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Chapter One
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Kiera 

I watched Potter place the picture that Mavis Bateman had given him into his coat pocket. He looked over the stooped shoulders of the woman who stood before him. The fast fading sunlight illuminated the drying tears that ran the length of his ashen face. I took a deep breath, readying myself for the fit of rage I expected Potter to now fly into. But to my surprise, he did no such thing. Instead, he placed a cigarette into his mouth, lit it, then drew in deeply. Streams of grey-blue smoke flooded from his nostrils, forming a hazy cloud in the poky front room of Mavis Bateman’s cottage. Any other old woman might have objected to the pungent smoke, but Mavis was a Lycanthrope. Did such smoke bother her aging lungs?  

“What was written on the back of the photograph of your mother and Amity?” I asked, taking a step closer to Potter and gently placing one hand on his arm. 

He continued to stare ahead out of the window and across the golden fields that stretched away into the distance. “Push,” he whispered, as if his voice was coming from some far off place. Mavis eyed him as much as I. 

“They found each other then,” I said, gently squeezing Potter’s arm. “That’s a good thing, isn’t it?” For the first time, I was struggling to find the right words – if there were any – to comfort the man I loved with all my heart. Were words even needed? He knew that I was here for him – I was by his side – always.

“I guess,” Potter said, a thin line of smoke trailing upwards from the cigarette that jutted from the corner of his mouth. 

Lowering her gaze, Mavis turned and using her walking frame for support, she shuffled back across the room. Once more she reached into the drawer where she had taken the picture of Joan and Amity from. I watched her close her claw-like fist around something and come slowly back toward us. “There’s something else I would like to give you,” she said, stooping once more before Potter and looking up into his pale face. 

He cocked an eyebrow at her. “What?”

Slowly, Mavis uncurled her liver-spotted fist to reveal a ring. It was gold and shimmered in the fading sunlight that streamed in through the window and into the room. “My daughter, Amity, had planned on giving this to your mother, Joan. It was a sign of the unbreakable love Amity had for her. But of course – she didn’t get the chance... you know the rest... there’s no need to go over it all again. I want you to have it.”

Potter looked down at the ring, then back at the old woman. “Why?” 

“It was intended for your mother and you’re her son,” Mavis croaked. “I think it now belongs to you. This ring is a good thing, Potter. The ring represents love – it was bought by my daughter for that reason. It was a gift and now I’m giving it to you – I think your mother would be happy if she knew that you had it. After all, she loved you so much. You loved her, too.”

Slowly, Potter reached out and closed his fingers around the ring that Mavis was offering him. “Thank you,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. Without opening his fist to look at the ring, he placed it into his pocket, along with the photograph of his mother and Amity. A heavy silence fell over the room and once more, Potter turned to look out of the window, his profile bathed gold in the light from the sun. I could see that the tears had all dried away now. But his eyes were so very dark – so very black. I wondered what was going on behind them. I had never seen Potter look – look so empty. He looked like he’d had his guts kicked out of him. Potter had always been such a smart mouth. He had a snarky comment for every situation. But now he just stood silently and looked out of the window. I looked at Mavis. Our eyes locked and I sensed we were both thinking the same thing. Potter was hurting bad. He was probably hurting more than he ever had. I had known Potter to take a lot of beatings in his life – I’d even seen him have his heart ripped out. But that had been a physical thing. I think Potter knew how to deal with physical pain – those scars he seemed to be able to heal from quite quickly – but had Potter ever felt such emotional pain? Was this the first time in his life that he’d truly had his heartbroken? Discovering that his father had murdered his mother had seemed to leave him like some faint apparition of his former cocky self. But something else was different, too. Potter now had a wolf lurking deep inside of him. We both did. How would such a thing affect him? Potter already struggled with his anger from time to time just like my brother, Jack, had. It was at discovering that his mother – Kathy Seth – had killed his sisters that Jack finally let the wolf consume him. It was the pain and anguish at losing his sisters and discovering his mother’s betrayal that the wolf struck and literally sunk its claws into my brother’s heart. Would the wolf now living inside of Potter seize this moment to take him like it had taken my brother? I didn’t want that for Potter. It was no way to live. To be consumed by hate would only destroy the man I loved like it had destroyed Jack. That would poison him, make him vulnerable to the wolf – leave his soul unguarded and free to be taken. Would the hate for his father make Potter wither and age with anger and loathing like it had Jack? I couldn’t bear to watch such a thing happen. I wouldn’t let the wolf destroy Potter, like it had my half-brother. 

