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Chapter 1
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As I stood in the Wyndham Hotel’s security office in Las Vegas, my vampire suspect, Brandon Jacobs, sat in a chair, handcuffed and scowling at me. 

Probably because I’d just inflicted more pain on him.

But I couldn’t garner any satisfaction from hurting him because what he’d said right after I’d thumped him in the thigh with my fist still reeled through my brain like a shock to the system.

He’d told me that my father was looking for me. Which meant the redhead in the elevator had been my sister. I suddenly had the urge to bolt out of there and go find Jezebel and ask her a million questions, but I couldn’t. I knew I could gain more knowledge by staying right here and questioning this vampire, who, I just found out, was nothing more than a bounty hunter. One of many who were looking for a big payout.

Besides, how many redheads named Jezebel who dressed like a hooker lived in Las Vegas? I was sure I could find her again after I was done with this loser.

Okay, maybe not.

I went over and drew the blinds closed on the two-way mirror that took up the entire east side wall of the room. I was sure those rent-a-cops employed by the hotel were watching intently, and they definitely did not need to see or hear what I was about to do. I went over and flipped off the little speaker that was set into the wall by the two-way mirror. I heard a few groans of disappointment from the other side of the wall. A quick scan of the room told me there were no security cameras in here.

Sitting with half of my butt on the edge of the table, I folded my arms over my chest. 

“You’re gonna answer a few questions for me, and when we’re done, I might let you go, so you can head straight back to whoever is looking for me and tell them he has to come get me.”

My vampire suspect frowned at me. “I can’t go back empty-handed. He’ll kill me.”

“I call bullshit,” I said right back, narrowing my eyes at him. “You just said the redhead had cost you ten grand when she got away.”

He shook his head. “Yes, he’s paying a ransom for us to find you girls, but he was very clear that we weren’t to come back empty-handed. Ten grand was just a deposit for a selfie to show that I had her.”

“Selfie!” I snorted. “First off, who is this guy?”

He glared at me, as if he was weighing his options. I went around the table and lifted a fist, ready to pound it down into his thigh again. I was sure that sensitive pressure-point was still sore.

“Okay – it’s Vlad Montour.”

I felt the blood drain from my face. Well I’ll be... the psychic faery from all those years ago had been right.

I swallowed thickly, trying to maintain my professionalism. “What does he want with me?”

“I don’t know. He just wants his four daughters brought in – alive. He never said why and we don’t ask.”

I blinked in disbelief. “Four daughters?”

He nodded. “As far as we know.”

“What are their names and how much are the bounties?”

He hesitated again. This time it wasn’t fear that passed across his features but something else. Then I realized he was just a greedy idiot.

“If you think I’m gonna go after my own sisters for a few thousand bucks, you can think again. I don’t give a crap about the money. Tell me their names and the amount of the rewards.”

He pulled at his handcuffs again.

I chuckled, folding my arms across my chest. “Don’t bother, they’re enchanted. You won’t ever break them. Even I can’t break them.”

He huffed out a breath and slumped back in his chair. “You, Jezebel, and Blair are worth five hundred grand each. Victoria is worth an even million.”

What the!

I gasped. “Why is Victoria worth more?”

“Lady, I have no idea, I don’t ask no questions. He just gave us names, addresses, and promised the cash. I thought it would be an easy half a mil to kidnap a half-breed. Obviously I was wrong,” he muttered.

“Yeah, dipshit. I’m sure feeding from one of them wasn’t part of the deal, either. Why would you want to drink vampire blood anyway?” I made a face.

Brandon’s brown eyes met mine. “Her blood was calling to me. So was her body. Jezebel is irresistible. We were warned about her charms, and I guess they were right.”

“She’s only half vampire like me, isn’t she?” I asked.

He nodded. “Half succubus, I think.” 

