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MY NAME IS LEIGH RILEY. I'm seventeen years old. I'm standing in front of a church at half past midnight, looking at my corpse.

Yeah, that's right. I'm dead. At least, I think I'm dead. If I'm not dead, I'm having the weirdest out of body experience anyone's ever had. I can't really think of another reason why I would be staring at my broken, twisted, bloody body.

Death has terrible timing. In three weeks, I was going to be a high school graduate. Everyone always said I had a bright future ahead of me. I busted my ass to get into Yale, but none of that matters now. As soon as I was hit by the truck, everything I've ever done was for nothing. 

I turn my attention to the idiots who hit me: Aidan and Geoff. They're both drunk—not that it makes a difference. With or without alcohol, they're awful human beings, and there's no excuse for what they did to me. 

“Shit, man... do you think she's dead?” Geoff squawks. The sound of my bones crunching under his truck's monstrous tires seems to have sobered him up a bit. He moves a bit closer to my motionless body and leans over my face. “Oh shit. I think she is!” 

“Do you think we should call someone?” Aidan asks. He looks a little less panicked than Geoff, but he's no less pale. He probably thinks he's less culpable because he wasn't the driver, but I blame them both. 

“Are you kidding me, man? Hell no!” Geoff shoves him in the direction of the truck. “We've got to get out of here!”

“Seriously?” 

“Uh... yeah. Or do you want everyone to find out we killed a girl?”

“You killed a girl,” Aidan corrects him—but like I said, he's responsible too. Aidan was the one who started pestering me, and Geoff joined in.

Long story short: my best friend wouldn't give me a ride home, so I left her party at midnight. My parents would have been livid if I got home much later than that, but walking alone in the middle of the night was a huge mistake. Geoff pulled up to me, Aidan begged me to get into the truck, and I refused. When I heard the vehicle revving up, I ran into the church parking lot, hoping to escape. 

But I didn't escape. Obviously. When I swerved, they swerved, and before I knew it, I was standing over my lifeless body. I was killed by two of the biggest jerks in high school. 

“Dude, just go!” Geoff insists as he gives his idiot friend another push. “We need to leave. I'm serious. I don't want to spend the rest of my life in prison, bro!”

As I watch them climb into Geoff's truck, I can feel my nose puckering. In my opinion, he deserves to spend the rest of his life in prison. Being dead hasn't really cooled my rage. I thought it would make me more forgiving or loving—or something—but it hasn't. Now, more than ever, I'd like to punch those douchebags in the face. 

“What now?” I whisper to myself as the truck pulls away. I don't see any white light and I don't hear a choir of angels. There's no pearly gate, god, or friendly family member to greet me. I'm not surprised by the last one, because I'm actually the first in my immediate family to die. Believe it or not, all of my grandparents outlived me. I even have a great-grandmother who's still alive. I genuinely don't know any dead people. None. Does that make me lucky or unlucky right now? 

“Leigh?” 

When I hear someone say my name, I heave a lengthy sigh of relief. I don't care who it is, I'm just glad I'm not alone right now.

“Leigh Riley,” the female voice repeats my name. When I turn around, I'm staring into the golden brown eyes of the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. She looks about thirty, give or take a few years. Her skin is deep mahogany, her smile is warm and welcoming, and her hair is a chaos of delightful black coils. She even smells lovely, like vanilla and lavender, but sweeter. No pun intended, but I'm dying to know her. 

“Yeah. I'm Leigh,” I introduce myself, then I ask a question with an obvious answer. “Am I... dead?”

“I don't like the word dead. It suggests an end to your existence, but the fact is... you're still very much alive,” the woman tells me. “You've taken on a new form. A new frequency. You're existing in a different dimension. It's nothing to be afraid of, and it's nothing to mourn. I promise.” 

“O... kay.” I know I sound doubtful. If she wants to convince me, she'll have to try harder, because I'm feeling pretty bummed about this. I don't want to leave my friends and family behind! This is terrible! 

“I suppose I should introduce myself.” The woman suddenly thrusts out a hand. “I'm Amber. The angel, Amber.” 

