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I pulled up outside the house. Blue lights flashed and a sinking feeling crept over me. Great. Just great. I’d hoped this would be an easy night. Maybe nab a bad guy or two, so I could get home for dinner with my daughter. I didn’t get to see Olivia much since she had started working at a college nightclub.

I pulled into an empty space and checked my phone. The human police had contacted me before they had called anyone else in. Their message had said it was urgent, but they hadn’t given me any specifics. I knew the Elven enforcers and the fae trackers would be pissed off when they heard that. The thought made me smile.

As a fae private investigator, I often worked both fae and Elven cases since my office was bang smack in the middle of their territories in Colchester, the supernatural hotspot of England.

I ran a hand through my long purple hair and wondered if I should turn on my glamour spell to hide my features. Having long lilac-coloured hair, pointed ears, grey eyes, and large rainbow-coloured gossamer wings made me stand out. Although my wings were concealed underneath my long beige trench coat. Yet since the humans had been the ones to call me here, I decided not to activate the glamour. Instead, I made sure my weapons were hidden under my coat, then climbed out the car.

A young, rather green looking human policeman stood guard by the door. His uniform looked so crisp and shiny I almost laughed. Clearly he was a newbie. “Who are you?” He eyed me up and down with a frown.

I held up my private investigator badge and clipped it onto the lapel of my trench coat. “Nina Morgan, private investigator. I’m supposed to be here.” I pushed past him when I spotted a short, balding detective at the door. “Al, what you got for me?” 

Al Green, a detective in Colchester’s Homicide and Major Crimes Department, gave me a grim look. “Good to see you, Nina, thanks for coming on such short notice. But I need your help on this one. A murder has taken place here. The worst thing is there is a fae, and an elf involved.” 

I groaned. Wonderful, this was a shit storm waiting to happen.

“Are the victims male or female?” I took out my notepad. “Any idea who they are?”

“One elf male. One young fae female who is still alive. We’re not sure if she’s a victim or suspect yet.”

I swore under my breath. “This is a nightmare.” I shoved my hair off my face. Now I understood why they’d called me. The human police wouldn’t be equipped to deal with this kind of thing. The fae and elves would fight for dominion over this case.

“That’s why I called you. I’m not getting anything from the girl. She is at the station, but I can’t keep this under wraps for long,” Al said. “Nina, can you talk to her? Get a statement before the elves get here. I haven’t called either the fae or the elves in yet.”

“You know how much trouble I could get in for that,” I hissed.

I had been a copper on and off for decades, more decades than I could remember. The job had been everything until one bad case. Since then I had run my own business. As a private investigator, both cops and the enforcers still called on me for help sometimes since I’d worked with fae, humans and elves.

“You’re still technically an enforcer among the fae. Which means you could talk to her.” Al gripped my shoulders. “Please, Nina. Someone needs to find out what happened here. As soon as the elves find out one of their own is involved, they will take control of this and put the kid away whether she is guilty or not.”

I hesitated. I could lose my licence for this. Both the fae and the elves would come down on me hard if I stepped too far out of line. The elves would be harsher if they thought a fae had killed one of their kind. So I understood where Al was coming from.

“Okay, I’ll talk to her,” I told him. “But it will have to be brief. Do you mind if I check the scene first? Is the body still here?”

“Yeah, the bosses have all been too busy arguing about who to call first.”

I grinned, finally, some good news.

I headed inside and got to work examining the scene. Once inside, I pulled my camera out and snapped several shots. I wished I could take some evidence samples, but photos were the best I would get. Both the elves and the fae would be pissed off if I interfered with the scene in any way.

I spread my hands with sealant so I could touch things without leaving any trace of my being there.

I headed over to the body. My powers gave me impressions. I couldn’t detect full on emotions or have visions the way my daughters could. Iciness washed over me and it had nothing to do with the body or the blood stains in the room. Dark magic had been used here. Unlike anything I’d ever felt before. That couldn’t be good. Too bad I couldn’t have longer to figure out what it had been.

