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Potter

We were led by three wolves through the long stone corridors and back towards the custody block beneath Wasp Water Police Station. Jack walked beside me; head bent low on his scrawny neck. His long, drawn face looked more emaciated than I’d ever seen before. He was looking tired and old. He had been back in this pushed world for two hundred years – so I guess he had every right to be fraying around the edges. His long arms didn’t swing loosely by his sides like they so often did, as his wrists were manacled behind him, as were mine. Jack stared down, rays of bright orange light seeping from his eyes and onto the stone floor, as if lighting our way through the intricate maze of stone corridors we were being led through. His stare was fixed, and I wondered what the murderous giant was thinking. I had seen him kill those wolves in the room above, and even by my own standards his actions had been savage – way beyond anything I had seen before. He had ripped the flesh and fur from those wolves like some kind of crazed butcher. But he had saved me. Why? Jack had said he had done so not for me – but for his sister – Kiera. Jack said he hadn’t wanted Luke Bishop to use me as bait to trap her. Kiera had gotten to him – she had managed, somehow, to get beneath his weather-beaten, wrinkled skin. If anyone could change Jack Seth, maybe prod at his rancid, black heart – it would be Kiera. Was this another gift she had – just like her ability to see? I didn’t think so. Kiera’s special gift was making you see things differently. Kiera was petite and beautiful. She didn’t look strong or scary – but she had this other kind of strength. Kiera was like one of those fucking kids’ toys – a Weeble – it didn’t matter how many times you pushed her over – she always got up again. She had more fucking bounce than a rubber ball. But it was more than that – she wouldn’t be turned, either – manipulated – or pushed. It was like she had this inner compass, but instead of having a ‘north’ point, hers always pointed in the direction of what was right – the most honest thing to do. And it didn’t seem to matter however much she was spun around and pushed off course – Kiera always did what was right, even if it meant that she would suffer herself somehow. 

I hadn’t always understood that, but as I now walked to my death beside this brutal, savage killer of women and children, I could see that she had gotten to him. Jack had claimed many times he wanted to beat the Lycanthrope curse, and to do that he had to stop his killing, but this had always eluded him. He had never been able to kick the habit. But he had saved me – or tried to. It didn’t matter whether I lived or died from this moment on – what mattered was the fact that he had tried. Had he ever tried to save a life before? Probably not. Whatever had happened between Jack and Kiera while he held her hostage in that house at the top of the hill, it had started a change deep within Jack. Had he hoped to have broken her in that house? I guessed that had been his plan. But it was Kiera who had broken Jack, even though she had been his prisoner. Perhaps she had got him to see stuff differently – to see that there was another way. 

With my mind full of thoughts of Kiera, I looked ahead at the wolves that led us back to our cells and feared that I would never see her again. I could hear the distant sound of the wolves whopping it up at the thought of mine and Jack’s public execution. The sound of their bloodthirsty howls rumbled like thunder from above ground. The town of Wasp Water was full of the fucking things – the wolves had taken it over – it was their home now, and Luke Bishop was their king. He ruled them. Did these wolves know they were being governed by a freaking bat? I guessed not. He was known as the Wolf Man – not the Wolf Bat. But then again, anything seemed possible in this fucked up world we were now all trapped in. Ahead, I could see an open cell door and the wolves led me and Jack towards it. One of the wolves was a Skin-walker cop. He looked human enough in his starched police uniform, but a wolf lived beneath it. Whoever the poor bastard had once been, he had long ago been matched by the wolves in a school similar to that of Ravenwood. Would I have ripped his fucking head off if my hands were free – yes, I sure would. The human didn’t exist anymore. His brain had been pushed flat somewhere at the back of his skull to make room for the fucked up mind of the wolf. Our other two jailers were still in their wolf forms, and they sauntered ahead, their long, bushy tails swishing from side to side. One was covered in a sleek coat of brilliant white fur and the other a dull, washed-out brown. They woofed and sniffed the air as their huge bodies brushed either side of the pale green walls of the cellblock. I had been in many cellblocks as a cop and they all stank of the same thing – sweaty socks, piss, and shit. The wolves’ giant heads jutted from between mighty-looking flanks, and it was only in such a confined space you realised how big these fuckers truly were. I glanced sideways at Jack and again remembered how he had only minutes before ripped several of them to pieces as if they were nothing more than arse-paper. 