As I shake her hand, my mind is stuck on a single word. “Angel?” 

“Yes, dear. I'm an angel.” Amber's smile broadens, suggesting a pride in her role. 

“But don't angels have... wings?” I ask.

“Indeed. I do have wings,” Amber assures me. “But most of the time, I don't have them out. They're a bit of a burden, if I'm being honest. They're large and cumbersome, and I rarely need them.” 

“Really?” My forehead crinkles at the thought. “But... I always thought it would be pretty awesome to have wings?”

“Oh, it is. For the first ten minutes,” Amber laughs. Her laughter is one of the most pleasant sounds I've ever heard. It's gentle and smoky. It's exactly the sort of laugh I'd expect from an angel. “You'll eventually have a chance to earn your own wings, and when you do, you'll see what I mean. The novelty wears off.” 

“I can become an angel?” 

“Of course. But you shouldn't get too far ahead of yourself. First, you'll have to become a spirit guide... which, naturally, you'll want to do. Oh!” Amber suddenly points over my shoulder. For the first time, I notice the bald, middle-aged guy sitting on the church steps. For some reason, he's crying. “You should meet your spirit guide, George.”

“Nooo!” George wails. “She shouldn't meet me! I don't deserve it! I failed!” 

“Umm...” Amber nervously nibbles her lip. “That's George. You're not seeing him at his best right now, I'm afraid.”

“Uh huh.” I scratch my head as I watch him sob. “Why's he having a meltdown?”

“I think he believes he's let you down,” Amber explains. “It was his job to protect you and... well...”

“I failed!” the bellowing George repeats. “I failed, I failed, I failed! I'm a complete and total failure! I hate myself!”

“He, uh...” Amber's teeth clench as she struggles to explain my spirit guide's self-loathing. “George hasn't been on his own for very long. In fact, you were his first solo mission, so... I think he's feeling pretty bad about your death.” 

“Bad? I feel awful!” George attempts to clear his blocked nose with a tremendous snort. “I'm so sorry, Leigh! I'm so sorry!” 

I don't want to make George feel worse, so I decide to change the subject. Lowering my voice to a whisper, I ask, “So... those guys who killed me... will they ever be punished for that, or will they get away with it?”

“On earth or in the afterlife?” Amber asks. 

“Umm... both?”

“I'm afraid I can't answer that.” Sensing my disappointment, Amber gives me a pat on the shoulder. “But you shouldn't worry about them. Not yet.”

“How can I not worry about them?” I'm wrestling with a strong need to gouge out their eyes. They've taken away everything. They stole my future. Thanks to them, I'm a sad, dead virgin who never had a boyfriend. Is there anything more pathetic than that? 

“Oh, I don't know. Just... try not to be too upset.”

My eyes roll at Amber's remark. “Seriously, how can I not be upset? What about my family? Will I ever get to see them again?” My little sister is going to be wrecked by this. I'm her best friend. She doesn't really have anyone else.

“Yes. You'll see them again... but you'll have to wait. I know how it feels. Trust me. When I died, I had to leave my husband and child behind. It devastated me. But... now I'm with them all the time.”

“I guess that makes me feel a little bit better.” My shoulders pop into a slight shrug as I try to accept my fate. Behind me, I can still hear George's sobs. I think my spirit guide is taking this way harder than I am. 

“Well then...” Amber begins, “if you have no more pressing questions, it's time to take you away.”

I try to guess our destination. “To... Heaven?” 

“Indeed. That's one name for it. If Heaven is what you call it, that's perfectly acceptable.” Amber smiles at me. “Our destination has many names. Heaven, Nirvana, Elysium, Paradise. The Other Side. We usually refer to it by whatever name makes people comfortable.” 

“What do you call it?” I ask, hoping for some insight.

“What do I call it?” As she repeats my question, Amber's smile morphs into a cheeky grin. “My dear... I call it Home.” 
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CHAPTER TWO
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AS SOON AS AMBER TOUCHES my arm, we shoot into the sky. You know that feeling you get when you go down a roller coaster, and your stomach does a little tumble? That's exactly how I feel right now, but we're going up instead of down.

