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Kiera Hudson

All I could hear was Amanda Lovecraft telling me over and over again that Lilly Blu had come to save me and not kill me. But none of what she said made sense. I glanced down at Lilly’s body then took a tentative look at the heart, which was still beating in my fist. Blood dripped from between my fingers and splashed the cell floor. Potter lay nearby, still unconscious and unaware of what had happened. Through the fog that shrouded my mind, I heard Amanda sobbing. I looked at her.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

Amanda stared at me, wide-eyed through her tears. “Lilly just wanted to save you, that’s all. She never meant you any harm.”

“But I saw... I saw video footage of Lilly...” I started to explain.

I watched Amanda drop to the floor. On her knees, and although her efforts were pointless, she began to shake Lilly by the shoulders.

“Wake up! Wake up!” She wept.

Knowing that Lilly was dead, and I was her killer, like a thief who had been caught with her hand in the cookie jar, I let Lilly’s heart slide from between my fingers and drop to the floor.

As I watched Amanda continue to shake Lilly, I was still confused by what had happened and what I’d done. Once again, I tried to explain my actions.

“Luke Bishop showed me videos on his phone... I saw footage of Lilly killing my brother, Jack Seth. I saw her dragging Melody Rose’s and Sam Brook’s bodies into the woods...”

“Bishop might have shown you video footage, but it’s not what it seems,” someone said. 

I looked up to see a figure standing in the shadows that filled the corners of the cell. “Bishop didn’t only deceive you, Kiera, he deceived and manipulated all of us.”

I didn’t recognise the figure hidden in the shadows. I took a tentative step backwards. The man slowly stepped forward and out of the gloom. Dark, curly hair fell about his shoulders, framing his pale face. His jawline was smudged dark with stubble. His eyes were almost as black as his hair, and brooding. Although his face did not seem familiar to me, his clothes did. He wore a tatty blue railwayman’s uniform. As he stepped further into the dim candlelight, his face began to change. I watched as it appeared to unravel. The flesh twisted into knots, writhed, and shifted until the stranger looked like my friend, Noah.

“Noah?” I whispered. Again, I tried to make sense of the situation I now found myself in. Had I killed Potter and then myself like I had planned to do? Was I now dead and Noah was stepping out of the shadows like some dark angel to rescue me? But as he took another slow step forward, two other figures appeared behind him. One was a young woman I didn’t recognise, but the other was a very dear friend. Ravenwood peered over the top of his spectacles at me, a faint smile appearing at the corner of his lips. So, I had been right, Ravenwood had managed to escape from the woods surrounding Hallowed Manor after Sophie Harrison had slit his throat. When I’d returned from the summerhouse with a shovel to bury him, his corpse had disappeared and now I understood why. But who had saved him? 

As if being able to read my mind, Ravenwood said, “Lilly wasn’t your enemy, Kiera, she was just trying to help you—save you. It was Lilly Blu who saved me.”

As his words penetrated the fog that drowned my brain like a thick soup, I glanced at the girl who had appeared out of the shadows with Ravenwood. She looked to be about nineteen or twenty—not much younger than myself. She had long, blonde hair that fell about her shoulders and she wore a hooded sweater, jeans, and boots. All about her fingers coiled faint streaks of blue light. Before I’d had the chance to ask who she was and why she was now standing in my cell beneath the amphitheatre, Noah started to speak again.

“Lilly Blu came into this layer, Kiera, just after you did,” Noah started explaining. Able to see the confusion and bewilderment in my eyes and splashed across my face, he took my bloody hands in his. He squeezed them gently and I knew that he was trying to reassure me, to calm my frayed nerves. “Lilly came into this layer to protect you, Kiera.”

“But I saw Luke’s video... Lilly killing the Kiera Hudson from this where and when.”

“Lilly did that because she had to,” Noah said. Then looking somewhat sheepish, he added, “Because I asked her to.”

“But why?” I said with a shake of my head.

