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Kiera Hudson

I wanted to tell the girl to choose another name - any name but that one. Didn’t the name Cara Hudson belong to someone else – the daughter Potter and I would have at some point in the future? In my dreams, my brother, Jack, had said that Potter and I were going to have a daughter, and her name would be Cara Hudson. But the girl now sitting opposite me was a complete stranger. So why had she chosen that particular name?

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” I said, my voice echoing around our prison cell beneath the amphitheatre.

She frowned at me from behind her long, black, tatty fringe. “What isn’t such a good idea?”

“That name – the name you’ve chosen for yourself – Cara Hudson,” I said. “That particular name belongs to someone else.”

“Who?” she asked me.

What could I say? How did I even try and explain that the name she’d given herself belonged to a daughter that Potter and I hadn’t even conceived yet? How did I even begin to explain something which I didn’t even understand myself?

“Please just choose another name,” I whispered.

“But why? I think it’s really kind of pretty,” she said, looking somewhat disheartened. 

I glanced back at Potter, who still lay unconscious on the floor, left bloody and bruised by the wolves who had led us through the forest and to the amphitheatre. I could still hear them repeatedly kicking and punching him until he looked like something close to a bloody pulp. I knew I had to be careful in what I said to this girl who now called herself Cara Hudson, because I hadn’t even told Potter about what Jack had told me. Potter still didn’t know about what lay in the future for us. If I hadn’t told Potter, was it right for me to tell this complete stranger? Didn’t Potter have a right to know first? I looked at the girl once more, her face pale and drawn in the flickering flames from the torch hanging from the cell wall.

“The name is pretty, I agree, but I just wish you would call yourself by another name,” I said.

But instead of agreeing to do so, the girl reached beneath her long and bedraggled hair, placing her fingertips to the circular scars she had shown me on the side of her head – the scars that she claimed a Doctor named Lane had made. “My head is hurting,” the girl whispered. “My head hurts real bad sometimes.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, regretting the stupid question at once. How could she possibly be, okay? How could any of us be, okay? We had been captured by the wolves and thrown into a cell beneath some giant amphitheatre where Vampyrus were being held captive and being tortured for fun. The girl, Potter, and I were all wearing an iron choke collar that was attached to heavy chains. And the girl now called Cara had been the victim of some depraved experiment in which she’d had holes bored into the side of her skull.

“I need to rest,” the girl said, turning away from me, the chain fastened about her throat clanking in the near darkness as she crawled into one corner of the cell.

I felt somehow weak and inadequate as I watched her crawl away into the darkness. I called after her. “Would it help if I held you close... comforted you...?”

The girl’s voice leaked out of the darkness like a broken whisper. “I just need to sleep. It doesn’t hurt so bad when I sleep.”

She said nothing more and the cell fell under a spell of silence. The only sounds I could hear were those of the other Vampyrus imprisoned below ground as they pleaded and begged for their freedom. Over the sound of their cries, I could hear the distant roar of the wolves from above as they howled and cheered in delight at the perverted games they played in the amphitheatre where they killed the dying Vampyrus for sport.

Lifting the chain that hung from the collar about my throat, I inched my way across the cell and toward Potter. Sitting next to him on the filthy stone floor, I reached out and brushed his unkempt hair from his brow. In the flickering light, I could see that his face was severely swollen. Potter’s eyes were black and blue and puffed shut. His nose was bent out of shape and his lips were split open. Bending forward, I kissed him gently on the forehead and he made a gargling sound in the back of his throat as if choking on blood. He said something but it was incomprehensible as he began coughing up blood from his mouth and onto his chin. Fearing that he might choke to death on his own blood, I used the last of my remaining strength to roll him onto his side.

As I sat and stroked his hair, I couldn’t help but tell myself that however impossible the situation seemed, I still had to believe that we would somehow escape from our cell and set ourselves free. I knew we wouldn’t die here, tortured to death by the wolves. How could we die when I knew that Potter and I had a future together? Jack had told me that. He’d told me Potter and I had a daughter, and she was called Cara Hudson. I looked once more into the corner where the girl now slept, but the shadows were so dark and thick, I could no longer see her. There was a part of me that was glad about that, because even knowing she was there at all made me wonder whether my brother Jack had been right in what he had told me. Jack had said that Potter and I had a daughter and that he had met her in the where and when that he had been pushed into after saving Isidor’s life at that remote railway station. Jack had told me he knew that this girl he had met was my daughter because she had known about the ring Potter had given me. This girl who called herself Cara Hudson and claimed to be my daughter, had told Jack that the ring I had once belonged to Potter’s mother. At first, I had believed what my brother had said – and why wouldn’t I?  How would the young girl I had never met know such a thing? But I now knew how this girl – this Cara Hudson – had known. I had just told her only minutes ago. She had gotten that information from me. It had been me who had told the girl where the ring had come from. It was only after that she had chosen the name Cara Hudson for herself.

