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Through the eyes of the Sex Bot, as Potter had called it, Annora Snow sat and looked at Karl as he slept on the bed in his room at the Night Diner. Unmoving, she sat in the underground room and stared up at the monitors attached to the walls. Karl’s handsome face filled all of them. He looked so closely, Annora resisted the urge to reach out and touch him. Holding the joystick in her hand, she realised that she could if she wanted to. With her fingers locked tight around the column of black plastic, she gently eased it to the right. On the monitors above her head, she saw the Bot’s hand come into view. But it didn’t look silver or robotic, but like a real human hand made of flesh and bone. It looked just like her hand. The Bot seemed like her in every way. Although Potter had said that the Bot was able to look like her because of the photograph Karl had shown it, she still found it hard to believe. And if she was being totally honest with herself, she felt it a little creepy, too. It unnerved her to think that Karl had been interacting with a Bot that looked like her. She wasn’t scared at the thought that the Bot had somehow replaced her in Karl’s life. What she found unsettling was that Karl believed she was dead. He believed she had died in that car crash.

Potter had explained to Annora that he had programmed the Bot to now look like her. Potter had done this so his son, Karl, didn’t forget her. He had said that it was important that Karl didn’t forget. Both Kiera and Potter had feared that their son would not remember the young woman he had once loved after the car crash, she had allegedly died in. But Annora knew that she hadn’t died. She had been pulled back through time to the year 1973 where she had met the strange railwayman named Noah. Not only had the experience of being pulled—or was that pushed—back through time caused her to forget that she had once been in love with Karl Hudson, but she had also been completely unaware of what she truly was. And despite Noah pushing her through time again to the year 2067, he had seemingly forgotten to tell her the people who had raised her were not, in fact, her parents. The task of telling her that truth had been left to Kiera Hudson, Potter, Jake Stranger, and Franziska Rubik. Four strangers. 

It had also been left to this group of outcasts to reveal to Annora what she really was. To learn that she was some kind of witch, also known as a Wicce and possibly a wolf, too, had left her head spinning. And as she continued to stare up at the screens, her eyes began to shed tears. Not because the glare coming from so many monitors was making her eyes sore, but because with each passing moment, the truth of who and what she really was, was beginning to sink in. But it wasn’t just the realisation that she wasn’t entirely human that had caused tears to stream down the length of her face, but the fact she had no idea who her parents truly were. There was something else, too. Something that twisted her heart more than anything. The man on the screens above her head believed her to be dead and if it wasn’t for the soulless Bot, he was going to slowly forget that she ever existed. 

Just as Annora had awoken her secret powers—the powers and magic that had always been buried deep inside of her—something else had stirred, too. The feelings she had once felt for Karl had been reignited. And as she sat alone below ground staring up at the monitors, she could only begin to wonder at what kind of relationship they had shared. Although she had snapshot images of the love and friendship they’d once had, she felt like that part of her life—the best part of her life—had been stolen from her. If the people she had once believed to be her parents were nothing more than imposters, who else did she have to love in this world—in 2067? And although she would never stop loving the two people who had raised her, they weren’t around now. They were living back in the year 2018 from where she had originally been pushed from. When she needed someone the most in her life, there appeared to be nobody. She had been pushed forward to the year 2067 to find herself surrounded by strangers and the man she loved lying in bed with a Sex Bot that looked identical to her. No wonder she was unable to hold back the tears that were running the length of her ashen face. Never before had she felt so alone, confused, and lost. 

“What are you snivelling about?” she heard someone ask. 

Annora let go of the joystick and glanced back over her shoulder. Potter was standing in the doorway to the room. “I’m not snivelling,” she said, wiping her face with the backs of her hands. 

He smirked. “It looks like you’re snivelling from where I’m standing.” 

“Fuck off, Potter,” she said, jumping up out of her chair and brushing past him. “Noah told me you were a jerk—he wasn’t lying about that, at least.” 

As she reached the door, Potter grabbed her arm, turning her to face him. “What is wrong with you?” He didn’t sound angry, just confused. “I was just messing with you, that’s all.”

“Well don’t,” she hissed, pulling her arm free of his grip. “My head’s been messed with enough, don’t you think? I’m not in the mood to be messed with. Okay!?”

Before he could say anything more, Annora was marching from the room and back into the narrow passageway. When the sound of her heels was little more than a dull echo, Potter sighed and turned to face the desk and monitors. He glanced up to see the face of his son. Although he would never admit it to anyone other than Kiera, it broke his heart to see his son so alone. He was glad that Noah had pushed Annora back to 2067. Potter was pissed off that Noah had left it to him and the others to explain to Annora who and what she really was, but at least the old railwayman had pushed her back for Karl’s sake. Potter hoped that he would soon be able to get Annora to re-enter his son’s life. But he had to be careful. Karl had no idea that Annora was alive, but more than that, he had no idea that Potter and Kiera were alive, too.  

