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Author’s note:
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Readers, I really hope you enjoy this third and final installment of Lotus’s journey. In order to understand it, you must have not only read Lotus (book 1) which is FREE to download, but also Watcher (book 2), as this is an ongoing serial. Also, I would highly advise reading Jezebel’s first two serials in this series (Book 1, Jezebel, is FREE to download everywhere. Book 2 is titled Deviant). This will give you a better understanding of Jezebel’s story, as her conclusion is also being told in this book. And if you haven’t already, I would encourage you to read Blair’s and Victoria’s stories, too, as each daughter has her own journey that all lead to one, big final exciting conclusion involving all the daughters.

So without further ado, please enjoy the last part of Lotus’s and Jezebel’s journeys. Happy reading! ~C.J.
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Chapter 1

Lotus
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I blinked in disbelief and looked around, wondering if I had imagined it. “What the hell?”

“He was just here!” Jezebel cried.

Then we heard it; the unmistakable laugh I’d heard so many times in my dreams. But it sounded far away, like it was dissipating on the forest wind. The laugh caused a shudder to rack my entire body. 

“Okay, that’s some creepy shit, we need to get the hell out of here,” Drew said, shaking his head.

“But he said, ‘If it’s a confrontation you want, here I am.’ And now he’s not here.” Jezebel blew a stray red curl from her worried forehead.

Drew let out a low growl. “More smoke and mirrors from this sadistic bastard. Again, let’s bolt.”

I agreed. I grabbed Jezebel by the upper arm and led her to the passenger side of the Mercedes. 

“Hey!” she protested. “This is my car. And stop manhandling me!”

I closed her door and then I slipped into the backseat. Drew took the driver’s seat and slammed the car into reverse.

“I’ll make it up to you later,” I said quietly, looking behind me.

Jezebel groaned and buckled her seatbelt.

Drew turned the car around easily and we sped down the mountainous highway, hopeful we wouldn’t fall over one of the many jagged cliffs.

Looking at those cliffs, I was reminded of my latest dream about Vlad and how he’d confronted me on the mountain highway as I’d walked along the cliff’s edges. They looked exactly like they had in my dream, except it was daytime and not pitch-black out, and I could see all the way down to where they dropped off into more jagged mountain rock. I shuddered and tried not to think about it.

“So where’s your man – uh, what’s his name? Dorian?” I asked Jezebel to get my mind off the fact that we were speeding along the cliffs at breakneck speed with my crazy werewolf boyfriend driving.

She turned around to look at me. “Back in Vegas, I think. Or he could be in Alaska. It’s hard to say.”

Well, that was cryptic and odd. “What, you don’t know? Don’t you talk to him?”

She shook her head, the red curls bouncing around her shoulders. “Not recently. We haven’t really defined a relationship yet.”

“Just sex then,” I said as flatly as I could.

She lifted a pale, freckled shoulder and let it fall. “Something like that.”

I lifted an eyebrow but said nothing.

“Where are headed?” Drew asked, his gorgeous blue eyes piercing me in the rearview mirror.

The question caught me off-guard so it took a minute for me to answer. Considering I had nothing at all except my ID and some cash, I told him, “The nearest airport. I need to go back to Denver and get some shit. I don’t even have a gun.”

“I’m not so sure that’s a good idea...”

I cut him off. “Why not? Vlad had the opportunity to get to me and chose to blow me off. So fuck that guy, and fuck his supposed intimidation. I’m not scared of him or his stooge bounty hunters. If he finds me in Denver, so be it. Anyway, I need to check in with the sergeant. I was supposed to report in two days ago. I’m sure they’ve got me AWOL or an APB out on me.”

Jezebel turned around again. “Don’t you have your phone? Have they tried to call you?”

I didn’t even reach for my phone. “No clue. Thing is deader than a doornail and I don’t have a charger, so...”

She laughed and shook her head and opened the glove compartment, pulling out a phone charger. Holding it up, she asked, “iPhone or Android?”

“Android,” I replied.

“Shoot, this one’s iPhone. Sorry.”

I cursed under my breath. “Well, thanks anyway.” I patted my pocket.

She looked so defeated. She had wanted to help but looked as though she had failed me. So I said, “Jez, it’s cool. I appreciate it. As soon as we’re near civilization, I’ll grab a USB charger from a gas station or something. I’m not worried about it.”

A look of relief passed over her beautiful, flawless face and she smiled. “Good. I don’t want you to get fired.”