I tipped my head back and laughed. “You’re even stupider than you look. She could have drained every ounce of your life-force – some say your very soul – if you had continued what you were doing to her. That’s what they do. They need it to survive.”

He snorted. “I don’t have a soul.”

“Or a brain,” I replied dryly.

The room was quiet for a little while, as I paced myself with the bazillion questions that were in my head.

“So you were in Denver, trying to kidnap me? How were you gonna do that?” I asked with a cocky tilt of my chin, my arms still folded across my chest.

“Psshhtt. Like I’d ever tell you,” he came back.

I grinned and cocked my head to one side. “You didn’t even have a plan, did you?”

He just glared at me and said nothing. 

“I know you didn’t have a plan because you’re stupid. You killed at least five homeless people – that we know of. You don’t need to kill people to feed, dumb-shit. One was just a kid.”

“Like I give a fuck if a human lives or dies.”

I gritted my teeth and lowered my voice. “I see that. You think I give a fuck if you live or die? I’d have already killed you by now if I didn’t need information from you.”

He gasped with wide eyes. Such a human gesture. He must be a very young vampire. “So once I tell you what you need to know, you’re gonna kill me then?”

“The thought has been entertaining me since the minute I learned your name,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“Well if you think I’m telling you where Vlad is, you have another thing coming. You’ll have to kill me first.”

I laughed again. “See, you really are stupider than you look. You don’t have to tell me where he is, you can just bring me to him. Then you’re the hero, collect your five-hundred grand, viola! Everyone’s happy.”

His gaze shot back to me at lightning speed and he smiled. “Really?”

“No, not really.”

He frowned. “Then what do you want?”

“You’re gonna tell me the full names and addresses of these ‘sisters’ of mine, and I’ll consider letting you leave out of here on your legs and not in a trash bag.”

He just glared at me, then nodded slightly.

“Next question. What are you doing in Vegas?”

He rolled his eyes at me. “Trying to get Jezebel, what do you think? You were becoming too hard to corner, so I moved onto the next bounty on the list.”

“So Vlad isn’t here himself? He doesn’t live here?”

He smiled. “No.”

This vampire wasn’t the brightest dagger in the drawer, but I could tell he definitely wasn’t going to tell me where Vlad was.

“Are you a blackjack dealer here?”

“I used to be.”

“You also live here, don’t you? How did you hear about the bounties?”

He sighed and squirmed some more. “Can you please let me out of these cuffs? I’m not gonna fight you.”

I grinned. “Yeah, right. Just answer my questions and I will think about it.”

“What else do you want to know?”

I measured him with a long, menacing stare. “What does my father want with me?”

“Fuck if I know. Or care. I just want the half a mil.”

“And you heard about these rewards how?”

He swung his head in a circle like he was trying to work out a kink in his neck. “Through a friend. And no I’m not telling you his name. He’s also a hunter and isn’t even on this side of the country at the moment.”

“How long has Vlad been looking for us?”

“I only heard about this bounty a few weeks ago, so I have no idea. You really are barking up the wrong tree, girl. I don’t know shit.”

Since I knew Brandon wouldn’t give up Vlad’s whereabouts, I decided I was done with him.

I went to the blinds at the two-way mirror and lifted them, then I flipped the speaker on. “I’m done in here,” I said into it, keeping my eyes locked on Brandon.

His brown eyes went wide. “You’re done with me?”

I shook my head and whispered with a grin, “Not even close.”

Brandon squirmed in his cuffs again.

A man in a suit came in within a minute and put his hand out. “Rick Glass, Head of Security.”

I shook his hand. “Rick, you got a car I can use for a few?”

He nodded. “Absolutely.”

I stood Brandon by gripping his bicep and he complied without a fight.

With Mr. Glass and three security guards as an entourage, I walked Brandon through a back door and forcefully shoved him into the back of a plain black sedan. I thanked Mr. Glass as he plonked its keys into my palm.

