself to avoid eye contact, if possible. Jackie tended to her feet then Bryce brought out a pair of low heels.

“Oh, that’s not what I expected,” Olivia said. “With the dress and the hair, I figured I would be in stilettos.” 

“I can make that happen, but honestly, Olivia, you’ll thank me for this. The floor is concrete in the coven. It’s chilly. You’ll want to wear these shoes. I’ll also provide you with a shawl.”

She nodded. “Thank you for taking care of me today. Will I see you three after I’ve been paired?”

“It’s possible,” Amanda told her. “You may call on us anytime to come do your hair, nails, or dress you for an occasion.”

“Will there be occasions for this?”

“Sure,” Amanda said with a smile. “Tell your vampire you’re lonely and want female companionship.”

Bryce cleared his throat.

“If I need a personal shopper, you’ll be my top person,” Olivia said to him.

Amanda took her hands and held Olivia’s arms out. “Wow, you’re a vision.” 

Olivia blushed and shifted her gaze to the floor.

“Try to keep eye contact with your vampire when he addresses you,” Amanda offered. “It’s respectful. He’ll appreciate that.”

She nodded. “Thank you. Anything else I should know?” 

“Just try to enjoy yourself. You’ll have everything you need at your fingertips,” Jackie told her.

Olivia nodded once more. She lowered her arms to her side and turned away from her new friends. She was about to give up her life as a human
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