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Can dreams become reality...

Tawne O’Brien loves adventure and dreams of living in a world where paranormal creatures exist. Orphaned at a young age, and with a string of failed relationships only adding to her misery, her books are the only salvation from a mundane existence in a universe where she feels completely alone. When her best friend asks her to come visit, her dreams of a new life suddenly become a possibility.

Tawne is introduced to four sexy-as-sin vampires and given the opportunity of a lifetime with no strings attached...or so they say. When she discovers she may only be a guinea pig to the vampires, disappointment regains the upper hand, reminding her of her place in this world. 

Can Tawne find the strength inside herself to fight for what she deserves? If she doesn’t, she’ll lose everything...including any memory of her life with her vampires.
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A crisp breeze weaved its way through the streets below the indigo sky of New Orleans, Louisiana. The night was clear and the stars flickered in the heavens, as if teasing one another with the mere wink of an eye. The full moon bright as it cast its path along the trees to form unusual shadows on the ground. 

It was just before dawn and in the distance of the eastern horizon, the dawn of a new day began. 

Tourists would pack the streets tonight. They would drink their beers, chase one another to see who would end up with the most beads, then head out on a walking tour of vampires in Downtown New Orleans. 

And they say it was all just a myth, a part of the city's charm. Although, some days, Tawne O’Brien had hoped for more. She loved the paranormal romance books she read. From being swept up by a star-crossed lover, to finding her soul mate after many reincarnations... But, alas, it was only fiction.

Summer had come to an end around late October. Halloween would be here soon. It was one of Tawne’s favorite holidays. Maybe this year she’d dress up as a witch, or a fairy. Maybe a vampire.

She stood out on her deck of her condo on the second floor. The wind blew a gentle breeze around her body. Long tendrils of blonde hair drifted around her shoulders. 

Tawne’s phone chimed a new text message and vibrated in her pocket. She reached inside and pulled her phone out. A text from Matthew: her current, but soon to be ex, boyfriend. She sighed and rolled her eyes. She'd known early on, during the budding of their relationship, Matthew wasn’t the one. He was nice, and one day would make someone happy, but not her. 

I want to see you later, the text read. 

She had put this off long enough. There was a wall, at least five feet thick, between them, theoretically speaking. She hit reply and began a text.

Listen, we need to talk.

She shook her head, erased the letters on the screen, then tried again.

I think we need to call it quits.

She erased that and tried once more.

Matthew, look, I can’t do this anymore. You’re great and all, but it’s me, not you. I’m not happy. I need to figure out what I need for me, before I can give myself to someone else. I hope you understand.

She hit send. As soon as it was sent, she turned off her phone. He would probably call her, demand an answer, try to talk her out of it, or hell, come over.

She stepped back inside her condo and closed the sliding door behind her. White walls surrounded her with artwork from the local design stores. She crossed the room to her study where her laptop rested open at her wooden corner desk. She sat down and pressed a few keys until the screen flickered out of sleep mode.

The background image displayed Tawne with her parents. An ache in her chest thumped with the beat of her heart. Having died young in an accident not of their own doing took them from her too soon. Her heart ached for a hug from her father, or a kiss on her cheek from her mother. She swiped at a tear that wet her cheek.

Shaking off the sadness, she clicked on the message app. She wanted to send a note over to Olivia, her best friend. They had fallen out of touch with one another. This would be a great time to pick up their friendship. 

Olivia had pushed her out of her life when her mother passed away. She knew her friend needed space and time to heal but had not counted on it taking more than a few months. 

How long has it been since we talked? A year? Maybe two? Some best friend I am. I’ve been so self-obsessed with finding someone to date... I’m a bitch.

She began a message to Olivia and started it with, “Well, I’m a seriously nasty bitch. And I love you,” when the video app on her computer turned on without warning.

Fuck, don’t let it be Matthew. Don’t let it be Matthew.

Tawne smiled when she saw Olivia's name flash across the screen. She pressed accept. Olivia’s face came into view and Tawne gasped.

“Tawne!” Olivia squealed. “Ohmigawd, it has been too long! Look at you! I love your hair! It’s so long!”

Tawne blinked, then chuckled. “Well, I was just starting a message to you, and here you are. Wow, look at you! Whatever you’re doing, it’s good for you. I haven’t seen you look this good, this happy, this... I don’t know, glowing? Ever!”

Olivia grinned, and then let out a giggle. A crimson flush crept up her cheeks as she cast her gaze downward. 

Tawne lifted a brow. “Okay, spill, who are you seeing and what the hell have you been up to?”

Olivia lifted her gaze back to the monitor and her demeanor calmed. “That’s kinda why I was calling. Do you think we could meet up?”