Jack Seth stooped his bony shoulders and lowered his head as he stepped into the cell. I followed him. The cell was lit with a torch, which burned in one corner. The flames flickered, casting shadows over the stone walls. There was a bed in one corner with what looked like a urine-stained mattress. The Skin-walker in the cop uniform stood in the open cell doorway and looked at us. The other two wolves stood just behind him in the corridor.  

“Don’t bother to make yourselves comfortable,” the Skin-walker said, eyeing us with his bright, crazy eyes. “You’ll be taken above ground for your execution within the hour.” 

“If it’s all the same to you, I’d rather we just got it over with. All this excitement is killing me,” I quipped back at him.

“You’ll be dead soon enough,” The Skin-walker snarled, its lips rolling back to reveal its dagger-sharp teeth. 

“No chance of one last meal? A cheeseburger, perhaps?” I said with a smile. 

“This isn’t some kind of a fucking hotel...” the Skin-walker started. Before he’d had the chance to finish, the Skin-walker shot violently forward into the cell. As if anticipating this somehow, Jack quickly stepped to one side in the narrow space. The Skin-walker’s head smacked sickeningly off the cell wall, and he spun around with a kind of bewildered, vacant look on his face. With the same kind of stunned expression of my own, I looked across the cell at Jack. Jack looked sideways at the open cell door. One of the wolves, the one with the brown fur, crept into the cell on his massive paws. Its long, sharp claws made a clacking sound, like high heels on the stone floor. 

The Skin-walker put one hand to his forehead and wobbled like a drunk as his brain scrambled to work out exactly what had just happened. With his other hand, he fumbled for the Taser-stick that swung from his utility belt. Before he’d had the chance to release it, the wolf reared up on its back legs, opened its colossal jaws, and closed them completely over the head of the Skin-walker. My skin went cold at the sound of a muffled scream from deep within the wolf’s mouth as the Skin-walker suddenly realised his fate. The Skin-walker momentarily thrashed his arms about, then stopped, just like my own heart nearly did at the cracking sound as the wolf tightened its jaws around the Skin-walker’s skull. The sound of bones being crunched was deafening, and if my hands hadn’t been restrained behind my back, I would have placed them over my ears. The munching and crunching were followed by a gut-wrenching slopping sound as the wolf took off the Skin-walker’s head as easily as sucking a ripe cherry from its stalk. The Skin-walker’s body almost seemed to stagger backwards two paces, then slide down the cell wall. The wolf worked its mighty jaws up and down as it chewed on the head now encased inside its mouth. Blood, snot, and fuck knows what else – it looked like brains – swung from the corners of the wolf’s jaws as it swallowed the last of the Skin-walker’s head. 

I glanced back towards the open cell door to see the white fur-covered wolf step inside. With the other wolf woofing down the last of the Skin-walker’s brains, the white wolf stood up on its back legs and howled. With one long claw, it made a cut from just beneath its neck and all the way down the underside of its body to its belly. Then, pulling the giant wound open in a spray of red blood and fur, the wolf seemed to step out of its very own skin to reveal a naked woman. I blinked twice, not believing what I was seeing. It was like there had been this beautiful woman standing there the whole time wearing a white fur coat and I hadn’t been able to see it. Naked, she crossed the cell to the bed. She knelt, reached beneath it, and pulled out a bundle of clothes which must have been hidden there at some earlier point in time. The clothes were tied with a length of string which the female unknotted. She unravelled the clothes and pulled on a pair of blue jeans, sweater, and a long white fur coat. She tightened the coat at the waist and pulled the collar up about her neck. The woman looked at me, then at Jack.  Just like the fur coat this woman wore, her thick, shoulder-length hair was just as white. Her piercing eyes twinkled yellow, and her full lips were blood red. 