At the beginning of our ascent, we're engulfed in a blur of white, warm light. The light gradually changes color, from white to gold. 

“Amber!” I gasp. “Amber, where are we going?”

“You'll see. Just try to stay calm, Leigh.” Amber gently squeezes my shoulders. To be honest, I wish she'd squeeze me the entire time. I keep thinking I'm going to slip through her fingers and fall to my death—which is a silly thought, since I'm dead already. 

A few seconds later, we're drifting up a golden elevator shaft, where we pass some of the most enormous quartz crystals I've ever seen in my life. The crystals make a high-pitched, reverberating sound as we glide up the shaft.

When the elevator shaft ends, we're suddenly soaring through space. Everywhere I look, I'm surrounded by endless oceans of stars. In the distance, I can see smoky nebulas in every imaginable color. It's a beautiful sight, but I'm more scared than awed.

Amber must sense my fear, because she suddenly says, “Don't be afraid. Just relax. We're nearly there.” 

At the end of our journey through space, I find myself in Heaven. Literal Heaven. Seriously, this is exactly how I've always imagined it. It's storybook Heaven. When Amber and I finally stop flying, our feet touch down on a blanket of woolly white clouds. Flocks of doves are swirling around us. I'm surrounded by towering gold pillars, and at the top of each pillar, there's a meditating angel. Unlike Amber, these angels have wings. I feel a little dizzy when I look up at them, so I grab Amber's arm to steady myself. 

“Are you alright?” she asks.

“Uh-huh. I'm just feeling a little woozy, I guess.”

“That's alright. That happens to many people when they reach Home for the first time,” Amber  tells me. “The flight can be overwhelming to one's senses.” 

“Uh... yeah. I'm feeling pretty overwhelmed.” Not too far in the distance, I see a silver-white castle with massive, soaring spires. It looks kind of like the castle in Disneyland, which is probably a lame way to describe it, but that's the best comparison my muddled mind can make. Or maybe it looks a little bit like Valhalla from the Thor movies? Either way, it's a pretty awesome sight.

“You're looking at your new dormitory,” Amber calmly informs me.

Unlike her, I'm anything but calm. “The castle? Seriously?” 

“Indeed. I'm sure you'll find it quite agreeable.” Amber gently caresses my shoulder as she steers me in the direction of the fairytale castle. “You've arrived at a good time, by the way. School begins tomorrow.”

“Wait, what? School?” I shriek. Amber's news hits me like a punch in the gut. Not having to go to school was going to be one of death's best perks. 

“Indeed. But it's nothing like school as you know it.” When we reach the castle's towering gate, it opens automatically for us. “There won't be endless notes and pop quizzes, but you will be tested.” 

“Great...” I groan. “I love tests.” 

“It's fun, I promise! Well... most of the time, it's fun.” A tiny giggle slips from Amber's lips as she escorts me down the castle's violet hallways. 

“This is... really weird,” I murmur. 

“You'll get used to it.”

“Yeah... I'm not sure I will,” I politely object. “Does everyone have an experience like this when they get to Heaven, or is mine unique?”

“Oh, yes. Everyone has a similar experience... although... most souls aren't quite so lonely.” Amber's plum-colored lips dip into a pout. “Most are greeted by their departed loved ones, which, as you might guess, is quite comforting. When I passed away, my mother came to greet me, and it was a beautiful reunion. Unfortunately—or fortunately, perhaps—you never lost anyone. There was a great-great-grandfather who expressed an interest in meeting you. I should warn you, though... he's nearly the same age as you, so it might be strange.” 

“My great-great-grandfather died young?” 

“Oh, yes. He was only eighteen,” Amber shares the information with a pitying sigh. “A young soul coming Home is always an unfortunate thing. You have so much more to learn, and you often require more guidance than most.” 

I shake my head at her remark. “I don't think I'll need that much guidance. A lot of people said I was pretty wise for my age.”

“Good. I hope they're correct.” When we reach our destination, Amber throws out an arm, halting my advance. “We're here.”

“Where's here?” I ask. 

