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Wolf Shift 

Authors Note

This is the 25th Kiera Hudson book I have written, however, this one is different from the rest. For those of you who have read previous Kiera Hudson books, you will know that her world takes place in different layers. We know that there are other Kiera Hudson’s in these layers. Some of these we have met briefly in ‘Dead Push’ (Kiera Hudson Series Two) Book 8 and in ‘Kiera Hudson & The White Wolf (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 5. It was while writing these stories that I started to wonder what some of these other Kiera Hudson’s might be like. How different would their lives be to the Kiera Hudson that we know, love and have read so much about. Would an alternate Kiera Hudson have the gift of seeing? Would she be a cop? Would she be in love with either Sean Potter, Luke Bishop of someone else altogether? The questions and possibilities seemed endless and I knew at some point I would have to head off into some of those different layers and take a look before writing what I had discovered! 

So, I took a step back and turned my attention to writing about the alternate Kiera Hudson that refused to leave me in peace (I now have two Kiera Hudson’s whispering in my ears and telling me their stories). In the pages of this book you will read about a whole new Kiera Hudson and some of the adventures she has had so far. I hope you enjoy them as much as I enjoyed writing about them! 

Best wishes

Tim O’Rourke  
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Chapter One


[image: ]


The sound of the man’s head bouncing off the front of my car was sickening. Even though I stomped my foot down onto the brake, the guy flipped up into the air, cartwheeled, then disappeared over the roof of my battered old Mini and from view. I brought the car to a screaming halt, the back wheels zigzagging across the rain-slicked road. The sound of rain thrumming against the windscreen and the rhythmic squeal of the windscreen wipers flipping to and fro was almost deafening in the silence. I sat dazed, heart racing, knuckles white where I gripped the steering wheel. I wasn’t hurt – just in shock. I shook my head, trying to shake some sense back into it. I saw the guy bounce off the front of my car again and spin through the air. I screwed my eyes shut but the image was still there – going around and around in a loop. But where had he come from? It was as if he had just appeared out of the darkness. In one fleeting moment the road was empty, in the next he was there, staring straight at me out of the darkness through the windscreen. Then he was gone again, spiralling through the air as the front of my car struck him. Had it been my fault? Had I taken the bend in the road too fast in the dark? It was raining and the roads were as slippery as black ice. Had I been concentrating? I was tired. Should I have taken a break a few miles back and drunk some coffee? It was very late. Had I fallen asleep at the wheel? These were all questions the police would ask me. I would’ve asked them. Twisting in my seat, I tried to see through the rear window and the road that twisted away from me into the night. I was looking for the body of the man I had just hit with my car. But all I could see was exhaust fumes swirling like red clouds in the glare of the taillights. With my hands trembling, I unfastened my seatbelt. I pushed open the car door and icy cold rain pelted my face at once. Pulling the hood of my sweater up, I climbed from the car. My legs felt weak and rubbery. Reaching out with one hand, I steadied myself against the car. 

Get a grip, Kiera Hudson, I told myself. You’re meant to be a cop. 

“Yeah, a rookie cop, barely out of training school,” I whispered to myself. How would something like this look in the eyes of my senior officers? I’d barely scraped through training school as my grades hadn’t been great – but that hadn’t been my fault. I’d had other stuff on my mind. 

Did you have other stuff on you mind when you knocked down and killed the guy on the road? I heard my Sergeant ask so clearly it was as if he was standing on the remote road with me, his cropped grey hair glistening with rain. I pushed thoughts of him from my mind, and took another step toward the rear of my car. Who said the guy I’d hit was dead, anyway? He could just have a few cuts and bruises. But I very much doubted that. I knew I’d hit him at some speed. Reaching the rear of the car, I peered into the dark. The taillights did little to lighten the road. There was no moon tonight. The sky was covered with a thick blanket of rain-swollen cloud. There was a strong wind, too, which drove the rain hard into my face and made the branches of the nearby trees that lined the road on both sides sway back and forth. Pulling my hoodie tight about me, I stepped away from the car. I hadn’t taken more than a few steps when I saw what looked like a heap of old rags in the middle of the road just ahead of me. 

