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As you know, if you’ve read my Kiera Hudson books, there is more than just one incarnation of her. I often think about these other Kiera Hudsons’ and how their lives might differ from each other. I wrote one standalone novel called ‘Wolf Shift’ about an alternate Kiera Hudson a couple of years ago, and it is available to read as an eBook and in paperback and as an audio book. But as my writing schedule is always pretty heavy, I don’t manage to find the time to write more stories about the other Kiera Hudsons’ who exist in the different wheres and whens. 

So recently, in my free time from writing all the others books I’m currently working on, I’ve been writing little snippets and chapters about one of these other versions of Kiera Hudson. I’ve been writing this story on my iPhone when I’ve been waiting in line at the supermarket, sitting in the park with one eye on the cricket, and, believe it or not, even while in the bathroom! Ha! Ha! 

I’ve been having fun writing short bursts when I’ve had a spare minute or two. I put these chapters out onto Wattpad so fans of the series could read the unedited chapters as I wrote them (I published these every Monday, Wednesday & Friday over the summer).  

So what you now hold in your hands are those edited chapters all put together in one volume, which forms this new, alternate Kiera Hudson novel and puts a whole new and darker spin on previous Kiera Hudson stories and series. 

I hope you enjoy this second alternate spin on Kiera Hudson and the gang. 

Thanks for reading! 

Tim O’Rourke
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Kiera Hudson crushed the rat’s skull beneath the heel of her boot. Another crept through the gap in the wall and into the cell. With lightning speed, Kiera grabbed for the creature, her long, slender fingers turning into claws. She closed her fist—razor-sharp fingernails piercing the flesh that lay beneath the rat’s bristling black fur. 

Another whiskered snout protruded through the narrow gap in the grey stone wall, two beady black eyes blinking in the light from a nearby gas lamp. The creature’s nose twitched at the scent of blood that now spattered the cell floor. It heard squeaking and looked up to see one of its own being strangulated in the fist of a young woman who stood in the centre of the cell. She wore a long, black leather coat, hip-hugging trousers, and boots. But it wasn’t just the scent of fresh blood that the rat could smell. Peering up through the crack in the wall, the rat sniffed the air again. Mingled with the scent of the dying rat’s blood was the smell of another creature. The scent of a wolf. But the rat couldn’t see a wolf in the dimly lit cell—just the young, dark-haired woman. Twitching its long, whiskered snout again, the rat realised that the smell of wolf was leaking in waves from the woman. Sensing this, the rat cowered back into the crack within the wall before it befell the same fate as the rat who had dared to venture into the cell before it.

Kiera Hudson heard the sound of keys jangling in the lock. She let the dead rat slide from her claws. As the creature splashed onto the cell floor, her fists turned to human-looking hands once more. Kiera wiped blood from them as the door to her cell swung open. Two guards, wearing black uniforms, entered through the doorway. Their long, pale and gaunt faces told Kiera all she needed to know about the two men. Both were Vampyrus—the original vampire species. Unlike vampires, the Vampyrus had wings when not in their human form and could fly at great speeds. They could survive in the sunlight without their unnaturally pale flesh bursting into seething flames. But the Vampyrus and the vampires had one thing in common—they both had an unquenchable thirst for human blood. 

Kiera hadn’t seen her attackers. They had snuck up on her in the mountains where she had arranged to buy the silver flask. It wasn’t the flask itself that Kiera had wanted to buy, but what was contained within it. But before the transaction had taken place, she had been struck from behind. The bleak and desolate Welsh mountainside had suddenly turned black as unconsciousness had swallowed her up. The next thing she had been aware of was coming awake on the cell floor, a beady-eyed rat sitting on her chest, its razor-sharp teeth bared. How she hated rats! Out of fear and loathing for the creature, she had wasted no time in batting it away with one hand, then springing to her feet and crushing it underfoot. Now she stood staring at the two Vampyrus guards who had entered the cell. 

“You have no right to keep me imprisoned here,” she said. Kiera knew by the simple fact her cell hadn’t a window that she had been taken captive in The Hollows—the subterranean world the Vampyrus inhabited beneath the earth. Their world was separated from the human world above ground and the caves hidden behind the Fountain of Souls where the Lycanthrope—werewolves like her—roamed. The place that Kiera Hudson called home. 

