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This harem will claim their queen...

Brandi Holmes, orphaned as a young child, missed out on the one thing in life everyone deserves: love. One fateful night, on the brink of disaster, Brandi is saved by an angel with perfect timing and she leaps for the chance at a fresh start.

Malik Ibram, Dash Santana, and Bishop Adams lead the covenant of North and South America. They keep all Vampires in their rightful place in the world and maintain control over malicious intent. The trio are a force of nature, until they face the path of Brandi and discover the one thing they cannot control is their longing for the human woman.

Will an orphaned girl who has nothing be able to accept she is fated for three broody vampires who can give her everything?
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​​Chapter One
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The sun had set over New Orleans. Ice littered the ground, ice crystals formed over the banks of the Mississippi River, and icicles hung from the Paris Road Bridge. Not exactly the best place for a woman with no home or money to exist. It was close to freezing and the air chilled Brandi Holmes straight to her bones. Having lived on the streets since being released from the orphanage she called home, she had no family, no friends, and there was nowhere she could go, other than homeless shelters.

Brandi hadn’t been able to find any kind of work. Even McDonald’s wouldn’t hire her. Without any identification or an address, she would likely be rejected for anything she applied for. It was unfortunate, but it was as if the universe was hell bent on making sure she suffered. And she did; from colds and the flu, to starving with no money to buy anything. 

She had enough for a candy bar and maybe a ride to the nearest shelter. The thought of the chocolate bar in the pocket of the joke of a winter coat she wore weighed heavy on her. Her rain boots were so worn that holes had formed on the bottom. The ice got into her shoes and her feet were constantly frozen. She was amazed she never developed frostbite. Then again, give it time and Mother Nature would be sure to fuck here there, too. 

She thought about the ride. How far would it actually get her? As she looked down at the ground, a glimmer caught her attention. She bent down and dug through the loose ice to find two dollars in quarters. She blinked, amazed at her sudden change in luck, and quickly scooped up the coins. 

Should she order a hot meal? 

Maybe more candy bars? 

Or she could take a ride toward the Paris Road Bridge and take in the site of New Orleans before she stepped off into the freezing waters. Ending her life had been on her mind the last few years. She was twenty-three and had literally nothing to her name. 

How was she supposed to survive this world? 

She couldn’t and she was ready to move on to whatever lay behind door number three in her next life.

It was a good plan: savor the chocolate, then jump off the bridge. 

She turned around and stared at the convenience store. She padded through the frozen ice until she reached the front doors. The electronic doors slid open and the heat from inside wrapped around her body. She closed her eyes, relishing in the heat. 

“Come inside or leave. Don’t stand there with the doors open,” the clerk announced.

She opened her eyes and found other patrons were staring at her, along with the man behind the counter. She felt her face heat with a blush and had no idea if she was covered in dirt, debris, or how matted her hair may look. She was an obvious homeless person and smelled like the muck in a pigs’ pen.  But she had a mission and didn’t care. 

She stepped inside and the doors swooshed closed behind her, blocking out the cold draft. She took in a deep breath, then slowly exhaled. She could definitely live in this store for the heat alone. Brandi considered doing just that for the briefest moment.

“Get what you want and leave the store,” the clerk barked. “We don’t want the homeless coming in here by the dozens.”

She frowned. “It’s only me, sir, and I’ll be out of your hair in a moment.”

“Speaking of hair,” a woman at the counter snarked to the clerk in a patronizing tone. “When’s the last time you think she washed her hair or had a bath?”

Brandi closed her eyes and allowed the pain of the woman’s words to set in. She was filthy and the woman had asked a valid question.

“It’s been a long time, ma’am,” Brandi answered. “Homeless people don’t exactly have the luxury of a bath or shower. Or to eat. Or even find a place to shit.” She shrugged. “It’s the way of our world.”

The woman guffawed, grabbed her items, and bolted form the store.

“You can’t talk to my customers like that,” the man behind the counter announced, his tone laced with anger.

