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Chapter One
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Kiera Hudson

...My heart broke as I looked at Nev, or the man I once believed him to be. The kind and gentle man who had been so sweet and taken me out for my birthday – but who I had walked out on in favour of Potter even though he hadn’t been mine and had belonged to someone else in this layer. “So, if you knew I would never give myself to you,” I said, feeling numb, “why did you bring me up to this room?”

With that boyish smile on his face, Nev pulled on the chain, leading me across the room and away from the bed. “I wanted you to admire the view from the window.”

“The view?” I stammered, looking out of the window and down into the vast amphitheatre. The wolves had erected some gallows. Cara stood beneath it; a noose fastened about her neck. “No, don’t!” I screamed.

Hearing my cry echo around the amphitheatre, Cara looked up. Our eyes met. Nev signalled to one of the wolves with a wave of his hand. The wolf pulled a lever, opening a trapdoor. Cara dropped through it. Even from my great height above the amphitheatre, I heard the snap of her neck as it broke. 

She kicked out for a few seconds before falling still. With her face turning purple and tongue jutting from between her lips, her lifeless body began to swing slowly back and forth in the wind...

One week earlier in a different where and when...

Lilly Blu

The gas lamps on the ancient platform far beneath the Grand Station flickered, casting Melody Rose and me into darkness, then into light again. This was followed by a ripping sound, like the very fabric of existence was being torn in two. The air around us began to ripple and twist. Out of it appeared Kayla Hunt and Sam Brooke – shooting forward as if being shoved hard in the back by someone or something in the layer they had just sprang from. Kayla and Sam were holding hands as they now stood before us on the platform. Both of them looked at Melody and me, then at each other. 

Sounding somewhat breathless, Sam said, “Kayla.” 

“You remember?” she smiled back at him.

“Everything,” he whispered, before leaning toward Kayla and kissing her.

“We don’t have time for this,” I said. 

They broke their kiss and looked at me. 

“Did you kill Luke Bishop?” Melody asked Kayla. 

With a broad grin, Kayla nodded her head. “Yes. I took his head clean off. He won’t be bothering us again.” 

“Even more reason that we should get to the main concourse,” I urged, turning toward the escalators that led heavenward. “If Luke is dead, then the cracks will be closing.”

With my long white fur coat swishing about my naked ankles, I hurried up the escalators. A pinprick of light shone down from above and as I raced up toward it, it felt like I had a mountain to climb. Melody, Kayla, and Sam clambered upwards behind me. Reaching the top, we burst onto the concourse. The ghostly passengers that once haunted it had now dispersed. Taking their one final opportunity of seeping back through the cracks and into the wheres and whens from where they had once come. Kiera Hudson and Noah were standing together at the centre of the concourse near to the circular shaped ticket booth where the clock with no hands ticked endlessly on and on. I looked across the concourse and could see Potter, Murphy, my daughter Meren, and Isidor standing in front of the poster of the Scorpion Steam train. Seeing their friend, Kiera, standing in the centre of the concourse with Noah, the four of them sprinted down the escalators toward her. Nearly knocking me over, Kayla, Sam and Melody barged past me, also desperate to be reunited with their friend once more. How nice it must be to be so adored by so many people. I had never known such a feeling and doubted that I ever would. My heart hadn’t and wasn’t as warm as Kiera’s. It seemed cold – frosty – not fleshy, warm, and beating with life – but hard, as if chipped from ice. It stung me to see the man I loved, Murphy, and my daughter Meren head straight for Kiera, before they did me. Pulling the fur coat tight about me to hide my naked form beneath, I made my way across the concourse to join them. 

“All of you are going to have to get back through the cracks before they close, or you will all be trapped here forever,” Noah said. “That’s what the Elders are hoping for. They still don’t believe you can see a way out of this. They still don’t believe you can destroy them.” 

“But I have seen a way,” Kiera said, looking back at Noah. 

