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For Lynda … I will take you to Paris … I promise!


London, 9 November 2013

I couldn’t put up with the shrieks of pleasure coming from Sally’s room any longer. For two years now we had shared together and for the last year the moans and groans emanating from her room had become too much to bear. Was I jealous? Hell, yeah. Who wouldn’t be? Month after month, week after week, day after day, I watched her parade a stream of fit young men into her bedroom. Most were cops. Sally had a thing for cops. Like me, she was studying criminology at the University of London so she often listened to those cops’ loose lips before, during and after sex. She would suck details about unsolved crimes and on-going investigations from them. Sally always seemed to be sucking one way or another. Christ, she was like a freaking vampire. But at least the vampires only fed off their victims at night – she was at it all day long given half the chance.

But there I go again. Vampires! I knew it wouldn’t be too long before my mind rattled back to them. For as long as I can remember I’ve believed in their existence. Some believe in Santa and the tooth fairy and elves that come out at night and fix your shoes – I believe in vampires. I have every right to believe too. I’ve seen them. I killed one in a mine back in Colorado of 1888. He was a serial killer – Spencer Drake – a police sergeant from Scotland Yard. Drake was Jack the Ripper. I had to keep reminding myself about him constantly, lest I forget everything.

It had been a year since I came back from November 1888 to November 2012 and with each passing moment, the memories of what happened to me were fading. It was like someone was smearing Vaseline over a windowpane I was desperately trying to stare through. But it wasn’t the vampire, Spencer Drake, I feared I would forget, it was the friends I made back there: the preacher and his lover, Louise Pearson, the young and beautiful Zoe Edgar, and … and Harry. Harry Turner. It was him I so desperately struggled to remember. Even though he was an arrogant jerk, we had shared something. Not just the best sex I had ever had; he was different. How can I explain? He was a werewolf. See, I said it. And did it make me sound crazy? Yes. It made me sound like I lost my freaking mind. How did I possibly travel back in time to Colorado in 1888 and make friends with a group of vampire seekers who themselves happened to be a pack of ferocious werewolves? Oh, and dare I forget, I killed the most famous serial killer of them all. You couldn’t make that kinda shit up. Although I must have, or it really happened.

So, as I took shelter from the rain outside Aldgate Tube Station, I dropped the butt of my cigarette into the puddle at my feet and lit another instantly. I was working my way through three packs a day now – the constant flow of nicotine kept my mind focused and it kept me remembering. It kept me awake. I had come to fear sleep. For when I closed my eyes I saw the preacher floating out of the darkness, his long silver pistols gleaming white like the thick droopy moustache that covered his upper lip. Sometimes when I screwed my eyes shut real tight the ends of his pistols would flash bright like fire and so too would his eyes beneath the brim of his wide black hat. Gingerly, heart racing, I would reach out and lift the brim, wanting to stare upon his hard-looking face again. For there had been a certain kindness, like that of a strict father chastising his wayward daughter. He could be mean, cruel sometimes, but he did it out of love – a perverse kinda protection. In the darkness, as my fingertips dared to push back his hat, it wasn’t the man I could see staring back at me, but the wolf. His face bristling with fur and black whiskers, eyes bright and penetrating.

As his lips rolled back into a snarl, I would snap open my eyes, my naked body glistening with feverish sweat as I lay beneath the sheets of my bed. In the dark and to the soundtrack of Sally’s bone-rattling orgasms coming from the room next door, I would light yet another cigarette. With the smoke lingering around my shaking fingers, I struggled with those images of the preacher. Although they scared and confused me and made me feel like I was losing my mind, I wanted to hold on to them. Those memories reminded me that what I had experienced back in 1888 was real. If that was real, so were vampires and so was Harry Turner. I didn’t want to forget him.

Since returning from 1888 to a life studying criminology and sharing rooms with a nymphomaniac, I’d spent all of my free time hanging out at the place I went back to – was taken back to – in 1888. Now I spent more time at Aldgate Tube Station than I did at my own flat. I even skipped lessons to come here and travel around on the Circle Line, hoping I would see him again – the man who had slipped his arm around my neck and sent me back to 1888. Who was he? What did he look like? I didn’t know the answer to either of those questions.
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