“You look as if you’re both fit to drop,” Mavis said with a weak smile. “I don’t have much, but I could make you both supper.” 

“I’m not hungry,” Potter said. He took the smouldering cigarette end from the corner of his mouth, pushed open the window, and tossed it out into the flowerbed.

“Some rest then,” Mavis said. “You both look as if you haven’t had a good night’s sleep in weeks.”

I recalled the nights I had sat in the outhouse watching Potter as he’d wrestled with the wolf inside of him. Was he still fighting it? He looked not to be. He looked calm – too calm – like a darkening sea before a storm. Perhaps some rest would do him good – the both of us some good.  

I smiled back at Mavis. “You’re very kind.”

“I have a spare room and bed that you could share,” Mavis said. 

Without looking at her, Potter said over his shoulder, “Was it your daughter’s – Amity’s room? Did she share it with my mother?” 

“Yes, but not in this layer,” Mavis said. 

“That was their place....” Potter started. 

“The barn then,” I cut in. “Where Nev used to live. There’s a bed... we could rest in there...”

“Who’s Nev?” Potter asked, glancing back over his shoulder at me.

I looked at Potter. “Nev was a friend.”

“You’ve never mentioned him before,” Potter said. 

“He was someone I met in this layer,” I said, glancing at Mavis then back at Potter who had now turned his back on the window and had me trapped in his dark stare. 

“Where is this Nev now?” he asked me. 

Again, I looked at Mavis. I hadn’t had the heart to tell her that the young man who had once been so kind to her had been beaten to death by the wolves that had set up camp in the valley. I had simply told her that he wouldn’t ever be coming back. 

“Like your mother, Nev’s gone to another layer.” I glanced at Mavis, and she met me with her milky stare. She nodded her head slowly and I sensed she knew what I meant by that. 

“Will the war never end?” she tutted, heading back to her threadbare armchair by the window. She eased herself down into it, her knee joints making a cracking sound.  

“The war?” I asked her. 

“The war between the Vampyrus and Lycanthrope,” she said, the last of the sunlight trapped in her wispy white hair. “Haven’t enough of us died already? Can’t a peace be found?” 

Potter glanced down at her and she back at him. 

“I guess peace will never be found while war rages in our own hearts,” she said, as if searching his dark eyes with her own. “But a heart that knows peace knows true love and that is the most precious of all things. I’ve only ever seen it twice in my life.”

“Where?” Potter asked her.

“In Amity’s eyes when she looked at your mother,” Mavis said with a wistful smile as if remembering her daughter’s face. 

“And the second time?” Potter said. 

“I see that same look in Kiera’s eyes,” Mavis said. “I see it every time she looks at you, Potter.”

He looked at me, then back at the old woman sitting hunched forward in the chair. Her eyes suddenly sparkled as if the last shafts of daylight had been soaked up by them. “Don’t let your hate destroy your love, Potter, like your father’s hate destroyed the love my daughter and your mother shared. The world – the layers – the wheres and whens – the Lycanthrope and Vampyrus need every last ounce of love if any of us have a chance of surviving.”

“You sound like my mother,” Potter almost seemed to scoff in that way he always did.

“And if I was your mother, I’d tell you to take Kiera, who I can see loves you so much, and run and run and run from this place and never look back. I’d tell you to go away and live your lives – treasure every moment you have with her – but something tells me that such a thing isn’t possible – it isn’t possible for either of you.”