He and Kiera had kept such a distance from their son that he too had become a stranger to them. Potter could only begin to imagine the hurt his son was going to feel when he learned that they had been alive the whole time. There was no doubt in Potter’s mind he would see it as a betrayal. Perhaps even an unforgivable betrayal. Potter could only hope that his son would one day be able to forgive both him and Kiera. They had only ever had his best interests at heart. Would Karl see that? But it wasn’t just the fact that they had faked their own deaths, they had kept other secrets from their son, too. When they’d had the chance to do so, they had both neglected to tell Karl what he truly was and what they were. Their son had grown up believing they were both human, just like him. But Karl wasn’t and neither were they. There was also another secret they had kept from Karl, and if he were ever to discover that truth, there was a part of Potter that feared their son would never be able to forgive him nor Kiera. 

Potter knew the day was fast approaching when he and Kiera would once again have to re-enter their son’s life and reveal the secrets they had been keeping from him. And despite Potter’s arrogance and cocksure manner, he secretly dreaded that day. If you tell a lie enough it becomes the truth in some twisted way. And the lie they had both let their son believe regarding their supposed deaths had gone on for so long it had seemingly become real—to Karl, at least. He had lived the best part of a decade believing that he had no one in the world other than Annora, but even she was now dead to him. 

“What are you thinking about?” he heard someone ask. 

He didn’t have to look back to know it was Kiera who had now entered the room. Potter remained with his back to her as he stared up at the monitors. He thought that there was very little point in telling her what he had been contemplating. Why bring the guilt he knew she felt back to the surface? The hour was late, and he knew if he raised the subject of how they had deceived their son, neither one of them would sleep. They would spend the rest of the night lying awake, racked with guilt. They had both spent too many nights to remember lying awake, tormented by the decisions they had made. Despite having made those choices to protect their son, they knew the hardest day they would have to face together would be the day they stepped back into his life. For now, Potter knew he couldn’t face agonising over that again, and he doubted that Kiera could either. Too many nights he had woken to find her silently weeping in her sleep. He knew what haunted her dreams. 

Finally, he turned to face her. He couldn’t help but notice how tired she looked. Potter could see that telling Annora the truth had taken its toll on Kiera. Seeing this, Potter could only begin to imagine how hard she would find telling their son the truth about how they had deceived him. Potter knew Kiera had a big heart—that she really cared about people and always tried to do the right thing. And although Potter had convinced himself they had done the right thing by their son; he couldn’t be sure Kiera felt the same way. He knew Kiera identified with people like Annora Snow. Kiera had grown up not knowing the truth about her family. She knew the pain that such a thing caused—the permanent damage it could cause to someone’s self-esteem and trust in others. Kiera had once described that not knowing the truth was like living with a giant hole in your soul. So, Potter understood why she woke in the dead of night on so many occasions. Kiera had caused the same pain to her own son.

“So?” Kiera asked him.

He stepped closer to her, slipping his arms about her waist and pulling her close. She rested the side of her face against his chest. It felt good to hold her. “So what?” he whispered. 

“You looked lost in thought,” she said, holding him tight, enjoying the closeness between them. “What were you thinking about?”

“I was thinking that I need to get that Bot away from the Night Diner before morning,” Potter lied. “I need to get back into the wasteland so I can reboot its battery.” 

“Do you want me to come with you?” Kiera asked, wishing Potter didn’t have to go back into the wastelands and they could both head to bed together instead. 

Potter eased her gently away so he could look down into her beautiful face. He gently brushed the dark rings beneath her eyes with his thumbs. “No, I’ll go alone. You look as if you could do with some sleep.”

“If, you’re sure.” She smiled at him, eyes half closed, thoughts of her warm bed at the forefront of her mind. 

“I’m sure,” he said, steering her toward the door. “Now get out of here. I’ll be back before you know it.” 

In the open doorway, Kiera planted the softest of kisses on his cheek. “See you later, alligator,” she said before slipping away up the passageway. 

“In a while, crocodile,” Potter said right back.
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Karl Hudson stared at Selina for what seemed like an eternity as he tried to process what she had just told him. With his thoughts still in tatters, he took a deep breath before speaking. The sharp intake of air did nothing to clear his befuddled mind. 

“What did you just say, Selina?” he muttered as if struggling to find his voice. 

“I said my name isn’t Selina, so you can stop calling me that,” she said. “My name is Cara Hudson and I’m your sister.”

