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Author’s Note
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This book was going to be called ‘Dead Water’ Kiera Hudson Series Two (Book 5). ‘Dead Water’ was going to be split between both Kiera’s and Murphy’s POV. Just like Isidor in ‘Dead Angels’ and Jack in ‘Dead Seth’, Murphy has an important back story, which is woven into the series. While writing ‘Dead Water’ it became clear I wouldn’t be able to tell Murphy’s story in just a few chapters like I had originally believed. Murphy’s story has turned out to be a novel in its own right with lots of twists, turns and action. Like Isidor’s and Jack’s, Murphy’s story is important to the overall series, and he holds important clues and links to what has gone before in Kiera’s world and what is still to come. Therefore, I didn’t want to cut the story back as we find out why Murphy deceived Jack Seth as a boy, why he was so opposed to Kathy Seth’s and his brother Peter’s secret relationship, and more importantly how he came by his slippers!! We also find out what happened to Potter and whether he makes peace with Kiera. So, instead of mixing the two books, I’ve published this book, ‘Dead Wolf’ Kiera Hudson Series Two (Book 5) first and will publish ‘Dead Water’ Kiera Hudson Series Two (Book 6) early next year (2013).

I hope you all have a wonderful Christmas and a happy New Year

Take care – Tim



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter One
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Kiera

It wasn’t true! I refused to believe that Jack Seth was my brother. How could I be related to him in any way shape or form?  I knew who my mother was. She was the police officer who went to the Ragged Cove to investigate the disappearances of those people who had once lived there. She had that kind smile, pretty eyes, and just like me, she had jet-black hair. She had been the one who had whispered in my ear, ‘See you later, alligator’ as I had set off for school each day as a girl. My mother had been hooked on the red stuff by Phillips and Rom – she had in turn been seduced and betrayed by Luke – Elias Munn. Jessica Hudson had been a Vampyrus – not a wolf. She had been my mother, and I refused to believe anything different. 

“You lie!” I hissed into Jack’s face.

The windows rattled in their wooden frames, like old teeth in loose gums. Jack looked back at me, a cruel smile pulling the corners of his mouth up into the shape of a crescent moon. “You know I speak the truth,” he said, fixing me with his crazy stare. 

I slapped his face with the flat of my hand, the sound of it like a gunshot in the dim light of the room. Jack’s head rocked to the left. A thin line of blood trickled from his right nostril and onto his upper lip. The urge to lean in close and lick that blood away was unbearable. He saw me watching the blood, and he slowly licked it away with the tip of his tongue.

“I hate you,” I spat, leaning away from him. 

“Hate?” he smiled. “A feeling so passionate it borders on love. Don’t you think?” The chains which fastened him to the chair clinked together in the darkness. “Don’t you love your brother?”

“You’re not my brother,” I breathed, shaking my head. 

“You know it’s true,” he said, this time his smile faded. “Look into my eyes, Kiera, and you will see for yourself. See how your father betrayed me and you. Watch your friend, Murphy snatch you as a baby from the dead waters and...”

“Stop it!” I screamed at him, screwing my hands into fists by my sides. 

“You can’t look because you know what I say is true!” he suddenly roared back, leaning forward in the chair I had chained him to. “We are brother and sister – you know it! I think we’ve always known it. I felt a connection between us the day I first saw you, and you felt it, too. At first, I thought it was just lust – but it was more than that – it went deeper than that. It wasn’t lust – it was love that I felt for you.”

“That’s why you killed me?” I spat at him. “That’s why you...”

“Oh, please,” Jack hissed back at me. “Don’t flatter yourself. I never so much as touched your skinny little butt. When you threw yourself at me in The Hollows, I looked into your eyes, and I was overcome with lust; that is true. But not for you – but for the simple act of killing. Yeah, I ripped your throat open, tore your liver and heart out, but I never did anything else – there was something which stopped me. At the time I didn’t know what. Only when I came here to this house and saw you in the photographs with Father Peter, that I truly began to understand the connection I had – we had – for one another.”

“So why have you had me believing that you...” I started in disbelief. 

