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“Love is composed of a single soul inhabiting two bodies.”

-Aristotle
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Chapter 1
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Twin Trickery

––––––––
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Nolan 

The throes of hot, steamy passion were halted coldly and abruptly as I noticed my girlfriend’s eyes had turned black. But wait—how could Charity’s eyes turn black? She was human, right? One hundred percent beautiful, sexy, warm, compassionate, and emotional... human. So, how was this possible? The thoughts ran through my brain like a derailed freight train until it came to rest after crash-landing on the sidelines of my muddled, sex-fueled brain. That wasn’t Charity. 

It’s not Charity!

I thought I screamed out Eva’s name, I couldn’t be sure. With every ounce of strength, I bucked the succubus off my hips and rolled off the bed, landing on the floor with a thud. Buck knife. Where’s the fucking knife? In my boot! As if in slow motion, I grabbed the first dusty Justin boot I saw. Empty. I desperately scanned the dark for the other, thankful my new eyesight had given me enhanced night vision. Glinting in the moonlight streaming into the window, I saw the tip of the knife sticking out of the top of the boot. It had landed haphazardly on the floor as I’d been blinded by the desire to finally seal the deal with my beautiful girlfriend.

But it wasn’t my girlfriend in the room with me now. Gripping my knife tightly in my fist, I rolled over and stood up, ready to plunge it through Eva’s chest. The rage that now bubbled up inside of me had overtaken every emotion and physical reaction my body had. I wanted nothing more than to kill the evil bitch and watch her crumble to ash—or shrivel to nothing—at my feet. I’d had enough of her tricks, her lies, her selfishness, and the manipulation. She’d taken my very humanity from me, and as I thought back to Ansel, the vampire I’d killed in my parking lot, I remembered how easily the knife had slid into his body, even through the clothes. It had melted into his chest like it had been slicing through butter. But Eva wasn’t wearing any clothes and I my mouth watered at the thought of the blood that might squirt out through her chest, briefly wondering what it would taste like.

But as I looked around the room, I saw nothing. Eva was gone. Her shoes were still there, but her clothes were nowhere to be found. And it was then I heard it—the squeal of tires. I raced to the window and looked out to see a late-model black sports car peeling out of the parking lot, windows tinted too dark to see who the two occupants were. Even though I was sure I knew who one was.

More rage seethed in my veins as I cried out in frustration and punched the wall. My knuckles split open and bled, but I didn’t care. I pulled on my pants, shirt, and boots, shoving the knife back into the left one. After sprinting down the steps of Charity’s apartment and out the heavy gray door, I plucked the keys from the pocket of my jeans, started up my Ducati Monster, and hopped on. My only mission was to catch the witch and finally end her murderous existence—something I should have done from the first time I found out what she’d truly stolen from me. 

With not a lot of cars on the road this time of night, I was easily able to spot the flashy car. Slamming on the gas, I popped a wheelie. The bike’s front tire jutted into the air and then slammed back down, its rumble getting louder the faster I went. The car was at a red light now, but at the sound of my bike, I saw it rush through the red light and take off down the narrow street. 

“Oh, hell no!” I yelled, giving the bike more gas. I had a one-track homicidal mind and there would be no stopping me tonight. As the car ran yet another light, I realized they were headed was toward the swamps. I remembered the large, old mansion in the swampland where Eva and her brood of vampires lived, and knew that was their destination. I let up off the gas, the fog of my irate mind finally starting to clear a little. I realized I needed a plan. I knew if I came at them now with guns blazing, that they’d be ready for me. I knew Eva didn’t live alone and other vampires were there. It was nighttime, and they were all most likely up and ready for blood. As angry as I was, I was no match for two or more vampires by myself. As I came to another stoplight that the other car had run, I halted the bike, letting myself think. 