I shook my head and laughed. “I won’t.”

She turned around in the seat and looked at me somberly. “Seriously, sis. If they try to fire you, just bring me to the station. I am very persuasive, I’ll get you your job back.”

I chuckled. “I have no doubt, girl.”

[image: image]

The Nashville airport was a bevvy of humans with either their faces in their phones or them staring blankly up at the television monitors which told them the gate they needed to use to get to their destination. They mostly ignored us, and for that I was grateful. 

After Jezebel charmed the male gate agent into giving us tickets by paying cash and not alerting the TSA because we had paid cash, we had our tickets in hand, and were now boarding a one-way flight to Denver. 

I never did get that charger since we had no reason to stop between Vlad’s place and the Nashville airport with a full tank of gas, and the next flight was boarding in 30 minutes. 

“What’s going to happen to my car?” Jezebel asked, her thumbnail up near her mouth like she wanted to bite it, but didn’t.

I handed my ticket to the agent and she beeped it under a scanner, smiling. “Have a nice flight.”

I smiled back tightly at her and waited for Jez to enter the tunnel that would lead us to the plane. “Is that your car, or a rental?”

Her pretty eyes shifted left, then right, and then she looked at me, her brows furrowing. “I sort of borrowed it.”

I lifted an eyebrow at her and then looked around. Drew was glued to our conversation.

“Borrowed... like, your friend will kill you if you don’t return his Benz, or borrowed like you hotwired the motherfucker?” I asked.

She giggled nervously. “Neither. After I ditched Dorian in the mall, I found this dude getting out of the car in the parking lot. I told him I needed to borrow it. He handed the keys right over, along with his cell phone. Like taking candy from a baby.”

I placed one hand on the hip of the hideous jeans I still wore from Vlad’s closet. “Seriously? And you didn’t think to tell us to wipe it of prints?”

She smiled proudly. “My prints aren’t in the system.”

Drew chuckled. “Mine either. Maximus made sure I had none.” He held up both hands and I could see with my enhanced eyesight that Drew did, in fact, have no fingerprints. 

I narrowed my eyes at him. “I’m not even going to ask how he did that. And you,” I looked at Jezebel, “my prints are in the system.” I sighed and rubbed a hand along the top of my head where my hair was pulled back tightly into a ponytail. “I’ll deal with that later.”

The flight was only a couple hours, and once we landed in Denver, I smiled at the familiar dry air and mountainous landscape. I really did love it here and would be sad when I had to leave.

“So now what?” Drew asked, looking around.

“My car is parked in the long-term parking, where I left it when I went to Vegas. But unfortunately, the keys were in my purse. I have a spare at home, but that obviously doesn’t help us right now.”

Drew grinned. “Challenge accepted. I’m sure I can hotwire it.”

I lifted a brow and looked at him. “And how are we going to get inside?”

“We’ll break a window and shorty here can crawl in and unlock it for us,” he said, pointing at Jezebel.

I cringed. A broken window was better than leaving my car here, I guess.

[image: image]

Jezebel had to take the couch since I lived in a one-bedroom apartment, and after fishing a pillow and blanket from my hall closet for her, Drew and I took my room. I stripped down to nothing and climbed into the comforting familiarity of my cool sheets.

Drew, down to only his boxers, sidled up behind me and pressed something hard into my tailbone as I lay on my side, wrapping a strong arm around my middle.

I flipped over and looked at him as the blue moonlight streamed in through my window. His black hair flopped lazily to one side and his eyes twinkled with amusement and something else as he stared at me.

My eyes flicked between his and I finally said, “Thank you.”

His hand reached up to brush a stray pink piece of hair from my face. “For what?”

“For coming to rescue me. For being there for me. For not dying of wolfsbane poisoning. For being in my bed right now.”

He chuckled lightly and smiled. “I would do all those things a million times over for you, Lotus. I’ve never met anyone like you in my life, and as long as I can help it, I am never letting you go.”

The warmth of his words heated my cold, hardened heart and I leaned up to kiss him with gratitude. He reciprocated, and when his lips crushed onto mine, I pushed his boxers off, and his body was immediately on top me, pushing himself into me and comforting me in the many ways only he knew how. It was just what I needed in that moment.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter 2

Lotus
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Unfortunately for me, I had six voicemails and ten text messages once I’d gotten my phone completely charged up.

The ten texts were from my boss and coworkers checking on me.