Had Kiera really seen it, or had the plan she now had floating around her head been put there by Noah? Was it the plan that Noah and I had discussed and put in motion?  

“Then you know what to do,” Noah said. “You know the choice you have to make.” 

Kiera nodded back at Noah. He pushed the railway man’s hat to the back of his head, revealing his black and lined face and the coils of white fluffy hair that sprung from around his ears like springs. Kiera turned to face her friends as they gathered about her. Before Kiera had had a chance to say anything, Potter was scooping her up into his arms and spinning her around in delight. For once he looked quite boyish. I had never seen such a look of delight on his rugged face. He had always looked pissed off about something or another. But for now, at least, he looked happy – more than happy. In a way it was nice to see. Was the frostiness that trapped my heart melting a little? Never.  

“The cracks are closing,” Potter said, staring wide-eyed at Kiera, holding her tight in his arms. “We can get the fuck out of here and get hitched.” 

“I know,” Kiera smiled back at him. 

He kissed Kiera firmly on the lips. She kissed him back with as much passion.  

Hearing that the cracks were closing, my friends began to congratulate each other. Both Murphy and Meren sought me out once they had stopped backslapping their friends. They came toward me. 

“Mother, we can be together at last,” Meren said, folding her arms tight about me. To hear her call me, mother, felt strange – odd in some way. But it didn’t make me feel uncomfortable – it caused a sting of delight deep within me. But there was pain, too – pain for the misery I had caused my daughters by abandoning them when they were babies. I had tried to make my peace with Meren in the town of Snake Weed, but I would never get the chance to explain to my other daughter, Nessa, the reasons why I had abandoned her. Nessa was now dead – turned to dust. There was no way back – not via another layer or where or when for her. Dust was dust – she would never be anything more than that. My selfishness had led to her death – a grim burden that I would have to agonise over forever – until I too one day turned to dust as my journeys through the layers finally came to end. Each time I was pushed – each time all of my friends were pushed – we became a little more stretched – thin and more frayed around the edges. But if the plan Noah had concocted with my help and advice came to fruition, neither me nor my friends would ever need to be pushed again. As Meren still held onto me – clung to me like I might just disappear from her life again – Murphy closed one of his hands around mine. His touch was as cold as it ever was, but the smile in his bright blue eyes for me was warm and full of love. How had I ever treated such a good man so badly? Murphy was rough around the edges. What, with the pipe that was a constant fixture jutting from the comer of his mouth and the frayed carpet slippers, which really should have been dumped years ago, but I loved him. Murphy was a good man. Too good for me. I smiled back at him and wondered whether he knew the regret that I now felt for the pain I had caused him. But if Noah’s plan went well, then I would have all the time in the world to make amends to both Murphy and Meren for my crimes against them.  

“You have to go,” Noah suddenly said, awakening the urgency of our plan deep within me. 

I gently eased Meren from my arms and released Murphy’s hand. “Noah is right, we should get going. We’ll have all the time in the world together after this one final push,” I told them.  

I looked over Murphy’s shoulder to see Kiera pulling Potter by the hand toward the escalators. Sensing the same urgency that I now did, Kiera dragged Potter down the escalators that led to the platform and the train, which was waiting for us.

“Let’s go,” I said, looking once more at Murphy and Meren before I set off across the concourse. 

As a group of friends, we raced down the escalators to the awaiting train. Just as before, the platform was near darkness, the only light coming from a nearby gas lamp that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a street corner in Victorian London.  

As planned, the Scorpion Steam was waiting at the platform edge. It breathed clouds of black smoke from its giant funnel, like a dragon built from steel. Once we had all gathered on the platform, Noah took a step backwards – distancing himself from the rest of us. His eyes shone brighter than the nearby gas lamp. Our eyes locked. He nodded his head at me, giving me the signal that the plan was set. I gave one quick nod of my head in acknowledgment, then looked away.  