But then another thought popped into my mind now that the smoke was clearing. If that was Eva in my bedroom, where in the hell was Charity? A honk from the car behind me bolted me out of my thoughts. I flipped a U-turn and headed back the way I’d come, the thoughts of my girlfriend’s well-being suddenly the more important priority. I knew where the succubus lived, and I knew that while daylight wasn’t exactly my friend these days, Eva absolutely had no tolerance for it. She may be a succubus, but she was first and foremost a vampire, and vampires and sunlight were not bedfellows. A plot began to form in my mind, and with a satisfied smirk on my lips, I sped toward the Stop-N-Shop to make sure Charity was all right. Yes, I’d just come from there, but I suddenly had a horrifying thought that maybe Eva had left her sister tied up or drugged again in some area of the apartment. I knew the chances were slim, but I had to find her, make sure she was all right and safe. Sure, she was probably still mad at me for going to New Orleans, but nothing would keep me from ensuring she was alive and well. Charity could scream at me all she wanted, but I needed to see her pretty face and maybe even beg for forgiveness once more.

Once the bike turned down the road that led to the small flat set above the shop where she worked, I killed the engine and ran to the back. Yanking open the heavy gray door, I sprinted up the steps and knew the doorknob would turn easily, as I’d not locked it on my way out.

There were no bedrooms in her apartment, just one large room, and seeing the pull-down bed open in the middle of the living room, I frowned at the rumpled bedsheets. I huffed and went into the bathroom, where it was dark and empty. One glance to the small kitchen showed she wasn’t there, either. It was deathly silent in her place, and a tingle of dread began to crawl up my spine. I checked my watch. It had gone well past midnight and Charity really wouldn’t be anywhere but at home. Wouldn’t she?

Trying not to panic, I locked Charity’s door, raced down the steps, started up my bike, and headed toward my apartment.
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I burst through the door of my apartment, not bothering to close it behind me.

“Charity! Are you here?” 

Nothing answered me but the echo of my cries off of four lone, cold walls. The apartment lay as silent as Charity’s had. Checking every room, I came up empty, as deep down I knew I would.

Walking woodenly to the front door, I slowly closed and locked it. Then, I put my back against it, pain and despair strangling me. An ache began to blossom in my chest and I put my hand to stay the pain there. Closing my eyes, I heaved out a breath.

“Where are you, Red?” I whispered.

I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and dialed her number, lifting the phone to my ear in the small hope she’d answer her cell. The call, as expected, went to voicemail, and in a sudden flash of rage and frustration, I popped my eyes open and hurled the phone with all my strength against the wall, where it exploded in a shower of metal and plastic.

“Fuck!” I yelled, scrubbing a rough hand over the top of my head and then along the back of my neck.

I slid down the door and landed on my butt on the linoleum of the apartment’s entryway and rested my head against my knees.

The ache in my chest grew worse, and I groaned at the pain. Was I having a heart attack? Surely not. Not only was I too young, I now seemed to have some freakish healing power. No way would my heart give out now. The only heart trouble I was going to have was the figurative kind if I couldn’t find my girlfriend alive and in one piece. I had no idea what I would do if something happened to Charity. I would die a thousand times over if she were dead. I’d never forgive myself. 

With a deep sigh, I stood up and decided I had to find Charity—now. Reaching into my pocket for my phone to call Kovah, I muttered a string of obscenities as my gaze flitted to the pile of phone parts that lay against a now-cracked wall. The phone was toast, and it wasn’t like I had time to go get another.

Plucking keys from my pocket, I yanked open the front door, quickly closed and locked it behind me, and raced down the stone steps. Slinging one leg over my bike, I started it up and rumbled out of the parking lot toward Archie’s, where Kovah rented a small room above the garage.
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Kovah groaned from behind the door before throwing back the locks and slinging the door open, piercing me with a milky stare. “What do you want, Bishop?”

I shoulder-barged my way into Kovah’s flat and began pacing next to his bed, huffing like an angry bull who’d just had a red flag waved in front of its face.

“Well...?”

After a long pause, I said, “Charity’s missing.”

Cocking an eyebrow, he replied, “Missing?”

“Yes, asshole, missing. You’re not gonna believe what happened to me tonight.”

Now fully awake, Kovah pulled on some athletic shorts from a crumpled pile on the floor and folded his tattooed arms over his tanned chest. Staring at me, he shoved his sunglasses on and said, “Start at the beginning.”

