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Chapter One

Kiera

I sat on the splintered floor of the outhouse, my back resting against the wall. Potter lay asleep on the bed, arms and legs still firmly chained. His sleep was fitful, the chains clanking in the near darkness as he wrestled with the wolf inside of him. Several times he would cry out, eyes screwed shut, lips pulled back bearing his teeth. He swore constantly – that was nothing new for him – but it was what he said that disturbed me more than the swear words. In fits of temper, he would scream how he wanted to kill me. I could deal with that, but it was how he wanted to kill me that broke my heart. He wanted to tie me down like I had him, then slowly cut me to pieces with his claws. He wanted my torture and inevitable death to be slow and agonising. Potter screamed outbursts of graphic details how he wanted to rake the flesh from my bones and gorge on it. He spoke of how good it would taste. He talked of how much excitement he would get from hearing me weep in pain – the pleasure it would bring him to hear me beg for my life. And although the pain of having such torture committed against my body would be unbearable, it was the fear that such misery and suffering could be caused by the man I was in love with. 

“Filthy whore!” Potter suddenly spat.

I glanced up to see that Potter had dragged himself up, his shoulders propped against the rough wall of the outhouse that sat in the grounds of Bastille Hall. I looked through the darkness at him as he rattled the chains held fast about his wrists and ankles. His eyes burnt red, face a twisted mask of hate. He looked nothing like the man I loved.  

“Fucking slut,” he grinned. “Dirty, filthy slut-fuck.”  

I broke his stare. I couldn’t bear to look at him. I wanted to cover my ears to block out his words. But to do so would show him that his words hurt me – that he was getting to me. That would show weakness, and I couldn’t afford for him to see that.  

“Kiera Hudson,” he said, and I knew he was smirking. I sensed the pleasure that he got from provoking me in his voice. “Perfect and righteous Kiera Hudson. Miss-fucking-goodie-two-shoes. The all-knowing – all seeing – Kiera-fucking-Hudson. Come over here and suck my cock.”

I bowed my head and closed my eyes, pulling my knees up to my chest, letting my long black hair fall about my face like a mask. 

“No?” I heard Potter sneer from the bed. He laughed, rattling his chains again. “Too prim and proper to put cock in your mouth, are you? Well, go and get me a woman that will – a real woman like Sophie Harrison or Eloisa Maddison – they both adored...”

“What did you say?” I whispered more to myself than him and raised my head. 

“Jealous, are you?” Potter smiled now that he had my attention again. “You never could bear the thought of me fucking Sophie and Eloisa... but boy, were they both soooo sweet...”

“Eloisa?” I said, pulling myself up into a standing position.  

“Yeah, Eloisa,” Potter suddenly snarled, eyes flashing bright in the darkness. “What, are you deaf as well as being the most dried-up old fuck this side of The Hollows?”

“Hollows?” I frowned, raking hair from out of my eyes so I could see him more clearly. “You said The Hollows?”

“I can see your lips moving, girl, but they would look better sliding up and down my cock,” he laughed, throwing back his head and thrusting his hips up off the bed. Again, he yanked on the chains and howled. 

“But Eloisa Maddison isn’t in this where and when,” I said, more to myself again than him. “In this where and when you don’t even know that The Hollows exist.” 

“The only hollow I care about is the dried up one between your legs,” he grinned, now looking at me again. “Just unchain me and...”

I drowned out the tirade of filth that once again left Potter’s mouth as I tried to unscramble what he had said. The Potter in this where and when was engaged to Sophie Harrison. Eloisa Maddison, the wolf, didn’t exist here – if she did why hadn’t Potter mentioned her before? And The Hollows? Neither Murphy nor Potter knew anything about them in this where and when. It was like they had no idea that was where they had originally come from – where their true home was. I glanced back at the Potter shackled to the bed as he rattled the chains and talked of the good time, he would give me if only I realised. But what I couldn’t be sure of was which Potter was he? The Potter I had carried through the valley, as the white wolf had led me to that shack, had been the Potter from this where and when. But was it that Potter who had come out of the shack? Could it be my Potter – the Potter that I truly loved and had planned to spend the rest of my life with? But how would that be possible? Had the white wolf – Lilly Blu brought us back together again? 