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Because one of your hearts is filled with hate,” she said, holding her stare on Potter. “A heart that is filled with hate never knows true love.”

Potter looked at me, then back at Mavis. 

As if being able to see into Potter’s heart, Mavis added, “Don’t hate your father for what he did.”

“Why not?” Potter asked.

“Because then he has killed you, too,” Mavis said. “He’s dragged you into that fire like he dragged your mother that night.” 

“This just sounds like a bunch of bullshit if you ask me,” Potter said. “People that don’t push back are weak.” 

Mavis half smiled back at him. “Is it bullshit? Doesn’t your hate and anger for your father burn? Doesn’t your heart feel as if it’s on fire? Doesn’t your rage feel like a seething inferno...?”

“Where’s this barn? I don’t need a shrink – I need some rest,” Potter said, stepping away from the window. He brushed past me as he headed for the door. 

“Don’t let it consume you, Potter,” Mavis said, before Potter disappeared around the edge of the door and out of the room. 

I heard the front door swing open, then slam shut. Once the sound of the front door rattling in its frame had diminished, I looked across the room at the frail woman. “Thank you,” I said. 

“For what, dear?”

“For trying to talk some sense into Potter.” I told her. “I don’t know if it will work, but you were right about one thing.”

“And what was that?” she turned her head on her withered neck to look at me. 

“I know he can be a real jerk at times, and you’re right, he is full of hate, and I’m scared that what he’s learnt about his father will make that anger worse, but I do love him. I love Potter more than I’ve ever loved anyone,” I said.

With that spark fading in her eyes, Mavis said, “But will your love for him be enough to save him... save him from the wolf I can see staring back at me from the darkness that clouds his eyes?” 
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Potter

You were right – that old hag was talking bullshit, the wolf whispered from deep inside of me. Its voice floated up out of the darkness like that of someone who had just woken to find themselves buried alive in a grave. The voice sounded scared – frantic somehow. Did it fear that I might just listen and see some sense in what the old woman had said? 

“You can shut the fuck up, too,” I spoke out loud as if talking to myself, but hoping the wolf would hear me. It was almost full dark now and the first of the stars could be seen in the breaks amongst the clouds that lumbered overhead. 

Oh, c’mon, Seany-porny, you don’t really believe all that horseshit, do you? the wolf teased, the fear I thought I’d heard in its voice no longer present. 

“Don’t call me that,” I snapped back. “My name is Potter.” 

I was just yanking on your chain that was all, don’t be so fucking prickly the whole time. We’re friends now...

“We’re not friends,” I said as the wind that gusted across the open fields made the front door of the cottage rattle in its frame. I took several steps down the path, fearing that if Kiera or Mavis heard me talking to the wolf, they might think I’d lost my mind. “You’re a wolf and I fucking hate you,” I mumbled under my breath, dropping my head low as if talking into my chest.

It’s not me you should hate, the wolf chuckled. It wasn’t me that killed your mother – it was your father – a Vampyrus. It’s the Vampyrus you should hate, not the wolves... 

“Screw you,” I said, letting my wings suddenly tear from my back and claws from my fists. 

“Going somewhere?” I heard someone ask. 

I spun around to find Kiera standing in the open doorway. Mavis was right, she did look deadbeat. I had never seen her skin look so pale – it was almost paper white. Her long black hair that was streaked with blue hung limply about her shoulders. It no longer gleamed like it once had. Her hazel eyes looked flat, like they too had lost their spark. But yet, Kiera still looked more beautiful than any woman I had ever seen or could imagine as she stood in the open doorway of the cottage. 

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said, fighting the urge to race toward her, swoop her up in my arms, and hold her tight to me.  

“Then why are your wings out?” she asked, closing the door behind her and coming along the path toward me. 

“I dunno,” I shrugged. Why had I released my wings and claws? Had it been to make me feel more Vampyrus than wolf? Had I hoped the sound of my beating wings would drown out the sound of the wolf’s voice? If it had been, then it seemed to have done the trick. I could no longer hear the wolf’s voice – for now at least. It was like it had skulked away inside of me – pushed back into the darkness of my soul by the Vampyrus. 