I wasted no time spewing out the events of the night without so much as taking a breath. From the phone call from who I believed to be Charity, to the hot sex we’d almost had until I’d discovered who she truly was, and how I’d barely escaped while I had been searching the floor for a weapon to use to end the bitch once and for all.

“Okay, sit.” Kovah pushed his hands onto my shoulders, forcing me down on the bed. His dark stare focused on my face, willing me to calm.

“I’m... I’m freaking out here, man. What do I do? I gotta find her. I need to apologize. I need to make sure she’s safe. I just...”

“Shh. Chill. I’m sure the succubus whore has her. We go to their place, get back your girl, you’re the hero, happily ever after. Easy.”

I raised an eyebrow at my new friend and let out a laugh completely devoid of humor. “You think it’s that easy?”

His confidence did not waver. “Yep. You know where Eva lives, right?”

“Yes, but—”

He chuckled, yanking a T-shirt from the top drawer of his small, wooden dresser. “But nothing. We call the Riders, we storm the castle, and we get Charity back. Tonight.”

I stood again and rubbed a hand against the back of my neck. “Yeah—that’s a no-go. They already know I’m onto them. They’ll be expecting us.”

Kovah’s face darkened. “I don’t give a fuck. Those types of vamps will always be expecting trouble. They invite the shit, so they know they can never live in peace. It doesn’t matter if we go tonight, tomorrow, or next week. I know their type. They’re a bunch of trouble-making assholes. So fuck ’em. I’m calling Arch. We ride tonight, brother.”

Kovah laid a hand on my shoulder, and surprisingly, this comforted me in more ways than I thought possible. 

With a small grateful smile, I put out my fist. “Okay, let’s ride.”

Kovah bumped it with his own, a mischievous smile on his face.
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Chapter 2
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Living in Captivity

––––––––
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Charity 

Brad carried a small, white Styrofoam container over to me and set it down on the bed, along with a warm can of Coke. I eyed the container, then looked at him once again.

“Hope you like Chinese,” he said with a smirk.

“I need some water, not this sugary stuff,” I snapped, pointing at the soda can.

He yanked it off the bed, grinning, and I immediately regretted sassing him. That can was heavy and might come in handy.

“No, please, I was kiddin’. Leave it. I’m so thirsty. Can I get a fan in here, too? Please, Brad?” I gazed into his soulless eyes, hoping he had at least an ounce of humanity left in him.

He seemed to contemplate my request for a minute, then said, “What do I get in return?”

My stomach roiled in disgust at the suggestion in his tone, but I plastered on a smile anyway, brushing an unruly red curl from my forehead with my shackled hand. “We’re in negotiations now?”

“Sweetie, I’m always up for a negotiation,” he drawled. 

I racked my brain to think of anything I could barter for. There was no way I was taking off my clothes for him, but maybe I could fib for a minute. I could see the way he’d looked at me when he’d come into my room. “Okay, you bring me a fan, and I’ll let you kiss me. But no biting, okay?”

Brad’s face lit up, and licking his lips, he turned his head and looked at the door. He set the soda can on the floor next to my bed, sat down on the thin mattress, and leaned in to me for a kiss. 

I pulled back in horror. “No! Bring me the fan, and then I’ll give you a kiss.”

With the fan. Right in your face.

He narrowed his eyes at me. “I don’t think so, Red.”

My features darkened. “Don’t call me that.”

“Why not, Red? Don’t like your sexy red hair?” He fingered a few curls that were lying on my sticky shoulders.

I was beginning to get angry now, but realized if I slapped or punched him like I wanted to, he’d just get mad and retaliate. And that was the last thing I needed. I mustered up the last bit of courage and gently grabbed his ice-cold hand. “Brad. Please. I’m so hot in here. You’re so cold, you don’t understand. I need a bath, and some water, and a fan to cool me down.”

His face softened and his eyes drifted past me to the bathroom, then back into my eyes. “I’ll unchain you so you can take a bath, under one condition.”

From the mischief in his eyes, I could already guess what it was, and sighed. “What’s that?”

“I get to watch.”

I briefly contemplated it for a minute, then shook my head. “I... I don’t think so, Brad. I’m very shy.”