“Hello?” I called, the sound of my voice snatched away on a breath of wind and rain. And if it was the body of the man I struck lying ahead of me, why had I called out to him? Was I hoping that he might just spring to his feet, shake off the fact that I’d just sent him flying up and through the air, and walk away? No, I knew why I had called out. I was hoping for some kind of response. A twitch or a groan – anything that would suggest he wasn’t dead – that I hadn’t killed him. But he didn’t respond to my call. What looked like a bundle of rain-soaked clothes didn’t move. Placing one foot in front of the other, I followed the white line in the centre of the road that led toward what looked like a dishevelled heap of old rags. 

But with every step I took, I could see that it was a body lying in the road. It wasn’t a pile of clothes – it was the man I had hit with my car. With my heart dropping into my stomach, I approached him. Rain dripped from my hood as I looked down at the body. He was lying on his side, one leg looking like it was twisted out of shape. And as my eyes grew accustomed to the gloom with each passing moment, the horror of what I’d done became evermore evident. The guy’s leg was twisted out of shape because it was broken – the white and jagged piece of bone jutting through the jeans just above his knee told me that. Blood flowed from the wound, pooling thickly in a nearby puddle. There was a gash running the length of the guy’s face, too. His forehead and chin was covered in a graze so angry-looking, it was like he had shaved with a cheese grater.

Bending at the waist, I reached out, my fingers brushing the shoulder of the bloodstained T-shirt he wore. I shook him gently, but he didn’t stir. His eyes remained closed, his mouth open. His black hair lay plastered to the side of his face with blood and rain. 

“Hello?” I said again. “Can you hear me?” 

The guy made no response. Should I roll him over onto his back? Check for a pulse? Start administering CPR? What had I learnt in my training at Police College? I had done the extended first-aid course, but now it all just seemed like a blur. My mind raced and my hands trembled again. What sort of cop was I if I couldn’t remember what to do in a medical emergency? What would happen if I came across a road accident while out on patrol? I wouldn’t be able to lose it then. But that would be different, I told myself. I wouldn’t have been responsible for that accident. I wouldn’t have been involved in it. I wouldn’t have just run somebody down.

“Think, Kiera!” I hissed at myself. “Get a grip! Do something!” If I’d killed him, I knew I was in trouble. I was going to be kicked off the force. My job was all I had these days. I had nothing more. Through a mix of fear and frustration, I felt the sting of tears in my eyes. One of them spilt from the corner of my eye and dropped onto the face of the man lying lifeless in the road. 

Should I move him? No! He could have a neck injury. But a neck injury could be the last of his worries if he was dying and there was a chance I might be able to save him. Shouldn’t I be trying to breathe some life back into him? Shouldn’t I be doing... shouldn’t I be doing something!? 

Get some help! Get some backup! I told myself.

Standing, I reached into my jeans pockets for my phone. It wasn’t there. The pockets of my hoodie then? No, nothing. I glanced back along the road in the direction of my red coloured Mini. Clouds of smoke still pumped from the rattling exhaust pipe in the glare of the taillights. My phone was on the passenger seat. I’d placed it there so I could keep one eye on the map I’d installed.

Had I been glancing down at my phone instead of concentrating on the road? Is that why I had hit the guy now lying lifeless and bleeding at my feet? I knew that I had been glancing down at my phone at regular intervals as I’d made my journey. I hadn’t been to Ripper Falls since I was twelve and I couldn’t remember the way. I hadn’t wanted to get lost in the dark and in the storm. I didn’t think such an excuse would make the slightest bit of difference to the judge when I stood before him or her, charged with causing death by dangerous driving. 

