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Prologue






In the year 2042 an accident occurred in a
biological weapons lab. The country of origin is unknown and the
means to determine that are long since gone. Not since the virus
raced across the globe. Governments wary of the lingering effects
of the previous pandemic were slow to respond even as the body
count rapidly piled up. By the time they began to realize the
situation was much graver than they’d first thought, a curious
thing started to happen.

Some of the dead began to return, rising from
their crypts to feast upon the blood of the living. Their primary
target was men. Between this and the eventual battles between the
two species, the number of male humans dwindled rapidly until the
world was left with clans of women banded together to protect
themselves and the human species. As the number of men dwindled so
did the attacks until the world reached a stalemate between the two
populations. The vampires only came for what they needed, and the
clans of women focused on the task of rebuilding their culture and
those who would carry on that culture.

The only problem was finding the men to
rebuild with.






**********






Robin looked over the display, noting the
variety of crosses, silver coins with angels imprinted on them,
tattered copies of the bible, and vials of holy water.

“Wow,” she breathed out softly, “That’s quite
the collection.”

“And all useless.”

She blinked several times, turning to look
Mikael over. “What do you mean?”

“They’re useless against vampires. The church
long ago lost its power against evil, rendering its tools
useless.”

“But…how?”

“Greed. Ignorance of the seven deadly sins.”
He shrugged. “Something along those lines. Most of the good
priests, and there were plenty, have long since passed in the
battle. If you stumble across something blessed by one of them, it
might still work. Most of these had the misfortune of being owned
by a Bishop who loved mansions and BMW’s, not God.”

She nodded slowly, her teeth chewing lightly
on her lower lip. She’d heard bits and pieces of that lore, but
much of the religious supplies had been lost by the time she came
of age to fight.

Mikael watched her, standing back several
feet as he took in her mannerisms. One couldn’t be too careful
these days. While most of what was on display was actually inert to
vampires, there were two coins hidden within that weren’t. Not
enough to kill at this range, but enough to cause discomfort to any
vampire that was trying to gain entrance into his home. Enough to
give Mikael forewarning and a chance.

“Ugh, I cannot believe our ignorance of it
all,” she finally sighed and turned towards him.

“Lessons to be learned.” Mentally he breathed
a sigh of relief. For the first time in ages there was a real,
live, human being within his domain.

“Too many. I thank you for your kindness
earlier. Unfortunately, it seemed I needed one more lesson.” Her
lips turned to a slight frown.

“Let’s not speak of it. What’s done is done.
You’re not the first to fall into a trap, and I certainly have
learned my lesson from stumbling into a few of my own. Instead, can
I get you something to eat? A chance to rest?”

Hazel eyes perked up a little. “I would
appreciate that. I promise I won’t be here long. Just enough to
gain my strength and head home.”

Damn but he hadn’t locked eyes with a woman
in months. Or was it years? Mikael had stopped keeping track long
ago. But it stirred something within him that he’d thought long
since dead within this dreary world. He found his head slowly
shaking.

“Not an issue, humans have to stick together
in these times.”

She offered a faint smile. “Well, most
humans.”

He nodded slowly at her comment, loaded as it
was and should be. At least she’d learned her lesson. With that, he
turned and headed into the hallway towards the living quarters.

“You can take one of these rooms for
tonight.” He gestured towards heavy wooden doors to several
rooms.

She nodded slowly, wondering what lay behind
the doors and deciding that it wasn’t worth asking for now. It
wasn’t like she hadn’t spent plenty a night sleeping on the ground
so if all the rooms offered was protection, well she was in for a
good enough snooze anyways.

“Would you like to have the chance to clean
up before dinner?”

Robin paused mid-step and raised an
eyebrow.

“Behind this door is the bathing room. There
is a shallow spring-fed pool within and some soap. Nothing fancy
but generally does me fine.”
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