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The Hunger of the Twins

One sister saves. One sister kills. And both are devoured.

Written by Rama
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CHAPTER ONE: THE BROKEN BEGINNING
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The man died with his eyes open.

Elias didn't scream. Didn't fight. He was walking home from work, thinking about the pasta his wife promised for dinner, when a shadow moved between two parked cars.

A cat. Black as oil. Eyes like dying coals.

He stopped. He smiled—because he loved cats. He even crouched down, reaching out his hand.

The cat didn't run. It stepped closer. Closer.

Then it looked through him.

Not at him. Through him. Past his skin, past his ribs, straight into the wet, beating engine of his heart.

And something pinched.

Elias felt no pain. Just a sudden... absence. As if someone had unplugged him from the world. His knees buckled. His head hit the curb. His last thought was the pasta will get cold.

The black cat sat beside his ear. Licked one paw. Then yawned.

Across the city, a girl named Lana screamed.
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She didn't know why.

She was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, when a wave of cold crashed through her chest. Not fear. Not pain. Loss. As if someone had ripped a page out of her soul.

Beside her, in the other bed, her twin sister Rina sat up instantly.

Rina wasn't screaming. Rina was glowing.

Not literally. But her skin had a faint shimmer, like heat rising off asphalt. Her eyes—usually gray—flickered yellow for half a second.

"Someone died," Rina whispered. Her voice was calm. Too calm. "And I felt it."

Lana clutched her own chest. "I felt it too. But I felt... sadness. You felt... what?"

Rina looked at her hands. Opened and closed her fists. "Power."

The word hung between them like a blade.

Lana reached for her phone. 11:47 PM. Three unexplained deaths this week. The news called them cardiac arrests. But Lana knew. Somehow, she knew these weren't natural.

"Look at your palm," Rina said suddenly.

Lana turned her hand over.

Four thin cuts. Fresh. Bleeding. Arranged in a pattern she didn't recognize—a crescent moon crossing a broken circle.

"What the hell?"

Rina showed her own palm. Same cuts. Same pattern. But different. Lana's cuts were silver. Rina's were black.

Before either could speak, the window shattered.

No wind. No rock. No reason. The glass just exploded inward, spraying shards across the floor.

And on the sill stood a cat.

White as bone. Eyes blue as deep water. It stared at Lana—only at Lana—and opened its mouth.

A voice came out. Not a meow. A voice. Dry. Ancient. Terrified.

"You are not safe. Neither of you. The other one found you first."

Lana turned to Rina.

But Rina wasn't there.

She was standing by the door. And behind her, on the hallway mirror's reflection, a second cat sat on her shoulder.

Black. Grinning.

"Hello, sister," Rina said. But her voice wasn't alone. Another voice spoke with hers—lower, darker, hungrier.

"The game started tonight," the double-voice whispered. "One of you will save. One of you will kill. And I already know which one I picked."

The white cat hissed and lunged at Rina.

But Rina caught it mid-air. Held it by the throat.

And squeezed.

Lana tried to move. Tried to scream. But her body wasn't hers anymore.

Because on her own shoulder, a paw had landed. Invisible. Weightless. And a whisper brushed her ear:

*"Don't worry, little light. I'll teach you to fight. But first... watch what darkness does to those who hesitate." *

Rina dropped the white cat. It landed limp on the floor. Not dead. But broken.

Then Rina smiled—a smile that didn't reach her yellow, yellow eyes.

"Your move, Lana."
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CHAPTER TWO: THE MARK OF DEATH
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Lana woke up bleeding again.

Not from her palms this time. From her left shoulder. Four deep scratches, like a claw had raked her in her sleep.

She didn't remember dreaming. She didn't remember anything after Rina dropped the white cat and smiled that yellow-eyed smile.

But the scratches were real. And they burned.

Beside her, the other bed was empty.

"Rina?"

No answer.

Lana stumbled out of bed. The floor was cold. The broken window from last night was still broken—but someone had taped a garbage bag over it. The room smelled like rain and iron.

She found Rina in the bathroom.

Rina was standing in front of the mirror, staring at her left arm. Her sleeve was rolled up.

On her forearm, a black line had appeared. Thin as a hair. Starting at her wrist and crawling upward like a living thing.

"It grew overnight," Rina said without turning. "Two centimeters."

Lana stepped closer. Her own arms were clean. No lines. No marks.

"Why don't I have it?" Lana whispered.

Rina finally turned. Her eyes were normal again—gray, not yellow. But her smile was wrong. Too wide. Too calm.