“You can’t keep me here...” Kiera started to protest again. “I have done nothing wrong. The Elders will not...”

Before she’d had the chance to finish, one of the guards had stepped forward, striking her hard across the face with the back of his hand. Kiera’s head rocked back. Blood trickled into her mouth from the split that had now opened in her bottom lip. Turning her head and looking defiantly again at the guards, Kiera spat the blood from her mouth down onto the cell floor. She felt the wolf come forward inside her—its snout rolled back into a fierce snarl, jagged teeth bared. She mentally willed the wolf to take a step back into the shadows of her mind as she watched another figure step into the cell. 

Despite the Vampyrus guards’ strength in numbers, Kiera didn’t doubt for one minute she could rip out their throats if she let the wolf that lurked inside her come forward. But it was the sight of the third male who had now entered the cell that caused her to reassess her actions. The man who now stood before her was the most powerful of all the Vampyrus. He was their self-appointed leader—their master. Even the ancient Elders, who had for so long governed The Hollows, had now yielded to his power and dominance.

Kiera flinched as the man stepped from the shadows and into the flickering gas light.

“Hello, Kiera Hudson,” the man said, his ridiculously handsome face breaking into a knowing smile. “I knew it would only be a matter of time before you came back to me.” 

Folding her arms across her chest and scowling, Kiera said, “I’m not here through choice, Luke Bishop.” There wasn’t a chance in hell that Kiera would have willingly returned to the man who had once caused her so much heartache and pain. The man she secretly believed was responsible for the deaths of her parents and twin brother, Kieran. 
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Jack Seth peered around the cluster of rocks and watched Kiera Hudson approach along the narrow dirt track that weaved its way up the mountainside. As he watched the young woman, his hand instinctively went to the leather satchel that hung over his bony shoulder. His stick-thin fingers brushed against the silver flask that was hidden inside. It was the contents of the flask that Kiera Hudson had come for. Jack had lost count of how many Vampyrus and Lycanthrope he’d had to murder to come by the flask and its precious contents. The contents were not precious to him, but they were to the young woman and the man who had sent her. 

Jack knew by the simple fact that she had been willing to travel so far to obtain them—to strike a deal with a wanted serial killer like him—that she was desperate to get her hands on the flask. So as he watched her come along the narrow path that cut its way over the bleak and snow-capped mountains, Jack thought that perhaps he would change their agreement. Maybe he would double the price they had both agreed upon. Or perhaps he might ask for something else altogether in return for the silver flask. Maybe he would take Kiera Hudson as payment.

Jack Seth had never met Kiera Hudson before, despite them both being werewolves. But he knew enough. She, like him, was somewhat of a legend in the caves that lay hidden behind the Fountain of Souls. But both held a legendary status for very different reasons. Kiera hailed from the Hudson clan. A pack of wolves that, in Jack’s opinion, were nothing but a clan of self-righteous and self-appointed wolves who tried to keep and maintain some kind of peace between the warring Lycanthrope and Vampyrus. But Kiera was all that was left of her pack—the rest of them had been cut down and killed while trying to keep the peace and order, which they had so longed for. And Jack was glad the Hudsons were all dead and that only one of them remained. It left him, his brother Nik, and other wolves like them to continue their murderous rampage—not only in the world hidden behind the Fountain of Souls, but in the human world, too. Jack Seth and other wolves like him killed for fun. They seemed unable to sedate the murderous and depraved cravings that lurked deep within them. 

So Jack knew that the contents of the flask must be extremely important to Kiera—why else had she agreed to strike up a deal with a killer like him? Jack had heard rumours that Kiera, unlike the rest of her pack, was more reckless and not as naïve and peace-loving as her clan had once been. He’d heard that Kiera Hudson had a ruthless and cunning streak. So perhaps she could be turned and become one of his murderous pack? If such a thing happened, Jack believed Kiera could become a useful ally. But would Kiera ever turn her back on the man she now worked for? If she really wanted the contents of the flask she would. 