Karl glanced across the bloodstained Temporal Office at the young man who still stood in the entrance to the passageway that led in the direction of the cells. Selina—Cara—had introduced the young man as Nik Seth, but Karl now couldn’t be sure if he had heard her right. He couldn’t be sure of anything. As he turned back toward her, Karl couldn’t fail to notice the dead bodies. The bodies of the other officers he had once worked with. Chief Tracer lay slumped against the far wall, the back of his head smeared like the shape of a scarlet rainbow over the white brickwork. Despite having his brains blown out by Selina—or was that now Cara—Tracer’s hands twitched in his lap. The wings that had sprouted from his back just before his death lay flat against the wall behind him. He looked like a giant moth that had been swatted.

Karl looked away only to be confronted by two more horrors. Sergeant Shaw lay just feet from him. Her brains were still leaking in a pink mush from the hole that had been blown open in the back of her skull. She lay sprawled across the floor, legs splayed and arms wide, her black wings still fluttering weakly. She too looked like a giant winged insect that had been flattened by a heavy fist. Lying just a few steps from where Shaw had hit the floor, was Officer Lisa Scott—the pretty young woman who Karl had shared a kiss with. Although he had no real feelings of love for her, his heart still wrenched at the sight of her corpse. Lisa lay on her back, eyes and mouth wide open. It looked to Karl as if she was about to scream. But he knew by the pool of black blood that was still spreading out across the tiled floor from beneath the back of her head that the scream she had intended was forever trapped in the back of her throat.  

As Karl absorbed the horrors that lay before him, he felt his legs feel suddenly weak. He thought at first that he was about to black out again as another series of visons and images flashed before his eyes. But there was no crushing pain in his temples, no spots of flashing white lights dancing before his eyes, so he knew that it wasn’t any fleeting images of past or future events—if that’s what they truly were. No, his legs felt as if they were going to fold away beneath him because he was in shock. Not only was he tormented and sickened by the sight of the bloodied corpses at his feet, and by the fact that Selina had just suddenly announced she was some kind of long-lost sister to him, but also because of what Tracer, Shaw, and Lisa had said about his parents before they had all been gunned down. 

As his legs wobbled beneath him and he sought blindly for a chair to drop onto, he heard their voices in his head. It was as if each of them had come back to life—sat bolt upright—brains and blood dribbling from their mouths as they screamed: You never knew what your parents really were, did you? They were both vampires! 

As Karl dropped down onto a chair, he covered his ears with his hands. He didn’t want to hear what they had to say about his parents. Kiera Hudson and Sean Potter hadn’t been vampires. They had been human like him. If they had been such creatures, they would have told him... they would have...

What we said was true, Karl, Lisa said. 

With his hands still pressed to his ears, Karl glanced in Lisa’s direction. But she was no longer lying dead on the floor but sitting upright in a pool of her own blood. Her once chocolate brown eyes were now completely white. And where she had once had teeth were now needle-sharp fangs. Her long, blonde hair was stuck to the sides of her ashen face and was sticky with black blood. As she spoke, blood bubbles formed in the corners of her mouth, then burst, spraying the air with little red droplets. 

I’m sorry, she said, staring teary-eyed at Karl. It wasn’t meant... It wasn’t meant... It wasn’t meant... It wasn’t meant...

Lisa’s corpse kept saying that last fragmented sentience over and over again. It was the very last words that she had said before Selina—Cara—had put a bullet in her head. Every time she uttered the word ‘meant’; her head rocked back as if being shot all over again. She would then jerk forward only to instantly snap her head back. Karl thought she looked like some grotesque creature from an ultra-violent video game that had glitched and kept playing over and over again. 

With Lisa’s words bleeding into his ears, he rocked forward on the chair, almost burying his head between his own legs. He fought the urge to vomit. His stomach clenched as if his intestines were being stretched and pulled, then tied into knots. He felt a hand settle on his shoulder. Unable to stop himself from doing so, he hollered in fear and revulsion before lurching away from the chair he had been sitting on and the hand that had so suddenly touched him. 

“Get a fucking grip of yourself, Karl,” he heard someone snap at him. 

He screwed his eyes shut then opened them again. He almost seemed to cower away from the figure that now stood before him. But as his eyes refocused, he saw that it wasn’t Lisa’s corpse that had sprung up from off the floor and laid a hand on him, but the young woman he had known to be called Selina, and who now claimed to be his sister, Cara Hudson. Standing just behind her was the young man Cara had introduced as Nik. He was staring over her shoulder at Karl, his eyes ice-blue and bright. 

Karl broke Nik’s intense stare and glanced back across the office. Lisa was lying dead on the floor just like she always had been. She hadn’t moved an inch. How could she have? Cara Hudson had killed her.