“Hurry, please hurry,” Kiera said, urging me and the rest of her friends toward the open door of the nearest carriage. Not wanting to see or be a part of what was coming next, I snatched one last look at Kiera Hudson before climbing aboard the train. Meren, Sam, and Melody followed close behind me. I went into the carriage and took a seat by the window and looked through it. As Kayla climbed aboard the train, I saw Kiera reach out and touch her friend’s hand. Kayla glanced back. They spoke, but from behind the window I couldn’t hear what either of them said. I guessed that in her own way, Kiera was saying goodbye to Kayla, although Kayla had no idea, she would never see her friend again – nor remember her. Kayla clambered on board; her bright red hair pulled back into a ponytail at the base of her neck. I continued to look through the window as Kiera stopped Isidor at the carriage door. Kiera smiled at him. They spoke briefly with each other before Isidor stepped onto the train and into the carriage. Murphy was next. As he reached the door, Kiera conjured a reason to stop him and share some final words with her friend – the man I suspected she saw more as a surrogate father. Murphy smiled at her, then leant forward and whispered in her ear, before placing something in her hand. I believed it to be the tiny crucifix that meant so much to Murphy. Once again, I couldn’t help but see how happy he looked. I felt pained when I saw the sadness in Kiera’s eyes, as Murphy turned his back on her and boarded the Scorpion Steam.  

Potter strolled up to the carriage door, smoke trailing from the cigarette that jutted from the corner of his mouth. Kiera yanked it away, then threw it onto the tracks.

Standing on tiptoe, she kissed Potter on the mouth. This was the hardest part for me – as I suspected it was for Kiera. Potter was a foul-mouthed buffoon as far as I was concerned, but Kiera was in love with him and he in love with her. What right did either I or Noah have to put a wedge between that? But it was for the best. Kiera must believe that too, or why else had she agreed to Noah’s plan?

I watched through the carriage window as they broke their kiss. Potter spoke briefly with Kiera before climbing up into the carriage. Once he was on the train, I saw Kiera take a deep breath – so deep that her chest rose sharply beneath the tatty and worn long dark coat she wore. She then slammed the carriage door closed on her friends. Potter turned back at once, staring at Kiera through the window.  

Potter started to shout. “What the fuck is going on here?” He gripped the door handle and began to yank on it. The door wouldn’t open, just like I knew it wouldn’t. Potter roared at Kiera through the window. “Kiera, stop fucking about. Open this door and get onto this train right now!” 

She spoke to him through the window, tears now running down the length of her pale face.  

“Kiera!” Potter shouted so violently that I flinched in my seat. “Open this fucking door right now!”

Murphy, Isidor, and Kayla leapt from their seats and went to the carriage windows. Murphy began to beat his fists against the glass. “Kiera!” he shouted. 

“I’m sorry,” she said back, her cheeks now glistening with tears.  

Kayla began clawing at the windows. The sounds of her long sharp fingernails scraping over glass was ear piercing. “Kiera!” she cried. 

It was difficult for me to sit and watch their pain. The only solace I took was knowing that their pain would be short-lived. In a matter of moments, none of them would remember Kiera Hudson. Any memories of her would be wiped clean from their minds. Very soon the name Kiera Hudson would mean nothing to them.

“We’ve got to get off,” Isidor shouted. “We’ve got to stop the train. We can’t leave Kiera behind.” 

Potter continued to hammer his fists against the window as Kiera stared back at him from the platform. Even though Potter drove his fists into the window with brutal force, the glass didn’t break. It wouldn’t. The layers were pushing against it – reinforcing it – making it impenetrable.  

“You said you would marry me,” Potter said through the glass at Kiera. He sounded hurt and confused. Lost. 

Then for the first time, I saw tears spilling from Potter’s eyes and down onto his face. It was only then that I got the true measure of how much he loved the young woman we were leaving behind on the platform. I wanted to look away. I couldn’t bear to see the pain in his eyes. I wanted the train to start moving – to leave the station and wipe my friends’ pain away. Wipe Kiera from their memories and take their agony with her. 