Amber directs my attention a plain, white door. “This is it. This is your new room. If it's not to your liking, you're welcome to tell me. You'll have a roommate, of course. We've been looking for an appropriate roommate for Alyx for the last three days, and I think you'll be perfect. We usually try to pair up spirits of a similar age.” 

Before I can ask any questions about my new roommate, Amber throws open the door. When I peek inside, I see a young girl with earbuds. It takes me a few seconds to process that. How does she have earbuds in Heaven? Her hair is short, blue and shaved on the sides, and she's got tons of tattoos and piercings. In other words, she looks much cooler than me.  

“Alyx!” Amber calls to her in a singsong voice. “Alyx Keating, we finally found a roommate for you!”

Alyx pops the buds from her ears and takes a few seconds to assess me. After a long pause, she eventually says, “Cool.” 

“Her name's Leigh.” Amber gives me a gentle push through the doorway. “You girls are the same age, so I'm sure you'll get along great!”

Oh, Amber. Really? For an angel, she seems pretty naive. Being the same age as someone doesn't make you instant friends. Alyx is probably going to think I'm a huge geek. 

“I'm very busy,” Amber tells me as I saunter into my new room, “but I'll be back later to tell you more. You and Alyx should get to know each other. Remember... always be kind!” Amber's smile stretches as her gaze snaps back and forth between me and my new roommate. “Goodbye, girls!”

When the door closes, my stomach drops. Now we have the awkward responsibility of trying to get to know each other. 

“So, uh... what are you listening to?” I try to make conversation with her. She's listening to her music on some kind of divine iPad. It looks like she's holding a piece of square, white light. 

“My favorite band. Regal Crimson,” Alyx says.

I've never heard of them, but I don't tell her that. They're probably popular, so I don't want to look like an idiot. I just nod and say, “Cool.” After a short pause, I ask a question that's been gnawing at me since I entered this room. “So, like... you can listen to music in the afterlife?”

“Oh, yeah. Totally. You can even watch tv and shit.” Alyx points to a big, white screen in the corner of the room. “I've been catching up on all my favorite shows for a few days now. It's been an epic binge. I have zero responsibilities. It's awesome.” 

“Yeah. It sounds awesome,” I agree. 

“I don't know if you'll have as much time to kill, though. We have school tomorrow.”

“Yeah...” I sigh. “That's what I've heard.” I decide to ask another question, and I don't know if this one's appropriate or not. “So, um... how did you die?”

“Suicide.” Alyx answers my question with a shrug, as if it's not a big deal. “I shot myself in the head with my dad's gun.”

“Uh... wow.” My reaction makes me cringe, but what else was I supposed to say? “Do you regret it?”

“No. Not really. My dad was an ass, so I'm glad to get away. Besides, it's not so bad here.” Alyx sticks one bud in her ear, as if to suggest our conversation is nearing its end. “How did you die?” 

“I got hit by a couple of idiots in a truck.”

“Oh, shit. That's not good,” Alyx attempts sympathy. “So... are you pretty bummed about it?”

“Well, I'm definitely not happy.” I glance around our shared bedroom, which is already wallpapered in Regal Crimson posters. I guess Alyx is a pretty rabid fan. 

“Seriously, it's not so bad!” my roommate tries to reassure me. “There's a lot to like. Seriously, the food is amaaaay-zing!” 

“There's food?” I ask. I didn't think my intestines would still require sustenance. 

“Oh, yeah. I mean... you don't need to eat, but you can if you want to. It's not paradise without pizza, am I right?” As we chat, Alyx starts bobbing her head to Regal Crimson, which she's currently blasting into a single ear. I hope she doesn't ask what music I like. If I tell her I like classical, I'll solidify my position as a total nerd. 

“You can get pizza? For real?” I have a lot of questions. I hope she's not too annoyed. So far, she seems friendly enough.

“Oh yeah. You can get all kinds of toppings, too.” Alyx chuckles at my shocked expression. “Oh my god, wait until you try the chocolate here! It... is... insane.” 