“Karl, you need to get your shit together,” Cara was telling him, her face just inches from his. “You need to listen to me...”

“No, no, no,” Karl said with a wave of one hand. He took a step away from her and Nik. “You’re not my sister. I don’t have a sister... I’ve never had a sister. And my parents weren’t vampires... you’re lying...”

“Listen to me!” Cara yelled at him, using her voice to slap some sense into him instead of her hand. “You’ve got to listen...”

“I don’t have to do anything you say,” Karl said, coming back to his senses. As if remembering that he was a Temporal Officer, he instantly reached inside his jacket and pulled out his gun in one quick and fluid movement. He aimed the end of it straight at Cara’s face. “You’re under arrest...”

“What for?” Cara asked.

Karl noticed how that know-it-all smile had begun to creep across her face again. 

“For murder... for three murders,” Karl barked at her, holding his ground and his nerve as the fist holding the gun began to waver. He closed his free hand over the other to steady his aim. 

“They were going to kill you,” Cara said, taking a step closer to him as if the gun he had pointed at her head didn’t bother her one bit. “Chief Tracer and Sergeant Shaw, weren’t your friends, Karl. Lisa only wanted to get into your pants because Shaw told her to. Shaw tried to get me to seduce you, too, but how would that have worked? You’re my brother. But Shaw didn’t know that. None of them knew who I really was. They didn’t know that I was your sister.”

“You’re not my sister!” Karl spat at her, gripping the gun tighter still. The end of the barrel was now just an inch from Cara’s forehead. 

Nik Seth continued to silently watch the brother and sister. He knew better than most the pain that some families caused each other. Nik was happy to keep back and let Karl come to terms with what he was discovering. Only if Karl became a threat to his friend, Cara, would he become involved. And despite Karl having a gun pointed at Cara’s head, Nik doubted he would shoot. Guys like Karl followed the rules—they didn’t have the guts to break them. Nik knew that a man like Karl would never kill anyone in cold blood. He didn’t have the courage nor that killer instinct. 

Cara took another step forward until the cold metal of the gun barrel was flat against her forehead. She stared down the length of the gun and into Karl’s hazel eyes.  

Fuck, he looks like our mother, she thought to herself. And for the first time in as long as she could remember, she felt a tinge of regret—a pang of longing for the love of her mother and father. But she didn’t give that spark of regret a moment to kindle. No sooner had it flared up, she doused it with the feelings of hate and loathing that she had for both Kiera Hudson and Sean Potter. They weren’t her parents—not anymore. 

Staring into her brother’s eyes, she said, “You won’t kill me, Karl.” 

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t blow your brains out right here and now?” His voice was cold and unflinching now that he had regained his composure and strength.

“Because if I’m dead I won’t be able to tell you all about our parents,” she said.  

With a grim look of determination, Karl said, “I know enough.” 

“Obviously not,” Cara said, her knowing smile growing wider still.

“You can’t tell me anything that I don’t already know.” 

“You don’t know their secrets—the secrets that they have kept from you,” she said, her voice soft, yet teasing. 

“Like you’re my long-lost sister and my parents were really vampires, is that what you mean?” Karl scoffed at her.

Cara continued to hold his stare. “They’ve kept a far darker secret from you than that.”

“Oh yeah, like what?” Karl asked, his voice full of derision.

“Like mummy and daddy aren’t really dead,” Cara said, her smile now gone. “Our parents are very much alive and well. They’re no deader than me and you.”

Karl pressed the barrel of the gun against her forehead. “You lie,” he hissed through clenched teeth. 

“So, if you don’t believe me, then shoot,” she said. “Blow my brains out. But I don’t think you will. I think deep down you know I’m telling you the truth.”

Karl and Cara stared at each other down the length of the gun barrel. An eerie silence had fallen over the office. It was as if even Nik Seth had disappeared and only brother and sister remained. 

“So do you believe me, or not?” Cara finally whispered; her eyes unblinking. “Shoot me if you think I’m lying.” 

There was another moment of utter silence before Karl slowly lowered the gun he had been holding against Cara’s head.  
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Kiera woke to the sound of Potter shouting. At first, she thought it was part of the dream she was caught up in. But the dream that had been lingering at the corners of her mind before fully coming awake had involved Kiera and her daughter, Cara. She had been pushing Cara on the swing Potter had strung up beneath the tree standing outside the remote cottage they had once lived in. That seemed like a lifetime ago now. But not in Kiera’s dream. It seemed very real—like it had only happened yesterday. In her dream, Cara had been just six years old—six years before she had died...

“Kiera! Kiera!” She heard Potter shout her name again. It sounded as if he was hollering at her from the far end of a tunnel. “Kiera we’ve got trouble! We’re really in the fucking shit this time!”
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