With my heart pounding in my chest, and pulling at the chains about my wrists, I looked back at Jack, and suspecting he was a part of what had just happened, I said, “So what’s with the Marilyn Monroe lookalike?”

Jack ignored me. He looked at the woman and said, “Good to see you again, Lilly Blu.” 

I had heard that name before. Lilly Blu was the wolf Kiera said she had to find. But more important than that, Lilly Blu had once gone by a different name. That name had been Penelope Flack. And in the world before it had been pushed, she had been Murphy’s lover and the mother of his two daughters. 
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Chapter Two
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Jack

I ignored Potter and looked at Lilly Blu.

“Good to see you again after so many years,” I said, not surprised by her appearance, but grateful for it at least. Just like the fucking humans and Vampyrus, wolves were becoming harder and harder to trust – but I hoped I could trust her. The world was no longer the same – not because it had been pushed – I’d had plenty of time to come to terms with that fact – the wolves in this new world were no longer the same. There seemed to be very little loyalty between them. Had there ever been much? Not really – but there had been some, and that had been enough. So, I couldn’t give a shit about the Skin-walker that had just had its head bitten off. They weren’t really wolves anyhow. I had never been truly happy with that part of the deal when the Wasp Water Treaty had been made. There were very few wolves left that could change into human form at will – only those that had been pushed from the other world could do that. But with the help of Bishop, they had found a way – by matching with human children. It wasn’t the matching that bothered me – I had killed plenty of those little fuckers throughout my time, but a wolf is a wolf, not some freaky forced mismatch, so wolves could masquerade as humans. And the process didn’t always work. The Berserkers were the result of that. Bishop had never understood my unease, taking pleasure in reminding me that I too had once been human until the Elders had cursed us. He could see no difference between those like me who had once been fully human and had been cursed, and those humans who had been matched with a wolf. He blurred the lines for me until I could no longer see the difference – but there was a difference – deep inside of me, I was sure of that. 

Over time, alliances change, and I wasn’t so sure of my allegiance to Luke Bishop anymore. Two hundred years ago we both had a common goal – a purpose that drove us – and that was waiting for the return of Kiera Hudson to this new world we had been pushed into. We wanted to fuck with her like she had fucked with us in The Hollows. Me and Bishop had both wanted to make her and her friends suffer and watch each of them in turn die. But I felt differently now. Not about her friends – they could die for all I cared – but not Kiera. When I had made that pact with Bishop all those years ago, I had just wanted revenge. I had been happy to make a pact with Bishop with the intention we would torment, torture, and then murder Kiera Hudson. But that plan didn’t rest easy with me anymore, and that’s why I couldn’t let Bishop use Potter to ensnare Kiera. Bishop was still ignorant to the fact that me and Kiera were brother and sister, and I needed to keep it like that – for now, at least. 

When Kiera had set me free from that room as Potter and Murphy approached, I knew she couldn’t let me die at the hands of those who sought me out, and I knew I could no longer lead her to Bishop. So, my plans had to drastically change, but I feared I had already set too much in place – mine and Bishop’s plans were too far advanced. The photographer had already changed much, and I didn’t know if there was any way of unravelling that. So, I had sent out the only wolf I still trusted with a message that I needed to speak with Lilly Blu. We had met only once before – many years ago – but she was known to have an understanding of the layers – the different whens and wheres. Where her knowledge came from, I didn’t know or care. That was her business – but she had an understanding, and that was enough for me. If anyone could seal the cracks that the photographer had created, then it was Lilly Blu. The one thing I knew for certain was she had very little love for Bishop and the Treaty. I didn’t know whether the photographer was a friend or foe, let alone the photographer’s identity. All I knew was that this photographer had an understanding of the wheres and whens just like Lilly Blu did. 