Reaching me, Kiera took my hands in hers. Her skin felt ice cold. She looked into my eyes as if reading me – seeing me for the first time. “You’re still fighting the wolf, aren’t you?” she whispered. 

“I’ve been fighting the wolves my whole life,” I told her. 

“Then perhaps it’s time to stop,” Kiera said, her eyes never leaving mine. 

“But I’m frightened,” I confessed to her. “I’m frightened of what I might become if I let the wolf come forward – let it become a part of me.”

“If we love what scares us then can we ever fear it again?” Kiera said. “Can it ever truly have a hold over us?” 

“Are you happy that you’re half wolf?” I asked. 

“Not at first,” Kiera said, leading me slowly by the hand away from the cottage and toward a barn in a nearby field. “It wasn’t easy for me to learn that I was a half and half – that my brother was the serial killer, Jack Seth. I didn’t want to be a wolf any more than you do now...”

“But I didn’t ask for it...” I cut in.

“And neither did I,” Kiera said, glancing sideways at me as her hair blew about the sides of her ashen face. “But you know, Mavis is right. I could have carried on fighting the wolf, pretending it wasn’t there – running from it. But I was only running from myself. It didn’t matter how hard and fast I ran, every time I looked in the mirror it was there – the wolf was staring back at me – it always caught up with me. It was the same on learning that I was a half Vampyrus. I hated the thought of it living inside of me – those little bony black claws at the tips of each wing hiding inside of me. But what good did hating them bring? I only hated myself. For hours I would stand naked in front of the mirror at Hallowed Manor and stare back at my reflection. Sometimes I would be in my Vampyrus form, and then other times as a human. But what I learnt, was that although they looked different, they were one in the same, both parts were me, both were an equal part – they made me what I am – who I am. Just like the wolf is a part of me. There is nothing I can do to change that. So, do I spend the rest of my life hating myself – just to escape from myself? Or do I try and love the who and what I am? Doesn’t it make more sense for me to try and be the best that I can be – whatever I truly am?”

“But I’m not like you, Kiera,” I said as we reached the barn. She pushed the door open and led me inside. There was an easel in the middle of the room and some paintings propped against the wall. In the far corner I could see a bed. Kiera closed the door behind us, sealing us in near darkness. I sought out her hands and took hold of them. “I don’t see things the way you do,” I told her. 

“In the darkness all of us are the same,” she whispered, seeking out my lips. I felt them brush over mine. “It is only the light that highlights our differences – illuminates our imperfections.”

I whispered into her ear as I slid her coat off where it dropped to the floor. “I wasn’t aware that you had any imperfections.” I pulled her shirt off and ran my claws over her soft but cold flesh. “You feel perfect to me.” Working blind, I unfastened her bra and let if fall to the floor as Kiera pushed open my coat, revealing my bare chest beneath. I pulled her close, our bodies pressed against each other. It felt like an eternity since we had been together like this. I folded my wings tight about us as if ensnaring her – never wanting to let her go. 

I felt Kiera’s hands fumble with my belt buckle as I slid her jeans down over her hips. Still wrapped in my wings and standing naked together, I felt Kiera’s own wings open. They felt like sheets made of the finest silk as I brushed my hands over them. How could Kiera have ever been scared or repulsed by them? They were beautiful – she was beautiful – in the darkness or the light. 

“I love you,” I whispered, holding her tight in my arms. 