Jack smiled to himself. It was a grotesque smile. One that stretched taut across his emaciated face. His thin, bloodless smile looked just like one of the many other scars that covered his face. With his eyes burning bright in their sunken sockets, Jack pulled down the beak of his baseball cap against the snow that had now started to fall. Kiera Hudson was just yards away and his heart beat with an unnatural rhythm as he spied on her from behind the outcrop of rocks. She really was as beautiful as the rumours he’d heard suggested. Her unnaturally pale face was framed by long, black hair with streaks of blue threaded throughout. She was slightly taller than he had expected, with perfectly shaped legs that were clad in tight black leather. The coat she wore was long and black, too, and it whipped about her in the snow-laden wind. As she came nearer to where Jack was hiding, he thought she could have easily been mistaken for a Vampyrus as her coattails looked like wings. But it was her eyes that gave away the true creature that she was. They burnt the colour of molten lava in the fading daylight. 

Now that she was within several yards of him, Jack edged his way around the rocks and prepared to reveal himself to her. But before he’d had the chance to straighten to his full seven-foot height, he ducked down behind the rocks once more. From his hiding place, he watched several Vampyrus drop out of the sky behind Kiera. Before he’d had a chance to shout out a warning, one of the Vampyrus had struck her from behind. Kiera’s legs buckled at the knees as she crumpled forward. With their wings beating behind them, the Vampyrus men circled her. From behind the rocks, Jack Seth watched them search her as she lay unconscious at their feet in the thickening snow. 

Were they looking for the flask Kiera had come in search of? Jack couldn’t be sure. Were the contents more valuable than he had first thought? Whatever the Vampyrus wanted, their attack had been planned. It hadn’t been by mere chance that several Vampyrus had come from The Hollows to such a remote location. How could they have known that Hudson would be walking such a desolate footpath? Only someone who was not right in the head would be out so far in a growing storm. Or someone who wanted to trade something in secret. 

Whatever the reason the Vampyrus had been secretly following Hudson, Jack didn’t want to be caught in possession of the flask. He had killed too many Vampyrus to come by it. From behind the rocks, he watched one of the winged men scoop Kiera up into his arms before shooting up into the darkening sky. The others soon followed. Jack remained hidden until they were out of sight and he heard the distant sound of thunderclaps that the Vampyrus left in their wake. 

Once they had gone, Jack stepped out from behind the rocks. With the leather satchel and its contents safety hidden beneath the denim jacket he wore, he made his way back down the mountain in the direction of town, the Ragged Cove, where he had rented a room at the Crescent Moon Inn. Kiera Hudson had originally suggested that the exchange of the flask should have taken place there, but Jack had declined. Even though the town and the Crescent Moon Inn were both remote, Jack hadn’t wanted to risk the chance of being seen in the company of one of the Hudson clan, despite them now being dead. Jack knew Kiera Hudson, the sole survivor of that clan, was rumoured to be just as cunning and deadly as him. But unlike him, he knew Kiera Hudson wanted peace just like her parents had. Jack didn’t want his enemies to think that he had gone soft. Such a reputation wasn’t befitting a serial killer like him. 
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Luke Bishop took another step forward into the cell. He stopped within touching distance of Kiera. She looked at him as he stood before her, wearing a black shirt that was open at the throat, faded blue jeans, and boots. His dark hair was swept back from his brow, revealing his piercing green eyes. His firm jaw was shaded with a heavy stubble. Luke was as handsome as she remembered him to be. The two guards stepped away, but didn’t leave the cell completely. They stood and stared at Kiera over Luke’s broad shoulders. 

“It’s good to see you again, Kiera,” Luke said. 

“I wish I could say the same,” she remarked, wiping the last of the rat’s blood from her hands. 

Seeing this, Luke produced a handkerchief from his pocket and offered it to her. Without comment or thanks, Kiera took it from him and cleaned away the last of the blood. 

“You can’t keep me as your prisoner in The Hollows,” she said, screwing the handkerchief into a ball and tossing it into the corner of the cell. “The Elders won’t—”

“The Elders are no longer in power,” Luke cut in. “You know that. I rule the Vampyrus now. You could rule the Lycanthrope if you truly wanted to, Kiera. Together, we could bring peace to our two different species.” 

“I think our views on peace and how to achieve it are completely different,” Kiera said.

“Your parents wanted peace and so did your twin brother, Kieran,” Luke reminded her.