But would Lilly help me? I couldn’t be sure. But she was here now, wasn’t she? The wolf I had sent with the message had reached her. I broke Lilly Blu’s piercing yellow stare and looked at the other wolf. Just like Lilly had, the wolf stood up on its back legs and peeled back its skin of fur like a coat. But unlike Lilly, the other let their skin fall away so it formed a pile of bloody flesh and fur on the cell floor. The wolf stood naked before us in his human form. 

“Thank you, little brother,” I said, looking across the cell at Nik. 

“We don’t have a lot of time,” he said, coming behind me and breaking my chains with his powerful claws. They clattered to the floor, and I rubbed my wrists with my long skeletal fingers. 

“I fucking knew it,” Potter said, looking at Nik. “I knew I’d seen you before. In that hangar on the outskirts of Wasp Water...”

“Where you murdered Eloisa,” Nik barked back at him. 

Potter shrugged his broad shoulders as if her death had meant nothing to him and said, “She had been the murderer.” 

“She had been like a mother to me,” Nik said, closing the gap between him and Potter.

“Well, I wouldn’t get yourself too upset about it,” Potter said, fixing Nik with his black eyes. “People have a habit of showing up here.”

“We’ve searched for years,” Nik said with a shake of his head. “Eloisa hasn’t come through.” 

With another shrug of his shoulders, Potter said, “Well I guess that means a whole bunch of kids can sleep safely in their beds tonight. Now take off these chains, I need a smoke.” 

“I’ve got a good mind to rip your heart out, just like you did Eloisa’s,” Nik howled, nose to nose with Potter.

“Oh, please don’t,” Potter smirked. “It’s only just started beating again and...”

“Kill him if you want, little brother,” I said, anger beginning to swell inside of me. I hadn’t wanted Potter’s death to be public, so as not to draw Kiera out into the open. What happened to him deep within these cells, I really couldn’t give a fuck. 

Snarling, Nik raised his claws, ready to take Potter’s head off.

“Stop!” Lilly Blu suddenly spoke up. “If you want to stop the photographer, then you’re going to need his help.”

I looked sideways at Lilly. 

“We only need a drop of his blood for what I have planned,” Nik told her, not taking his eyes from Potter.

“Your plans aren’t my plans, and I’m telling you we need him,” Lilly said, her voice soft but firm. 

With his claw still raised just an inch from Potter’s throat, Nik continued to stare brightly at him. 

“I’d listen to the lady if I were you,” Potter smiled again. 

There was a moment’s silence in which I half expected Nik to still rip Potter’s throat out. Then, swallowing hard like I had a throat full of poison, I stepped forward and placed my hand on Nik’s bare shoulder and said, “Leave him be, little brother. Another time will come when you can have revenge for what he did to Eloisa.”

Slowly, I felt the muscles in Nik’s shoulders loosen as he lowered his claw. He turned his head towards me, his blue eyes blazing, then sunk his fist into Potter’s chest.
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Potter

I felt Nik’s claws sink into my chest an inch, then stop. The pain was a killer, and I cried out, throwing my head back and clenching my fists. I wrestled with the chains that bound my wrists, but they were too thick to be broken. I clenched my teeth as Nik opened and closed his fingers beneath my flesh. My heart thumped in my chest, and this was the first time I’d felt true pain since coming into this pushed world. The kick-in that the Skin-walkers had given me in the snow outside the barn had hurt, but the pain had been dull compared to this. Nik’s fingers felt like four red-hot pokers being driven into me.

“Fuck you,” I hissed through clenched teeth.

Then, just when I thought I could take no more and the world began to swim before my eyes, Nik withdrew his fingers. They slid from out of my chest, glistening black with my blood. 