“Would it have mattered what I’d said?” he shot back. “You had me all figured out, didn’t you? The vicious rapist and killer. That’s how you’ve had me tagged from the start. Why bother telling you any different? Besides, I wanted you to hate me as much as I hated you for betraying me in The Hollows.”

“Do you still hate me?” I asked him. 

“More than you will ever know,” he said, his eyes fixed on mine. 

“But why, if it’s true that we are brother and sister?”

“Because you had what I always wanted,” he spat, unable to take his eyes from mine. “I just wanted a family. Father Peter took my dad from me, then left me for you. For years he treated me like a son, but as soon as you came along, he left. He chose you over me.”

“None of this – this hate you have for me – is because of what happened in The Hollows,” I breathed. “You hate me because you believe I stole the man you loved as a father from you. You believe if I hadn’t had been born, you and Father Peter would have carried on pretending to be father and son.”

“He chose you over me!” Seth barked. “While you were growing up, blissfully unaware of what your father was really like, while you sat on his knee and he told you stories, I was left to raise Nik as my son, to find him food, shelter – to survive. Not once did he think about that. Not once did he think of me. I was just a boy when Father Peter and his brother, Murphy played that cruel trick on me. Do you have any idea how I felt when I saw Father Peter’s coffin taken beneath ground? I spent my life believing he had taken his own life because of the misery my mother – I had caused him. When all the while, he was playing happy families with you and the woman you believed was your mother.”

“She was my mother,” I barked back at him.

“Kathy Seth was your mother,” he shot back. “She was my mother, too.”

A thick silence fell between us like a heavy set of curtains. I could hear the snow pelting against the windowpane behind me, and the wind howling around the eaves. I looked at Jack tied to the chair and desperately fought the nagging feelings of doubt which now tried to consume me. 

“You didn’t turn evil because of anything Father Peter – my father – did,” I whispered. “You didn’t let the curse consume you because I was born, you didn’t know about me at the time. You chose to turn bad because you were weak.” 

“Weak?” he roared. “I let the curse take me because I had to survive. You have no idea what it was like for me trying to survive each day. You were the lucky one. You grew up in the nice house with mummy and daddy. What chance did I have?”

“You didn’t have a chance, Jack,” I shot back. “You had a choice. There is a difference.”

“It’s easy for you to say,” Jack sneered back at me. “Little miss goody-two-shoes. You’ve never known suffering. Perhaps if you’d gone through what I’ve been through. You’ve had it so goddamn easy.”

“Easy?” I cried. “You call this easy! I lost my mother and father only to discover that I’m some kinda freaking half-breed from the underworld. I’ve got wings, claws, and a set of teeth a rabid dog would be proud of. In the last year, I’ve been chased, imprisoned, beaten, attacked, and hooked on the red stuff. Not only have I been murdered, but I’ve also seen all of my friends murdered, only for all of us to come back from the dead to this fucked up world that has been pushed. I’m being stalked by a bunch of creepy statues, berserkers, Skin-walkers, and any other hideous creature you might want to add. Not only that, but I also have the added bonus of turning to stone unless I drink blood, my lover is a no good, lying cheat, and I’ve just discovered that I have a long-lost brother who is a freaking serial killer. And to top it off – the cherry on the cake – I’ve just discovered that I’m part-freaking-werewolf! So don’t you dare tell me that I haven’t had my fair share of pain and hurt. I’ve had enough to last me two lifetimes.”

“Okay, so you’ve had a few difficulties, too,” Seth said. “But don’t you see? That just makes us the same.” 

“I’m nothing like you,” I shot at him.  

“We’ll see,” he half-smiled at me. 

“And what’s that s’posed to mean?” I demanded.

“Your choice,” he said. 

“I’m not making any choice,” I told him. 

“It looks like you’ve already chosen me over your father,” he said, his eyes shining like two pale yellow discs. 

“What are you talking about?”

“Instead of finding your father some help for his wounds,” Jack smiled, “you chose to chat shit with me, while he bled to death...”

