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I still couldn’t believe my soul ended up in the body of a killer. But I hadn’t had much of a choice. It was either move on to the other side or be stuck as an earthbound spirit. Neither of those options appealed to me.

Instead, my friend, a spirit witch, put me into the body of the witch who had killed me. Ironic if you think about it. But I was still alive. I couldn’t say I liked my new body much. My true body had been part fae, part elf and part witch, had wings and could fly. Now I was grounded. Stuck in the body of a witch with dark magic. Yet I still had my empathic and slayer powers, plus Callie’s shadow power. I thought they would have died with her, but I guess not.

Since I had changed, Avery and I had been travelling around. In truth, I’d never wanted to be a slayer. I had hidden my true abilities my whole life. Even from my sister, Cassie.

Since then, I’ve been hunting demons and trying to find out more about my birth mum’s murder. I knew another witch had come from the Nether realm to kill her. So far, I hadn’t found much else about who that might be. My memories of the night my mum died were vague.

I didn’t know what being stuck in this body meant either. Was I dead? Just living on borrowed time? Was I living the life Callie would have had? None of it made sense anymore. Only Avery had kept me sane over the past few months. This was new for her too. She had never put a spirit into a dead body before. She couldn’t bring the dead back to life. The only way she had been able to save me was by transferring my spirit into a different body. Maybe my slayer abilities had prevented my spirit from moving on? I couldn’t tell.

That night I went out to hunt monsters. One good thing about being Callie Wilson; she had a reputation for hunting monsters. And people paid her, or rather me, for it. Avery came along on hunts sometimes too. But she’d been doing admin stuff when people hired us. Something I wasn’t good at.

What I needed was to be on Elfhame Academy Island. Elfhame was close to the Nether realm but getting there wasn’t so easy. You had to have paperwork and pay a hefty fee to get onto the island if you didn’t attend the academy. I couldn’t use any ID that Callie had because she had got in trouble with the law a few times.

I had saved up enough money to get a fake ID. My mum had once got Avery a new identity. So I’d used the same guy she had to get one for Callie Morgan. No one would know me in Elfhame.

The local graveyard was my new hangout spot. Elves sometimes became Drow after they died. Or they gave into the darkness and lost their souls. Sometimes Drow came over through the Nether realm due to the break in the veil that had once separated the supernatural realms from the human realm.

I plonked myself on a tombstone and waited. Callie had a nice collection of knives, so I clutched one.

This felt a world away from my old life. Once I’d been a singer and model. Or was. That all dried up when I hit my mid-twenties. Then I’d been studying at Elfhame Academy and working shifts at my aunt’s nightclub. About a year ago I started having flashbacks about my mum and I had been obsessed with finding out what really happened to her. Even slept with a necromancer to get his help. People blamed me for his death.

That stung, but I couldn’t say I wasn’t responsible in some ways.

My mind drifted back to Cassie and the last time I’d seen her. She had looked happy to me. That had relieved me. My whole family thought me dead, and I had to keep it that way. Better they think that than anyone finding out the truth.

Maybe I could have told them. They would have stood by me, I think. But if the elves found out I’d have been sentenced to death or locked up for life. Necromancy was outlawed by all supernaturals. As was a soul living in someone else’s body.

Something tore me out of my thoughts as it lunged towards me and knocked me to the ground.

Now what?

The air left my lungs in a whoosh.

A Drow. Great.

It had blue skin, dark hair and a muscular body.

I kicked him away from me and he crashed against a headstone.

Goody, time for some fun. I couldn’t deny I enjoyed a good fight now. Maybe repressing my slayer powers for twenty-five years had caught up with me.

The Drow leapt up and lunged for me again.

I kicked him and held a knife to his throat. “Okay, blue boy. I want to talk.”

The Drow growled and sent me flying with a wave of his hand.

Wincing, I gripped my knife then threw it at him. The blade embedded itself in his chest and he slumped to the ground, dead. Typical, he could have put up more of a fight.

I groaned and took out my phone.

The only way I had of getting news about Nina (my adoptive mum and biological aunt) and my sister was online. Too bad neither of them posted on social media much. As private investigators they knew how easy it was for people to learn stuff about them from social media and only had the bare essentials online.

Cassie had a private account only a few people knew about. It didn’t take me long to pull it up and I used Avery’s account to follow her. Cassie had been going to Elfhame Academy. There were pics of her with Lucy Grey and Ivy Blue, the two girls Jared had almost killed. They were roommates and went to the academy from what I could tell.

Odd. I hadn’t seen her this happy for a long time. Judging by the photos of her with Ash, her childhood friend and an elven enforcer, I guessed she’d become a slayer again.

Nina kept her away from that. I’d been happy to stay away from it too. Being a slayer brought nothing but death. If Cassie was slaying again, I needed to be there to keep an eye on her.

When I got back to Avery’s flat, I told her I needed to get to Elfhame.

She frowned at me. “How? The elves would never let us through.”