To my relief, the horn blew, and the train lurched forward. Potter reached out with one hand and pressed it flat again the glass. On the platform, Kiera reached out and placed her hand over his – a thin slither of unbreakable glass separating their touch.  

From my seat, I watched Kiera’s lips move and form the words, “I love you,” as she smiled through her tears at Potter.

“I love you more,” I heard him whisper back.  

The train continued onwards, the sound of steam hissing and the giant steel wheels grinding against the tracks, plumes of thick, black smoke pouring from the funnel. 

“See you later, alligator,” Potter whispered as he took one last look at Kiera.

Then we were gone, disappearing into the darkness of the tunnel at the end of the age-old platform. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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Lilly Blu

Someone said, “Where’s Kiera?” 

I opened my eyes. We were no longer on the Scorpion Steam. We were outside in the open air and the wind was blowing hard. I recognised the surrounding hills at once. It wasn’t the bleak landscape that suggested to me that we were back in Snake Weed, but the statue which stood tall and cracked just feet from me. My friends stood near, all of them looking dazed and confused.

“Did she trick us or something?” Isidor said, blinking as if dazzled by bright sunlight. He stood with Kayla, fresh tears still staining her cheeks. It was obvious to me that something had gone wrong. When I looked left and right at those gathered around the statue, I knew that something wasn’t right with Noah’s plan – our plan – if I were to be honest with myself. The fact that Kayla had asked Kiera’s whereabouts and Isidor was wondering if we had all been tricked by her, suggested that something had gone horribly wrong. But yet it wasn’t just my friends’ questions and the fact that they clearly still remembered Kiera that told me the plan had failed, it was the cracks that I could still see – that all wolves could see if they knew how to look for them – see them. My friends all turned to look at me. Why? Was it because they knew I had a better understanding and knowledge of how the layers worked than the rest of them. Were they looking at me for answers? Or worse, did they suspect I had been involved in the decision that Kiera had made to push them all away from her? Their silence was deafening, their stares making me want to squirm beneath my long fur coat. I looked at Murphy and could see that he was still visibly upset and shaken by what had just taken place. 

I took his hand in mine and said, “I think Kiera did it to save us.”

“Kiera,” Potter whispered. He shook his head from side to side as if coming awake from a deep sleep. It was like he was slowly remembering how Kiera had tricked him and the rest of us to board the Scorpion Steam without her. But he shouldn’t be remembering – none of them should be.

“Where are we?” he asked himself rather than the rest of us. 

“Snake Weed, I think,” I said, although I knew perfectly well where we had all been pushed to. I was still trying to think fast – come up with some believable explanation about what had just taken place and where we all now were. 

“Then we’ve come back,” Potter said, looking at me. “Kiera will be here. We’ve only just left Snake Weed. We fought Luke there. We won the battle alongside the wolf Bruce Scott and...”  

“No,” I said, shaking my head, in search of answers – but not necessarily truthful ones. “This is a different where and when to the one we left.”

“How can you be so sure?” Potter asked, taking a step toward me, his black eyes never leaving mine. 

“There wasn’t a statue in Snake Weed in the layer we’ve just been pushed from,” I said, pointing at the statue. I had to get them to understand that we were no longer in the same layer with Kiera. But I shouldn’t have to be explaining anything. They shouldn’t remember Kiera, Bruce Scott, the war, or anything else. 

Potter turned to look at the statue of the naked woman with wings. “Kiera,” he whispered, before running over to it. He stood and looked up into the statue’s cracked and moss-ridden face. The statue looked so much like Kiera, it would have been pointless for me to even try and convince him that it wasn’t her. But there shouldn’t have been a statue of Kiera Hudson in this where and when. The statue that Potter now stood and gazed upon came from another layer – a where and when where another Kiera Hudson had once lived. A where and when in which Kiera and Potter gave their lives to save the human race. The statue shouldn’t be here. But I suspected that it could only be seen by us – supernatural creatures – and the humans that lived in Snake Weed saw a completely different statue altogether. But just seeing the statue told me that the plan had gone wrong. There shouldn’t be any reminders of Kiera Hudson in this layer for Potter and the others. 