Five voicemails were from my sergeant, asking why the hell I hadn’t reported for work three days ago and asking if was dead or injured, and demanding I call. However, it was the sixth voicemail that piqued my interest.

“Lotus, this is Tori, I need you to call me immediately.” She left a phone number and then hung up.

I knew Tori was “Victoria” – Vlad’s other daughter. After I was showered, dressed, and had coffee in hand, ready to go to the station, I dialed Tori’s number as I got into my car to drive to work. I hadn’t told Drew or Jezebel where I was going, but vowed I’d shoot off a quick text to Drew later.

The wind whistling through the broken back passenger window annoyed me as I drove. I turned up the volume on my phone.

“Victoria,” she answered.

“Lotus,” I replied curtly.

A long silence ensued. So long, I pulled my phone away from ear and looked at the screen to see if we were still connected. “Hello?” I asked.

“Lotus Arden Smith, my long, lost sister. Well, I’m not gonna lie when I say I wasn’t expecting a call back.”

My brow furrowed together as I took the interstate onramp to get on the I-225 loop. “And why wouldn’t I call you back?” I asked dryly.

“Because I left you that message like five days ago,” Tori shot back.

I tried not to smile. God, we were sooo related. “Yeah? Well, my phone died and I’ve been kinda busy trying to hunt down our father.”

A small gasp escaped through the phone 

“You didn’t...” Tori said.

I smiled. “Oh, I so did. Now... tell me how you got my number.”

I heard a small laugh. “I like you already but I need to keep this brief. First off, I have limitless resources so how I got your number’s pretty much irrelevant. Second, it’s come to my knowledge that your biological mother most likely left you something of value. Some sort of trinket that contains a precious and rare jewel. Don’t ask me what kind of jewel or what kind of trinket, but Blair and I have learned that our biological mothers were given a gift on the day of our birth that contained a rare gem–”

I cut of her off. “I’m gonna stop you right there. I have no clue who my biological mother is or was. I was raised in foster care pretty much since birth.”

Hearing Tori huff, I kept quiet and let her talk. “Lotus, I have full faith in you that you will not only find out your biological mom’s name, but track down the hospital you were born in, and the foster family who raised you. I have a feeling that will lead you to this stone.”

I began to get annoyed as I steered my car onto the I-25 freeway. “And don’t you think I’ve tried finding out the name of the woman who gave me life for the past one hundred plus years? I only know Vlad is my biological father because he’s been visiting me in my dreams, telling me who I was, taunting me...”

Tori squealed, “What! He can dream-walk?”

Confused, I said, “Yeah. Well, I guess so? Tall, pale, long black hair, trench coat, evil smile, blue eyes, good looks?”

Tori sighed. “Yeah, that’s the asshole.”

I laughed, but there was no humor in it. “Well, he visits my dreams. In them, he torments me. Once, he even lifted me off the ground by the throat and almost choked the life out of me. When I awoke, I had a handprint-shaped bruise on my throat.”

“What the hell?” she came back.

“Yeah,” I scoffed. “So, as you can see, I’m in the dark here.”

There was more silence, until she said, “I know you can find this trinket. Use the supernatural community. Witches are expensive but oddly accurate most of the time.” She paused a beat. “Lotus, it’s absolutely imperative you find it. Once you do, call me and we will meet up. It’s the only way to take him down.”

I was getting angry now. “Why are you telling me what to do? Don’t you work for him? From what I’ve heard, you’re his number one in command, his lead assassin. Why should I believe a fucking word you have to say?”

She sighed. “I don’t work for him any longer. He ordered me to kill my own sister, and that was the end of our dysfunctional relationship,” she said, pride seeming to seep out of her words.

“Your own sister... me? Or Jez?”

“No, Blair. Look, it’s a long story.”

I contemplated her confession, and then simply stated, “Okay. But if you’re lying to me, Tori, I’m gonna rip your throat out. You feel me?”

She laughed. “I’d love to see you try, sister. Now, I’m on a drop-phone so I’m throwing this one away today, but I’ll text you my new number. Call me once you’ve found the stone. Then we’ll be in touch.”

With that, she hung up. Except I couldn’t stop the smile from blossoming across my face. She’d called me sister. And that had felt damn good.
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I tried to hide the cringe as my boss screamed into my face. His breath was horrible, something about the stale coffee he’d had earlier seeming to overtake his entire mouth. 

“I am very, very disappointed in you, Smith. You were my best detective. Now, you go AWOL for days with no contact. What’s up with that shit? You’ve been a cop long enough...”