Knowing that I was wasting precious time if I stood any chance of saving the guy, I raced back toward my car. My boots sloshed through the swollen puddles that covered the remote road. Reaching into the car, I snatched up my mobile phone where I’d left it on the passenger seat. I was just about to ring the three nines, when I realised I had no idea of where I was, exactly. What would be the point in calling for an ambulance if I didn’t know my exact location? I glanced down at the phone and the map. Everything on it seemed so small. I dragged my thumb over the screen, desperate to make the image bigger. But the screen went blank – the map now replaced with a blue spinning disc and the words, trying to re-establish internet connection, written beneath it. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I sighed, staring agog down at the mobile phone. Climbing from the car, I held the phone up in the air. Rain splashed the screen as I searched for a signal. I could see the signal bar flash red and I knew I couldn’t make an emergency call. Even if I could, with so many trees lining both sides of the road in the dark, it was impossible to even give the emergency operator a landmark to head toward. Perhaps there was a road sign nearby? I wondered, setting back off along the road in the direction of where the guy lay dead – unconscious. With my heart still pounding in my chest, and hair and clothes soaked through, I peered left and right from beneath my hoodie for any road sign or other kind of marking. There was none that I could see. Knowing that the situation was now desperate, I looked in the direction where the guy lay and stopped dead in my tracks. I glanced back over my shoulder in the direction of my car. Had I walked too far? Stepped over him, perhaps? No, impossible. I would have seen him. I spun around and pulled back my hood to get a better look in both directions along the road. But it didn’t matter how hard I stared through the rain and into the darkness, I could see that the man I’d hit with my car was now gone. He had vanished.  
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Chapter Two
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But that would be impossible, right? How had the guy just disappeared? Had he gotten up and staggered away? No way. His leg was broken – bent out of shape. He had a shard of bone jutting out of it. In the dark, I headed back along the road to my car. Cranking open the boot, I took out a torch and switched it on. Turning, I cast the bright cone of light in the direction where the man had been lying in the road. Rain shimmered in the torchlight as I raced down the centre of the road. Stopping at the spot where the man had been, I knelt down. Rain beat off my back and hood. I searched the cracked tarmac for any signs of blood. There was none that I could see. But it was raining hard so perhaps any blood had been washed away already? Standing up, I shone the torch in both directions along the road. There was no sign of the man. Even if he had managed to get up, he couldn’t have gone too far – not with his injuries. The best he would have been able to do was crawl away. If he had, wouldn’t he then still be close by? I aimed the torchlight into the trees on either side of the road. There was no sign of him. But even with the aid of my torch, it was so very dark in amongst the bushes and the trees that it was pretty much impossible to see anything. I would have to come back at first light and search the area then. But would I be able to find the exact location again? Things had a habit of looking very different during daylight hours. It would be virtually impossible to find the same location again without leaving some kind of marker. I would have to leave something behind, something that would stand out and I could easily find again in the light. 

Turning, I ran once more back to my car. With rain falling all about my shoulders, I opened one of the bags I had brought with me on my trip. Reaching inside, I pulled out one of the sheets of paper I had packed, along with the staple gun. Rolling up the sheet of paper to protect it from the rain, I headed back along the road. Reaching the spot where I was sure the man had been lying, I went to the nearest tree that lined the side of the road. Sheltered from the rain by the overhanging branches, I unrolled the A4 sheet of paper. Holding it flat against the tree trunk, I pinned it in place with the staple gun. Happy that the wind wouldn’t be able to blow it away, I stepped back from the tree and once more into the rain. I looked at the poster I had made of my stepbrother. His face stared back at me out of the gloom. I read the words I had printed beneath his picture. 

MISSING: JACK SETH.

ANY INFORMATION, PLEASE CALL

Underneath the bold print I had added my mobile number and email address.

Happy that I would easily be able to find this place again, I headed back to my beat-up old Mini. Switching off the torch, I swung open the door and climbed inside. The car rattled all about me as I slowly drove away from the scene of the accident and once more into the night. With thoughts of what had happened swirling about in my mind, I tried to focus on the road ahead. Where had that man gone? How had he simply vanished? Perhaps he wasn’t as badly injured as I first thought? Maybe while I’d gone back to my car in search of my phone he had regained consciousness, got up and wandered away. Who was I trying to kid? Once more, I saw that shard of bone sticking from his leg. There was no way he would have been able to walk away from that accident. He had woken, the best he would have been able to do was crawl away – crawl into the nearby bushes. Perhaps that’s where he was now – lying in the dark, wind, and rain – and bleeding to death? My foot hovered over the brake. Perhaps I should go back and make a thorough search of the road? But what would be the point? It was so dark. Even with the aid of my torch I could barely see more than a few feet in front of me. The best thing I could do was find the nearest police station and lead them back to the scene so a search could be carried out. I knew that by involving the local police I was putting myself at risk of facing possible disciplinary action. But I wouldn’t and couldn’t risk leaving that man to die.  