“To save you,” Noah said. “The layers are shifting—cracks started to appear, and you only survived your push into this layer because Lilly killed the Kiera from this where and when. You didn’t make it through. You were involved in a car crash. You died in this layer. Lilly had to make room for you so that you would survive, and the only way of doing that was to rub out the Kiera from this where and when.”

“So why did Lilly kill Jack?” I asked him, needing to understand—needing to know the truth.

“Because it was Jack who killed Sam and Melody,” Noah said. “And Jack was going to kill Lilly, too. She was simply defending herself. Luke Bishop has been behind everything that has taken place in this layer and the only way any of us standing a chance of beating him once and for all is to bring the rest of your friends through into this layer. I’ve made some difficult, and some might say, ruthless decisions, but each one of them was necessary. And I’m about to make another.”

“And what’s that?” I asked him.

“The Murphy from this layer has to be killed so Isidor, Kayla, and the others can be reunited to beat Luke and the army of wolves he has amassed in this amphitheatre.”

With Noah’s warning ringing in my ears, I looked down at Lilly’s dead body once more. I looked at the blood streaming from the gaping wound in her chest, flooding out across the cell floor to where Potter lay. “There is to be no more killing,” I whispered. “I can’t bear to see another one of my friends die, whether they are from this layer or another.”

Noah’s hand slipped from mine, and he took a step backwards. Ravenwood came forward. I glanced at him as he looked down the length of his narrow and pointed nose at me.

“Jim Murphy from this layer is no friend of ours,” he said. “It was Murphy from this layer who killed the White Wolf.”

As Ravenwood tried to reason with me, I could vaguely remember the Potter from this layer telling me that Murphy had killed the White Wolf in this where and when. Potter had said that Murphy had only done such a thing, because the White Wolf had killed Kayla and Isidor. And then as if to contradict my thoughts, the young woman with the twists of blue light lingering around her fingertips spoke up.

“It wasn’t the White Wolf who killed your friends in this where and when, but Luke’s friends, Uri and Phebe,” she said.

I looked at the young woman. “Who are you?”

“My name is Mila Watson,” she said. “Noah has asked me to help you and your friends.” Hearing this, I looked at Noah. 

He simply shrugged his shoulders and said, “It’s a long story, a story I don’t have time to explain now. Before Lilly...” he paused, glanced down at Lilly’s corpse, and then back at me and continued. “Before Lilly died, she came up with a plan, a plan to rescue you and Potter so you can go and gather your friends back together.”

“What is this plan?” I said, feeling increasingly guilty with each passing moment. But it was more than guilt. My heart felt a deep and aching remorse for what I had done. It terrified me to know I had made a mistake in killing Lilly. There really was no excuse for what I’d done. If what Noah and the others were telling me, and I had no reason to doubt them, Lilly Blu had risked much to protect and try and save me. And what had I done in return? I’d ripped out her heart. How would I ever live with such a thing weighing so heavily on my conscience?

“Amanda and I are going to swap places with you and Potter,” Noah said.

I glanced down at Amanda who still knelt beside Lilly’s body. Although she had stopped sobbing, her eyes were red-rimmed, and her pale cheeks were damp with tears. “I can’t ask Amanda to do that for me,” I said.

Very slowly Amanda got to her feet. She looked at me. “It’s not you, Kiera, who has asked me to swap places, but Lilly. Lilly asked me because she wanted to help her friends. She wanted to help you, Kiera.”

With my heart twisting in my chest once more, I whispered, “And it was me who killed her.”

“Lilly was my friend, too,” Noah started, “but we don’t have time to mourn now. You and Potter need to go with Mila and Ravenwood and bring Kayla, Isidor, and the others through to this layer. But you have to work quickly, as although I have no problem wearing Potter’s face, he does look beaten and weak. Not only will I wear his face, but I will feel his pain, too, and therefore he should recover quickly from his injuries. But there is another reason why you must hurry.”

“And what’s that?” I asked him.

“Amanda is a Leshy and can change faces, too, so she will be able to look just like you; but she is not a true face-changer like Bishop and me.” Noah glanced at Amanda then back at me. “She’s a mere Impressionist. She will only be able to look like you and fool Luke Bishop for a matter of hours and no more. I urge you to get going, to leave this place and reunite with your friends.”