The elf’s glassy eyes stared back at me. He had stab wounds and burns. I didn’t know much about the girl they had found, yet I’d like to know what kind of power she might have.

If the killer had fire, why stab him? It seemed like overkill to me.

I spotted a cage in the corner with blood on the edges of the bars. Goddess, what happened here?

I touched the cage, and fear rolled over me. Interesting. But I couldn’t be sure whether it was residual emotion from the victim, the girl, or someone else. Throwing caution to the wind, I took a few samples. To hell with it. I needed all the help I could get on this case. Besides, the police had probably already taken samples, anyway. They wouldn’t let any supernaturals out do them.

I took a few swabs, then pocketed the samples. 

“Did you get anything?” Al asked when he came back in. 

“It’s too early to know yet. I’d better go.” I headed to the door. “How long have I got with the kid?”

Al shrugged. “Maybe half an hour at most. We can’t stall much longer. They’re about to come and get the body so you don’t have long.”

“Half an hour?” I shook my head. “Geez, it takes me at least a week to get my kids to clean up after themselves. I’ll need a miracle then.”

I headed to the local police station. I’d already lost five minutes just driving there. One of these days I’d get my hands on one of those transportation bracelets that fae mobility used. But they were damn expensive and well above my pay level.

The door buzzed as a uniformed officer opened the interview room door for me. A girl with long, black messy hair sat huddled in a chair with a sick blanket wrapped around her. She looked around sixteen. Maybe a couple of years younger than my daughter, Cassie.

“Hi there,” I said. “I’m Nina Morgan, a private investigator. Well, I used to be an enforcer but that’s a long story.” I placed a mug of hot chocolate on the table. “I thought you might like this.”

The girl’s dark eyes flicked to the mug, then she looked away again.

“Do you have a name?” I sat down in the seat opposite. The clock above us ticked away. Reminding me I only had minutes before the shit hit the fan.

It had been so long since I’d interviewed people like this. Nowadays, I just grabbed fugitives and took pictures of cheaters. Infidelity was rife among the supernaturals, too.

“Look, I’m not copper. I’m not a detective here to arrest you,” I told her. “I just need to know what happened.”

The girl didn’t move.

“I can get you something else to drink if you’d like. Tea? Coffee? Water?” I arched an eyebrow at her. “I chose chocolate because it’s something my daughter loves. She freaks out if there is none in the house.” I stared at the girl’s feet propped up on the table and noticed numbers written on one of the soles. “You’re a foster kid, aren’t you?” I’d seen enough of them over the years to recognise one.

Her eyes widened.

“My daughters were both adopted. Olivia, my eldest, used to write the number of homes she’d been in on her shoes too.” I gave her a faint smile.

The girl put her feet down and said nothing.

My phone buzzed with a text message that said: The girl’s name is Lucy Grey. Got a hit on her. Has she said anything? 

“Lucy? That’s a pretty name.” I shoved my phone back in my pocket. 

“How do you know that?” She finally spoke up.

“I had a hit on you. It says, she went missing from a group home a few days ago.”

“Are they going to send me to prison?” Lucy pulled the blanket tighter around herself.

“No—I don’t know.” I did not. Elf and fae laws didn’t have much love for foster kids either. The longer Lucy didn’t talk, the worse it would be for her.

Supernaturals weren’t like humans. They didn’t believe in the whole innocent until proven guilty thing. 

“Lucy, I need to know what happened to you. How did you end up in that house?”

Lucy sniffed. “They took me and forced a creature inside me.”

“What creature?”

Lucy shook her head. “The darkness.”
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I stared at the girl, mouth agape. “What darkness? What are you talking about?” I furrowed my brow.

“It comes, and it consumes you.” Lucy shuddered.

I rubbed my temples and glanced at the clock for about the millionth time. I knew my time would soon be up. Then they would take Lucy away, and the fae and elves would fight for control over her.

I would never get another shot at her. Lucy tugged at something in me. She reminded me of my daughters. Especially my youngest, Cassie. I had found her at a murder scene too. But I pushed those awful memories away.

My phone vibrated in my pocket. Time was up.