“Oh, can’t I, though? You certainly let her talk about how disgusting my hair is.” She grabbed a chocolate bar with nuts in it and set it on the counter. “I’ll take just the bar.”

He shook his head and rang up the item. “Three dollars and twenty-one cents.”

She nibbled on her lip for a moment. She only had four dollars. “Would it be okay if I gave you a dollar? I need the rest for a taxi ride.”

The man sighed and leaned forward. “Look, I’ll do this just this one time. Take the bar and leave. It’s on me.”

She grinned and grabbed her candy. “Thank you so much. I promise you’ll never see me in here again.” She wasn’t lying. She planned to end everything tonight. 

What would he have to worry about after that? 

Maybe she’d haunt him and become a sort of poltergeist. 

When she left the store, she grinned to herself and ripped into the bar, taking a huge bite. She closed her eyes and savored the flavor of the milk chocolate, the nugget, and peanuts... She felt like she was in heaven. 

She took another bite and hummed her appreciation.  She wasn’t too far from the Paris Road Bridge. That was her destination, but there were no sidewalks along the sides to travel on. She’d definitely needed that taxi.

Her feet stung with the coldness of the sidewalk leaching though her footwear as she made her way toward the road. A taxi was parked at the corner with its light on for service. The exhaust pipe billowed gas fumes and she knew the inside had to be toasty and warm. She jogged toward the yellow car and held tight onto her candy bar. 

The driver lowered his window as she leaned down. He wore a leather bomber jacket, a beanie over his head, leather gloves, and black jeans. “I don’t give rides to homeless people. Keep walking.”

What a dick.

She sighed. “Even when I can pay for it?”

“How much you got?” he asked. 

She fidgeted with her coins and showed him the two dollar bills and two dollars in quarters. “How far will this get me?”

He lifted a brow, then scratched his head. “Probably halfway across the Paris Road Bridge.

“Then take me there, please.” She handed him what was left of her money and climbed into the backseat of his car. 

He switched off the lights and turned on the meter, putting the car into gear, and with a spin of the tires and a lurch, they took off. 

Brandi shoved the rest of her candy bar in her mouth and chewed it slowly, enjoying the taste of her last meal. There was no other way to do it. This was it, the end, and she was ready.

She let herself enjoy the embrace of the heat as it made its way through her thin winter coat and inadequate footwear and closed her eyes, resting her head on the back seat. The road was a bit bumpy going toward the bridge, but she didn’t care. She was headed toward her destination. Hell, her destiny. 

Some destiny.

She thought back to the orphanage, her school days. Everything was so much easier there, even with the nuns. She had food in her stomach, clothes on her back, and a roof over her head. She didn’t need anything else. She wished she could go back to those days and feel safe once more. 

As the car slowed, she opened her eyes and found herself on the top of the Paris Road Bridge. They had arrived and the driver turned to look back at her.

“You sure this is where you want to be?”

“Yes,” she answered and opened the door. “Right at four dollars?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ma’am?” She chuckled. “I’m hardly the definition of a ma’am.”

“You’re a human, just like everyone else on this mudball planet. Rich or poor, makes no difference.”

She smiled and closed the door. She bent down brushed her hair behind her ear. “You’re very kind. Thank you. Not everyone is kind toward the homeless.”

“Is being homeless something you could have prevented?”

“Unfortunately, no. It’s the cards I was dealt. Have a good night.” She ended the conversation before he could ask her anything else and she chickened out of her plans.

He nodded once, then drove off into the night. She watched the crimson taillights as they disappeared into the darkness of the night. 

Then, with a deep breath, she turned to face the side of the bridge. There wasn’t much room to stand in comparison with the road. She’d need to make this quick to keep traffic from building, which would draw attention to herself. She couldn’t have that. 

Besides, who would stop for a homeless woman, anyway?

She’d finished her chocolate bar and her belly felt satisfied for once. She was still a little warm from the ride but too bad it wouldn’t last. 

Brandi made her way toward the edge of the bride and began climbing the horizontal rows. She was three steps up when the sound of screeching tires grabbed her attention. She looked directly into the headlights when the silhouette of a woman came into view.