Mila and Ravenwood stepped forward and lifted Potter to his feet. He slumped forward in their arms, releasing a deep groan, followed by a series of angry expletives. As they carried him between them into the shadows, Noah stepped up to me once more.

“You have to take Lilly’s dead body from the cell,” he said, “because when Luke comes back, and he most certainly will, he will discover her corpse. He will know that something is very wrong.”

Turning away, Noah lay down on the cell floor where Potter had only moments ago been bleeding. And I watched, somewhat in awe, as Noah’s face began to twist and contort once more. The flesh began to writhe like a pit of snakes as it entangled and then untangled so that he looked like Potter. Amanda came toward me, and with her hands becoming claws, she snapped open the chain that had been secured about my throat. Without saying a word, and with her eyes staring into mine, she fastened the chain about her neck. And as she did so, her face began to change, until she looked identical to me.

“Please hurry back, Kiera,” she whispered. Not only did she look like me, but her voice also sounded like mine, too. The effect was quite unnerving, almost creepy. But there was something else I noticed. It was the fear I could see in her eyes. I wondered if I’d ever looked as scared as she did now. I wondered whether Amanda really understood the danger she was putting herself in. Because now there was no telling us apart. And when Luke did return to the cell—to come and taunt and torture me once more—it wouldn’t be me, but Amanda he would be tormenting.

Before I’d had a chance to say anything to Amanda, to warn her of the risk she was taking in my place, light began to bleed around the bricks in the cell walls. Knowing the push was coming, I knelt down. 

I lifted Lilly’s corpse into my arms, then stepped into the light.
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Kiera Hudson

We found ourselves in a wood. It was night, and tall trees reached heavenwards all about us. There was a chill to the air and the wind blew dead leaves about our feet and ankles. Potter continued to moan and groan as he was supported by Ravenwood and Mila Watson. Lilly Blu lay slumped in my arms as I cradled her corpse against me. Her white fur coat felt soft, yet cold, between my fingers. I looked down into her pale face, which was surrounded by a mop of thick, white curls of hair. Her brightly painted red lips and long, black eyelashes made me think of the actress Marilyn Monroe. It seemed that even in death, Lilly Blu remained beautiful.

“Where are we?” Mila asked.

Turning on the spot with Lilly in my arms, I peered through the tree trunks that surrounded us. Just ahead there was a clearing, and a very familiar-looking structure. The clearing was bathed in moonlight, and at its centre stood the summerhouse.

“We’re in the grounds of Hallowed Manor,” Ravenwood whispered, as he looked furtively left and right, perhaps fearing that we might be discovered. After all, this was the place Sophie Harrison had slashed open his throat.

“But why here?” I whispered back.

“As Noah said, we need to kill the Murphy from this layer and he resides in the Manor House with Lord Hunt and Mrs. Payne,” Ravenwood said. He peered over the rim of his glasses at me and added, “Perhaps it’s not just Noah who wants the Murphy from this where and when dead, but the layers do too, and that’s why we have been pushed here. But to be honest, I’m not so sure I can kill him.”

“I thought you said back in the cell, that Murphy had to die,” I reminded him. “You said he was no friend of ours.”

Ravenwood took a deep shuddering breath. “I’m sorry, but I just don’t think I can do it.”

“Murphy’s been my friend, too,” I reminded him. “He’s been a friend to me in this layer and others. And although he killed the White Wolf, I have killed Lilly Blu. That makes me just as guilty as him, doesn’t it?”

Mila suddenly spoke up. “I’ll kill him.”

I shot her a look.

She met my stare. “I’m not some ruthless assassin. I really don’t want to kill anyone. But I can sense that neither of you want to kill Murphy,” she said. “If doing so means we can save your friends, then I’ll do it if I have to.”

Still matching her stare, I said, “No one is going to kill anyone yet. I’m going to see if I can save a life first.”