“Why did you do it? Why did you push us away from you?” I heard Potter say as he stood staring up at the statue. 

Searching the corridors of my mind for something to say, I made my way toward Potter, coming to stop beside him at the foot of the statue. “Kiera did it to save us,” I said, not knowing if I was saying the right thing or not. Water rippled around the feet of the statue. There was a plaque that had long since faded, with only a few coherent letters visible. I could see that not all of the inscriptions had bled through the layers. The water was coming from a statue hidden beneath the one of Kiera. Her statue had now replaced the original in this where and when for only the supernatural to see.

“Save us?” Potter asked me. “My heart aches so much I feel like I’m fucking dying.”

Murphy and the others gathered around the statue. Kayla sobbed as Sam held her close. Silent tears streaked Murphy’s face. Meren stood and wept silently, too. Melody stood with Isidor. Both looked grief-stricken. This wasn’t meant to have happened. These people were meant to be happy. Noah had promised they would be. He had promised Kiera that – it was the only reason she had pushed them away. 

Lost for words and finding myself in an ever increasingly difficult situation, I said just above a whisper, “I think we were meant to forget about her...”

“Forget?” Potter snapped. He pointed up at the statue. “How can I forget when I’ve got a constant reminder of Kiera? I can never forget her.”

“Something has gone wrong,” I said, under my breath.  

“No fucking kidding!” he shouted. He stared hard at me. “You seem to know a lot about this so-called plan.”

His words made my skin turn cold beneath my fur coat. Had Potter figured out that I had been part of the plan? Could he see my guilt? Hear it in my voice? I took a deep breath before answering him. “I didn’t know what Kiera was up to.” I instinctively turned the collar of the fur coat up, not because of the nagging wind, but to try and hide myself – to hide my guilt and growing shame. 

“Bollocks,” Potter barked at me. “You and Noah were as thick as thieves. I wouldn’t be surprised if this whole thing wasn’t your bright idea.” 

Sensing Potter’s growing anger and frustration, I tried to reason with him and mask my part in the plan that had gone so wrong. “Think what you like, but arguing isn’t going to bring Kiera back to us.” 

“My mother is right,” Meren said, coming to my defence – although I wasn’t so sure I deserved her loyalty. “You can’t blame her for this.”

“We know how you feel,” Murphy said, looking at Potter through his own tears. 

“You don’t have the slightest fucking idea how I feel,” Potter spat at him. 

“We loved Kiera, too,” Isidor cut in.

Potter turned on Isidor. “You might have done, but you all have the people you love standing right by your sides. Who do I have standing next to me?”

“You have us – your friends,” Melody Rose said, holding hands with Isidor.

“It’s not enough,” Potter said. “I’m nothing without Kiera. None of us are. Don’t you get that? She was what held us – our family – together.”

“She was the brains,” Isidor said. 

“Yeah, she was certainly yours, Isidor,” Potter groaned. 

Murphy turned his attention back on me. I pulled the fur coat tighter about me, like it was some kind of shield. “Lilly, you said that something had gone wrong. What do you mean?” 

I looked at him. What did I say? Did I tell him the truth? Did I tell him everything? What would he think of me? He would see the plan as nothing more than a betrayal. I had already betrayed him once before. He had forgiven me – but would he be so forgiving again? I didn’t want to lose Murphy. I loved him – even if my heart was as cold and brittle as a slither of ice. I took another breath, which rattled in the back of my throat, before I told Murphy a half truth. “I think Kiera’s plan was to push us away. She’d figured out that it was her pain that fed the Elders – which kept their withered souls alive. I guess she just couldn’t bear to see us suffering anymore. Seeing us tormented by the Elders was her greatest heartache. So, to end it, she pushed us.”