Tawne grinned. “Of course! I’d love to see you. You’re my best friend. Tell me when and where.”

Her friend nibbled on her finger, then turned to someone talking to her in the distance. Tawne heard a man’s voice. 

She grinned. “So, who’s the mister in the background?”

Olivia turned back to the camera and gave a grin so sly it could melt ice. “We’ll talk about that, too. I’m going to message you an address. I’ll be there waiting for you.”

“This is kinda mysterious,” Tawne teased her. “Have you gone into hiding or something?”

Olivia shrugged. “Or something.”

The smile on Tawne’s lips fell to a frown. “Are you okay?”

“Oh yes! I’m beyond okay. I’m absolutely amazing! My life... Oh, Tawne, I cannot wait to tell you all about it. Just not over the phone, okay?”

Tawne nodded. She wondered if she should go prepared for a fight. She’d heard of men controlling their women and not allowing them to have friends. If this was Olivia’s case, she would whip out her bat and her krav maga moves. She had no shame in taking down a man. She would do it if it meant helping out a female in a bad situation.

“All right,” Tawne said and sat back in her chair. “I’ll see you soon, then. I cannot wait to hug you!”

“Yes!” Olivia squealed again. “I’ll see you soon! Muah!” She blew an air kiss into the camera, then the screen went black.

Tawne had always been the quirky one. Feeling awkward in most situations, she became an introverted extrovert. She was quiet until she got to know you. She found herself smiling more often when she was alone in her own thoughts. In her friendship with Olivia, though, it was Olivia who was down more often than not. It’s not that she was a Debbie Downer, but more like she lived a life of depression. It was who she was, and Olivia accepted that about herself. She was alone in the world...just like Tawne. Except for each other, they didn’t have anyone else in the world.

Olivia often told her she was the sunshine to the dark storm of her life. As Olivia’s best friend, Tawne was there when Olivia lost her mother, and helped her deal with the fall out afterward.

When Olivia left town shortly after, she'd told Tawne that she had to go overseas for some family ceremony. It appeared the family issues were over, and she was back home.

Olivia said she would text the address. For now, that was good enough. She didn’t want to turn the phone back on in case Matthew tried calling. She didn’t want to deal with voice mails or questions from him. She needed a night out on her own. New movies were at the theater and there was a new action flick staring this hot, up and coming actor. 

Tawne grabbed her purse and walked to the bathroom. Facing her reflection in the mirror, she picked up her lip-gloss off the counter. She slid a dab of the light pink gloss over her lips, then tucked the tube into her purse. Satisfied with how she looked, she slipped on her sandals and headed to her front door. 

Tonight, would be movie night on her own, with her thoughts. She was ready to find herself. In order to do that, it meant finding happiness as well. She knew that to make it in a relationship, she would have to bring something to the table other than lust and false pretenses of a future she knew she could not provide. 

Her parents taught her never to sell herself short and never settle for less than what she deserved. They often reminded her of this, but the last time they did, she'd waved them off with a flick of her hand. If she had known that would be the last time she would see them, talk to them, hug them, she would have taken the time to hug and kiss their cheeks, and tell them how much she loved them.

Olivia was there for her during her emotional outbursts. She'd returned the favor when Olivia had lost her mother. 

Tawne pushed the reminiscent thoughts from her mind, closed her apartment door behind her and clicked the thick deadbolt lock into place. Tonight, would be the movies. Tomorrow she’d meet up with Olivia and figure out what she’d been doing overseas, and what the plans were now.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Two

[image: ]


Excitement pulsed through Tawne at the prospect of seeing her best friend again. Olivia became the sister she'd never had. Looking back on their time apart, maybe it was needed. Absence made the heart grow fonder, after all, or something like that. 

She slipped her phone from her purse and checked the time. It was close to the time Olivia said she would be at this location. She pulled her texts up once more and verified the location. The directions Olivia sent over had brought Tawne to a dark, warehouse district of New Orleans. It wasn’t somewhere she would have picked to meet up. There were no bars, no clubs, no populated buildings of any kind. It was almost frightening. 

This is how all horror movies start. In comes the pretty, innocent woman. Then, the dangerous villain creeps up behind her. The woman screams and runs, then trips on an inanimate object only to find herself in the death grip of danger. The spooky, hooded villain hovers above her with a knife.

She rolled her eyes and with a sigh, slid out of her car. The headlights were still on, illuminating the asphalt she stood on. Street lamps glowed a yellow hue in the distance. A shiver slipped down her spine and Tawne pulled her jacket tighter around her body. 

In the eerie silence, she only heard her own shoes strike the ground. Her shadow cast across the lot. Nerves continued to climb, and she considered getting back in her car to drive home. 