“Please, don’t jump,” the woman said. “There has to be another way.”

Brandi furrowed her brows. The voice sounded familiar, but who? How? “I have nothing left to live for. No one needs me and no one will miss me.”

“I don’t believe that for a second,” the woman said and came closer. “Please, come down. Let me take you for a meal and a hot shower. Please.”

As the woman drew closer, Brandi squinted. She needed to see who this woman was that sounded so familiar. When the woman stepped out of the headlight and stood just next to her, Brandi gasped as recognition hit her.

“Tawne? Is that really you?”
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​​Chapter Two
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“Brandi? Brandi Holmes?” 

It was Tawne. She knew her from when they went to school together. 

How in the hell would Tawne, of all people, find Brandi out here about to commit suicide? 

Maybe this was the universe not fucking her over after all. This could be a sign that she needed to remain on earth. She also recalled the lectures from the nuns. “If you were to commit suicide, it’s a one way ticket to Hell.”

She didn’t necessarily want to go to Hell, but it had to be better than the life she led here.

“Yeah, it’s me. How... How did you know I was here?”

“I didn’t,” Tawne answered. “My driver was taking me to the other side for some errands and we saw someone climbing the bridge. I ordered him to stop and I hopped out to help. I had no idea it was you.”

Brandi came down from the bars and stared at the ground. Shame coursed through her veins, as well as sadness. 

“I was serious about my offer. Let me take you to my home. We’ll get you cleaned up, dressed in proper winter clothes, and feed you. When’s the last time you had a warm meal?”

Brandi’s belly growled, betraying her. She slowly shook her head and shrugged. “I don’t remember. It’s been a while.”

“Then that’s it. Come on, let’s go.”

When Brandi didn’t move, Tawne stepped closer. “Please, come with me. Let me help.”

“Then what after helping me? Send me back into the wild just to suffer even longer?’

Tawne blinked. “Well, no. You can stay as long as you need. We have more than enough room for you.”

Brandi frowned. “Who is ‘we’?”

Her school friend smiled. “My, err, family. Now, come on. You can fill me in on everything you’ve done since we graduated.”

Brandi sighed. “Why not?”

The women climbed into the back of the car and Tawne announced, “Take us back home, please.”

“As you wish,” her driver answered.

“Wow, did you win the jackpot or something to afford all this?” She looked around the limo they were in and her eyes burned with tears. She relished the heat provided, but suddenly felt unworthy of such treatment. 

“You could say I hit the jackpot, theoretically.” 

Brandi shifted her gaze to Tawne and found the woman blushing. She lifted a brow. “Did you marry into money or something?”

Tawne’s grin grew. “Or something. We’ll discuss it when we get back to the house. How’s that sound?”

Brandi nodded and didn’t ask anything else. She wanted to. She needed to know how her old school friend went from low income and a wild imagination, to extreme wealth and an ability afford her own personal limo and driver.

“Didn’t you used to fantasize about paranormal creatures, like vampires and werewolves?” She inquired.

The driver coughed to cover a chuckle and Brandi noticed Tawne blush a deeper shade of red. 

“Yes, and I, umm, still do. Let’s get home and we’ll discuss everything. Now, tell me about you and what happened after we graduated.”

Brandi didn’t necessarily want to discuss herself and her life, but she eventually figured it would happen, anyway. She sucked in a deep breath and turned her attention to Tawne. “There’s not much to tell, really. Once I graduated high school, I was eighteen and of age to be an adult. The orphanage no longer claimed rights to me and I was basically evicted.”

“Oh my God,” Tawne whispered. “They can’t do that, can they?”

“Oh, they can, and they did.” Brandi knew Tawne had no idea about this side of the world she lived in. “Once a child turns eighteen, the orphanage is no longer paid for by our government and they are considered an adult. Same for foster care, except the parents fostering may choose to keep the child in their care, regardless of pay.”

Tawne shook her head, eyes wide. “I had no idea.”