“We’ll unless you haven’t noticed, I’m still in fucking pain,” Potter said. “I’m hurting right now.” 

I broke his stare. Not because I couldn’t bear to see the pain in his eyes, I didn’t want him to see the guilt in mine. “Like I said, I think Kiera’s plan was for us to forget all about her, to forget that she ever existed,” I tried to explain. “You can’t miss what you’ve never had.” 

“So why do we still remember?” Kayla asked. 

Before I’d had the chance to rack my brains for an answer – an answer I knew I did not have – Sam cut in and said, “Because there are still the faintest of cracks – they’ve yet to fully close. I can see them. They are barely there...”

“But they will close and perhaps then we will forget,” I said, although I knew my words were of little comfort to any of them.  

Hearing this, Potter stood and stared at Sam from the opposite side of the statue. What was he thinking?

“Can you see these cracks now?” Potter eventually asked Sam. He headed around the base of the statue toward him. “Show them to me,” Potter insisted, taking hold of Sam by the arm. “Show me.”

Not believing what I was hearing and knowing that there was no way back for my friends or risk widening the cracks again and destroying all of the layers – the different wheres and whens, I shouted, “No, it’s too dangerous! They are closing. That’s what we fought for, isn’t it? That’s what we all nearly died trying to do – to seal the cracks once and for all.”

Ignoring me, Potter looked at Sam and said, “Show me!”

Sam stepped away from Kayla. He stood behind Potter, placing one hand on either side of his face. Sam slowly tilted Potter’s head forward. What was the boy planning on doing? Was he going to let Potter see into the cracks – peer through into another layer? My heart began to speed up. Everything was getting out of hand – beyond my control. What would Potter see on the other side of the crack that Sam was steering him toward at the foot of the statue? What if he saw Kiera? She would know that they hadn’t forgotten her. Would she try and reach her friends once more? What then? What damage would it cause to the layers? Would the cracks be forced wide open again? Would they all bleed into one, destroying everything? I didn’t know. I didn’t have the answers. I had to go back to the Grand Station – I had to try and figure out what had gone so wrong.  

“I can’t see anything,” I heard Potter say as I took a slow step away from my friends, who were now all gathered around the statue and peering down into the water. Sounding increasingly impatient, Potter said, “What am I meant to be looking at?”  

“Just look,” Sam said, turning Potter’s head slowly left then right with his hands. 

With my friends’ backs turned to me, and unseen by them, I stooped low and looked for a crack of my own to slip through. I knew that I could go back, and my time spent away would pass in a blink of an eye to my friends. They would never know that I had gone anywhere. Just feet from me, and very low to the ground, I could see the air ripple and contort like an open wound in the layers. Reaching out with my long slender fingers, I stretched it wide – wide enough for me to slip through. I looked back over my shoulder to make sure I hadn’t been seen. My friends were all looking down into the water bubbling away at the foot of the statue. 

“I can see her,” I heard Potter whisper in awe. 

Knowing that the layers and time were now working against me, I slipped through the crack... 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three


[image: ]




Lilly Blu

...and stepped back onto the platform far beneath the Grand Station. Unseen, I crept into the shadows cast by the gas lamp that stood at the foot of the escalators. Clouds of smoke left behind by the Scorpion Steam still lingered in the air like a thick, black mist. Kiera stood on the platform, wiping tears from her eyes. Noah was in the same spot I’d last seen him, near to the escalators. I snuck into an alcove cut into the wall. I was far away enough not to be seen, but close enough to be able to hear their every word. Crouching low and pulling the hem of the fur coat about me, I spied around the edge of the wall and could see that Kiera and Noah were no longer alone on the platform. They had been joined by the Elders. As always, their hoods were pulled up over their timeworn and stitched-together faces. They began to chuckle with delight and the sound of their cackling made my skin breakout in gooseflesh. Now if this part of the plan went smoothly, the Elders wouldn’t be laughing for much longer. 