He ran a cold finger down my cheek. “I’ve helped a lot of girls come out of their shell. Won’t you let me help you?”

“Don’t you think my sister might take issue with that? Aren’t you her boyfriend or some kinda thing?” I asked.

He chuckled. “Nah, I’m just her play-thing. She don’t care about me. But I don’t mind. Eva did give me eternal life, after all. The least I can do is let her use me when her needs arise,” he spit out with that stupid grin I was beginning to loathe.

I suppressed a shudder at his words. Did this jerkwad actually think he had to feel grateful to my evil twin? If he was to be believed, she’d been the one who’d turned him. So how was he not, then, a feral, blood-crazed vampire? I gazed into his eyes once more and saw pretty much nothing. The caramel brown of his irises held a coldness that defied the warmth of their color. I knew he was pretty much a lost cause, but decided to try to put some more of my female charms on him.

“You know, Brad. You don’t owe my sister nothin’. You shouldn’t feel like that. You’d still be human if she hadn’t done what she’d done to you. Why are you so loyal to her?”

The question seemed to give Brad pause, and his eyebrows dipped in concentration as he contemplated my question. Finally, he said, “I have always felt like that since Eva rescued me.”

I relaxed a bit, realizing I was getting him to talk. “Rescued you from what?”

“From being human.”

This piqued my interest. “Was being human such a bad thing?”

Pain contorted his pale face. “It was for me...”

“Why’s that?” I asked, anxious to keep him talking.

Then his expression suddenly changed and he looked angry, as if snapping out of some sort of trance. “Red, do we have a deal, or what?”

Crap.

I gulped down the fear that had risen when I noticed his mood change. “Um, sure. Go get me a fan, please?”

He got up and left the meal and the Coke sitting on my bed. Once he’d left the room, I quickly drank half of it for energy and wolfed down some of the food before I changed my mind. Then I put the Coke can carefully upright behind my pillow, and shoved the half-empty food container under my bed, hoping he’d forget to collect it so I could eat later. I could tell Brad wasn’t too bright.

I got up and walked to the window, my right arm stretched as far as possible so I could peer out of the small window again. I gazed out over the swamps that surrounded the side of the house where my prison was, as if it was some makeshift moat and I was a princess trapped high in a castle’s tower. But I was no princess and that was no moat. Fog rolled lazily off the surface over the tall, leafy reeds that jutted out of the black water. I even thought I saw a gator pop its head up once, and I sighed. Stretching further, I bit my lip at the pain in my shoulder so I could peer to the left toward the front of the house, and try to see anything I could. There weren’t many sounds I could hear outside of the house and knew if I could only break the window, I could at least hear when cars came and went. Peering further around, I spied the black wrought-iron gate that surrounded the old mansion, but couldn’t see if it was closed or open. I stepped back and gave my chain some slack in order to drop my arm and massage my shoulder.

I remembered the day a few weeks ago when Nolan and I had come here. We’d been looking for Eva, and that was when I’d met Brad for the first time. I’d tricked him into thinking I was Eva, and it had worked for the time being. I’d discovered my sister’s plans to go to New Orleans for the annual vampire ball from her internet search history on her laptop. Nolan and I had high-tailed it out of there after I’d gotten what I needed. I wasn’t sure if Brad ever figured out I wasn’t Eva that day, but the thought made me grin a little. If I had truly tricked him then, he could be tricked again, couldn’t he?

If Eva could pretend to be me, then two could most certainly play at that game. 

The thought of the trickery made me smile, but then a frown marred my face when I thought about the ultimate trick Eva had played on Nolan. He had probably made love to her, thinking Eva was me, and then she had lain happily in his arms before killing him—or worse, taking back his soul and turning him into something far worse than Brad. I went to the bed and slumped down on it with my face in my hands, a sob jerking up out of my chest. A tear rolled down my cheek and I just let it fall, watching as it splashed on my bare leg. Nolan was probably dead—or would be soon—and I’d never be able to say goodbye, or even apologize to him for getting so angry at him for going to New Orleans with his new friend. Looking back, I now realized it was petty and not as big of a deal as I had made it out to be. I vowed to myself right then and there that if I ever escaped the mansion prison alive, the first thing I was going to do was find Nolan and tell him how much I loved him—if he was even still alive. The second thing I was going to do was find Eva and kill her. Deep down, I knew the fun, playful sister I’d grown up with was gone, replaced with a monster—a demon with no soul of her own, who had to steal others’ just to stay alive. And I hated my sister for choosing to become that.