“Yeah? I’ll be out—”

“Mum, it’s me. I really need to talk to you.” Olivia sounded like she was in tears.

“Liv?” My eyes widened. I hadn’t expected her to call. “What’s wrong?”

My heart raced. I didn’t want to lose what little time I had left with Lucy. At the same time, I couldn’t hang up on my daughter either.

“Mum, I screwed up. The elf necromancer they found, Jared. I—I was involved with him.”

I almost dropped the phone. “You what?” I ran a hand through my hair. “Goddess, Liv, I can’t talk right now. I’ll call you back soon.”

“But Mum—”

“I have to go. Talk soon.” I hung up and turned back to Lucy. “What darkness were you talking about? If something bad happened to you, you need to tell me.”

Lucy shrank back in her seat. “I don’t remember.”

“If I take you out of here, will you tell me everything you know?” I glanced at my watch.

Lucy’s eyes widened. “What?”

“I can get you out of here. Keep the elves and the fae off you for a few hours at most. That’s the only time I will have.” I knew I’d get in trouble for this, but I wasn’t an enforcer anymore, so it wasn’t as if I would lose my job over it.

I had to find out what happened to this kid. If I just let her be handed over, I’d be stonewalled all the way. If I didn’t do this now, I’d never find out what happened. Worse still, I dreaded to think what would happen if they did charge Lucy with murder. Or what they might do to Liv. 

What kind of mess had Liv got herself into? How could she be involved with that elf necromancer?

I pushed those thoughts away and took out my phone. “Liv, can you meet me at the front of the police station in the next couple of minutes?”

Liv sniffed. “Yeah, why?”

“Good. I need you to pull my car up at the front and be ready to floor it when I get there. Okay?”

“Okay, Mum. Be right there.”

I almost breathed a sigh of relief when Liv didn’t question me. Dialling another number, I headed outside to make a quick call. One that I didn’t want Lucy to overhear.

“Lucy, will you come with me?” I gave her hopeful look when I walked back into the interrogation room.

“And go where?” Lucy furrowed her brow.

“Just somewhere safe so we can talk.”

“The elves are gonna take me away, aren’t they?”

“Not if I can help it. I promise, I’ll do whatever I can to help you, but we need to leave now.”

To my surprise and relief, Lucy got her feet. “Let’s go.”

I kept my senses on alert as I wrapped my trench coat around Lucy to keep her warm.

Liv texted to say she was there and ready with the car.

I put a protective hand on Lucy as we headed down the hall.

“I’ll be leaving now, Al,” I told the detective. “The fae council have ordered me to bring her in.” I put a piece of paper on his desk that I’d glamoured to look like an official summons from the council.

Al glanced at it and frowned. “What about the elves? They said they were gonna send a couple of enforcers over here.”

My heart lurched. “Give them this.” I motioned towards the paper. “I can’t have that.”

If the summons was real, I knew the elves would block it every step of the way. I didn’t have time for that.

“See you later,” I added and guided Lucy towards the double doors.

“Stop!” someone called out.

I froze. I would know that voice anywhere.

Cal Thornton. An Elven enforcer.

Crap!

Why did he have to arrive now? Why did it have to be him, of all people? The last thing I wanted to do was tango with Cal. It had been a few years since we’d seen each other, but I knew how he worked.

“Keep going,” I whispered to Lucy and pretended not to have heard him. By the time we reached the doors, I heard footsteps running behind us.

“Nina!” Cal yelled.

I pushed my way through the double doors and booked it towards the car. “Rhombus!” I raised my hand and a glowing field of energy formed around the entire police station. It wouldn’t stop Cal, but it would at least slow him down.

Lucy jumped in the back seat of my battered Honda and I jumped in the driving seat. Liv sat in the front passenger seat, looking nervous.

I didn’t bother putting my seatbelt on. I put the car in gear and put my foot to the floor. The car vroomed as it shot through Colchester’s crowded streets. “Slombe,” I said, and Lucy slumped into the back seat.

“Why did you put her to sleep?” Liv asked. “What’s going on, Mum?”