I'd love to have some chocolate right now. If Heaven chocolate is even better than chocolate back home, at least I have one reason to get excited.

Still—amazing chocolate hardly makes up for the fact that I won't be seeing my family anymore.

Until I can hug my little sister again, my sadness won't go away. 
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“YOU'RE LATE, LADIES!” 

Unfortunately, Amber's reprimand is for Alyx and me. It's our first day of class, and we're almost five minutes late. It's Alyx's fault. She wanted to teach me how to manifest. Apparently, if you concentrate hard enough, you can make anything appear. But it takes practice. So far, I've only manifested a stick of chewing gum. 

“Sorry, Amber,” I mutter the apology to our frustrated teacher as Alyx and I search for empty seats. There are about twenty students, and we're easily the youngest in the room. As the only late arrivals, we're poor representatives for our age group. 

“Take a seat, please.” As she waits for us to sit, Amber moves behind her desk and dons a pair of glasses. Can you still have bad eyesight in the Spirit World? If so, that kind of sucks. “Before you arrived, I was telling everyone what to expect from the next few days. Oral lessons—lessons that take place within a classroom—will only last for two days. After that, you will be paired with a seasoned spirit guide. We encourage you to take advantage of their knowledge. With your veteran guide at your side, you'll tackle various field tests.” 

In the classroom's front row, a fifty-something Asian man throws up his arm. “Excuse me, Amber?” 

“Yes, Christopher?” Amber sits down and pushes her glasses to the bridge of her nose. 

“Will we all have a different spirit guide, or will we be working in groups?”

“Every student will have their very own guide,” Amber explains. “The guides will be your teachers. They will assist you in learning our methods, and through them, you will hopefully discover your purpose. Ultimately, your goal is to become a spirit guide yourself.”

Alyx blurts out a question without raising her hand. I don't know if it's against rules, but it makes her look bad. “What if we don't want to be a spirit guide?”

“Oh, you will want to! It's very fulfilling work!” Amber exclaims. “I've never met a single soul who wasn't enriched by the process.”

“But seriously...” As she leans forward in her chair, Alyx is chomping on the piece of chewing gum I manifested. “What if I'm the first soul who just isn't into it?”

“I encourage you to give it a chance, Alyx. There's nothing more fulfilling than helping a human in need.”

Alyx leans closer to my chair and whispers, “Is it just me, or is she basically avoiding my question?” 

I answer her with a nod, then my eyes drift around the room, studying the students' faces. About half of them are over the age of seventy. A few students look like they're in their fifties or sixties. One guy looks like he's about thirty, which makes me wonder what happened to him. Every race is equally represented, but there are more males than females. 

“Throughout your mortal life, whether you knew it or not, you were always assisted by your guides and angels,” Amber tells us. “These beings were your greatest fans. They loved and admired you, and they wanted the very best for you.”

“Bullshit,” Alyx whispers to me again. “I wasn't feeling very loved when I blew my own head off.” 

“A guide's job is to steer every human toward their ideal life path. You must discover what your human wants and help them achieve their goals. However, it is not your job to judge their goals. Regardless of your personal feelings, it is your duty to help them succeed.”

Alyx speaks up again. She's obviously the rebel of the class. “But what if you've been assigned to, like... Charles Manson? You have to help him be a dick?” 

Amber's eyelashes flutter. I don't think she was expecting a question like that. “W-Well... only a few humans are truly wicked, Miss Keating. If you happen upon one, use your own judgment, and try to set him on a different path. We mustn't give up on anyone, even the wicked.” 

“So basically... if you're a rapist's guide, you just have to stand there and watch him rape, and then keep on helping him?” 

“Your human's mistakes are his to make, and every human makes them.” Amber is still smiling, but she's clearly struggling with Alyx's questions. “If you're truly unhappy with the human you've been assigned to, you can always request a transfer.”

“But someone's going to be saddled with the rapist, right? Or can you leave him guideless?” Alyx flashes a grin in my direction. I think she likes to see Amber flounder.

“No one is left... guideless.” Amber sneers at Alyx's invented word. “And no human is truly without hope. As I said, you should try to set them on the appropriate path, and—”

“I dunno,” Alyx shrugs. “I think Hitler seemed pretty hopeless.”