“I’ve been on the streets ever since. I have no ID or address, so I can’t get a job to try to pay for things. I pick up coins on the street and hope they’ll get me my next meal.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Tawne said with a catch in her voice. “I’m so glad we found one another again. This world still needs you, Brandi. Let’s see where we end up in a few weeks, okay?”

Brandi lowered her gaze to Tawne’s hands and noted the cleanliness of her hands, her manicured nails, and the lack of scars. She then looked at her own. Her hands had wounds that had healed over time, dirt and who knows what else caked under her fingernails and over her hands. Hell, her entire body, was filthy.

“Thank you,” she whispered and felt a tear slip down her cheek and land on her hand. “You’re showing me too much kindness.”

“Hogwash.”

Brandi looked up and blinked away her tears, then grinned. “Hogwash? You seriously just said that?”

“Fuck yeah, I did,” her friend answered. “We’re almost back. Shower and clothes, then I’m feeding you. All right?”

Brandi nodded. “Thank you, again. Thank you will never be enough.”

“Sure it is,” Tawne told her. I have so much in my life, thus, I will always pay it forward.” She reached for Brandi’s hand.

Brandi jerked her hand away. “I’m gross and filthy. You don’t want to touch me.”

Tawne smiled and tilted her head. “When’s the last time anyone hugged you?”

Pain erupted in Brandi’s chest at the realization of Tawne’s question. This time the tears didn’t stop. She hiccupped and wiped at her face. She imagined she was smearing the dirt and grime, making her look even worse.

“I, um... I don’t know,” she whispered. “The nuns didn’t hug us often. Some of them were mean, others took pity, but it didn’t mean they hugged us.”

Tawne smiled and held open her arms, completely surprising her.. “Bring it in, girl. Come on, bring it in!”

Brandi shook her head in a fast motion, eyes wide. “Umm, what? No, I can’t do that. I’ll get you so dirty if I touch you.”

“Whatever. It’s nothing I can’t wash off. Brandi, I’m offering my friendship, and a hug. Take it if you like, or don’t, but I’ll always be here to hug.”

Brandi wasn’t sure what to do. 

Should she hug her? 

Lean away? 

Jump out of the car at the next stop? 

No more running.

She scooted closer and leaned into Tawne. Her friend embraced her, her arms squeezing tight around her body. It was a simple gesture, but it was more than anyone else had done for her in a very long time. She closed her eyes and inhaled, the scent of clean filling her senses. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I don’t know how to repay you for this.”

“You’ll never have to repay me,” Tawne answered. “We’re almost home. We’ll talk more once you’re cleaned up, okay?”

Brandi nodded and remained leaning against Tawne. She didn’t want to leave her side for fear this was only a dream, and she’d wake up back on the bridge, about to jump. “Okay.”

***
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Brandi stood under the stream of the shower and closed her eyes. She knew she could live in here. The bathroom was monochromatic in color and the shower was large enough to hold at least five people comfortably. There were a few oversized showerheads and it felt like a waterfall spilling over her body. There were also sprays mounted to the sidewalls. She didn’t understand the need for them, but she wouldn’t pass up the opportunity to try them out. 

Tawne had given her a bottle of shampoo and conditioner, body soap, and a good scrubber. She opened the shampoo and sniffed. The aroma smelled like coconuts. She smiled and poured a large amount into her hand, then began to massage it into her hair. She imagined only some of the dirt and grime would be removed on the first wash and planned to use the shampoo at least two more times. The conditioner... she’d probably need the entire bottle.

Brandi was blessed to have straight hair, but it was thick. Her locks were raven in color and her eyes were a light blue. She’d been told while in school she was a beauty and should consider modeling. But now... what would they say? 

She pushed the thoughts aside and washed out the final round of shampoo and started on the conditioner. Tawne also gave her a razor. The thought of cutting her wrists crossed her mind, but that would be a selfish thing to do, especially after the hospitality shown to her.