“And Kieran and my parents all died trying to find peace,” she said, swallowing down the bitterness that now burned the back of her throat like bile. Without evidence, she didn’t want to accuse Luke of being behind their deaths. But if Luke was responsible in some way for killing her family, she would discover the truth, then expose Luke to the rest of the supernatural world for being the fraud that he really was.  

“Just because they are dead, it doesn’t mean you have to stop searching for what they were looking for,” Luke said. “They would’ve wanted you to carry on working toward some kind of peace—a truce between the Vampyrus and Lycanthrope.” 

Kiera narrowed her fiery stare at him. “How would you know what my parents and brother would want? You didn’t know them like I did.” 

Luke gave her a knowing smile. “I knew them better than you think. Your father knew that you and I were once lovers. He could see the benefits of such a match. Both of your parents realised that if you became my bride, then together we could unite the Vampyrus and the Lycanthrope.” 

“My parents and brother didn’t know you like I did,” she spat. “You deceived them just like you deceived me. I was little more than a child—”

“You were eighteen,” Luke cut in, his sea-green eyes sparkling as he remembered those times he had taken her to his bed. “You knew what you were doing. You weren’t as innocent as you now claim to have been.”

“That was more than five years ago, and I’ve had plenty of time to reflect on the past mistakes I’ve made. And you were the biggest mistake of them all,” she hissed. Then brushing past him, she headed for the cell door. “So if you don’t mind, I’m getting out of here...” 

Luke gripped Kiera by the arm, stopping her dead in her tracks. He spun her around to face him. Luke snaked one arm about Kiera’s waist, pulling her close against him. He looked down into her eyes, and with a smile still playing across his lips, he said, “You’re not going anywhere until you give me the flask.”

Kiera visibly flinched against him. How did Luke Bishop know about the flask? she wondered.  

“Don’t look so surprised, Kiera,” he said. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she lied, trying to pull free of him. 

He continued to hold her tight against him, their faces so close that she could feel his ice-cold breath against her cheek.

“Give me the flask, Kiera, and then I will set you free,” he said.

Kiera sensed that it was pointless lying to him. Somehow, he had discovered that she had been heading into the mountains to retrieve the flask and its precious contents. But Kiera guessed that perhaps Bishop didn’t know as much as he believed he did. Why else did he think she was in possession of the flask? 

“I don’t have it,” she said. “Your goons jumped me before I came into possession of it.” 

“You’re lying.” Luke smirked, but Kiera could sense his rising anger and frustration behind that smile. 

It was something she had so often felt before. Despite Luke’s charm and perfect good looks, a cruel monster lurked beneath that facade. He was a man of many different faces and disguises. But she had discovered who and what he really was, and that was why she had broken off their engagement. Luke hadn’t truly loved her. He had been in love with the thought of power that such a union would have brought him. Luke was in love with the idea of ruling both the Vampyrus and the Lycanthrope. And once he ruled them, he had planned to turn his attention to ruling the humans with Kiera at his side—the only daughter of the Hudson clan who held such power over the Lycanthrope. But Kiera had seen beneath Luke’s many masks, and had learned the true reason he had wanted her to be his bride. Soon after her parents’ and twin brother had died, Kiera had left her home behind the Fountain of Souls. Unlike the rest of her family, Kiera had no desire in trying to find peace if it meant spending the rest of her life with someone like Luke Bishop. So she had turned her back on her people and had made a life for herself living in secret among the humans and working for a man who called himself Noah.

“I’m not lying,” Kiera said, finally breaking free of Luke’s hold on her. She pulled open the front of her coat to reveal the white top and trousers she was wearing underneath. “Search me if you don’t believe me! But I guess the guards you sent to snatch me already did that while I was unconscious.” 

“So if you don’t have the flask, where is it?” Luke demanded, his smile now replaced with a snarl. 

Kiera could now clearly see his fangs, but she didn’t flinch away and instead, stood her ground. She folded her arms across her chest and looked at him, defiance burning in her eyes. She sensed that Luke had no idea who she had secretly arranged to meet on the mountainside. Whoever Luke’s informant had been, it seemed they had only known half the story. 

Feeling suddenly more confident, Kiera said, “I don’t know who has the flask.” 