What if I returned only to find him dead? What then? Would I be in any more trouble than I was right now? How would it look to my senior officers if they were to ever discover that I’d fled the scene of a road accident and not reported it? How would it look if it was ever discovered I’d left a man to bleed to death by the side of the road? My senior officers would throw the book at me. They would throw me into prison, then throw the key away. Something that I’m sure Sergeant Philips would love to see. I knew he didn’t like me – hadn’t liked me from the first moment I’d arrived at Police Training School. He thought I lacked concentration – the commitment that I needed to be a police officer. But my life hadn’t been easy leading up to the start of my new police career. The cancer that had ravaged my mother’s body off and on for the last seven years finally consumed her and she had died just a few weeks before I started my police training. I could have deferred starting the course, but being a police officer was something I’d always wanted to do and I’d worked so hard for it. My father had urged me to go ahead with my training – he said it would have been what my mother had wanted. He said my becoming a police officer would have made my mother proud. So it was with his words ringing in my ears that I had set off to training school. But however hard I’d tried to concentrate, throw myself fully into my training, my mind seemed to be someplace else, and this was noticed by Sergeant Philips. My grades had been bad and he seemed to take some perverse delight in pointing this out to me – pointing me toward the door. But I wouldn’t give in – I wouldn’t give up. It wasn’t in my nature to do so. I would always find a way. That’s what I told myself. That’s how I kept struggling on through my grief. Maybe I had been wrong. But how could I have possibly seen – foretold – what cruel twist, fate had waiting for me. I had returned home one weekend from training school to find that my father had taken his own life. It had been me who had come home to find him swinging from the bannister, face purple and swollen, tongue jutting from the corner of his mouth like a giant black worm. And as I’d collapsed at the foot of the stairs feeling as if my heart had been ripped from my chest, even my tears hadn’t been able to save him. On my hands and knees, I’d crawled up the stairs and taken him into my arms. And as my tears spattered his face, I knew it was too late. His body was cold and stiff in my arms. And where was my brother, Jack? Where was he when I needed him the most? He was nowhere to be found. My father didn’t leave a note – he hadn’t needed to explain why he had taken his own life. He had done it so he could once more be with my mother. I’d always known that his love for her had been unbreakable as it had been for me – even my brother Jack, who my father had raised as his own. Jack was five years older than me and had a different father. And even though he never saw his father, Jack had chosen to keep his surname, Seth, instead of adopting my father’s last name, Hudson. I had grown up loving Jack as much as any sister could love a brother and I believed he loved me, too. I knew little about Jack’s father, and neither my mother nor brother spoke of him, so I didn’t ask. I just suspected that my mother had once loved another before she had met my father and had me. I was happy with that – why wouldn’t I have been. My childhood had been a happy one – up to a point that is. Things had started to change when I reached the age of twelve. It was that year that my father first brought us to Ripper Falls. Ripper Falls was where my mother had felt the first pains of cancer and my brother Jack had met that girl. It was also the place where I’d discovered that my brother, Jack, had a darker side. A side that scared me. 
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Chapter Three
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The rain had eased a little, but not much. Peering through the rain dazzled windscreen of my car, I saw the sign that I had been searching for. It jutted from the road like a broken limb. I tried to push thoughts of the man I’d hit on the road and his twisted leg from my mind – for now at least – however troubled with guilt I felt. The headlamps lit up the sign as I approached it. Welcome to Ripper Falls, it read. Although I hadn’t been to the town since I was twelve, I suspected that from this point I would be able to get my bearings and find the cottage that my father had bought many years ago as a holiday home for us. With the engine of my car rumbling like it had a bad case of wind, I trundled down the narrow and twisting roads into town. Ripper Falls was set in the south west of England on a finger of rock that jutted out into the sea. As a family we had only spent one holiday at the cottage. In the seven years since that time, my mother had been very ill and had done little traveling. I had pretty much forgotten about the cottage until I had come across the deeds to it in my father’s personal effects after his funeral. He had left everything to me and my brother. But I hadn’t returned to Ripper Falls to stake my claim on the cottage. I had come in search of Jack. He had gone missing. Something he had done several times before over the last few years. For months it was like he had simply vanished from existence. But he would always reappear when he ran out of money or needed some kind of help – or to keep a low profile for reasons he never wanted to share with me or our parents. On one occasion he returned with a young woman. At once I believed I had seen her someplace before – but I couldn’t quite figure out where and when. He never brought her to the house we shared with our mother and father. Jack was always mindful to keep her waiting at the end of the garden path, or on the back of the motorbike he rode.