Wheeling round and remembering my father, I raced across the bare floorboards towards him. How could I have forgotten that he was lying bleeding on the floor? I glanced up at Jack to see his eyes shining back at me from the darkness. One of them slowly closed as he winked slyly back at me. He had tricked me. Jack had sucked me into the conversation – taking my mind from the room and my dying father. He had caught me with his stare. 

I placed my hand against my father’s face, and his skin felt cold and stiff, like taut cloth. His eyes were open, as was his mouth. A pool of sticky, black blood covered the front of his shorts, where it had pumped from the openings Jack had made in him. I lifted my father’s lifeless body into my arms, and the gap in his belly opened like a huge, grinning mouth. Twice now in my life I had cradled my father in my arms as he lay dead. The first had been in a white, sterile hospital room, this second time, in a room with bare walls and no carpets, and a serial killer laughing at me from the shadows in the corner.
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​Chapter Two
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Murphy

The snow drove horizontally across the windscreen in thick flurries. The wipers fought to keep the screen clear. Violent gusts of wind crashed into the side of the police van, and I bit down on the end of my pipe as I tried to steer around the narrow, winding roads. It was dark now, and the two thin cones of light shining from the headlamps reflected back off the falling snow, making each flake glisten like glitter.

“I thought you said we were going to the Fountain of Souls?” Kayla shouted over the howl of the wind.

She was right, I had said that. I had lied, though. 

“And we are, but not just yet,” I said, glancing in the rear-view mirror at her. 

“Where are we going then, if not to the Fountain of Souls?” Sam asked, sitting next to Kayla in the back of the police van as it lurched from side to side over the uneven roads. “Isn’t Potter going to meet us there with Kiera?”

I had lied to Potter, too. Not because I’d wanted to deceive him in any way, but I knew there was every chance that he might be intercepted by those Skin-walkers. Potter had shown little resistance in the past to their mind trickery. My intention was to go to Kiera’s father’s house and hold back – just in case. Half of me had wanted to go with Potter, for us all to go together, but making peace with Kiera was something I knew Potter had to do alone. That didn’t mean I couldn’t be close by, though, to help save his arrogant butt if he needed me to.  

I slowed the police van, changed gear, and guided the van around a tight bend in the road. With my pipe dangling from the corner of my mouth, I spoke around it and said, “I told Potter that we were heading for the Fountain. There is every chance he might run into some of those wolves.” Then glancing in the rear-view mirror again, I glanced at Sam and said, “No offence, kid, but those wolves are not to be trusted. They’ve pulled that mind-bending shit on Potter before. He falls for it time and time again. He’s either as thick as fuck, or he has a secret hard-on for them. But should Potter come across any of the wolves, and they trick him into telling them where we are heading, then he will tell them the Fountain of Souls.” 

“So where are we really heading?” Kayla asked, peering at me via the rear-view mirror. 

“Kiera’s father’s house,” I grunted, keeping one eye on the road. 

“But I thought Potter wanted some time on his own with her?” she said back.

“What Potter wants and what he gets are often two very different things,” I said, blowing pipe smoke from the corner of my mouth. “We’re just going to hold back, should they be walking into a trap.”

“Do you think they are?” Sam asked.

I didn’t answer him straight away. I thought of Jack Seth, Kiera’s father, Kiera...

“Perhaps?” was all I eventually said in response to Sam’s question. I couldn’t be sure of anything anymore. 

Then, in the distance, something blue and white reflected back in the headlights of the van. I switched them off and slowed the vehicle to a crawl. The thick, black tyres crunched over the carpet of snow which covered the road and the rocky stone walls on either side of it. 

“What’s up?” Kayla whispered, getting up and leaning over the front seats so she could stare through the windscreen. “What have you seen?”

“Over there,” I said, pointing into the field that stretched away on the right-hand side of the vehicle.

Sam appeared beside Kayla, and both of them screwed up their faces as they tried to see through the wall of falling snow outside. “I see it,” Sam whispered, his breath hot against the side of my face. 

“See what?” Kayla breathed. 

“There’s another police van in that field. There are wolves, too,” Sam explained, sniffing the air, and I couldn’t help but be reminded of Isidor.