“I love you more,” she whispered back before leading me across the barn to the bed.
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Chapter Three
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Kiera

To be as one with Potter again felt incredible. Not purely because of the intense feelings of pleasure that now washed through and over me, but because I was close to him again. I felt safe in his arms, and I knew that we belonged together. It was like having him inside of me wasn’t enough. I wanted to get lost in him somehow and he in me. With Potter moving his strong hips slowly back and forth, I wrapped my legs tight about him, throwing my arms around his back. I pulled Potter deeper into me as he lost his hands in my hair. We smothered each other with kisses as we lay entwined upon the bed. Thoughts of pushing him away on the underground station flooded my mind and I felt a spike of pain. I never wanted to be apart from him again. I never wanted to let go of him. I didn’t ever want to live without the intense feelings he now stirred in me as we made love on the bed. How had I ever let him go? How had I ever believed that I could be happy without him? It wasn’t just the extreme physical love that I had missed being apart from Potter – there was more to it than that. I had missed his companionship, his friendship, and knowing that he was there for me. There had been the other Potter, but he hadn’t been mine – not really. He had belonged to another. The Potter in this layer had belonged to Sophie despite the feelings that he said he’d had for me. He had only been a shadow of the man that I truly loved. But that Potter was dead now – I had killed him. The wolf that I had now accepted as part of me had ripped out his throat. Had I had any right to kill him any more than I would’ve had the right to take him as my lover? He was with Sophie – they were having a child together. My brother, Jack, had come to me in my dreams. He had told me that Potter and I had a daughter – Jack had met her in the layer he had been pushed into. I believed that Jack had been talking about the child Sophie and the Potter from this layer were having. But had Jack been right after all? I hadn’t foreseen my Potter coming to join me in this layer. I had believed that my Potter had been lost to me – that I had pushed him and my friends away forever. So, did Potter and I now have a daughter at some point in the future? We were meant to be married after all. Was I somehow getting a second shot at being happy? Was I being rewarded in some way? And if so, why? And who was it that believed I deserved to have Potter back in my life? Who believed that I deserved such happiness and joy? Noah? Whoever, and for whatever reason – I planned not to lose Potter from my life again. Only death would separate us, and even then, I would haunt him given half the chance. 

With thoughts of losing Potter again swirling like a dense fog at the corners of my mind, I screwed my eyes shut and pulled Potter closer still in my arms. Working our hips together in unison, I tilted my head back and let Potter caress my neck as his lips brushed over the soft flesh there. I felt the rough prickle of his stubble then something else – something sharper pierced my flesh. I felt Potter’s fangs sink into my neck, then the heady rush of something close to ecstasy as he sucked my blood into his mouth. The physical act of lovemaking and becoming one was only made more intense by sharing each other’s blood. With the side of his face against mine, I nipped the flesh at the base of his neck with my fangs. I felt the first drops of his blood against my lips. I licked them greedily away with the tip of my tongue. The taste of his red stuff was like an explosion in my mouth. It tasted sweet – like the most perfect wine. Now that I had tasted it again after such a long time, my very being cried out for more. Every single pore seemed to open, ready to soak up his life’s blood. With a blissful urgency now raging hot deep inside of me, I sunk my fangs deep into his neck and let his blood gush into my mouth. Every one of my nerve endings sparked with pleasure as Potter worked faster and faster above me, driving his hips back and forth as we fed on each other’s love and blood. Wrapping my legs tighter about his back, I sunk my claws into his tight arse and dragged him deeper into me, wanting all of him – everything he could give me. When his own pleasure became all consuming, Potter pulled his fangs from my neck and arching his back, he threw his head backwards. With my eyes half open, I peered up through my lashes at him. I could see a trail of my own blood leaking from the corner of his mouth. Potter had his own eyes screwed shut, his face a mask of agonising pleasure as he rocked back and forth at an ever increasing speed above me. Arching my back from off the bed, I matched his speed as I gyrated my hips beneath him. My lips felt sticky with his blood. Reaching out with one hand and gripping the sheets with the other, I lost my fingers in his hair and dragged his face down toward mine. I kissed him, my excitement only growing ever more feverish as I could taste my own blood on his lips. He swirled his tongue around the inside of my mouth our pleasure reaching its peak for the both of us. Breaking our kiss, Potter threw back his head and cried out, his whole body shaking and trembling above me as he bucked back and forth in my arms. 
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