"Because you're not the one who's going to die."

Lana's blood went cold. "What?"

"The black cat told me. While you were unconscious." Rina rolled down her sleeve. "The mark appears on the people the dark wants. The ones whose deaths will feed the shadow. I have it. Karim from school has it. Half the city probably has it by now."

"And me?"

Rina stepped closer. So close Lana could smell her breath—mint and something burnt. "You're different. The white cat chose you. You don't get a death mark. You get a life mark."

She grabbed Lana's right hand and turned it over.

The silver cuts from last night had changed. They weren't cuts anymore. They were a symbol. A crescent moon overlapping a broken circle. Glowing faintly.

"It means you can save people," Rina said. "Every time you save someone, the light gets stronger. Every time I let someone die—or help them die—the dark gets stronger."

"So stop," Lana said. "Just stop."

Rina laughed. A real laugh. Sharp and joyless.

"You don't get it, sister. I don't choose to let people die. I feel them dying. And every time it happens, I get stronger. Faster. Sharper. Last night, after the man died, I could hear hearts beating from three blocks away."

She pressed her palm against Lana's chest.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"I can hear yours right now. You're scared."

Lana pushed her hand away. "This is insane. We're sixteen. We're not—"

The doorbell rang.

Both girls froze.

No one ever rang their doorbell at 6:00 AM.

Lana walked to the door slowly. Rina followed two steps behind.

Through the peephole, Lana saw a woman in a gray coat. Late forties. Tired eyes. A police badge hanging from her neck.

Lana opened the door.

"Lana Marchetti?" the woman asked.

"Yes."

"I'm Detective Cross. I need you to come with me. Both of you."

"Why?"

The detective looked past Lana, straight at Rina. Her hand moved to her gun—not drawing it, but resting on it.

"Because a boy from your school was found dead an hour ago. Karim Hassan. His body had... markings. And his phone had your sister's name. Repeatedly. As if he was trying to warn her."

Lana turned to Rina.

Rina's face was perfectly blank. But her left hand was shaking.

"Karim?" Lana whispered. "The boy with the glasses? The one who had the mark?"

"He texted me last night," Rina said quietly. "Fourteen times. I didn't answer."

"Why not?"

Rina looked at the detective. Then at Lana. Then at her own covered forearm, where the black line was crawling even as they spoke.

"Because I wanted to see what would happen," Rina said. "And now I know."

She rolled up her sleeve.

The black line had reached her elbow.

And the skin around it was pulsing.

Detective Cross drew her gun. "Both of you. Against the wall. Now."

But Lana didn't move. Because behind the detective—across the street, sitting on a parked car—the black cat was watching.

And beside it, limp but alive, the white cat lay on its side. Bleeding from its mouth.

The white cat's blue eyes found Lana's.

And mouthed one word:

*"Run." *

The black cat stood up. Stretched. And smiled.

Then it whispered something that made the streetlights flicker and die:

*"Two down. Seven billion to go." *
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CHAPTER THREE: WHISPERS IN THE DARK
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Lana ran.

Not because she understood. Because the white cat's mouth had formed that single word—run—and the black cat had smiled, and the streetlights had died, and Detective Cross was pointing a gun at her sister.

She grabbed Rina's wrist. Pulled. Through the back door, into the kitchen, out the fire escape.

Behind them, the detective shouted. "Stop! Police!"

Lana didn't stop.

The fire escape groaned under their weight. Three floors down. Metal stairs slick with rain. Lana's bare feet slipped twice, but she didn't fall. She couldn't fall.

Rina followed silently. Not scared. Curious.

They hit the alley. Dark. Narrow. Smelling of garbage and old rain.

"Why are we running?" Rina asked. No breathlessness. No fear. Just a calm, detached question.

"Because the cat told me to."

"You trust a cat?"

Lana stopped. Turned. Her chest was heaving. Her bare feet were bleeding from glass she hadn't seen.

"I trust the white one. And I don't trust you."

Rina tilted her head. For a moment, she looked like a stranger wearing her sister's face. "Fair."

A sound behind them. Footsteps. Multiple sets.

Lana pulled Rina deeper into the alley. Around a dumpster. Through a gap in a chain-link fence. Into a second alley—wider, darker, dead-ended.

Dead end.

"No," Lana whispered.

"Wrong way," Rina said. Not mocking. Just stating.

Lana turned to go back. But the gap in the fence was already blocked.

By two police officers. And Detective Cross.

"You're not under arrest," Cross said, breathing
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