Kneeling close to the bed where Potter was chained, but far enough so that he couldn’t grab me if he was to suddenly break free, I looked at him. Spying me so close to the bed, Potter grinned, rolling back his upper lip and brandishing his teeth. They weren’t the fangs of a Vampyrus that I could see, but the razor sharp points of wolf’s teeth. Long lengths of bushy hair covered his face like wild overgrown sideburns. His eyebrows met at the bridge of his nose and his ears had stretched. The tips were now pointed like that of a wolf. 

“Come closer,” he said, eyes bright. “Suck my cock – you know you want to.”

“Look, Potter, the whole cock thing might be interesting to you, but if I’m to be honest I’m beginning to find it rather juvenile. There is something more important I need to talk to you about... something much more imperative...” I started. 

“Juvenile? Imperative?” Potter frowned as I’d used words that weren’t in his limited and vulgar vocabulary.

“Erm, how can I put it so you might understand?” I sighed, growing impatient now. “How about this, you’re starting to bore the shit out of me, Potter, with all your cock-talk.”  

“What could be more important than cock?” he grinned, the tip of his tongue poking from the corner of his mouth, eyes dazed looking. 

“Eloisa Maddison?” I said, watching his eyes for any kind of reaction to her name. And there was. His face twitched – not much – but I saw it. “Who is Eloisa Maddison?” 

“Filthy murdering child killer,” Potter muttered, now turning his head toward the stone wall. 

“Where is she now?” I pushed, kneeling up and inching closer to the bedside. The wind swept up outside, rattling the locked wooden door in its frame and the boards that covered the windows. It had started to rain, and I could hear it pelting against the side of the outhouse where we hid in the dark.

“The bitch is dead,” Potter snarled, his body jerking violently.

“How come?” I asked, keeping my voice even – steady and soothing.

“I ripped her heart out,” he said, chest heaving up and down in sharp stabbing motions as if something was threatening to burst from beneath his ribcage. 

And although I knew the answer to my own question, I said, “Where did you kill her?” 

“At the hangar on the outskirts of Wasp Water,” he mumbled, his brow now breaking out into a heavy sweat. His eyelids flickered constantly as if he was in the midst of some nightmare. Was this my Potter and was he remembering – reliving how he had killed Eloisa? If the man on the bed wasn’t my Potter, would he be able to remember such events? Although they looked identical, both said the fuck word continuously and smoked cigarettes like they were going out of fashion, would he share the same memories as my Potter? Only if he had lived them.

With the beat of my heart starting to quicken, I inched closer to toward the bed. “What about Sophie Harrison?” 

“What about her?” Potter said as if gargling on poison. Now the very name seemed to sicken him in some way. 

“You’re going to marry her, right?” I frowned. 

“I wouldn’t marry that bitch if she were the last woman on Earth,” he growled deep in the back of his throat. 

“But she’s carrying your child,” I told him. 

“Are you on fucking meth?” he snapped. “I wouldn’t have a kid with Sophie, she broke my fucking heart, remember?” 

I drew a deep breath that rattled in my chest. “Yeah, I remember,” I whispered, recalling how Potter had once told me how Sophie had rejected him when learning that he was a Vampyrus and not entirely human.

“So why are you marrying her then?” I pushed a little harder now, my heart racing at the thought that the man cursing and writhing on the bed might truly be my Potter and not the one from this where and when. 

“I’m meant to be marrying you, Kiera Hudson,” Potter said, suddenly turning his head to look at me. “But just like all the other bitches, you left me – tricked me – fucked off out of my life just when I thought I meant something...”