“Alyx!” I hiss at my roommate. “Behave!” 

Amber chastises her—which is totally a surprise. Apparently, even an angel's patience can be tested. “For now, Miss Keating, keep your ears open and your mouth shut.” 

Judging from Alyx's smug smile, the reprimand doesn't faze her. 

“By now, some of you have probably discovered the joys of manifesting,” Amber continues. “In the Spirit World, we want your life to be as easy and joyful as it can possibly be. Everything is quite literally within your grasp. Jophiel?”

All of a sudden, a second teacher appears in the room. And... wow. He's easily the most beautiful man I've ever laid eyes on. His hair is literally the color of sunshine, and his blue eyes make oceans look dull. He's got the longest eyelashes I've ever seen on a guy, and his face is splattered with freckles. He's adorable. 

“This is Archangel Jophiel,” Amber introduces him. “He will assist me in teaching the manifestation process. If you want to be a successful spirit guide, this is one of the most important lessons you'll ever learn.” 

I can't stop staring at Jophiel. I didn't know men could be that beautiful. But he is an angel, so I guess it makes sense.

“Oh my god...” I whisper to Alyx. “He's too gorgeous.” 

“He's cute,” my shrugging roommate apathetically agrees. “I think Amber's hotter, though. But uh... I think I probably pissed her off. Oh well.” 

Jophiel looks older than me. He's got the face of a twenty-something, but I don't think it matters anymore. If he's an angel, for all I know, he could be a million years old. 

When Jophiel finally speaks, I swoon. He's got a British accent. Why, God, did he have to have a British accent? 

“Everyone start by trying to manifest something simple,” Jophiel instructs us in a voice that practically melts my ears. “Attempt to manifest something as trite as an apple. Open your hand, hold out your palm, and focus. You need to visualize it in your hand. Imagine how it looks, and imagine how it might feel.”

Alyx is the class' first success. She easily manifests a Royal Crimson poster and holds it up for everyone to see.

“Show off,” I snort. I keep staring at my open palm, but nothing's happening. I'm hopeless. I can't even squeeze out a stick of gum this time.

“I've manifested, like, a hundred of these posters,” Alyx brags. “I guess I'm a natural.” She raises the poster to her lips and kisses the band's lead singer. 

All of a sudden, a banana peel appears in my hand. Not a banana—just the peel. “Oh no...” 

When he hears me whimpering, Jophiel practically runs to my chair. “Were you trying to manifest a banana?”

The way he says banana is so cute, it makes me want to cry. “Uh huh. But I failed. Obviously.”

“Try again,” Jophiel encourages me. “If you're struggling, try to remember how a banana tastes. Try to visualize it with a few spots. If you visualize the banana with as many details as you possibly can, it's easier.”

“Yeah. He's right,” Alyx, my cocky friend, agrees. A few seconds later, she manifests a pillow shaped like a poop emoji.

“Oh my god, Alyx!” I exclaim, chuckling at her choice. “Why would you want to manifest that?” 

“I don't know. Why not?” Alyx's head crashes into her new pillow. “I should probably shut up, though. I'm killing your concentration.”

“Indeed. Manifesting does require a great deal of concentration,” Jophiel agrees. “What's your name, love?”

Holy crap. The ridiculously hot angel just called me love. Even though I'm dying on the inside, I'm trying to look cool on the outside. 

“I, uh... I'm Leigh.”

“Take a deep breath, Leigh. Relax your shoulders.” When Jophiel leans over me, I catch a whiff of his heavenly body. For some reason, he smells like mint. “Is your banana curved or straight?”

“Curved,” I reply.

“Is your banana—” Before he can finish his question, a small, spotted banana suddenly appears in the palm of my hand. “Aha! You did it. Well done.” Jophiel flashes such a gorgeous smile, I would probably die if I wasn't dead already. “Keep practicing, and I'm sure you'll master it in no time.”

“Thanks for helping me...” I whisper as he walks away. After my encounter with Jophiel, I'm pretty sure my cheeks will be eternally blushing.