One of the Elders spoke, its voice sounding like something close to a childish screech. “So, you finally did it, Kiera Hudson. You finally made a choice.”

“And not the one we were expecting,” another of them spoke up from beneath its cobweb-infested hood. 

“Yes, you have surprised us,” a third said.

Kiera stood looking at them. They peered out at her from beneath their flowing hoods. At first it sounded like they were laughing – mocking – her. But the sound of their raucous cackles soon became cries of distress and personal torment.  

“What is happening?” one of them cried out as if in agony.  

Another screeched. “She has tricked us. Deceived us!”

From the shadows, I watched as Kiera leapt toward them, ripping back their hoods. In the gas lamp’s light, I could see their shrunken faces. The skin that covered their skulls was scraggy and white, held together by a patchwork of lazy black stitching. The Elders covered their faces with scrawny and fleshless hands. Each of them howled in panic. 

“What have you done to us?” one of them screamed, its voice sounding like fingernails being dragged across ice. 

“Why can we no longer feel your unhappiness – your pain?” screeched another. 

Making fists with her hands in anger and contempt for the Elders, she screamed back at them, “Because you don’t know me! You might have been feeding off my misery, but you don’t see what I see. You couldn’t truly see into my heart, because it isn’t as black and as twisted as yours.”

The Elder standing nearest to Noah turned to face him and shrieked. “What does she say?”

Standing in his blue railwayman’s uniform, Noah looked back at the Elder and made no reply. His eyes sparkled with delight in the light from the nearby gas lamp. I felt his joy, too, as it would seem that this part of the plan was working out as we foresaw. 

“You underestimated me!” Kiera hollered at the Elders. “You thought I was just like you. But I’m not. You thought I would be screwed up with hatred and hurt if I sent my friends back. You thought I would be in agony without them. But you’re wrong. I would have been in agony if they had stayed – if I’d had to watch them get tormented by you every day for the rest of their lives. So, I’m not sad that they’ve gone back. I’m happy because they’re now happy. That is what true love is all about. It’s not about jealously or possession. It’s about wanting those you love most in this world to be happy. I’m happy knowing that they are free of you and free to lead their lives.”

Doubling up at the waist as if consumed with pain, one of the Elders glared up at her and said, “But how will they be happy without you?”

“Because they won’t remember me,” Kiera said with a misplaced confidence. “You told me that in the graveyard when you showed me those statues. My friends can’t miss what they’ve never had. To them, I never existed. I was never a part of their lives.” 

Hearing Kiera say this, I shrunk back into the shadows. This part of the plan hadn’t gone so well. It hadn’t worked out at all.  

“But what about you?” an Elder asked in a voice that was now little more than a croak. “You will miss them. That will cause you pain.”

With her hands still balled into fists, Kiera looked at them with defiance. “That’s what you were banking on. I know I will miss them with all my heart, but I won’t miss watching them suffer. And the joy in my heart knowing that they are happy blinds any sadness I might feel at their loss.” 

Then opening her hands, she reached out, pulling away the Elders’ robes. The Elders hunched together as if trying to keep their fleshless bodies warm. Now that they had been disrobed by Kiera, I could see that these creatures, who had caused so much misery and pain, not only to Kiera and her friends, but to so many others who inhabited the supernatural world, I could see that there was really nothing to them. They were little more than skeletons held together by lengths of rough stitching and decaying lengths of sinew and wasted muscle. Each of them was utterly soulless and devoid of any heart and spirit. 

As if seeing the Elders as I now did, Kiera looked at the pathetic creatures cowering before her once more and said, “You could only truly understand what I have said, if you each had a heart.”

A wall of sound suddenly filled the station. Peering around the edge of the alcove, collar of my fur coat turned up, I saw a train coming screaming out of the tunnel and pass at a terrifying speed through the station. The sheer force and might of the giant mechanical beast brought with it a roar of wind that shattered the Elders into nothing more than a churning cloud of ash. This ash cloud swam back and forth momentarily on the air like a swarm of wasps, before it finally was sucked into the tunnel. Swallowed up by the darkness for evermore. The train came to a juddering halt. Unlike the Scorpion Steam, this train was powered by electric. Its body was silver, which gleamed in the lamp light. 