“What are you talking about?” I gasped. 

“The train!” he suddenly screamed so loud that I flinched backwards and away from him. “You tricked me into getting on that train – you tricked all of us, Kiera. We were your friends – we were lovers – we were going to get married.” 

“It is you,” I stammered, throwing my hands to my face. “It really is you...”

“Who the fuck did you think I was?” he snarled. 

The fiery brightness seemed to have diminished somewhat in his eyes, and the hair about his face and pointed ears were now gone. He looked more like my Potter than the wolf that was threatening to consume him. 

“I thought...” I started. 

“Yeah, so while you sit and think, think me up a cigarette, I’m fucking gasping here,” Potter moaned. 

“I don’t have any cigarettes,” I said, patting down my jeans and hoodie pockets. 

“In my pocket,” he said, glancing down at his own trouser pockets, and easing his hips up off the bed.

Still not sure whether I could trust Potter or not and knowing that there was now a wolf in him, I had to remind myself that he could still be unpredictable. Slowly, I stood up and made my way toward the bed. The chains about his wrists and ankles clinked together and the flickering candlelight cast long drawn-out shadows across the walls of the outhouse. With my eyes locked on his, I slid my hand into the pocket of his jeans. My fingers brushed over a crumpled cigarette packet, and I pulled them out. I shook one from the pack and went to hand it to him. But how would he take it – smoke it – if his hands were chained? 

“It’s okay you can unchain me,” Potter smiled. “Just free one hand, that’s all I need. I can’t hurt you with just one hand free.”  

I looked down into his dark eyes. Slowly, I slid the cigarette back into the packet. 

“Dumb fucking bitch,” Potter chuckled, before turning his head away and closing his eyes. 

Chapter Two 

Potter

From where I lay chained to the bed, Kiera looked as if she were sitting in a pool of blood. Of course she wasn’t. It was just that the whole fucking world looked as if it had been drenched in blood. The room where I was being held captive was painted in hues of crimson. But it could be blood that covered her pale skin, if only she would set me free. I could slit her throat with my claws and drain the blood from her. Let it gush from her veins; make her skin wet and warm. I’d like to fuck her like that. Pin her to the floor – make her squirm in her own hot blood as I screwed her. Or better yet, I could let her bleed slowly. Hook out her eyes with my claws and fry them up in a pan. Smear her eyes on toast and eat them like eggs. But eggs were never best served on their own. Liver would be nice – tongue too. I’d have all of her. Gobble her up in thick, fleshy lumps. Lick sinewy strips of her flesh from my whiskered snout. But once she was dead then so would be the pleasure and the excitement. That would come while watching her suffer – listening to her plead for her life. That’s how I would really get my kicks. The enjoyment – ecstasy would come as she lingered between life and death. But once she was dead, that orgasmic pleasure would fade, and I would need to feel it again real soon. Those feelings would become like a drug – an addiction I would never be able to shake off once I had made my first kill as a wolf. 

No wonder Jack Seth was always so fucking horny for the kill. I could understand him now. I even felt a little bit guilty for judging him so unkindly. I just hadn’t realised the sheer joy of killing – slaughtering. Sure, I had killed, but in defence – not just because I could. Not just because I wanted to – for fun and excitement. And fuck me, it was exciting. Just the thought of taking my first victim as a wolf was turning me on. I’d never felt so fucking aroused. I was bursting against my trousers. 

I rattled my chains that Kiera had fastened me with. “Come over and suck my cock,” I called out to her. 