“That’s the girl I found at the crime scene where Jared’s body was found.” I blew out a breath and yanked on my seatbelt. “I just took her from custody, Elvin enforcers can’t take her.”

Liv’s mouth fell open. “What? Mum, you’ll get in serious trouble for that. What the hell were you thinking?”

“Something wasn’t right at that crime scene. I couldn’t let them take her. She’s fae. The Elven Council will lock her up, whether she is guilty or not.” I gripped the steering wheel tighter. “I didn’t know you were involved either. Tell me everything you know. Right now.”

A tear dripped down her cheek. “Jared and I were sleeping together. I knew he was involved in some pretty dark magic but that’s it.” Liv glanced back at Lucy. “How do you know she didn’t kill him? She was there.” 

“I don’t know if she did, but she’s traumatised. I didn’t have enough time to question her.”

“You took her?” Liv stared at me, mouth agape. “Mum, you’re really going to be in the shit for this.”

“Don’t worry about me. I can take care of myself, and I will hand her over to the fae authorities. But first, I need to find out what really happened. They will want to question you too.”

Liv shook her head. “Jared and I were discreet. How could they know about us?”

I gave my daughter a hard look. “They will find out sooner or later. I taught you better than to be that naïve.”

Liv rolled her eyes. “Sorry for not being Cassie. She’d know how to cover her tracks.”

I leaned over and took her hand. “We’ll get through this. I promise. We just need to stick together and lie low.”

“Won’t they be following your car?”

“I have a pretty good glamour spell on my car. They won’t be able to trace it. We’ll be okay once we get to the safe house.”

“Won’t the trackers be after you, though?” Liv frowned. “You’re taking a big risk for this girl.”

“I called in a favour. An old friend is buying me some time with them. But I doubt we’ll have more than one night, at most.”

Liv and I didn’t say anything as we drove out of Colchester and left the town’s shining lights behind us.
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The safe house in the centre of Eldry Woods finally came into view. This place wasn’t on any map, and I’d used heavy wards and glamours to shield it. Only me and my daughters knew of its existence. I also always use magic on people, so they forgot about the place after they’d been there. The spell was woven into the fabric of the house’s wards.

As we drove into the garage, I breathed a sigh of relief and the door closed behind us. I turned off the engine and climbed out. “Are you sure there’s nothing else you know about Jared?” I frowned at Liv. “What kind of stuff was he in into?”

Liv shook her head. “I don’t know. I—I only spent time with him for sex. We weren’t anything more than that.”

“And what about Hannah? Did she know about your affair?” I knew the enforcers would want to question Liv’s girlfriend. It was a shame I didn’t have time to question her myself.

Liv winced at the mention of Hannah. “This is nothing to do with her. She is not involved.” She pushed her long hair off her face and pulled her large purple wings around herself. “I made a mistake. I know that, but I didn’t have anything to do with his death.”

I stared at her for a moment longer. I never thought I’d have to view my daughter as a suspect. But I couldn’t be a mother in that instant. I had to think like an enforcer. No, I didn’t sense any deceit from Liv. The girl had been with me on and off since she was five. It didn’t matter she was twenty-four now.

I gave her quick hug. “We’ll get through this. We all make mistakes.”

“Not like this.” Liv sniffed and blinked back tears. “I was using him because he had a lot of connections to people in the Elven world. You know how much I want to start a club. I can’t do that in Colchester, there’s too many disputes over who owns what territory.”

Liv always did whatever it took to get what she wanted. I had taught her that. I just hadn’t expected Liv to go that far, though.

“Help me get Lucy inside the house. I need to find out what she knows. Do not tell her about your involvement with Jared. I don’t want to risk triggering her.”

Together we carried Lucy into the house and laid her on the sofa in the lounge. I went off to make some tea.

“Now you let me do the talking,” I told Liv. “You’re not to be involved in this, are we clear?”

Liv slumped into the armchair. “Crystal, Mum... I won’t interfere, so talk away.”

I did one last check to make sure the house’s wards and protections were in place. Having the
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