She lathered up her body with the fragrant soap and sighed. She took the razor and began shaving her legs, then her armpits, and looked down at her nether regions. It looked like Chewbacca from Star Wars down there. She cringed and wondered if the razor would even work on her.

I wonder if Tawne gets waxed and if she’d take me. Not that it would matter on a homeless woman, anyway, but it might be fun.

Of course, Brandi had never experienced a waxing and had no idea what went on other than the removal of hair. 

A knock at the door startled her and her heart quickly raced in her chest. “Yes?” she announced as she caught her breath.

“It’s just me,” Tawne said. “I have some clothes for you to put on. Want me to put them in the bathroom with you?”

“Umm, sure?” She wasn’t sure what to say. She didn’t want to put her old clothes back on. Hell, burn those. She also didn’t want to walk out naked and chance walking into some help or Tawne’s man. 

Jeez, that would be devastating.

She heard the door open and heels click on the tile. “They’re on the vanity. Please, no rush. Take your time.” Then a second later, the door closed. 

Curious, Brandi wiped her hand across the fogged glass and found a dress had been laid out, as well as panties and shoes.

She wants me to wear a dress?

She shrugged. Anything was better than the clothes she wore into the home.

After she finished shaving, she reluctantly turned off the water, then stood there as she dripped. She lifted her arms and was happy to see she was clean. 

How long had it been since she’d showered or had a bath? 

There was no telling. 

She tugged the shower door open and stepped out, grabbing the towel left for her. She closed the door and towel dried her hair, then her body. She stepped toward the vanity and picked up the silky panties left for her. 

They were white with a lacy top, and the bottoms would hug her cheeks well enough. She slipped them on and liked how they felt on her skin. 

She then picked up the dress and realized it was a vintage style outfit. It didn’t require a bra, which was a good thing. She didn’t have much for breasts, but then again, she was a scrawny woman who seldom ate. Maybe once Tawne put meat on her bones, she’d grow some tits. 

Who knew?

She pulled the dress over her head and noted it was a little too big. 

Maybe Tawne could address that and maybe tie it or something? 

She picked up the brush left for her and with a sigh, she began to brush through her thick tangles. Raven hair tugged and pulled, and some loose pieces tore out and stuck in the brush. It took a few minutes to comb through her hair, but she managed to get it done. 

Brandi pulled out the hair from the brush and, finding the wastebasket, she tossed it, not wanting to leave a mess behind. She set the brush down, then stared at her reflection in the mirror. She almost didn’t recognize herself. She turned from side to side and realized that dress wasn’t that big. It was doable. Then there were the shoes. 

Thank goodness Tawne took pity on her and brought her black ballet flats. She slipped them on and they fit perfectly. 

I guess we wear the same size.

She opened the door and her belly immediately growled at the smell of food. She followed the scent and found her way into the kitchen. She stood in the doorway and watched Tawne as she cooked bacon, turning each piece.

“I don’t even know how long it’s been since I had bacon.”

Tawne turned around and smiled. “You look beautiful. How do you feel?”

“Okay. I’m so not beautiful. I’m simply clean. And clean feels amazing!”

Tawne grinned. “Well, I’m arguing the fact of your beauty, because you’re stunning. You haven’t seen yourself in a while, I imagine.”

Brandi lowered her gaze to the marble floor and shook her head. 

“Don’t be embarrassed. You’re here with us now.”

Brandi looked up and met her friend’s gaze. “Who is us?”

“I’ll let you find out for yourself here, shortly.” Turning back to the bacon, she pulled the remaining pieces off, then wiped her hands with a dishtowel. “There’s bread, tomatoes, lettuce, pickles, mayo, and mustard, whatever you need. Make as much or as little as you like. I’ll be right back.”

Tawne let out a squeal of delight and Brandi shook her head and chuckled. She padded into the kitchen and stared at the bacon. Picking up a piece, she brought it to her mouth and bit down. The taste exploded in her mouth, unbelievable flavors of salt, umami, and a sweetness. She chewed on it, closed her eyes, and savored the taste. When she finished that piece, she ate another, than another. 

Right, sandwich.