But of course, she wouldn’t. She was too fucking perfect to do such a thing. But perfect was good too. It would make taking her - killing her – all the more fun. And boy, were we going to have some fun once she set me free. And she would too. I would get her to release me. Kiera would do anything for me. She would die for me. What a dumb fucking bitch she really was to give her life for someone like me. So, I would have to give her a good time – show my gratitude and appreciation for letting herself be my first kill as a wolf. I would make her death slow – drag it out a bit. Perhaps chain her to the bed like she had chained me. Maybe I’d eat from the toes upwards. Leave gnawing on her vital organs until the very last. Keep her alive, begging for mercy for a few days – perhaps even a week or two. And so, what? Who was going to stop me? If she cried out and help came, I would invite them in and throw me a party. Just the thought of so much flesh was exciting me more and more. I didn’t know how much more I could take. The excitement was throbbing like a racing heartbeat in my groin. 

I bucked my hips up from off the bed. “Too prim and proper to put cock in your mouth, are you? Well, go and get me a woman that will – a real woman like Sophie Harrison or Eloisa Maddison – they both adored me,” I teased. That was the way. Make the bitch jealous. She wouldn’t want to think that either Sophie or Maddison had been better – more exciting lovers than her. They hadn’t but Kiera was so fucking dumb she wouldn’t realise she was the most insane and exciting fuck I’d ever had. But I wasn’t going to let on. It was my secret, and I felt the sudden urge to giggle at my cunning. Kiera would be desperate to prove that she was a better lover than both of them together. 

“What did you say?” Kiera said, looking back from the corner of the outhouse where she cowered in the candlelight. 

See, I was right. The wolf is always right. She’s so fucking desperate to prove what a great lover she is – what a great time she can show me. Go on, get your kit off, love, I wanted to shout. But no, the wolf said not to. That was way too coarse. The wolf wanted to show some finesse. That’s what a wolf did best. It slinked up on its prey, fur coat bristling and silk-like. Was that how Jack Seth made so many kills? Was it his cunning that had blinded all his victims? And where was Jack now that I needed him? I’d always hated the wrinkled-up old fucker. But not now. There was no reason for us to be enemies now that I was a wolf too. We were alike – the same. Hey, perhaps we could go on kills together – we could even share our victims – throw ourselves a little party. I liked the thought of that. Jack and Potter. What a team! What killing machines. My heart raced at the thought of the killing sprees we could go on. 

What the fuck was Kiera prattling on about now? I could see her thick red lips opening and closing, but her words were just a pointless garble. Why wasn’t she noshing me off already?  What the fuck was wrong with her? Didn’t she care that I’d said Sophie and Eloisa sucked like a vacuum cleaner? What the fuck was Kiera going on about now? 

“Juvenile? Imperative?” I frowned at her. What was she trying to do – bore me to death? Just start sucking already! I wanted to scream at her. 

“...you’re starting to bore the shit out of me, Potter, with all your cock-talk,” I heard her say as if she was speaking to me from the other side of the outhouse wall.  

Oh, I get it now. Kiera’s trying to tease me. She’s trying to play hard to get. That’s cool with me. That’s fine. If that’s how she wants to go about things. Two can play at that game. I can tease too. I’ll keep the bitch alive and suffering for two weeks now instead of just one. See, I’m getting the hang of this wolf thing. Why was I so reluctant to accept it? Why had I hated the wolves so much? They seemed to have so much fun. 

“Eloisa Maddison,” Kiera said. 

The name hit me like a punch to the face and the wolf staggered back inside me. No, don’t go, I said, reaching for it in my mind. Take no notice of Kiera. She’ll be dead soon. We’ll kill her. We’ll kill her together. I’ll let you have the tastiest parts if you stay. The fleshy bits – I promise I’ll leave those parts of Kiera for you...  

“Who is Eloisa Madison?” Kiera asked, interrupting the conversation I was having with the wolf – with myself. I didn’t want to be interrupted. I didn’t want to be separated from the wolf that snarled in the back of my mind. And to hear Kiera ask me about Eloisa brought images other than fucking her to the forefront of my mind. It reminded me that Eloisa had been a child killer and that’s why I hated wolves. That’s why I had ripped her heart out. She was a filthy child killer – a filthy wolf and I hated them. And I hated myself too. I hated and loathed the wolf that now sat with eyes blazing deep within the shadows of my mind. Lilly Blu had put the wolf there. She had changed me – tricked me. Deceived by yet another wolf. How many times was I going to let myself be tricked by a wolf? Hadn’t I ever learnt my lesson? The first time a wolf had deceived and hurt me I had been just fourteen... 