“You’re lying!” Luke raged, his fingers becoming claws. “I need the contents of that flask.” 

“And I know someone who needs it more,” she said right back. 

Luke gave her a knowing look. “Noah, you mean? You want to take the flask and its contents to the ancient railwayman—the man of many faces?” 

“The same could be said of you,” Kiera remarked. 

“Then why help Noah, but not me?” Luke asked. “Noah and I are simply different sides of the same coin. Why join him, but not me?”

“Because, unlike you, Noah really is interested in finding peace,” she said. 

Hearing this, Luke began to chuckle. 

“What’s so funny?” Kiera asked. 

“You haven’t changed as much as you like to think you have,” he said, heading for the door. “If you truly believe that Noah wants peace, you’re still that naïve young woman I once took to my bed.” 

Then, without looking back or saying another word, Luke Bishop left the cell. The two guards followed, locking the cell door behind them.
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Jack Seth sat alone in the bar, a glass of whiskey on the table before him. From beneath the beak of his baseball cap, he watched the other guests gathered in the Crescent Moon Inn. Some sat and ate a late supper, others enjoyed a drink with friends at the nearby tables. But all of them had one thing in common: They were all human, unlike him. Jack had chosen to sit at a table in the furthest corner of the bar where the shadows were thick and dark. He wasn’t trying to hide himself or his freakish looks, as he knew that anyone who met his blazing amber stare wouldn’t see the creature he truly was, but just a regular guy. Those who looked in his direction wouldn’t see his gaunt and emaciated frame, nor the hideous scars that crisscrossed his ancient-looking face. They wouldn’t see the depraved and twisted serial killer he truly was. Nor would they see the wolf that lurked just beneath his wrinkled flesh.

Instead, they would see a handsome young man in his early twenties, with long, ash blond hair and mesmerising blue eyes. Jack could deceive anyone into believing he was whoever he wanted them to see with his fiery stare. It was a trick that some Lycanthrope possessed. It was how wolves like Jack deceived his young female victims to go with him—to trust him. Only when it was too late would they see him for the monster he truly was. So it was for this reason that Jack sat apart from the guests who filled the bar at the Crescent Moon. 

Like a predator, Jack was sitting silently and without movement as he identified his next kill. There was a side of Jack that knew he should leave the Ragged Cove at once, for when the Vampyrus who had taken Kiera Hudson realised she wasn’t in possession of the flask they might come looking for him. But how would they know he had it?

Kiera might tell them, he thought. 

What, Kiera Hudson? the wolf that lurked inside of him whispered. No. She wouldn’t give up the location of the flask and its contents. It’s too precious to her and the man of many faces who has sent her in search of it. She wouldn’t betray Noah even if her life depended on it.

“But she wouldn’t give two shits about betraying me,” Jack mumbled to himself. He glanced at the satchel, which was on the chair next to him. He moved it closer.

That’s right, Jacky-boy, keep it close, the wolf warned him. Kiera might tell them that you have it, but not straight away. The Vampyrus would have to torture her first—and even then she might not tell them. You have plenty of time yet.

“Time for what?” Jack mumbled to himself in answer to the wolf. 

To make another kill, of course, the wolf teased deep inside of him. Just take a good look around. Look at all the young women in this place.

“They all have company,” Jack whispered as if talking to himself again. “If I snatch one of them it will be noticed. I can’t just...”

She hasn’t got any company, the wolf whispered in his ear. She looks like she’s been stood up. 

Jack glanced across the bar. A woman sat alone at a table near to a fire that roared in the nearby hearth. Flames twisted up the chimney in a flurry of sparks causing the woman’s pale complexion to glow gold. The table had been set for two, but only she had eaten. Jack watched as she pushed her half eaten meal away. A plump-looking waiter appeared at the table. Over the sound of chatter from those seated at the nearby tables, Jack heard the waiter ask if the woman wanted another glass of wine. She shook her head and simply asked for the bill.

Better be quick, Jacky-boy, if you intend on having some fun with her, the wolf teased. Looks like she’s leaving. 