Swiftly, she put together a bacon sandwich with all the supplies Tawne had left her. She opened wide and took a large bite and found it difficult to chew but didn’t care. She planned to eat until she felt as if she’d burst. 

“Brandi, these are my men.”

Brandi turned with her mouth full and almost choked. Four of the most beautiful, sexiest men she’d ever laid her eyes on stared back at her. 

Brandi was able to chew the bite and finally swallowed it. She cleared her throat and asked, “Did I hear you right? These are your men?”

“Yes, you heard me right. This is Christofano, Evan, Will, and Chayton. Guys, this is my friend from school, Brandi Holmes.”

“Nice to meet you,” said the first one, Christofano. He was tall, built, and very hot.

“Welcome,” the one named Evan said with a grin. He was equally attractive. 

How did Tawne do this?

“‘Sup?” came from the one named Will. He arched a brow and Brandi figured he was the bad boy of the bunch. He had a dangerous persona about him. 

Again, how did Tawne do this?

The last one stepped forward and brushed his long, dark locks from his beautiful face. “I’m Doctor Chayton Blair. Welcome to our home.”

Wow, Tawne had seriously hit the jackpot. 

“Thank you,” she said to the men. She grinned at Tawne. “Four men?”

Tawne nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“They’re all yours and you’re theirs?”

“She’s ours,” Will answered. “We care for her and in turn, she gives us what we need.”

Brandi’s brows rose. One or two men at once she could see happening, but four?

“Well, it’s a little more than that,” Tawne added. 

“How did you end up in this life, Tawne? Please, tell me.” She laughed a maniacal laugh and ran her fingers across her scalp, relishing the cleanliness of it. “I literally have nothing to lose.”

Tawne stepped forward and took Brandi’s hands in hers. “What if I told you that you could have this life, too?”
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​​​Chapter Three
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“Umm, what?” Brandi questioned. She stared at Tawne for a moment, then shifted her gaze to each of her friend's men. One by one, each nodded to confirm that what she heard was correct. She scratched her head for a moment, then crossed her arms over her chest. “Please don’t tell me I have to repent. I’ve repented my whole life and look where that got me.”

Tawne smiled and let out a soft laugh. “Oh, no, there’s no repenting. That’s between you and your deity. No, this is something much bigger than asking for forgiveness for a life you never asked for and didn’t deserve.”

Still skeptical, Brandi rubbed her hands together. “You’re giving me a millions dollars?”

“Hardly,” Will scoffed. 

She frowned and stuck her tongue out at him.

“Very childish,” he told her, then turned to Tawne. “How much more of her do we have to deal with. I’m bored. You know? Never mind. I’m going to go outside and, oh, I don’t know... kill some weeds?”

“But you never garden,” Tawne said.

“Well, it has to be better than this.” Will pressed his lips to her forehead and left the kitchen. The other three men shook their heads and Chayton rolled his eyes.

“Don’t mind him,” Chayton offered. “He’s an asshat.”

“No, he’s not,” Tawne challenged. “He’s your brother. You love him.”

“I do, but he’s still an asshat,” Chayton said and turned toward Brandi. “Allow Tawne to explain what she was trying to offer before Mister I’m-too-good-for-this happened.”

Brandi smiled. She liked this doctor. She wondered what he practiced in medicine. She was in awe that Tawne not only managed to land a doctor, but she also landed three other sexy-as-sin men as well. One of them being an asshole, but whatever. He wasn’t hers, thank goodness. She didn’t tolerate rudeness or anyone being unkind just because they thought they could.

“All right,” Brandi started and leaned on the counter, arms crossed over her chest once more. “Let me have this amazing thing you’re offering.”

Tawne smiled once more and took a few steps forward. “I think you should have a seat before I spill the beans.”

“Where did this reference ever come from?” Christofano asked Evan, who just shrugged in reply.

Brandi giggled to herself as she crossed the kitchen and took a seat at the table. Some would call this a breakfast nook, but like Christofano said, where did the name come from? That would be something to look into later.
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