My body began to spasm violently as I fought with the wolf. I didn’t want it inside me now. Wolves were bad – very bad. They just hurt everyone that got too close to them. I reached out for that other creature – the one with the tatty black wings – the fangs and claws – the Vampyrus that was the other part of me. The better part of who I was. If only I could reach him then we could kill the wolf – stop it from consuming me – from turning me into a killer. I didn’t want to hurt Kiera. I was in love with her. I loved her more than anything or anyone. She was my star.  

“What about Sophie Harrison?” I heard Kiera ask over the snarl of the wolf as it retreated from the Vampyrus that was slowly coming to the fore of my mind. 

What was Kiera saying? What did she mean that I was going to marry Sophie? That she was having my child? What had happened to the world? Had it been pushed again? Was Kiera hallucinating? How could she even imagine for one moment that I would want to marry Sophie over her? 

“Are you on fucking meth?” I growled. Why was Kiera saying such confusing stuff to me? Couldn’t she see that my head was a mess – that I was trying to fight back the wolf. Why would I ever want to marry Sophie after she had broken my heart? I turned to look at Kiera. She didn’t look like she was drenched in blood anymore. It was as if I was looking at her with my own eyes and not the wolf’s. God, she looked so fucking beautiful. She always looked beautiful. And as I looked upon Kiera with my own eyes, I saw her standing once again on the platform beneath the Grand station. I felt the warm tears of heartache on my cheeks again as I suddenly remembered how she had tricked us. I felt angry with her. What had she been playing at? How dare she! But the anger – the hurt I felt  at being tricked by Kiera urged the wolf forward again. 

“I’m meant to be marrying you, Kiera Hudson,” I said, looking at her from the bed. A pang of fury suddenly exploded in me as I felt the pain at all the times the women, I had loved in my life had, in one way or another, tricked me. The wolf crept forward, sniffing out that anger and hurt. It lapped it up with its huge grey fleshy tongue like cool water from a stream. “...just like all the other bitches, you left me – tricked me – fucked off out of my life just when I thought I meant something...” I said, trying to fight back the wolf by searching the darkness of my soul for the winged creature I knew I was.

Ask the bitch for a cigarette, I heard the wolf whisper inside my head. Its voice was nothing like my own. It was sly and soft. It knew that if I asked for a cigarette, Kiera would believe it was me and not the wolf that she was now talking to. She might believe that the wolf had fully retreated and that she was safe with me now. 

We need to get you unchained, Potter, the wolf soothed. 

No, I said inside my head, but the words I heard coming from my mouth were, “...a cigarette, I’m fucking gasping here.” 

“I don’t have any cigarettes,” I heard Kiera say. 

I wanted to scream at her to get the fuck out – that she wasn’t safe. But instead, I smiled and said, “In my pocket.”

Kiera came forward, and I rattled the chains as if in warning to her, but the wolf was smiling inside of me now and so were my lips. She reached inside my trouser pocket. I felt her fingertips brush against my thigh. The wolf felt them too.

See how good that feels, Potter, the wolf whispered from the corners of my mind. But don’t worry, in just a few moments you will be free – we will be free, and you’ll be able to touch her – rip her – tear her apart...

“It’s okay, you can unchain me,” I heard myself say. “Just free one hand, that all I need. I can’t hurt you with just one hand free.”  

Kiera looked down into my dark eyes.

Please don’t unchain me, I pleaded with her in my mind. Put the cigarette back... put it away, Kiera...

Then, as if being able to read my mind or feed off that connection I believed we’d shared since the very first moment we’d laid eyes on each other back in the Ragged Cove, Kiera slowly slid the cigarette back into the packet. 