“You evil sonofabitch,” I groaned in pain. 

Ignoring me, Nik turned to look at his brother, Jack. Through eyes as narrow as slits, I watched warm streams of my blood trickle down Nik’s fingers, over his wrist, and down the length of his forearm. 

I dropped my head and looked at the four black puncture wounds in the centre of my chest. The blood had already started to clot there in crimson scabs. 

“Are you fucking deaf?” I spat, looking back up at Nik. “The Marilyn Monroe wannabe said you weren’t to kill me.” 

“You’re not dead, are you?” Nik said, without turning back to look at me. 

“No, but you fucking will be the moment these chains are taken off,” I grimaced, the pain in my chest easing with every passing moment. “I’ll be sticking four of my fingers into you, and I can promise you now, I won’t be aiming for your fucking chest!” 

“Shut up!” the three of them suddenly barked.

“Jesuz!” Jack snarled at me. “Can’t you quit your bitching for just one minute?”

“Who’s bitching?” I shot back. 

“Just be quiet,” Jack snapped, taking a step towards me. “It’s quite simple. Just keep your mouth shut. It’s not like I’m asking you to fart gold or anything. Now be quiet – or do you want to go to the guillotine?”

“Anything’s got to be better than...” I started. 

Before I’d the chance to finish, Jack had unknotted the red bandanna from around his scrawny throat, rolled it into a ball, and stuffed it into my mouth. My eyes bulged in their sockets as I drew air up into my nostrils. Jack’s bandanna was salty tasting where for years it had soaked up his sweat. I gagged as hot bile shot up into my throat. 

“Quiet at last,” Jack said with a sneer, turning his long narrow back on me to face his brother again.

I glanced at Lilly, but she looked away too and at Nik. Slowly, the younger wolf pushed his blood-covered fingers into his mouth and sucked my blood from them. He shot forward, and at first, I thought he had rammed his fingers too far down the back of his throat and was now vomiting. I knew the feeling. But Nik wasn’t sick. He pulled his fingers from his mouth and buckled forward at the waist. He cried out and dropped to his knees. Trying to work the bandanna free from my mouth with my tongue, I watched as Nik shook violently as if throwing some kind of fit. I couldn’t see his face, as it was cast down towards the floor, but all the same I knew he was somehow changing. I watched in silence as his fair hair grew short and darker in colour. His thin frame began to fill out, his shoulders growing broader, his neck thicker, thighs firmer. He cried out again, as if in pain, lifting his head so as to look at me. It was then I was thankful Jack had stuffed his bandanna into my mouth, for I fear I might have screamed. To look at Nik was like looking into a mirror. He was me – he had become my identical twin. He tried to stand up and staggered backwards into the cell wall. Jack and Lilly reached for him. Taking him by the arms, they helped him to stand. Nik stood just feet away from me. I looked back at myself and again I wanted to scream. Not with fear, but with madness. And it was at that moment I understood how Isidor had felt when looking at those copies of himself floating in those tanks beneath the hangar just outside of Wasp Water. Isidor had felt anger at how someone had tried to copy him, and I just hadn’t understood his feelings. But as Nik came towards me, an identical replica of myself, I felt the urge to freak out, to run away as far as I could. I knew some Lycanthrope had the ability to take on the form of another by consuming their blood. Jack had copied McCain at Ravenwood, but I had never seen it happen, and never thought I would be copied. I didn’t like seeing another me. And besides, surely my nose couldn’t look that bent and twisted out of shape. Could it? 

“Don’t look so scared, Potter,” Nik said, looking straight at me. 

Jesus, he even sounds like me, I thought. 

He reached for my face, and I flinched backwards, unable to stop looking at myself. 

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, slowly pulling the cloth from my mouth. 

I gasped in a lungful of air. “What the fuck is going on here?” I muttered.

“You want to escape, don’t you?” he said, looking at me. 

