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Authors’ Note
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For a long time, I have wondered what kind of adventures/mysteries Kiera Hudson would have stumbled across and solved before she was sent to the Ragged Cove in ‘Vampire Shift’ (Kiera Hudson Series One) Book 1. When we first meet Kiera in that book as she rattles along in her tired old mini to the place that will change her life forever, her ability to see what others seem to miss is already a skill that she has mastered. But with any skill it takes years of hard work and practise to make it a sharp and precise tool. So, I was kind of interested how Kiera would have developed her observational skills (seeing). What mysteries would she have come across and solved, each one giving her the opportunity of refining this skill. So, what if I wrote those mysteries down! 

You are now holding those mysteries in your hands. They are three novella length stories involving the very first mysteries Kiera Hudson solved. It has been fantastic to go back and to get to know Kiera before her life was turned upside down by the events in the Ragged Cove and beyond. I am currently working on the last Kiera Hudson book in series two (Dead End), so it seemed like a good time to share these earlier stories with you all. But not only that, I am never happier than when I’m writing down the words that Kiera is whispering in my ear as I sit at the laptop with the black screen staring back at me. Kiera just starts whispering and I start writing. The process for writing the Kiera Hudson stories is very much like that for me. She soothes my mind and my soul. I feel very privileged that it’s me she entrusted to write down her stories so I could share them with you.

Keep smiling and I’ll keep writing – that’s a promise

Tim x 
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The Mystery of Police Constable Shaw
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Police Constable Kate Shaw lay sprawled face down on her bed. It wasn’t the simple fact that I couldn’t see the soft rise and fall of her body that suggested she was no longer in the land of the living, but the large gaping wound in the back of her head.  Her face was buried in a blood-soaked pillow. Her short blonde hair looked black in the dim light that shone weakly from the desk lamp. I stood next to Constable Tom Henderson as we both stared at Kate’s corpse from the open doorway of her room on the second floor of the police training school. 

I hadn’t known her well; we were all just coming to the end of our first month at police training school. She was a fresh-faced new recruit like me. There were four of us on our landing; I was the youngest at just eighteen-and-a-half, and Tom couldn’t have been more than a year older than me, but Constables Kate Shaw and Colin Griffin were both in their mid-twenties. I’d overheard Kate tell Griffin that she was engaged as he tried to flirt with her over breakfast on our very first morning. She’d waggled her hand before him, her engagement ring twinkling in the fluorescent overhead lighting of the canteen. I couldn’t help but notice how Griffin’s sharp blue eyes had narrowed as he caught sight of it. Griffin had pushed his chair back from the table, tossed his head of blond hair – he wore it long just to rile our superiors, or so it seemed to me - and skulked from the canteen. I felt kind of bad watching him leave, his uniform seeming to hang from his scrawny frame, but there was something about Griffin that gave me the creeps. 

I pushed thoughts of Griffin from my mind and stared into the room where Kate now lay, face down, dead on her bed. I was usually good at making sense of what I was seeing and putting tiny pieces of information together to form a larger picture. But the sight of a colleague – a police officer – dead in one of the rooms at training school was nearly beyond comprehension. How had something like this ever happened? 

‘I can’t believe she’s dead,’ Tom said, jarring me from my thoughts. ‘Who would’ve wanted to harm Kate? We’re all coppers. It seems unreal.’ 

‘But it is real,’ I said, looking away from that deep black wound shining wetly down the right side of Kate’s skull. I closed my eyes and tried to squeeze out the image. It made me feel queasy. But when I opened my eyes again, she was still there. 

‘Kiera, whoever killed Kate must have climbed out of the window,’ Tom said.

I looked in the direction he was pointing and could see the curtains flapping in the cold night breeze that blew in through the window. 

‘It’s not been opened, it’s been smashed,’ I said, spying the jagged pieces of glass that protruded like broken teeth from the window frame. 

‘So that’s what I heard.’ Tom breathed deeply, stepping into the room. 

I placed a hand on his arm. ‘Don’t you think we should wait ...?’

‘For what?’ Tom asked, cocking one of his dark eyebrows. 

‘What I mean is, shouldn’t we call Sergeant Phillips?’ I said.

‘I called him on my mobile the moment I heard the scream,’ he said, his dark brown eyes fixed on me. 

‘You heard a scream?’ I frowned. How had I slept through that?

The wind howled through the broken window and stirred Kate’s blood-soaked hair. It moved a little, as if somehow, she was still alive. I looked back at Tom. It was very late, and I could see that the lower half of his handsome face was covered with a shadow of black stubble.

‘What were you doing awake so late?’ I asked him, hoping that if I engaged him in conversation, it might stop him going further into the room. 

‘Cramming,’ he said, looking back across the room at the body on the bed.  

I didn’t want to go in there. It was a crime scene, and it made me feel uncomfortable being in the same room with the dead body of someone I’d known. But there was more – I always saw things others didn’t, and it was too early in my new career for that. No one likes a smartarse.  

‘Cramming?’ I asked, trying to buy time in the hope that Sergeant Phillips would soon arrive and take over.

‘We have that written exam on Monday, so I stayed up late to study for it,’ he explained. ‘I’m on the accelerated promotion scheme. I can’t afford to fail the exams, or I get dropped.’ 

‘But tomorrow is Friday and we can go home for the weekend. Wouldn’t you have plenty of time to revise for the exam then?’ I said.