From the corner of my eye, I could see my partner, Stephan Waters, standing in the sarge’s office with his scrawny arms folded over his chest. I ignored him and looked at my boss.

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t partying in Vegas, I promise. Something came up...”

My boss threw his hands up. “Something! Lotus, you’re single with no children. To say something came up sounds like you hooked up with some oiled up stripper dude in Vegas and couldn’t be bothered to report in. And your hair is fuckin’ pink, for cripe’s sake...”

Anger as white-hot as a fireplace poker burned within me, and I pounded my fist on the top of his desk. “How dare you! You do not get to assume things about me! Ever! That’s not where I was! And that being said – I’m not fucking telling you where I was. You can kiss my ass!”

I turned on my heel to storm out of his office before I said something else I’d regret when his words stopped me in my tracks.

“Well, I hope you enjoy beat patrol, because as of this minute, you are back to being on the streets. I sure hope to hell you still have your blues – and they still fit, because,” he looked my body up and down in disgust, as if I’d gained some weight, “effective immediately, you are hitting the pavement – in a uniform.”

My mouth fell open in shock. I’d worked five years in the Denver P.D. – five years of hard work to make Detective so I wouldn’t have to go to car accident scenes and domestic violence calls – and he’s reduced me to nothing but a beat cop. To say I was livid was an understatement.

I blinked incredulously at him. “I’m a hell of a detective and this is how you repay me, Ahrens?” I asked, my gaze of rage boring into my boss.

He shook his head. “You’re a good, cop, Lotus, but I don’t like your attitude. Polish those boots because you’ll need them for at least a year.”

My eyes widened. “A year! You motherf–“

My partner, Stephan, dragged me out of the office before I said something I’d really regret.

Once outside, Stephan looked me in the eye. He was a small man with no real redeeming qualities except he seemed dedicated to his job. “Lotus, come on. What’s gotten into you?”

For a very rare moment in my life, I felt on the verge of tears. “Street cop, Waters? Seriously? I go missing for a couple days and suddenly I’m a bad cop?”

Stephan shook his head. “No, Smith. A couple days of not checking in earned you that. You can’t disappear like that.”

I wanted to punch the human asshole in the face, but I knew it wasn’t Stephan’s fault. He was just trying to calm me down. I was granted ten days of leave to go to Vegas and I had taken thirteen. Of course, I had solved the vampire/homeless murders, and my phone had died, but no way could I tell anyone that. The humans had nothing other than to believe I’d been partying my ass off in Vegas.

Fuck my life.
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Chapter 3

Lotus
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I didn’t even work a full day, and when I got back to my apartment and strolled through the door in my blue police uniform, I was the victim of some blinkless stares from Drew and Jezebel.

“Wow, hot,” Drew said, raking a hand through his freshly-washed black hair, his shiny blue athletic shorts clinging to his thighs and accenting his bare, muscular stomach. I tried not to stare at it as the memories of how he’d ravished me the night before flooded my brain.

“I didn’t know you wore a uniform,” Jezebel said, seeming genuinely amused.

Narrowing my eyes and tossing my purse and keys onto the counter, I said, “I don’t.”

Her auburn eyebrows furrowed. “It sure looks like you do...”

“It’s just a misunderstanding. I’ll have my detective badge back soon...” I lied to them.

Truth was – the words of Drew when I’d first met him rang in my ears like a bell: Why are you living like a mortal?

With my thumb to my mouth, I thought... why was I living as a mortal? I’d told them that it was because I knew no other way. That was the truth, partially, but the other half of me knew it was because it was safe and harmless to pretend to be human. However, deep in my dark heart, I knew I should venture onto the wild side – the dark side of the supernaturals – and see what it had to offer. This nine-to-five bullshit wasn’t what I was destined for. Honestly – I had no idea what I’d been destined for, but I knew it wasn’t for this. And pretty soon, there would be no nine-to-five anyway. I’d be working swing shift, graveyard shift... chasing suspects and going to car accident scenes in the middle of the night. Was this what I really wanted?

I sort of figured for now I had to suck it up, and then I thought back to Tori’s phone call.

“Sit, both of you,” I ordered, sitting myself on my sofa.

They did as ordered and stared at me expectantly.

“Tori called me this morning,” I started.

Jezebel gasped. “She did? What did she say?”

“Woman, I was getting to that.”

She grinned sheepishly. “Sorry.”

Drew stared at me but said nothing. Good little wolf.
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