It was like having a conversation with myself.

Before I had the chance to answer, Jack gripped Nik’s shoulder and spun him around.

“No!” he barked. “I won’t let you do it.”

“It’s the only way if you are to get out of Wasp Water and save Kiera,” Nik said. “She’s my sister, too, remember. I saved her once before from the zoo, but I had no idea back then – in that world – who she really was. I’d like to help her again.”

“There has to be another way,” Jack said, realising what it was that his younger brother was suggesting. 

Now I’m as smart as the next guy, and I don’t know if it had something to do with the shock of seeing Nik change into me, but I didn’t have a fucking clue as to what was going on. 

Then as if in answer to my own questions, Jack said to Nik, “I won’t let you take Potter’s place beneath the guillotine.”

“There isn’t any other way,” Nik said as I watched them. “Luke has to believe – the world has to believe – that both you and Potter are dead. If they think you have simply escaped, they will come looking for you – they will hunt you down.”

To look at them was like having some kind of out-of-body experience as I watched myself deep in conversation with Jack Seth.

“Nik is right,” Lilly said, looking up into Jack’s wizened face. “If Luke believes you are both dead, it will give us the breathing space we need to try and unmask this photographer.”

“You don’t know who it is?” Jack glanced at her. 

“No,” she said with a shake of her thick head of white hair.

Jack looked at the both of them and said, “I won’t let my younger brother pay the price for a crime he didn’t commit.”

“But you did the same for me, before the world got pushed,” Nik reminded him. “You let Potter, and the others believe it was you who murdered all of those young women, but it was me. You went on trial before the Elders to protect me.” 

“I was given twelve life sentences, not the death sentence,” Jack reminded him. 

“For a wolf to be imprisoned deep within The Hollows amongst those Vampyrus is worse than death, and you know it,” Nik said, looking and sounding exactly like me. 

“But there was always a chance of escape,” Jack said. 

“I’ve escaped death once before, Jack,” Nik said. “Perhaps I can do it again.” 

“Then let Potter take that chance,” Jack said, as if I were no longer present in the cell. Then looking at Lilly, Jack added, “Is there an escape for my brother if he does this? You understand the wheres and whens better than anyone.” 

“There is no coming back – not to this when,” Lilly said, shaking her head. “Maybe not to any when, not ever again.”

“Did you hear what she said?” Jack said, turning on his younger brother. “I won’t let you take Potter’s place.” 

“I don’t need anyone to stand in for me,” I said, hooking a piece of red thread from between my teeth with my little finger. “I ain’t no coward.”

“It’s not about who has the biggest set of balls,” Lilly said, glaring at me. “It’s who serves more purpose here – in this when.” 

“Well, if you speak to most of the people who know me, they’d tell you I served no fucking purpose at all, so I guess it’s me who should go to the guillotine,” I said, keeping one eye on my lookalike. 

“I want to do this,” Nik said, looking back at his brother. 

“But why?” Jack demanded. “You’re my brother.” 

“And Kiera is our sister,” Nik reminded him. “We’ve already had two lifetimes together, it’s time you shared one with Kiera.” 

“What makes you so sure that I want to?” Jack growled at him. 

“Because you haven’t led her to Luke Bishop like you were meant to,” Nik said. “Jack, apart from me, you’ve never helped anyone in your life. She must mean something to you as you’re facing the guillotine because of her.” 

Jack lowered his head, then said without looking at his brother, “I can’t choose between my brother and sister.” 

“Nobody is asking you to choose,” Nik said. “It’s my choice. I want to do this for you and Kiera, Jack. I was lucky enough to have spent time with Kiera in that zoo, and I wish I had known then that she was my sister. But you know what? In a way I’m glad I didn’t know back in that world. If I’d known, I might only have helped her because of that fact. But in my heart, I know I helped Kiera because she was worth helping – she was worth saving, Jack. And she’s worth saving now. But this time, it’s your chance to save her.”