I didn’t like the word “hate.” I had never used it before in its true form, but now, it was the only word that engulfed my mind. The rage and hatred for my evil, vile twin was all-consuming. Eva had never been a saint, but since becoming one of the undead, she’d abandoned the Old Eva completely, becoming altogether something void of feeling, emotion, and compassion. I knew Eva had to steal souls and blood to continue to exist, but at this moment, I didn’t feel my twin had that right—not anymore. I relished the thought of trapping my sister and shoving something sharp through her chest. Or tying her to a fence at high noon and watching as flames from the sun consumed her. I would take pleasure in burying her body. A smile twisted up on my cracked lips at the thought.

I looked to the door to see if Brad was close to coming back. Where was he? Maybe they had no fans in the house. I looked down at the now-damp black nightshirt I was wearing with nothing else but a pair of panties, and wished I at least had a pair of pants to strangle a vampire with.
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Brad was in the outside shed set at the edge of the swamps surrounding the vampires’ mansion. With nothing but gardening tools and plenty of bugs and critters keeping him company, he huffed in frustration, angrily chucking a pair of gardening shears with all his strength. They struck nose-first into the side of the shed’s wooden beam, making a loud twanging noise.

“Where the hell is that thing?” he grumbled to himself. 

He’d been looking for any sort of portable fan. He knew there were none in the house, as he, nor any of his vampire kin, ever had the need for one. His body stayed cold most of the time, and honestly, he never even paid attention to the weather or what the outside temperature was unless he was going to mingle amongst the humans and needed to know what season it was so he could blend in clothing-wise. Brad remembered Eva purchasing a fan to try to block out noise while she slept during the day, but he hadn’t seen it in a while.

Brad exited the small shed and stopped at the edge of the grass. Placing both hands on his hips, he looked up at the small, cloudy attic window where he knew Charity was. He wondered if she was at the window looking out, or if she was sitting on the bed eating the Chinese food he’d brought. He smiled a little as he then wondered if she had decided to take that bath after all. Perhaps he should get up there and see.

Walking toward the house with purpose, he tried to think of what he would tell her about a fan. They didn’t have one, so she would just have to get over it. Maybe he could bring her something else? Surely he had something else she’d like. Brad grinned again as he thought of something he’d really like to give her. He quickened his pace, hoping she hadn’t stripped yet to get into the bath.

He rushed back into the house, and once he reached the old, creaky steps that led to the attic, he suddenly remembered Charity said she couldn’t take a bath. Hadn’t she said she couldn’t reach it with her chain?

“Fuck,” he mumbled.

After reaching the top step, he pulled the old skeleton key from the top of the doorjamb. He slowly slid it into the lock, turning the old knob he was sure was probably the original one from when the house had been built, somewhere around the turn of the twentieth century. The knob squeaked, and when he entered the room, he saw Charity sitting on the bed just the way he’d left her.
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Charity

Any happy expression I may have been trying to hold in place quickly turned into a frown. “Where’s the fan?”

Brad shook his head. “Sorry, Red. We ain’t got one.”

I glared at him. “Don’t call me that.”

He ignored my sass and went to sit next to me on the bed. I visibly stiffened as his brooding frame sat too close for comfort.

Facilitating my discomfort, he grabbed my hand and said, “Surely there’s something else you want.”

I was about to spew out a facetious retort when a voice cut us short.

“Well, what do we have here?”

We both looked over to see Eva standing in the doorway. Her long, red curls were lying around her shoulders and she was barefoot, wearing nothing but a pair of black athletic pants and a tank top. Her face was void of its usual fierce makeup, and she had her arms folded over her chest.

Brad jumped up and walked over to her, reaching for her hand. “Hi, gorgeous.”