“Dumb fucking bitch,” I chuckled, turning my head away and closing my eyes as I searched for the wolf that had now taken over my speech and actions again. 

You’re the dumb fucking one around here, I whispered at the wolf inside my head. Your biggest mistake will be to underestimate Kiera Hudson. 

Chapter Three

Kiera

I didn’t ever think there would be a time in my life when I wouldn’t know whether I could trust Potter or not. But now that moment had come, it was crippling and stung my heart. I crossed the rough wooden floor of the outhouse, stepping over the trapdoor that led to the tunnel and back toward Bastille Hall and up into Amanda Lovecraft’s bedroom. Reaching the furthest corner, I leant against the wall, sliding down. Drawing my knees up beneath my chin, I pulled the candle close. I wanted to be able to see the bed. For now, Potter looked as if he was sleeping again. His body twitched and the chains rattled as he fought the wolf inside of him. Would he win the fight – would he conquer the wolf – or learn to control it at least like I had come to tame the wolf that dwelt deep inside of me? But had I? I had killed the Potter from this where and when. The wolf had come forward inside me and I had been unable to control it. But I was growing to do so. The wolf was always there, now that it had come forward. It hid in the shadows of my mind, just out of reach, as if peering over the shoulder of the Vampyrus that I was. But it was different for me than it was for Potter. I’d always had the wolf hidden deep within. I just hadn’t known it – not until Jack had told me about my past and who my true mother had been. To learn such a thing had been struggle enough, so I could only begin to wonder at the battle that must be raging inside of Potter. The wolf was an alien creature to him. He hated wolves – detested them. Why? I had never really known or figured out that question. Potter said he hated the Lycanthrope because they were killers of children and women. But not all of them were. Sam Brooke was a clear example of that. Sam had fought alongside us against the wolves – he had led Kayla to Luke Bishop who she had eventually killed. My half-brother, Nik, had taken Potter’s place beneath the guillotine in Wasp Water. Jack had taken Isidor’s place at that remote Railway Station. Jack had given his own life to save my friend. There was no doubt that many of the wolves could be ruthless killers, but I also believed that many of them could be redeemed – shown a new way. I had to believe that – for Jack’s sake. But more important than any of that, I was a wolf. If Potter really hated the Lycanthrope, would he ever be able to reconcile that fact within himself? Would he really ever find happiness with me? 

After talking with Potter as he lay chained on the bed, I had become convinced that he was mine. He was no longer the Potter from this where and when. He knew too much about Eloisa and Sophie and he seemed distraught at the idea of being engaged to Sophie. He had also spoken of The Hollows – a place that the Potter from this where and when had no knowledge of. But more than that – the realisation that I had my Potter back in my life brightened yet also darkened my heart. To have him back meant the other Potter had died and I couldn’t help but feel angry at myself for not feeling more remorse about that. The Potter I had killed had belonged to another – to Sophie. They were going to be married and have a child. I had put a stop to that. But even the Potter from this world said that he had loved me – that he felt there was another side of him struggling to be heard. Would he have really gone through with marrying Sophie? In the summerhouse, Potter had said no, and the reason for that was he was really in love with me. But now I thought different. I think that he had been in love with Sophie and if I hadn’t had been pushed, we would have never met, and his life would have continued along the same path as Sophie’s in this particular where and when. And as I stood and thought about it, the wind gusted against the thatched roof of the outhouse and the rain lashed into the boarded over windows, I thought for the first time that perhaps I was truly beginning to understand the significance of the remote railway stations and the derelict signal boxes with the push and pull levers. Being pushed into this layer had changed the path that Potter and Sophie had been traveling on together. It was like I had pushed on one of those levers and changed the points along their path. Somewhere along their tracks, my being pushed into this layer had changed a set of points somewhere, sending them off in different directions. Was that fair? Was that right?
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