I watched silently as Jack raised his head and looked at his brother.  Even though Nik now looked identical to me, Jack slowly drew one bony thumb down the side of his brother’s face. 

“Thank you, Nikolaou,” Jack whispered. 

Feeling as if I should say something too, after all, the wolf was saving my arse, I said, “Yeah, thanks Niko-whatever-your-name-is.” 

“I’m not doing it for you,” Nik barked back at me. 

“Sure,” I said, biting my tongue so I wouldn’t make some cocky comeback. 

From deep within the cellblock, the silence was suddenly broken by the rattle of keys. 

“They’re coming for you,” Nik said, pushing his brother towards the open cell door. “Go!” 

Lilly crossed the cell, came up behind me, and swiped away the chains which bound me. They clattered to the floor. “We’ve got to get moving,” she breathed in my ear.

I headed towards the cell door, then looked back. “No offence or anything, and I don’t want to piss all over your plan,” I said, “but I get the whole creepy lookalike thing with me, the wolves are gonna think they are executing me when really it is you, but what about Jack? Aren’t they gonna wonder where he’s disappeared to?”

Without saying anything, Nik bent down and covered his hands and forearms in the flesh and fur that he had cast aside when removing his wolf skin. With his hands and arms bright red with flesh and blood, he smeared some across his chin. Then, standing and looking at me, he said, “Knowing that death was near, and unable to control your hatred for the wolves, you killed and then ate your cellmate, Jack Seth, as your last supper.” 

“Nice,” I said, furrowing my brow. “You sure got it all figured out.” 

“There is nothing more cunning than a wolf,” Nik said, staring back at me. 

“That’s for sure,” I said, turning my back on him and leaving the cell.
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Chapter Four
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Jack

I waited for Lilly and Potter to leave the cell. The sound of approaching cops was ringing louder in my ears with every passing moment. Still, I stopped at the door and looked at my brother. He sat on the bed, looking identical to the man I’d spent most of my adult life hating and wanting to kill. But under that skin, I knew it was Nik who sat there waiting to take my enemy’s place beneath the guillotine. He looked up at me and stared through Potter’s dead black eyes.

“You don’t have to do this,” I told him, swallowing the lump that had suddenly appeared in my throat. 

“Yes, I do,” he said, sounding just like that dick Potter. 

“But...”

“Jack, they’re coming, and if they catch you here then we will all die and all of this would’ve been for nothing,” he said. 

I looked down at the torn pieces of flesh and fur that covered the cell floor, knowing that Luke and his merry band of Skin-walkers would believe it to be me – killed by Potter – my brother – before being taken to his death. The sound of heavy footfalls grew closer still, the thud-thud-thud of them echoing off the stone corridor walls of the custody block. 

“Run, Jack!” Nik whispered. 

I looked back at the cell door, then again at my brother. Reaching out with one long skinny hand, I ran my fingers through his short black hair. It didn’t feel like my brother’s hair and nor did it look like it. I closed my eyes and pictured Nik as a small boy, sitting on the rug before the fire at our mother’s house, as he played with his toy cars. I could see the light from the fire reflecting back in his almost white-blond hair and in his pale blue eyes. That was Nik – that was my little brother I could see, before like me, he turned into a killer – an animal. 

“I love you, brother,” I whispered with my eyes closed. 

With them still squeezed shut, I turned, so I didn’t have to see him sitting on that bed looking like Potter. I didn’t want to remember him like that. I stepped into the corridor outside the cell. I opened my eyes, and without looking back, I closed the cell door on my brother. I looked to the right and could see Lilly and Potter hiding in the shadows further along the cellblock. I headed towards them. With my eyes fixed on Potter, I headed straight for him. Curling my bony fingers into a fist, I punched him squarely in the face. There was a cracking sound as my fist crunched into the flat of his nose and he shot back down the corridor, landing on the floor. 
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