I slid into the driver’s seat and started it up, blasting the air conditioning, and then pulled up a map on my phone. It seemed I only had to drive about two miles to get completely out of town. Committing myself to the task at hand, I stayed silent as Brandon hurled questions at me about where I was taking him and if we could work out some kind of deal. He even offered to split the 500 grand with me. As if!

With the shimmering, provocative lights of Vegas behind me, I breathed out in relief as the landscape changed to an inky black sky, full glowing moon, and white sand. The road wound ahead of me and I followed it, my headlights the only illumination afforded me. I kept an eye on my suspect in my rearview mirror.

When I was confident the bright lights and big city were but a mere speck in my rearview, I pulled over to the side of the road and killed the engine to my borrowed car.

“Where the hell are we?” Brandon asked, a tinge of panic lacing his tone.

I smiled and exited the car, opening the back passenger door and yanking him by the arm out of the vehicle.

“Walk,” I instructed, pointing at the endless landscape of sand.

“Look, Lotus,” he began, desperation in his voice. “I will tell you where Vlad is, where your sisters are, everything.”

I chuckled humorlessly, my pistol now in my fist as we walked. “Damn straight you will.”

“Just don’t kill me, okay?” he pled, but I felt no sympathy for him.

Yanking on his arm, I whirled him around and looked him the eye. “Tell me where Jezebel, Blair, and Victoria are.”

I knew he wasn’t under any sort of spell, as vampires were immune to being bedazzled by me. He was groveling for a whole different reason.

He spoke quickly. “Jezebel lives in Vegas. She works on the strip.”

I raised an eyebrow and said, “Continue.”

“Blair lives in New York. She’s a nurse.”

I nodded and used my gun to gesture for him to continue.

“Victoria’s a bit harder to pin down. She goes by Tori but doesn’t stay put for very long. She’s actually a vampire hunter, but moves too quickly for anyone to catch her.”

“That explains the double bounty,” I remarked with an eye roll. 

I’m a vampire hunter, too, where’s my respect? I thought.

“Where does Vlad live?”

Brandon’s eyes went wide. “I don’t know.”

With my left hand, I yanked the slide to my pistol to the rear to load a bullet into the chamber and pushed the tip of the gun into Brandon’s chest with a sadistic smirk. “Oh, but I think you do know, Brandon.”

He sucked in a breath, his eyes never leaving the gun. “Okay! He lives in Tennessee. He hides in the mountains, though. You’ll never find him.”

I nodded, the gun still pressing into the center of his designer T-shirt. “You’re gonna have to give me exact addresses.”

I watched as Vampire Brandon swallowed, a war between the truth and a lie struggling for dominance across his face. That was all I needed to make my decision.

With the images of the poor, homeless dead people displayed in abandoned warehouses flashing through my brain like a horrific slideshow, I grinned, shoving the front of my pistol farther into Brandon’s chest.

I looked up into his pathetic face and saw that his brown eyes were all black and realized he had gone past fear and straight to survival. His arms fought one last time against the immovable and unbreakable handcuffs. I smiled into his face.

“Thanks for the information, Brandon.”

With that, I pulled the trigger, the bullet exiting the chamber at incredible speed, launching itself into Brandon’s chest. I stepped back to watch the lightshow.

The vampire looked down at his chest, then back at me. “No!” he screamed.

In the dark of night, light as bright as the sun began to explode from his chest. Now nothing but a mere hole, and with his screams ringing in my ear, I watched in satisfaction as Brandon’s skin began to melt. Black blood began to drip quickly out from the bottoms of his pant legs. He looked down at his disintegrating body, and with his mouth still open in shock, I stood back with my 9mm still gripped in my fist.

His vampire skin dribbled like fast-melting ice cream, and when the goo that was once flesh and tissue began to thin out, it then turned to powder and fell into the sand of the Nevada desert, blending in as if it had been part of it all along. And part of me wondered if that’s what sand had been made of all this time. 