“What do you mean? Whose life are you going to save?” Ravenwood asked, sounding somewhat baffled and confused by my suggestion.

I pulled Lilly’s corpse tight in my arms. “I’m going to try and save Lilly, if I can.”

“But how?” Mila frowned.

“You heard what Noah said,” Ravenwood whispered, his voice full of alarm at my suggestion. “We don’t have time. Amanda won’t stay looking like you for long.”

Ignoring his warnings, I said, “I’ve got to try and save...”

“But she’s dead,” Mila reminded me.

“Take Potter into the summerhouse,” I instructed. “You’ll be safe there until he has recovered.”

“But—” Ravenwood started.

His protests were drowned out by the sound of my wings rippling out of my back and fluttering wide open. The three-fingered claws at the tip of each wing began to open and close like deformed fists. And although the sight of them was still somewhat repugnant to me, I felt a certain kind of freedom now that my wings were splayed wide open behind me. I felt free of that cell and my tormentor.

With my arms locked tight about Lilly Blu, I tilted my head back and shot up into the night. And just before the roar and boom of the inevitable thunderclap, I heard Ravenwood shout out from below, “Where are you going? Come back, Kiera!”
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Kiera Hudson

I raced at speed toward the Sacred Valley. The wind buffeted my body and wings, but still, I pressed on. I knew the Sacred Valley was where the White Wolf roamed. It was the White Wolf who had led me to the shack before. But this time I wasn’t carrying Potter’s corpse in my arms, but Lilly Blu’s. And it wasn’t only Lilly I had killed while being in this layer. I had killed Potter, too. The Potter from this where and when. I had ripped out his throat just like I had ripped out Lilly’s heart. I couldn’t help but fear that there was a part of me that was now uncontrollable and somewhat savage. I seemed to act more on instinct than thought and reasoning as I had done in the past. But was the reason for this change in my behaviour because of the wolf? It had always secretly lingered inside of me, so was it now slowly coming forward and taking control? Was I becoming more like my brother, Jack Seth, with each passing day? Just as he had struggled to contain the wolf inside of him, was I now going to face the same battle? I was not a full Lycanthrope, though. I was one of the very few and rare half-and-halfs. Half of me Vampyrus, the other half Lycanthrope. Which side would win out? It no longer seemed that war raged on the hillsides and in the valleys surrounding me, but one raged inside of me, too. The war between right and wrong. Good and bad. Lycanthrope and Vampyrus.

So, if the White Wolf had saved Potter, couldn’t she also save Lilly? Could she save herself? Because were they not one in the same, albeit from different layers, wheres and whens? 

I could see the Sacred Valley cutting its way through the hillsides ahead of me. I swooped down toward it, Lilly Blu lolling in my arms, head back, white-blonde hair billowing in the wind. Soaring just feet above the valley floor, leaving a trail of dust and grit in my wake, I raced toward the shack that twinkled like a distant star in the distance. But it was not the only star I could see. Just as before, the night sky above me was awash with millions of specks of bright, white light that raced back and forth like comets. 

With the shack now in sight, I dropped to the valley floor, plumes of dust spraying up from beneath my boots. Carrying Lilly, I ran toward it, knowing that time was running out—not only for Amanda and Noah, but for Lilly Blu, too. Very carefully, I lay Lilly on the ground in front of the shack. Wiping dried blood from my hands, I looked at the small wooden structure. It was ramshackled and old, the wooden planks it was constructed from, bowing and warped out of shape. It leaned to one side, and out of the hole in the roof streamed moonlight. It shone upwards, just like the Fountain of Souls carried red waters up into the heavens. 

I grabbed the door handle and gave it a sharp tug. The door rattled in its ancient frame but wouldn’t open. The door was locked fast. I pulled on it again. I squeezed my fingertips into the gap around its edges and yanked in a desperate attempt to force the door open. However hard I tried; the door wouldn’t budge. And even though the wooden door was splintered and old, I could not tear it down, despite my supernatural strength.