“Don’t leave the young girl waiting out in the cold,” my father would often chide my brother. “Invite her in, why don’t you, for some tea.”

“She doesn’t drink tea,” Jack would often scowl back at him. “Besides, she’s shy.”

“What’s her name?” I would ask, spying at her through the window, trying to place where it was I had met the young woman before. She really was very beautiful with long blond curls onto her shoulders and brilliant blue eyes. 

“It’s got nothing to do with you, Kiera,” my brother would say during his fleeting visits home before disappearing again.

But that was the point, Jack always came home, eventually. He came home for my mother’s funeral, although he hadn’t been at her bedside as she faded away. He hadn’t cried at her funeral, but he had been there. His handsome face, looking drawn, his long, fair hair pulled back into a ponytail, and a baseball cap wedged on the top of his head. The young woman had come with him, but as always she had kept her distance – standing far off on the other side of the graveyard, watching my mother’s coffin being lowered into the ground from behind a row of cracked and worn headstones. And it was as I watched her, I thought perhaps I had finally figured out where I had once seen that young woman before. I had seen her in Ripper Falls, during that summer holiday I had spent with my family. The last place I had been truly happy. 

Jack had met a young girl on that holiday. If my memory served me correctly, she must have been about the same age as Jack had been back then. Both of them would have been seventeen years of age that summer. It was when Jack had started to slope off on his own and be gone for hours. I missed him when he wasn’t around – Jack had always been sweet to me as I’d grown up. No sister could have wished for a better older brother. He had often taken me to the park when my parents had been too busy to do so. He had taken me on trips to the movies, to the funfair. His very first job was a paper-round that he started when he was about fifteen. I could still remember the delight on his handsome face as he came home with his first pay-packet. But instead of spending it all on himself, he had scooped me up into his arms and taken me into town where he had let me choose as many sweets and chocolate bars that I could fit into my tiny hands. He was a perfect brother – or had been. But it was like Ripper Falls changed all the good stuff about him – or perhaps it had been the girl he had met that summer who had changed him – the same girl who years later would stand in the furthest corner of the graveyard and watch us bury our mother. But she hadn’t come to my father’s funeral – and neither had Jack. To be honest, I couldn’t be sure that Jack even knew that our father was dead. After finding my father hanging from the stairs, I’d frantically called my brother. It went straight to answer phone. So I left a garbled message, pleading for him to come home. When he didn‘t call back, I phoned him again. Once more I left a message for him to call me. When he still didn’t reply and the day of the funeral grew closer and closer, I called him up and was met with the answer phone again. “Dad’s dead,” I cried into the phone. “Please, Jack, come home. I don’t want to be alone. I can’t bear the pain. I’m afraid.” I rang off before my tears had gotten the better of me. When after two days I still hadn’t heard from my brother, my heartache and despair turned to anger. How could he not come home? How could he not answer my calls? Could Jack really miss our father’s funeral? And all of those questions were answered as I stood alone at my father’s graveside and watched him being lowered into the ground next to where my mother rested. 

My father had been buried only a matter of hours, when drunk on wine, I rang Jack again and this time, the messages I left weren’t so desperate – just full of anger and pain. “You prick,” I slurred down the phone at him. “I hate you, you selfish dickhead,” I screeched. “I hate you! I hate you! I never want to see you again or that bitch you hang about with!” 

With the phone clutched in my fist and blinded with tears, I collapsed onto the floor in a drunken fit of grief. It took me a week to get myself something close to together and only then did I return back to training school. What else did I have



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
L A"PARANORMAL ROB'A‘A

/ T,IM: z@z ROURKE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