In what could only be described as a shudder since I had never done that, I gaped in fascination as Brandon’s bones began to break down. One by one, they plonked to the sand below, breaking down into chunks. A strong desert wind came and began to blow them away, leaving nothing but a pile of clothes, my enchanted handcuffs, and a UV bullet.

I bent down and plunked the handcuffs from the sand, shoving them back into their holster on my belt below the small of my back. Next I picked up the bullet from the sand. 

The invention of UV bullets in the 1990s had been the best invention ever. On a trip to San Francisco a few years back, I’d met a big, tall guy named Jonathan who had sold me a few hundred rounds of UV bullets. I hadn’t asked where he’d got them from, but I was grateful to have them, as inserting deadly sunlight into the chests of undead pieces of shit like Brandon had proved to be a very effective way of killing the cold, pale bastards without getting myself or my fabulous boots dirty.

Whistling the tune to the Addams Family, I went back to my borrowed sedan and got in with a grin of satisfaction. I started it up, happy to know that the homeless of Denver were safe once again. Well, safe from vampires. They were on their own when it came to any other monsters lurking on the streets of the Mile High City, though.
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Chapter 2
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After returning the keys to the Wyndham’s hotel security manager, I only had one thing on my mind: Find Jezebel. The last place I’d seen her was in this very hotel, but something told me Jezebel was a hell of a lot smarter than she looked and would not stay in that hotel where she had almost been killed. 

I walked through the lobby and out into the warm Nevada night. Taking a left, I headed toward more bright lights, my hands in the pockets of my pants, the money there burning a figurative hole.

I kept walking, looking at everyone I passed. I encountered quite a few vampires. This confused me at first, wondering why vampires would want to live in a place with so much sun and heat, but then I realized that Vegas was the best place for a vampire. Sleep all day and stay up all night. I had no doubt the casinos employed quite a few of them on their night shifts. I wouldn’t go searching them out, as I didn’t care about a quiet, random vamp trying to make a living. Only when one broke the rules did I go after them like a snake stalking its prey. And by rules I meant killing humans.

Not cool.

Passing a tall, fancy hotel, I decided to check out its casino. I ducked inside after slithering through the fast-moving electric revolving door and inhaled deeply. Jezebel had a scent, and while I was no bloodhound, I had detected a distinct perfume on her during the elevator scuffle and had tried to commit it to memory.

I didn’t pick up her scent here, but that wouldn’t stop me from being the nosy cop that I am and asking some questions. The lobby was ridiculous in its décor, marble floors and furniture, the ceilings glittering above me with chandeliers made of God knows what. My favorite boots clacked under my feet as I approached the front desk that was lined in solid oak and topped in swirly white marble. A young, dark-haired man looked up and smiled at me, his chocolate brown eyes twinkling.

“Hi, how can I help you?”

I stared at the human straight in the eye and put on the charm. “Hey, cutie. Do you think you could help me with something?”

A dopey grin lit up his youthful, handsome face and he smoothed down the blue hotel-issued jacket he wore over a pressed white button-down shirt. “Of course. What can I do for you?”

Still smiling, I replied, “Do you happen to know a Jezebel? She’s got fiery red hair and a body to die for. You probably associate her with a prostitute or working girl.”

Recognition lit up his face and his snapped his fingers and pointed at me. “Ya know, I think I know who you mean. She’s got these wicked eyes that burn right through you. Right?”

I bit back a snort and kept my smile in place. “That’s right,” I looked down at his nametag, “Anthony! You’re doing great!”

He smiled at the praise. “She’s real pretty. Comes in here a lot.”

“Is that so?” I asked. “What does she do when she’s here?”

His dark eyebrows dipped in thought. “Well, she waves to me and says hi, then she takes the elevator.” He pointed to a set of brass elevators just across the lobby. They were highly polished and reflecting the obnoxious lights on the hotel’s lobby.
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