With an overwhelming sense of frustration, I kicked out at the door. It rattled in its frame. Clenching my fists, I screamed. I spun around and stared down the length of the valley that twisted away from me.

“I know you’re here somewhere!” I yelled. My voice echoed off the steep slopes of rock that towered high above me on both sides. “Come forward and help me. Help me save my friend Lilly Blu. Help save yourself! I know you and Lilly are the same. I know you are merely reflections of each other!”

As the echo of my voice began to peter out, I cocked my head in the hope that I might hear the distant howl of the White Wolf. All I could hear was the low groan of the wind that snaked through the valley.

“Please!” I shouted in one final and desperate attempt to draw the White Wolf from wherever she was hiding.

As the echo of my voice began to fade once more, I did hear a sound. It wasn’t the howl of a wolf, however, but the cry of rusty hinges.

I spun around to see the door to the shack swinging slowly open. I could see someone standing in the moonlight that was trapped inside.

“Hey, sis,” Jack Seth said as he stood in the open doorway.
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Mila Watson

Potter continued to groan as Ravenwood and I carried him from the woods, across the clearing, and toward the summerhouse. Every so often, Potter would shout angrily and swear. He used the ‘fuck’ word like it was going out of fashion. I’d never heard anyone swear so much. He sounded angry, bitter, but mostly confused. Once or twice, he demanded that he be given a cigarette.

“Be quiet,” Ravenwood hushed. I guessed he feared someone might overhear Potter’s continual moaning, groaning, and swearing.

Between us, we carried Potter up a set of wooden steps in front of the summerhouse that led onto the porch. I was glad we were across the clearing and out of the moonlight that flooded it. With his free hand, Ravenwood turned the door handle and pushed open the summerhouse door. We dragged Potter inside, lying him down onto the floor. I stood up and rubbed the small of my back with my hands. I glanced around and could see the summerhouse was littered with old garden furniture, tools, shovels, and a lawnmower. The place smelt of dust and mildew. The location wasn’t ideal, but hopefully it would be a suitable hiding place until Kiera returned. 

Would she really come back with Lilly Blu? I hoped she would. I’d only met Lilly briefly, but she seemed passionate and genuine in regards to her friendship and loyalty to her friends. Although I didn’t know Lilly well, I felt sad at her sudden death. But how Kiera Hudson intended on bringing Lilly back to life, I had no idea. From what Noah had told me about Kiera, I knew she was not a witch, like me. Even I, one of the Wicce, who did possess the power to raise the dead, knew that when they came back, they were little more than mindless zombies. I wouldn’t want that for Lilly Blu.

Ravenwood went to one of the windows and peered out across the clearing. I knelt down beside Potter. In the moonlight that streamed through the windows, I could see that some of the swelling and bruising around Potter’s face had started to fade. Very carefully, I wiped some of the blood from his face, and as I did so I realised that I recognised him. He was one of the winged vampires Noah had sent to help me defeat the Beautiful Immortals in my own where and when. It was then, as I stared at him, I remembered the names Murphy, Kayla, and Isidor. The names of the friends Kiera had spoken about. Noah had once sent all of them to help me.

“What’s wrong?” I heard Ravenwood ask me.

I glanced up to see that he had turned away from the window and was now staring across the summerhouse. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I’ve met Potter before,” I started to explain.

“Where? When?” Ravenwood asked, his eyes growing wide behind his spectacles.

“As you already know, I come from a distant layer. My people fought a war with the Beautiful Immortals,” I said. “It was during that war when I met Potter, Murphy, Isidor, and Kayla. The meeting was very brief and in the midst of battle, but it is only now, as I stare down at Potter, I realise who he and his friends are. Do you think he might remember me?”

Ravenwood took one of the garden chairs that was propped against the wall. He shook out its legs, wiped it free of cobwebs and dust before sitting down on it. He looked at me. “That all depends on exactly when you first met.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Noah could have pushed Potter and the others into the future...”

“Don’t you mean my past?” I said, feeling more confused with every passing moment. But it wasn’t only me who now looked a little bewildered and lost.
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