“I know someone who can get me new ID. There are answers there but I need to be there for Cassie,” I told her. “She’s a slayer again.”

“So are you,” Avery pointed out.

“Yeah, but I could keep an eye on her there. Whoever killed my mum could come for her. Plus, I don’t have my full slayer abilities in this body.”

“We’d better get moving then.”

My mouth fell open. “You’re coming with me? But —"

“Of course I am.” Avery kissed me. “We’re in this together.”
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I held my breath as me and Avery appeared on the bridge that led into Elfhame. The last time I’d been here I’d been headed to the academy. That felt like a lifetime ago now. I’d been someone else back then. Before I met Jared and screwed up my life. But I couldn’t change any of it. So there was no point dwelling on the past.

Avery squeezed my hand. “Relax, you’ll be fine.”

I had dyed Callie’s hair black and put on sunglasses and a hat to hide my true appearance. If we didn’t make it through security, I’d never get to Elfhame.

What if they recognised me? What if they arrested me? My mind raced and my heart pounded as we moved further down the line of people waiting to cross over.

It was time for students to go back to the academy for the start of the new term. I had forgotten about that.

I let go of Avery’s hand and braced myself as an elven guard came over.

“ID?” He held out his hand.

Avery handed hers over first, and he scrutinised it before turning to me. I handed over my new driving licence.

The guard took it and stood forever staring at it.

Oh no. Had he realised it was fake? They hadn’t spent that long looking at Avery’s one.

Crap!

Avery, we need to get out of here, I told her in thought.

Relax, everything’ll be okay.

The guard called another guard over and he examined it.

“Avery,” I hissed. We need to go.

We can’t outrun them.

We could if you use a ley line.

Avery shook her head. I can’t. Ley lines here are blocked and there are barriers in place to prevent anyone from using them to get to Elfhame.

“Is something wrong?” I kept my voice even despite my pounding heart rate.

The guard’s gaze flickered to me, then said, “Are you related to Nina Morgan?”

Crap. I shouldn’t have used my real surname. How could I have been so stupid?

“No, why?”

“Her daughter is a murderer. We can’t be too careful.” The guard stamped my paperwork and handed it back with my ID.

My mouth almost fell open, but I grabbed it and yanked Avery forward.

As we crossed the bridge, my body (Callie’s body) became weightless and bright light floated past us. I couldn’t breathe again until we reappeared in a bright forest. I gulped in air and stumbled.

“We’re really here.” Avery beamed. “I can’t believe we’re back.”

“Don’t get too excited. That was the first hurdle. We’ve still got to get to the academy’s island.”

People moved up ahead of us.

“Let’s follow them. There’s a transportation stone around here somewhere.” I drew away when Avery reached for my hand. We can’t hold hands around elves. We’ll draw unwanted attention to ourselves.

Avery’s shoulders slumped. “Okay.”

We walked along with a bunch of elves and other supernaturals. I kept my head down. Avery had her hair tucked under a baseball cap and put on jeans and a jacket to cover her numerous tattoos. We couldn’t afford to draw any attention to ourselves. I was nervous enough already. Avery and I had talked about what we’d do once we got to the island. We couldn’t enrol as students as it was too late for that. We had to get jobs and find somewhere to live since the island housed people who went to and worked at the academy. We would have to blend in. Our new IDs would only go so far.

We finally reached a huge standing stone. An elven guard stood beside it. Crap! They were patrolling the stones now too? They didn’t do that when I went to the academy.

Damn it. We didn’t have any paperwork to get to the academy. Mine hadn’t been checked until I got to the island the last time I’d been there.

We need to go, I told Avery. We can’t get on the island without paperwork.

But how else will we get close to the Nether realm?

“Let me try something.” I fumbled around in my bag for my work papers. I pulled them out and held it up to the guard with my new ID.

The guard glanced at my papers, then waved us through.

Buzzing echoed around us as we passed through the standing stone.

Avery gasped. “I can’t believe that worked.”

“Good thing the guards aren’t as picky here as the ones on the bridge.”

“Now what? If we stay here, we’ll need somewhere to stay and work.”

“I’m sure my aunt will give us jobs. We can’t tell her who we are, though. Obviously. But listen, you can go to the club and talk to my aunt. I’ve got to find Cassie.”

“Will your aunt talk to me?”

“Tell her you knew me as Liv. Talk about me and how Nina helped you. That should win her over.”

“Be careful.” Avery gave me a quick kiss and walked off.

My heart swelled. I didn’t know how I would have got through this without her.

Following the other students, I headed into the castle’s great hall where everyone gathered for the assembly. I put a glamour spell on to hide my appearance. Sure, Cassie wouldn’t know who I was, but I didn’t want anyone else to recognise me either.

Heading over to the corner, I stood and waited until I finally spotted Cassie walk in with Ivy and Lucy. She laughed as she walked along with them and her dragon, Murphy, flew along behind her.

My heart stopped. She looked happy. Although I knew me ‘dying’ would have hurt her. She hadn’t curled up
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