I looked away from the corner of the cell and back down at Potter and feared that the girl in the corner was the same girl that Jack told me about. If that was true, Potter and I never would have a daughter in the future because the girl my brother Jack had met was the same girl who was lying just feet away from me hidden in shadow. Why would this girl claim that she was my daughter when really, she wasn’t? Why would she want to deceive my brother Jack in some other where and when and how did she get there? None of what I’d been told seemed to make any sense and I felt too tired and beaten to try and figure it out. For the first time in my life, I failed to see the clues that I needed to solve the puzzle.

Pulling my knees up beneath my chin, I leant against the cell wall. Despite my doubts and confusion, I refused to believe that it was the end for me and Potter. I couldn’t believe that we were to die in some filthy cell at the hands of the wolves. But were such thoughts not just a desperate attempt to cling to a future I once believed was waiting for me and Potter? Did we not both die here and the only one to escape was the girl who now called herself Cara Hudson? Perhaps Cara somehow managed to get pushed into another where and when – a place where she would meet my brother and pretend to him that she was my daughter? But why would she do that? What would be the point? I dropped my head forward feeling too tired to even think. I wanted sleep to come and take me like it had taken the girl and Potter. My only hope was that in my sleep I would meet up with Jack again and then I could ask him the millions of questions I now had racing around my mind. I wanted to dig deeper into what more he might know about this girl who had named herself Cara Hudson and find out what else she might have told him. All I knew for sure was that in the where and when that Jack now existed in, Cara Hudson was on trial for murder. Whose murder? Who had Cara killed, and why? But there were many other questions I needed the answers to other than those relating to Cara, and I doubted Jack would know the answers. Like, why had the White Wolf led Potter and me through the valley and into the forest? If the White Wolf really was indeed Lilly Blu, she must have known that we would both be captured. Bruce Scott, who had led the party of wolves that had captured and beaten us, had said that he knew Potter and I were now half wolf. Scott and told me that Lilly Blu had informed him of this. So, the one thing I could be sure of, was that Lilly Blu was no friend of mine and a traitor. But if so, why bring Potter and me back together again? Why lead Potter into that shack where he became half-wolf? But just like Cara Hudson herself, none of what Lilly Blu had done and set in place seemed to make any sense either. Why mix Potter with a wolf if it was going to be the wolves that killed him? And who had murdered the Kiera Hudson from this layer? Who had shot her in the face as she sat staring out of the window in her rented rooms in Havensfield? The Murphy from this layer had told Potter that he had killed Lilly Blu because she had murdered Kayla and Isidor. Had Lilly Blu also been responsible for the murder of the Kiera Hudson from this layer, too? Had it been Lilly who had wanted me to go to the interview at the offices of The Creeping Men and take the place of the Kiera Hudson from this where and when? There seemed to be more questions than there were answers, and I felt too weak to see through the fog that now clouded my mind. 

Slumped forward and with my forehead resting against my knees, I screwed my eyes shut. I willed sleep to come and take me, but I knew with so many questions racing about my mind, I wouldn’t be able to rest however much my body craved it. With my eyes closed and peering into the darkness of my mind, I searched for that other part of me – I looked for the wolf. But just like sleep, the wolf seemed to evade me. Unlike so many times before, the wolf didn’t want to come forward. But why not? Why not now when I was surrounded by werewolves? Had the wolf deserted me when I needed her the most? However hard I searched the darkness all I could see was the Vampyrus standing in the centre of my mind, her long blue and black hair flowing about her shoulders, wings fluttering out behind, and skin looking as pale as wax.

I reached for her, wanting to embrace the Vampyrus I once struggled to accept and come to terms with, but my frail concentration was broken by a sudden noise. Opening my eyes and losing sight of the Vampyrus, I looked up to see the cell door swing open as a wolf came slowly toward me.
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Kiera Hudson

The wolf walked upright. Despite its bristling side whiskers, blazing red eyes and jagged teeth, the wolf still looked very much like a man. In his claws he carried a wooden tray, which he set down on the floor before me. He wore some kind of makeshift prison guard uniform, which consisted of a blue shirt and black combat-type trousers and boots. He wore a thick leather belt and from this hung handcuffs and a silver chain where the key to the cell was attached.

After surveying the cell and seeing that I was the only one conscious, the wolf-man pushed the tray toward me with the toe of his boot. “It’s not much but eat up,” he said, voice deep but soft. He didn’t snarl or bark like the other wolves had done.

I looked down at the tray. There were three bowls of food and three mugs of water. Reaching out with my bloodied hands, I lifted one of the mugs and put it to my cracked and sore lips. I drank slowly at first fearing that perhaps the water might be poisoned in some way. As soon as I realised it was fresh and cool, I began to gulp it down. Water dripped from both corners of my mouth, off my chin and down onto my grimy top.

