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The cacophony of the market would have driven most people nuts; in my needy state, I found it comforting.
“Vanya, my darling.” Orleans wrapped arms around me from behind, kissing the back of my neck. I stiffened briefly, hating the surprise, though I’d grown used to his touchy-feely ways. “You’re looking well-rested.” The man released me, moving into my sight as he stepped into a small alcove. I followed him out of the flow of the crowd.
I was taller than most at five foot eleven, and the skinny trader was no exception. He was tan from being in the sun, eyes crinkled from a perpetual grin. Orleans had no problems dealing with a necro like myself, or any of the more exotic genefreaks in these new times. For a genepure who’d barely been an adult during the genetic wars, he held no prejudices.
He was perfect when trying to find a vampire.
Tossing long auburn hair over my shoulder, I braced my hands on my hips. None of my knives were present, none of them needed in the St Louis markets. Far from the genetic abominations or marauding raiders, there was little to fear in the city. “I’ll be better rested if you have good news.”
He chuckled, mimicking my pose. “Little Miss Necromancer is touchy today.”
I speared him with a glare. Everyone knew I was a necro; wan complexion and slightly glazed over eyes were a dead giveaway. Not everyone knew that I was on edge, suffering from a uniquely necromancer problem. “Have you seen him or not?”
Orleans sighed, rolling his eyes. “Yes, I’ve seen him. Spoke to him a week ago.”
My heart leapt, face flushing. I couldn’t speak as I stared at my contact. My vampire was in St Louis, and Orleans knew him. There was no description for my elation and relief. “Where is he now? What’s his name?” The market sounds faded away as I waited for his answers.
He arched an eyebrow, smirking. “Pay me first.”
I ground my teeth, suppressing the need to slap him. Expecting free information was a rookie mistake. Even in the above-board New Republic markets, like this converted mall, nothing came for free. My need for the vampire was affecting me all the time now, clouding my interactions.
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