Why would Olivia want to meet out here, of all places? 

She sighed a long breath and as she began to turn toward her car, a hand touched her shoulder. Her heart leapt and Tawne screamed. She whirled around and found Olivia behind her, holding in a giggle. 

“You fucking bitch,” Tawne growled. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

Olivia held her hand over her lips and shook her head. She wore a red, long-sleeved, v-neck cut top; a black, fitted skirt that ended just above her knees; and black, knee-high boots. She looked amazing. “I’m so sorry. I thought you heard me. Did you not hear me coming?”

“I can’t hear anything out here except the beating of my own heart! Why did you scare me like that?”

Olivia opened her mouth, then closed it. “I’ll just plead the fifth on that. Now, come here and let me hug you!”

Tawne frowned and lifted a brow. “You realize I owe you a fright now?” She held her arms open and pulled her best friend in for a hug. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“Me too,” Olivia whispered. “But, tell me, honestly, am I really that much of a bitch?”

Tawne pulled away and crossed her arms over her chest. “Well, right now, you’re up there as fucking bitch. Maybe in time, you’ll go back to being queen bitch.”

Olivia shrugged. “Good enough for me. Come get in my car. We’ll have yours brought to my new home. There’s a lot I need to catch you up on. Jesse?” Olivia turned around and a young man wearing black, fitted t-shirt and a black hat approached. He stood tall and had a thick build.

Was he her driver? Since when did Olivia have a driver?

“Please, drive Tawne’s car home?”

“No problem. Keys?” asked this Jesse.

They both turned and looked at Tawne, who took a step back. “Wait, you’re serious? I can’t drive my own car?”

“Oh, sure you can, but why would you want to? Come on and ride with me. I have wine in the back of the car and we have so much to talk about.”

Tawne considered this for a moment, shrugged, then pulled her keys from her purse. She turned to Jesse. “Please, be careful. My car is all I have to my name.”

“No worries, I promise to take real good care of her,” Jesse said with a smile.

She handed her keys over to the hulking beast, then looked at Olivia. “I hope you’ll tell me what this is all about. Dark location in the warehouse district, driver for both cars... Where exactly are we going?”

Olivia smiled and grasped Tawne’s hand in hers. “I’m going to bring you to my new home. Buckle up, bestie, because I’m about to rock your fucking world!”

Tawne’s eyes widened and her mouth opened, unsure what to say to this. “Who are you and what have you done with my best friend?”

Olivia giggled. “I lived my entire life having no idea...” she paused, then shook her head. “Nope, we need wine first. Come on.”

Tawne nodded. “All right, but I’m still not sure about this.”

“When have I ever done you wrong?” 

As they approached the car, Tawne realized it wasn’t just a car, but a black limo. There was another man standing beside the back passenger door. He smiled as they approached.

“Miss Martin, are we ready?” the man asked.

She nodded. “Tawne, this is Todd, our driver. Todd, this is Tawne O’Brien, my best friend since childhood.”

“Miss O’Brien, it is nice to meet you.”

Tawne smiled. “It’s nice to meet you as well.”

Todd opened the doors for them and Olivia slid in first across the leather seat. Tawne slipped inside and the door closed behind her.

The interior of the limo glowed in a soft ambience. It was almost romantic. Olivia reached for a bottle, pushed in a corkscrew and pushed a button. Seconds later, the cork was removed. She poured two glasses, handing one to Tawne.

“Cheers to our lives. May they be ever changing in the best possible way,” Olivia announced.

Tawne clinked her glass. “I’ll definitely drink to that.” 

After they sipped, Tawne sat her glass down and the limo set in motion. She noticed the windows were completely blacked out. She could not see out, and pretty sure no one could see in. She lifted a brow, then met Olivia’s gaze.

“Hold onto your seat because the story I’m about to tell you will either make our friendship, or break it,” Olivia told her.

She raised her brows. “Wow, okay I don’t like how this has started. What’s going on?”

“How do you feel about vampires and demons?”

“What? Come again?” Tawne asked.

“How do you feel about vampires and demons?”

Tawne shrugged. “I don’t know what this has to do with what you have to tell me, but if I had to make a choice between them, I suppose I would say bring it on. I love reading and watching movies about vampires. Demons don’t have enough stories told and like, zero movies.”

Olivia smirked and sat forward in her seat. “I’m happy to hear you say that.”

“Why? Did you write a book or something?”

“Or something,” Olivia started, then reached across the seat, her palms up. “Give me your hands, please.”

Tawne didn’t hesitate. She placed her hands on top of her friend’s. They held onto one another and Olivia began.