‘My parents are back from France this weekend, so I’m going to spend most of it driving up to the Peak District. Not a lot of time for study,’ he explained. 

I opened my mouth to ask Tom another question in the hope that I could keep him talking for at least another minute or two. But before I had the chance to say anything, Tom turned away and headed across Kate’s bedroom towards the window.

‘Don’t you think we should wait for Sergeant Phillips to arrive? After all, this is a crime scene,’ I reminded him. 

‘And we’re cops, aren’t we? And so was Kate,’ he said, pulling aside the curtain and peering out into the darkness. ‘Whoever did this could be getting away.’

Before dying of cancer, my father had warned me not to overuse my gift, as he called it. I didn’t want the cops I had just got to know thinking I was a show-off, trying to prove that I was in some way smarter than they were. But I could help catch Kate’s killer. If I stepped into the room, I would see how the murder had taken place, and possibly who had committed it. There was no magic in it – I just saw what others seemed to miss. 

Hugging myself against the chill wind that blew in through the window, I crept into the room. Tom was still inspecting the broken shards of glass, but I decided to start at the bed where Kate lay, glad that I couldn’t see her face. I glanced at the desk on the opposite side of the room: she smiled out of a framed photograph with her arms round a dark haired man. Her fiancé, I guessed.  The desk was littered with revision notes. Somebody else who had been studying while I had been sleeping. 

I looked around. Everything looked normal except for Kate’s body. There was just the regulation bed, desk and wardrobe supplied with each room, and a single armchair with one of Kate’s white police shirts laid over the back of it, the collar numbers twinkling from the epaulettes on each shoulder. I ran one finger over the shirt, then hunkered down and inspected the carpet around the base of the armchair. Bending low, so my nose was almost touching the floor, I brushed the tips of my fingers over the carpet. What I could see was very interesting indeed. 

Beside the chair was Kate’s utility belt, and attached to this was a set of handcuffs and empty CS spray holder. The torch had come free and lay on the carpet just under the chair. With my knees making a popping sound, I stood up and went back to the bedroom door. I shut it halfway, then opened it again. I caught Tom watching me and felt a little self-conscious. I went to the bed. Taking a shallow breath, I peered over Kate’s body and saw the spray of blood covering the headboard and the wall behind it. I pulled back the duvet a little. Now I could see that the ends of her short blonde hair were drenched with the blood that had gushed from her scalp, and there was a large mushroom-shaped stain of blood on the underside of the duvet cover. 

Biting my lower lip, I pressed my fingertips against the side of her neck. I knew in my heart that Kate was dead, but I needed to make sure. Her skin was still warm to the touch, but there was no pulse. I let the lip of the duvet fall back into place. I didn’t need to see any more. I knew how and why Kate had been murdered. But more importantly, I knew who had killed her.

‘Finished?’ Tom asked.

‘What?’ I asked. 

‘Doing the whole CSI thing?’ He half-smiled. 

‘What have you found?’ I asked Tom, wanting him to go first. 

‘He definitely came in and went out by the window,’ Tom said. ‘If you wait here for Sergeant Phillips, I’ll go and take a look outside.’

‘Sorry, Tom, but there’s no way the killer entered the room or escaped from it via the window,’ I said, stepping away from the bed and taking hold of his arm.

‘Nonsense,’ Tom said, yanking it free. ‘The bedroom door was locked. How else did he escape? He must have gone out of the window, Kiera.’  

‘Look, I know you’re upset, but we shouldn’t go rushing off without fully understanding what has happened here.’

‘Kiera, it’s obvious. Somebody smashed Kate’s skull in, and whoever did it escaped through that window,’ Tom snapped.

‘Maybe, but I think that’s just what the killer wants us to believe,’ I said, heading across the room to the broken window. The wind was blowing hard outside now and making a shrill whiny sound as it blasted about the eaves. My long black hair blew back from my shoulders. 

‘Look here, and here,’ I said, pointing at the window ledge. ‘There isn’t any glass. Shouldn’t there be glass on the windowsill, and on the carpet, if he smashed the window to break in?’

‘But I heard the sound of breaking glass,’ Tom reminded me, as I reached down and picked up the discarded torch. 

‘You also said you heard a scream first, right?’ I said, switching on the torch. 

‘Right,’ Tom said, watching me. 

Careful not to cut myself on the jagged windowpane, I shone the torch out of the window and into the darkness. At once, the wet grassy ground below began to twinkle as if showered with glitter. ‘There are the broken shards of glass,’ I said. ‘Don’t you think that’s suggestive?’ 

‘Suggestive of what?’  Tom said, peering over my shoulder. 

‘That the window was broken from inside,’ I said, stepping back and switching off the torch.

‘Which only proves that the killer fled by smashing the window and climbing out,’ Tom said, puffing out his chest. 

‘There are no footprints in the ground beneath the window,’ I said, placing the torch down on the desk. ‘If the killer had jumped from such a height, surely, he would have left some impression behind in the ground. And besides, there isn’t any blood.’

‘I can see plenty of blood,’ Tom said with a grim look, hooking his thumb in the direction of the bed.

‘There isn’t any blood on the broken shards of glass around the window frame,’ I explained. ‘I barely leant out of the window to shine the torch, without coming close to cutting myself or at least snagging my pyjamas. Inspect the glass, Tom. There are no drops of blood, or any kind of cloth, for that matter. You said yourself you heard a scream, then the sound of breaking glass.’
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