She slapped his hand away while keeping her eyes on me. “Don’t touch me. How’s our little inmate?”

“Where is Nolan, you crazy bitch? What did you to do him?” I snapped, standing up from the bed. I already had tears standing in my eyes at the sight of my sister looking so much like me—on purpose.

Eva folded her arms over her chest as she smirked at me. “Don’t you mean, what did I do with him?”

That was it. 

Heat flooded my cheeks in rage, and I let out a shrilly scream I was sure every living being within a mile radius heard. I tried to lunge at my sister, but was quickly yanked back by the offending chain, like a dog. “I hate you! I hate you so much! I wish you were dead! And you will be once I get out of this!” I pointed to the shackle.

Eva’s smirk turned into a scowl. “Watch your mouth, Charity”—she smirked at me—“or maybe I’ll just turn you into one of us.” She pointed at Brad, then herself.

“I’d rather die,” I ground out through gritted teeth.

“That can be arranged, too.” She turned to Brad. “Lock this door behind you, I need you downstairs. Now.”

“Okay, baby.” He pulled a key from his pocket and walked to the door as Eva led the way out. Before closing it, he glanced once at me, licked his lips, and winked.

A shudder racked my body. I slumped back down onto the bed and sobbed into the pillow.
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Brad threw a hand to his cheek after Eva had slapped him with all her vampire strength in the hallway outside her room on the floor below.

“I thought you were gonna be waiting for me at her place!” Eva screamed, pointing up to the ceiling where Charity was imprisoned.

“Baby, why are you hitting me? I waited in front of the Stop-N-Shop for a bit, but I had to go. I figured you’d be there for a while.” He shrugged. “So I sent Allan. What do you care who picked you up?” Brad continued to scrub his cheek.

If Eva could have turned red, she would have been a lovely shade of tomato. “That is not the point, you disobedient little prick. I needed you there, not Allan. He isn’t as attentive and doesn’t know the situation. Do not do that to me again!”

She stormed into her room and slammed the door behind her. She knew the true reason she was so pissed off was because Allan was just a regular vampire in the house—her equal. Brad was her protégé—someone she’d created, and could therefore control. Although, after tonight, she began to wonder if that control she’d placed over him was beginning to slip. 

After slamming the door, Eva peeled off the offensive clothes and threw them into the corner of her room. She had been close... so, so close to having Nolan. She wanted nothing more than to try to feed from him again—to take his soul, or what she could get of his essence. After she’d done that, she had planned to bite into his neck and gorge herself on his blood, all while having him inside her body, fucking her. It was the ultimate pleasure high for her, but she once again walked away from Nolan Bishop empty-handed and with a hollow in her chest. And this time, she only had herself to blame. How was she to know he’d be able to see her eyes turn black in the darkness of Charity’s small, dark apartment? He must possess more vampire traits than she first thought. 

As she’d been kissing him and licking his neck, she thought she could detect a slight vampire scent on his skin. It was also a lot cooler than a normal, warm-blooded human’s skin should be when he was that aroused, getting ready to have sex in the loft that sat over a store in the middle of September. The only coolness in the small apartment was an air conditioning unit attached to the one and only window, and even on high, the thing didn’t seem as if it was working very well to keep the place cooled off to a comfortable human temperature.

The last thing was his pulse. It had been very slow, like a ninety-year-old man. It should have been beating erratically, given the situation.

As Eva stood completely naked in front of her freestanding antique swivel mirror, she stared at her flawless, pale body and wondered what she could do next. Maybe she should give up her obsession with Nolan Bishop. Maybe she should find another kind, good-looking human male to steal from. And what about that creepy friend of his with the frightening eyes? What was his story? He seemed to know about the supernatural, and Eva briefly wondered if maybe he was one of those Immortals—the cops who protected the sylph faeries who held the Enchantment potion that kept them immortal. Eva had done her homework on those cops, and she made it her number-one priority to steer clear of them. She wasn’t sure if they knew about the succubi, but she sure as hell wasn’t planning on being the one to enlighten them. She’d heard from some very old vampires that those Immortals possessed some freakishly weird talents and powers and was in no hurry to see what they were.
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