“Tawne, there’s a lot about me you don’t know, and it’s information I was never supposed to share. Ever. It could have ended our friendship indefinitely.”

Tawne frowned. “No one can do that.”

Olivia shook her head. “These people can, and they would have. It would have resulted in your death if you knew.”

“Oh shit,” Tawne whispered. “Well, why are you telling me now? Have circumstances changed? Are you all right? Hell, I knew something was up when you called me! What the hell is happening?”

Olivia smiled. “It’s nothing like that. Trust me, okay? I need you to remain quiet while I tell you everything. I need you to listen to me and trust what I’m telling you. Can you do that?”

Tawne nodded. Not so much that she would believe her, but more out of curiosity, now. What was so important that Olivia felt she could never trust her with this information?

“I never knew my father, which you know. My father was a demon and he was an incubus. An incubus is a male sex demon. He seduced my mother and she became pregnant with me. I was born half demon. I’m what you call a blood demon.”

Tawne didn’t move or flinch at that revelation.

“You’re with me so far?” Olivia asked.

Tawne nodded.

“Great. All my life I was prepped for what would be called the pairing. It’s when I come of age... Wait, let me hold off on that for a moment. There’s more you need to know first.” Olivia sucked a deep breath, then slowly exhaled. “Tawne, vampires are real.” She paused once more.

Tawne let go of Olivia’s hands and grabbed her wine. She drank the rest of it down, then reached for the bottle. She poured in the contents up to the brim, then sipped the top of her glass.

Olivia took the bottle and poured more into her own glass. 

Gulping down half the glass, Tawne sat it down and turned her attention back to Olivia. 

“As a blood demon,” Olivia continued, “my soul purpose in life is to become a blood bag to a vampire. Moments ago, I began to say about coming of age. Well, on my last birthday, it was my time. There was a pairing ceremony put on by the vampire coven. I was brought in and dressed up as if I was going to a red-carpet gala. When I went to my pairing, there were other blood demons to be paired as well. 

“Vampires who needed a blood demon, who are called concubines, came in and met each of the concubines in attendance. My vampire, Jared, accepted me first. My life has never been the same since I met him and his four brothers-at-arms.”

Tawne noticed the way her eyes lit up when she mentioned Jared’s name. Maybe this was who she'd been talking to in the background. 

“So, in the end, I was not only paired with Jared, but his four brothers as well. I suppose you can call them my harem and I’m their queen.”

Tawne took another long sip of her wine. She put down her glass and reached for the bottle. Bringing it to her lips, she drank down some of the contents, then sat back in her seat, head relaxed back. “You’re the queen of your own harem?”

“Well, that wasn’t the first question I expected, but yes, I am.”

Tawne felt the buzz from the wine setting in. She closed her eyes and a laugh bubbled out from her lips. The bottle of wine was removed from her grasp. She sat up and shook her head.

“So, you mean to tell me demons and vampires are real. You’re a blood demon and you’re mated to five vampires?”

Olivia nodded. “Precisely.”

“Well, I’ll be completely honest with you. This actually explains a lot about you.”

Olivia’s brows rose. “How do you mean?”

“You were always distant and never let anyone in or get close to you. I mean, we were close, but I knew there was still a wall separating us. I know so much about you, but at the same time there are a lot of secrets you've kept hidden. I respected that and your privacy, but this is not what I thought it all was.”

“Sometimes, Tawne, if I can be honest, there were days the depression was so bad it was like a demon sat upon my chest and I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move. I wanted to lie there and give into the temptation of not living. Who would miss me if I were gone? You would. You were always there for me, always checking on me, even if I didn’t need it.” She sighed and lowered her gaze to the floor of the car for a moment. Giving her time to assess herself, Olivia lifted herself back up with a smile. “Now, I live a life full of love, happiness, and people who accept me for me and let me be whoever I want to be. It’s amazing to have that, and quite liberating. So,” she adjusted herself in her seat. “Ask me anything. You now know everything there is about me. No one else does, except for my men.”

Tawne lifted a brow. “Do you have sex with them all at the same time?”

The driver, Todd, chuckled, then cleared his throat. Both women glanced his way, then Olivia chuckled.

“Yes, and no. Sometimes I am with them on a one on one basis, other times, two to three, sometimes all five at once.”

“Do they bite and feed from you?”

Olivia nodded.

“Does it hurt?”

She shook her head. “Not in the least. It’s actually quite erotic.”

Tawne bit down on her bottom lip. “It’s hard to picture you with five men at once. I mean, I don’t want to see it, but I’m trying to understand how you do it.”

“Do you really want to know?” Olivia asked with a sly grin.

Tawne shook her head. “I’m good, no thanks.”

Olivia sat back in her seat and
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