“Drink slowly,” the wolf said.

I glanced up at him over the rim of the mug. What did he care how fast or slow I drank? I set the mug down and reached for the bowl of food. At once I could see that it looked little more than a grey gruel that slopped around the insides of the clay bowl.

“It is better than it looks,” the wolf-man said. “If I was you, I’d eat it.”

Turning my nose up at the smell, I looked at the wolf and said, “What, is this my last meal before execution?”

“Who said anything about an execution?” the wolf said.

“Isn’t that why you have brought me and my friends here?” I asked him. “Isn’t that why you and the other wolves beat us close to death?”

“I haven’t touched you,” he said.

“So, what you’re saying is, that you’re the civilised one amongst these animals?” I shot back at him.

“Statements like that will definitely get you executed,” he said, glancing back at the open cell door.

“Like you’d really care,” I muttered under my breath. There was no spoon, knife, or fork, so I dipped my fingers into the gruel. It was barely warm and felt like jelly around my fingertips. I grimaced, but I felt so weak and hungry that I couldn’t stop myself forcing some of the food, if that’s what it was, into my mouth. But to my surprise, just like the wolf-man had said, the food didn’t taste as bad as it looked. It tasted like a very salty stew, but it was edible and sedated the ravenous hunger pains that gnawed away in the pit of my stomach.

The wolf stood and watched me eat. When I was halfway through, he said, “Do you not want to wake your friends so they can eat, too?”

“I don’t think either of them are in a fit state to eat right now,” I said, struggling to contain the anger I felt toward the wolf. “After all, one of them is something close to death and the other, the girl in the far corner, has recently been subjected to having holes bored into her head thanks to...”

The wolf cut over me and said, “Florence, you mean?” 

I took my fingers from my mouth, and cocking an eyebrow at him, I said, “What did you call her?”

“Florence,” the wolf-man said. “That’s her name, Florence Rubin.”

I wasn’t sure how to feel on hearing this news. So, the girl did have a name, and it wasn’t Cara Hudson. But what did that mean? What else did this wolf know about this girl and would he even tell me? And if her name really was Florence Rubin, then she wasn’t my daughter – not from this where and when nor from any other. And if that was so, didn’t that mean that not all hope was lost for me and Potter? Did it mean that there was a future for us, however far away that might be? Had Jack been right that Potter and I would one day be together and have a daughter? Setting down the bowl, I looked wide-eyed at the wolf-man. Sensing that he might be different from the other wolves that occupied the amphitheatre, I said, “What else do you know about this girl?”

“Why do you want to know about her?” the wolf-man asked me. 

Was he growing suspicious of me for wanting to know more about the girl? 

“She told me some stuff,” I tried to explain but not knowing really where to start. “The girl you call Florence said that she had been accused of murdering wolves – she said that she had been imprisoned and interrogated here. The girl said that she once used to see a young man – like some kind of ghost – who led her to the dead bodies of wolves and it’s for that reason that she got accused of being a murderer. I would just like to know if she really is guilty of the crimes she has been accused of?”

The wolf glanced once more back at the open door, then back down at me. “Why do you want to know?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know if the person you are to share a cell with is a murderer or not?” I asked him. “I would like to know if it’s safe for me to close my eyes and sleep or whether I should stay awake to protect myself and my friend who is unconscious because of the beating he received.” And even as the words passed over my tongue, I doubted very much that the young girl was indeed a murderer of wolves, but I did need to know the truth about her if I was ever going to find out whether she was connected to me now, in my past or future.

Before saying anything more to me, the wolf-man did something quite unexpected. He went back to the door, where he peered in both directions along the narrow passageway outside. Satisfied that there were no other wolves about, he stepped once more into the cell, closing the door shut behind him. He then crossed the cell toward me.

“Not all wolves are the same, you know,” he said, his voice now little more than a whisper as if fearing he might be overheard. “I don’t necessarily agree with what is taking place here or what they did to the girl – Florence...”

“So why go along with it?” I cut in.

“Because I’m a wolf, and although I might not necessarily like what they do, I will not betray them,” he said, red eyes narrowing as he looked at me. “And besides, the girl is a killer of wolves. She’s a murderer, plain and simple. There is no doubt about that.”

“So has there been some kind of trial? Do you have evidence against her?” I said.

“I spent a lot of time guarding the girl,” the wolf said, glancing back over his shoulder and into the darkness where the girl lay hidden and asleep. “She told me everything, she told me her story – that was before she forgot it.”

“You mean before she was operated on and had her memory taken away?” I said, unable to stop myself from sounding distrustful of this wolf, despite the fact that he had brought me food and water. I then remembered something the girl had told me. Florence had said that she had once become too close to a guard who she’d tricked into letting her escape. “The girl told me about a guard who once liked her – who wanted her to dance for him – but he tried to hurt her, and she managed to escape. Are you that guard?”