With a stiffness growing in his lap, Jack snatched up the satchel and headed across the bar in the direction of the lone woman. Standing at over seven foot tall, Jack had to stoop his bony shoulders forward so the top of his head didn’t collide with the candleholders that hung from the ceiling. Those who glanced in his direction as he crossed the bar and made his way among the tables didn’t see the freakishly tall and gaunt creature he was, but just a handsome young man. Jack reached the table just as the woman he had singled out pushed back her chair and stood up. 

“Would you like to stay for another drink?” Jack asked her. 

“No thanks,” she said, reaching down and picking up her purse.

As she stooped down, Jack couldn’t help but notice how the hem of her skirt rose up to reveal her shapely thighs. With mental images of his head thrust between them and eating away at her, Jack watched the women straighten up. 

Jack smiled at her. “Are you sure you wouldn’t like to join me for a drink?”

“I’m positive,” she said. “I need to get home. I have an early start...” She stopped mid-sentence as her eyes fell on him for the first time. She took a sharp intake of breath as her eyes met his. She had never seen such a beautiful young man before. And as she looked deeper into his bright blue eyes, she suddenly felt flattered that such a handsome young man would be asking her to have a drink with him. He couldn’t be any older than twenty-five, which made him at least ten years younger than her. It had been a very long time since she had been approached by someone so young and handsome. The guy who had seen fit to stand her up was in his mid-forties and with a belly that a pregnant mum would have been proud of.

Jack stared deeper into her chocolate brown eyes. He knew that she was now unable to break his gaze. He had her under his spell and he knew she wasn’t looking into his sunken eyes, but the eyes of the hot young dude. The woman was seeing a fantasy—her own personal fantasy—and not the nightmare Jack truly was. He knew he had bewitched her. 

Jack shot her his boyish smile again. “Are you sure you won’t stay for that drink?”

The woman suddenly felt incredibly warm. Her cheeks flushed scarlet. “You know what, I think I just might.” She smiled back at Jack, her eyes never leaving his. In them, she saw the hot young guy going down on her. She saw herself naked and squirming with delight beneath him.

Jack knew he had her. “Do you want to have a drink at the bar or in my room?”

Her full lips stretched into a daring smile. “Your room,” she said, looking suddenly coy and flirty. 

“Perfect,” Jack smiled back, offering her his arm. 

Still mesmerised by the young man’s stare, she looped her arm through his.

“What’s your name?” he asked. 

“Tiffany,” she said. “And you are?”

“I’m Jack,” he replied as he grinned back. 

Still smiling at her, Jack led the woman across the bar to the dark and narrow staircase that led up to his room. Now giggling to herself like a nervous and excitable teenager on her first date, Tiffany let Jack lead her into his room. Once inside, he closed the door behind them, then threw the bolt. Slowly, he turned to face her. And in that moment, when he’d had his back to her, the spell had been broken. Tiffany blinked as if coming awake only to find herself in some kind of nightmare. She looked at the gangly and emaciated man who now loomed over her. 

“Where am I?” She gasped, looking bewildered and confused. “Who are you?”

“I’ve already told you,” he grinned, his thin, bloodless lips rolling back into a snarl, revealing rows of jagged teeth. “I’m Jack!”

Tiffany opened her mouth to scream. But before she could, Jack punched her squarely in the face. Tiffany’s head rocked back as blood began to gush from her nose. Before she hit the floor of his room, Jack shot forward. He scooped her unconscious form up into his arms and carried her into the bathroom. Stooping low, he placed her in the bottom of the shower stall. 

Perfect, the wolf whispered

And Jack hadn’t needed the wolf to tell him so. Jack knew that once he had finished eating the woman, he would simply be able to wash what little remained of her away.
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Chapter Five
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Kiera lay on the cot in her cell. She hadn’t slept, not because the mattress had more lumps in it than a bowl of porridge and she could hear rats scampering about in the walls, but because her mind was working overtime on how she might escape. With there being no window in her cell, and therefore, no natural light, as she was being held captive in The Hollows underground, Kiera had no idea for how long she had been held prisoner by Luke Bishop and the other Vampyrus. She’d searched her pockets for her mobile phone to get some idea of the time, but she had been unable to find it, nor the money she had brought to pay Jack Seth for the silver flask. Kiera guessed that the Vampyrus who had captured her had confiscated both while she had been unconscious.
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