“What else can you...?” Kayla started.

“Shhh!” Sam silenced her with a wave of his hand. “Open the window.”

I slowly wound down the window, and immediately leaned backwards as a gust of freezing cold wind blew a flurry of snow into my lap. Sam leaned over my shoulder, and thrusting his nose through the opening, he sniffed at the air. “Potter,” he whispered. “I smell Potter.”

“How can you be so sure?” I asked, not really doubting him, but hoping that perhaps he was wrong. Potter should have reached Kiera’s father’s house by now. 

“Nicotine,” Sam whispered, his eyes closed as he twitched his nose left and right.

“That’s just my pipe you can smell,” I said, blowing smoke over him.

“It’s different,” Sam said, his eyes still closed. “The two smells are completely different.”

“But...” I started. 

“Wait!” Kayla cut in. “Sam is right. I can hear Potter...he is crying out in pain...he’s hurting...”

I didn’t need to hear any more, and shoving Sam out of the way, I pushed the van door open and sprung out into the cold snow. Within seconds, both Kayla and Sam were beside me. Then, in the distance, I could hear the faint sound of wolves howling excitedly. Over this, I heard something else – the sound of someone crying out in agony. 

Potter! 

I glanced at Kayla, her bright red hair looking pink beneath the shower of snow that already covered her head and shoulders. “Ready?” I whispered, taking my pipe from my mouth and tossing it onto the driver’s seat of the van.

“Oh, I’m so ready,” she smiled back at me, her claws springing from the tips of her fingers like a set of ivory knives. 

I turned to Sam to find him already crouched on all fours, his face looking more like a wolf than a boy. Thick, snow-covered dreadlocks swung from his head, the sides of his face, and beneath his chin. A long snout protruded from the front of his face, and his eyes shone a fierce, fiery yellow. A pink, fleshy tongue lolled over a set of vicious-looking teeth.

“Ready?” he barked at me, his hind quarters, which were now covered in thick, brown fur, flexing with muscle as he readied himself to spring over the slate stone wall surrounding the field. 

“Ready,” I nodded at him grimly, slashing my police shirt to ribbons with my claws.

“Murphy, you’ve ruined your shirt,” Kayla breathed.

“Fuck my shirt,” I barked, as it fell away in strips. 

With my ribcage feeling as if it were breaking apart inside of me, I released my wings from my back and shot into the air. I looked left to see Kayla racing alongside me. Even though her face was a mask of anger and hate, she still looked innocent and beautiful somehow. I looked down to see Sam bounding across the field below. Great plumes of snow showered up from beneath his mighty paws. I looked ahead, and seeing the police van, I arrowed my wings out behind me and raced towards it. The cold air threw my silver coloured hair back off my brow, and I could feel the skin which covered my face rippling with the pressure at the speed I was now traveling. The world seemed deathly quiet as I focused in on the scene below me. I could see what looked like a heap of rags surrounded by a pack of Skin-walkers. Each of them was dressed in a police uniform, as they kicked, punched, and clawed at the pile of old rags. But I knew it wasn’t a pile of old clothing that they were ripping to pieces; it was my friend, Potter. 

I fought the overwhelming urge to scream out in rage, but all good coppers know that you approach silently or the criminals scatter – flee the scene of the crime. That way you only get to fuck with one or two of them – I wanted to fuck with all of them. Arching my back, I spun through the air like a missile. I glanced right to see Kayla shooting through the air, her arms tucked into her sides to give her greater speed and propulsion. Both of us, as if in some way in tune with each other, dropped silently out of the black night sky, and skimmed just inches over the bed of snow which covered the field. Sam raced alongside me to my left. His dark brown fur was flecked with snow, and his tail stuck out behind him, as stiff as an arrow. Then facing front, I shot my arms out and snatched two of the unsuspecting Skin-walkers up into the air with my claws. Before they’d had the chance to even gasp in shock and surprise, I had smashed my forehead into the face of one of them, spreading his nose across his face like a rotten tomato. I drove the claws of my other hand into the throat of the second Skin-walker, the feeling of his neck breaking in my fist filling me with grim delight. Turning back to the first, I lunged at his face with my fangs. A giant flap of skin came away in my mouth and I spat it out. Even in the darkness, I could see the Skin-walker’s tongue jerking behind the hole I had created in the side of his face. 