The wolf shook his head. “Not me.”

“How can I be so sure?”

“Because that guard is now dead – Florence killed him,” he said. “I was Florence’s guard from the very first time she was brought here. It was me who had to keep watch over her as she was considered to be dangerous. After a year or more, my duty was changed and I got moved to guard another prisoner. But it was during the many hours that I spent guarding Florence that she told me her story.”

“And what did she tell you?” I asked.

Once more the wolf-man looked into the shadows where the girl lay hidden. His bulky chest rose up and down as he took a deep breath. I suspected that perhaps he felt fond of Florence in some way. Perhaps he had been telling the truth and he didn’t necessarily think what the wolves were doing to the Vampyrus was right, but he lacked the courage to tell them so. Couldn’t the vilest of Lycanthrope redeem themselves? My brother Jack had – hadn’t he? 

“Despite you believing the girl is a murderer, there is a part of you that cares for her,” I dared to say.

The wolf looked back at me. His eyes blazed red. “What makes you say such a thing?” 

“I see things,” I said right back. 

There was a silence as the wolf continued to stare at me, as if contemplating what I had just said. Then, with a grunt, he spoke. “When I heard the girl’s story, I couldn’t help but understand the crimes she committed, however much I disagreed with them.”

“Tell me her story so I too can understand,” I said.

The wolf came forward once more and sat down beside me as he leant against the wall. Staring straight ahead and not at me, the wolf took another deep intake of breath before saying, “This is Florence’s story – this is what she told me...
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...The creature hid itself in the darkness. It was covered by a sheet of tarpaulin in the bow of the boat as it made its way across the choppy sea toward High Snow Lunatic Asylum, which sat atop a piece of jagged rock. In truth, it was more than just a piece of rock, it was a small island that sat two miles out to sea from the furthest most tip of the southwest of England. Each month the boat would make the same trip from the mainland and out to the island carrying food and supplies for the staff who worked in the asylum and the patients that were secured within its ancient walls. But on this occasion, and unbeknownst to the crew of the boat, they not only carried supplies but a creature that would defy all their human reasoning and knowledge if they had seen it. 

Once they had moored the boat alongside the jetty which jutted from the side of the island like a finger, the captain and his crew heaved the crates of supplies ashore. Between them, they carried the supplies up the twisting track and to the asylum. Sensing that it was alone, the creature pulled back the tarpaulin and crept from the boat. It made its way up the craggy rock face where it hid until nightfall. 

At dusk, from its hiding place, the creature watched the boat carry its crew back toward the mainland. Once the boat was lost in a swell of mist that now covered the sea, the creature, using his claws like hooks, climbed up the rock and snuck into the asylum.

Keeping to the shadows – always to the shadows – the creature crept its way through the maze of stone corridors. The overpowering smell of disinfectant did nothing to mask the stench of human faeces and urine that seemed to have permeated the very structure of the lunatic asylum. Lightning broke overhead as a storm began to rage outside. Bright shards of blue and white light burst through the windows that lined the stone walls at regular intervals. An orderly, wearing a white smock, pushed a trolley on wheels just ahead. The creature was careful to spring into a nearby doorway. Once the orderly had disappeared around a bend in the corridor, the creature, keeping close to the wall, skulked forward once more. The sound of thunder rumbled overhead causing the patients in the asylum to break into a chorus of petrified screams and cries. But as this was the late 1800s, the Victorians didn’t treat those that they considered insane as patients but more as prisoners. So, no nurses or doctors came to care for or settle the scared and frightened patients. But the creature was glad about that, he didn’t want to be disturbed or discovered. The creature wanted some alone-time with the patient it had come to visit.

Standing outside the cell door, the creature closed one claw around the door handle. Making sure one last time that it was still alone and unseen, the creature slowly pushed open the door and stepped into the cell. Closing the door behind it, the creature stole across the room toward the elderly patient who lay on the bed in one corner. As the creature grew close, it could see that, although the patient was elderly and frail, she had been secured to the bed with leather straps at her wrists and ankles. Beside the bed, the creature stood and looked down at the old woman whose face was lined and creased with the deepest of wrinkles. What little hair she had was white and wispy and it covered the moth-eaten pillow that she rested her head against. Sensing that she was not alone, the old woman opened her eyes. Even though they were clouded with cataracts and her room was in near darkness, she knew who it was that had come to visit with her. A momentarily flash of lightning cut through the bars at the window. The old woman looked up into the face of the creature. Her stomach clenched and bowels loosened. But what did she have to be scared of? She was so close to death anyway, if the creature killed her as she believed it would, she would be set free from the torment and torture she had endured for so many years in the asylum.
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