Noah stepped away from the foot of the escalators and approached the train. He pressed a button fixed into a panel next to the door. This button released a high-pitched beeping sound as the doors of the train slid automatically open. 

“Hurry,” Noah said, urging Kiera toward the open doorway. “The last of the cracks is closing.”

While Noah’s attention was fixed on Kiera, I slipped out from the shadows and boarded the train further along the platform. I wanted to see where and when Kiera ended up. Maybe it was something she did or was about to do in the new layer that she was about to be pushed into that caused the cracks to remain open and make her friends remember. 

“Where will I get pushed to now?” I heard Kiera ask Noah, as I sunk down between two seats further along the carriage.  

“Somewhere nice, I hope,” Noah said. “You deserve some happiness.”

I heard Kiera step onto the train, then ask Noah, “Do you think my friends will ever remember – remember me?”

I could have answered that question for Kiera, but I didn’t and neither did Noah. Before he had a chance to say anything, the carriage door had slid shut. The horn sounded and the train began to list from side to side as it pulled out of the station and into the tunnel. The lights in the carriage flickered out and the sound of...  
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Lilly Blu

...an approaching car forced me to open my eyes. The driver of the oncoming car thumped his fist down on the centre of the steering wheel, sounding the horn in warning. I leapt back from the side of the road where I now stood as a blue hatchback shot past me. I lost my footing in a ditch, landing on my arse. From the side of the road, I watched as a beat up old Mini appeared from nowhere in the centre of the road. The driver of the blue hatchback sounded the horn again as the red Mini swerved out of its way. As both cars shot past in either direction, missing each other by mere inches, I caught a fleeting glimpse of the driver of the Mini. It was Kiera Hudson. So as not to hit the blue hatchback, Kiera swerved the car out of its way. Holding my breath, I watched Kiera’s car zigzag toward the cliff edge that lined the side of the road. Leaping to my feet, I watched in horror as her car nosedived over the edge of the cliff. Pulling my fur coat tight about me, I dashed across the road. I reeled on the cliff edge. To my utter disbelief and bewilderment, and with a silent scream trapped in the back of my throat, I watched Kiera’s car plummet down the cliff face where it was smashed against the rocks below.

“No, no, no!” I cried out. “Kiera!”

Through my fingers, I watched as Kiera’s car bounced and crashed against the rocks, finally coming to rest on its side, its front stubby bonnet concertinaed flat. Looking left and right along the remote road to make sure that I was not seen, I dropped onto all fours. Shaking my body violently from side to side, I let my flesh absorb the long white fur coat I wore, turning me from human to wolf. With no time to spare, I scampered down the rock face, my white bushy tail swishing left and right behind me. My long hooked claws skittered over the black rocks as I made my way over them and toward Kiera’s car. The wind howled up from the sea, driving waves against the rocks. My sensitive snout became consumed with the smell of sea salt and petrol. By the time I’d reached the car, the back wheels were still spinning but the engine was silent.

Leaping forward through the air, my flesh shed the white fur until I was wearing nothing more than my coat again. Barefooted, I scrambled over the last of the rocks and to Kiera’s car. I climbed up onto the side of it, peering through the driver’s window that was now decorated with a series of spider-web-like cracks. Kiera was slumped forward in her seat, head resting against the steering wheel. Her pale face was stained with blood, which bled in thick streams from an angry gash across her forehead. She wasn’t dressed in clothes that I would have imagined Kiera to have ever worn. She wore a smart black suit jacket, a tight black pencil skirt and high heels. The Kiera I had known was more of the girl-next-door type. I had never seen her wearing anything other than denims, boots, a sweatshirt, and long dark coat. 
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