“Thought you would fuck with my friend, did ya?” I roared, tearing back his scalp with my fangs before the Skin-walker had a chance to answer. With his body falling limp in my grip, I tossed the corpse away and set about the second Skin-walker. His head lolled to one side like a ragdoll. Its eyes spun in their sockets as the creature made a dying attempt to change into a wolf. Tightening my grip around its throat, I gripped the top of its skull with my free hand and yanked. There was a brief tearing sound, as the Skin-walker’s head separated from the rest of its body, and my chest and face suddenly turned hot as a jet of black blood splashed over it.

Holding the Skin-walker’s head in my fist by its hair, I back flipped through the air and raced down towards the police van and where Potter lay on the ground. It was then, in the distance, that I saw what looked like a row of statues spread out across the field. Each of them was looking up into the sky, their arms raised as if in prayer. I looked away, and using the Skin-walker’s head like a cannon ball, I shot it through the air at one of the Skin-walkers who was still attacking Potter. The decapitated head smacked into the face of the unsuspecting Skin-walker, and I heard a sickening thud. He fell backwards onto his arse. I looked at Potter. He lay face down in the snow. It wasn’t white, but red, black, and sticky-looking. 

The Skin-walker who was on his arse leapt into the air, and in a flash of fur and razor-sharp teeth, he had changed into a giant wolf.  He spun around in the snow, howling up at me, its giant tail swishing angrily to and fro. I circled above it and was just about to drop from the sky, when Sam pounced from the darkness and launched himself at the wolf. Sam almost seemed to straddle it, as they both collapsed in the snow, rolling over and over in a mass of fur and claws. 

I needed to get to Potter, who still lay lifeless in the snow as three other wolves continued to attack him. Dropping like a stone through the night, I raced towards him, my wings flapping on either side of me in the screaming wind. Then there were only two wolves, as Kayla appeared like a blaze of red lightning, punching one of her claws through the back of one of the wolves. Her fingers shot out of its chest, black with blood and holding the creature’s heart in her fist. With her free claw, she ran her fingers over the throat of the second wolf. There was a fine spray of blood, and it threw up its hands with a look of surprise on its face. Then as if its head was attached to its neck by a hinge, it toppled backwards, coming to rest between its shoulder blades. Kayla kicked out with her foot, knocking the decapitated wolf over. It toppled into the snow where it lay headless, twitching and jerking. At the same time, she withdrew her other claw from the chest of the first wolf. Just like the other, it had this ridiculous look of surprise on its face. Kayla had attacked so quickly, it was like the wolf was trying to understand why this winged girl was hovering all around him, with his still-beating heart in her hand. As if to prove to the wolf that he wasn’t seeing things, Kayla bit into the heart she held as if it were a juicy, red apple. Blood sprayed over the face of the wolf. It made a gargling sound in the back of its throat and fell down onto its knees. As if to help it, Kayla stamped on the wolf’s head, driving its face into the snow.

“That was for my brother, Isidor,” she said around a mouthful of heart. 

I looked away and spied the last Skin-walker driving its boot into the back of Potter’s head and lunged out of the sky. Eating hearts wasn’t my style, but taking heads off was. With my claws sticking out before me, I took the head off the Skin-walker as easily as if slicing through jelly. Its head spun away. Even before I’d heard it thump into the snow, I was crouched down beside Potter and lifting him up.

“Potter!” I barked and could see that his face was swollen black with bruises and blood. I had never seen anyone take such a beating before. His head lolled to one side in the crook of my elbow. “Potter!”

Nothing.

I glanced up to see Kayla had joined in the fight with Sam and the last Skin-walker, who had changed into a wolf. The creature was howling in pain as Kayla and Sam set about it with their fangs and claws. Kayla looked as if she was enjoying herself. Sensing that they would both be all right, I turned back to Potter.
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