“I bet you wish you could manifest his banana,” Alyx teases me. “The banana in his pa—”

I have to interrupt her. “Oh my god, please stop! I swear, if you finish that sentence, I'm going to manifest a mallet and whack you on the head!” 

“Hey, I'm only speaking the truth,” Alyx says with a wink. “You want his body. It's okay. It's nothing to be ashamed of.” 

As soon as every student has performed a successful manifestation, Amber moves on to the next part of our lesson. She teaches us how to see auras. Apparently, mine is pale green and Alyx is red. Jophiel's aura is a bright golden yellow, while Amber's is brownish-orange. I have no idea what any of this means, but it's pretty cool to see. 

“Now...” Amber speaks up, “It's time to introduce your potential spirit guide partners. Give them a warm welcome, please!” 

When our teacher claps her hands, twenty very different people shuffle into the room. Oddly enough, most of them are in period clothing. There are only a few guides in clothes from the twenty-first century, including an old white woman with wacky red hair. There's a handsome guy dressed in Victorian clothes. There's a black girl dressed up like a 1920's flapper—and she looks pretty amazing. There's a middle-aged guy dressed up like a railroad engineer. There's a cowboy, a geisha, and a samurai. The samurai looks really young. 

“Whoooa...” Alyx whispers to me. “I wasn't expecting that. I feel like it's Halloween up in here.”

“Yeah. Totally.” 

“Which one do you want?” Alyx asks. “If you got to choose your spirit guide, which one would you pick?”

“I... don't know.” My eyes dart from the flapper to the cowboy to the samurai. They all look like interesting people. 

To be honest, though, I wish I could choose Jophiel. 
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ON THE SECOND DAY OF school, another guest teacher graces us with his presence. It's none other than Nikola Tesla, the famous inventor. As he walks around the classroom, I'm a little transfixed by how long and skinny his legs are.

“When I was in the mortal world, I once said... if you want to know the secrets of the universe, think in terms of energy, frequency and vibration. This is still true. If you want to connect with your human charges, you must endeavor to match their vibration.”

I'm trying to take notes, but my eyelids feel heavy. I don't know why. Without the burden of a physical body, I no longer require sleep. I think there's something about Tesla's accent that relaxes me. If he was one of my high school teachers, I'd probably fall asleep on my desk.

“As you already know...” Tesla continues, “it will be your job to figure out the wants and needs of your charges. If you're lucky, their desires will be obvious. If you aren't lucky, you'll have to get in their heads. To do this, you and your charge must be a vibrational match. There are many ways to succeed at this. Crystals are one way to facilitate the communication process. All of you will be provided with a quartz crystal wand. Holding the wand will occasionally result in a glimpse of your human's thoughts.”

I take notes, even though Tesla's lecture makes no sense to me. When I look over at Alyx, her eyes are closed. She's not even trying to make sense of it.

“If your human charge prays or meditates, that may also assist communication,” Tesla continues. “The process alters their brain waves, and you'll be able to hear their thoughts more clearly.”

“Ugh,” Alyx quietly complains—in a voice only I can hear. “This is so boring. I'd rather be playing a video game right now.”

“You can play video games here?” I whisper the question.

“Yeah. Why's that surprising? You can get anything, remember? I just manifested a copy of Soul Dragon 4 the other day. I can't play the online mode, but I'm still enjoying it.”

When Amber clears her throat, it takes me a moment to realize she's clearing her throat for us. I don't want another reprimand, so I clap a hand over my lips and focus on my notes.

“If your human reaches a state of deep meditation, you can even communicate back to them. They can hear your voice,” Nikola Tesla tells us. “Unfortunately, this is quite rare, so don't expect it to happen anytime soon.” 

I wonder if it would be possible to contact my parents? Could I tell them I'm alright? Could I tell my sister I miss her? It's an interesting thought, but my family's not into meditation, so I guess I'm out of luck. 

Amber rises from her chair and continues Tesla's lesson. “Every now and then,” she begins, “you will want to remind the mortals that you're
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