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​​Chapter 1

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.”

​​Chapter 2

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.

​​Chapter 3

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 elves after us made me uneasy.

I waved my hand. “Wako.”

Lucy’s eyes fluttered open.

I’m sensing a lot of fear from her, Liv told me in thought.

We had empathic abilities similar to each other’s. Still, I wished Cassie were there since she sometimes had visions. Cassie might have been able to say something that could help, but since she wasn’t we would have to make do.

“Where am I?” Lucy scrabbled up into a sitting position. “What’s going on?”

“You fell asleep in the car. It’s okay, you’re somewhere safe.” I gave her a reassuring smile. “This is my daughter, Olivia.”

“Where am I?” Lucy repeated. 

I sat down in the second armchair. “Lucy, you need to tell me what happened to you. I told you I’d keep you safe, and I will.”

“The elves are coming after me.” Lucy shot her a glare. “I have to go.”

“You don’t need to run. This place is safe.” Liv grabbed the girl’s arm and used her power to calm her. “You’re safe here. Tell us what happened.”

Lucy slumped back down. “I—I don’t know. Someone grabbed me and I woke up in a cage.” Lucy wrapped her arms around herself. “That elf was there, then he chanted something.”

“What?” I leaned forward in my chair. “Do you remember the words?”

I had already turned on my recorder so it would catch everything Lucy said.

Lucy shook her head. “I couldn’t make them out. What he said must have been Elvish or something.”

“What happened after that?” Liv asked. 

“He conjured something dark. And I blacked out after that.”

“Dark? What did it look like?” I furrowed my brow.

“Like a black shadow with glowing red eyes.” Lucy shivered. “It growled at me.”

“Perhaps it was some sort of demon,” Liv remarked.

“How did the creature make you feel?” I needed something more to go on than just a vague recollection.

“I don’t remember anything after that,” Lucy added. “Everything went black, then I woke up. The police were there and that elf—” She let out a sob. “He was dead.”

Mum, there must be something we can do to help her, Liv said.

“Lucy, I want to cast a spell. See if any magic has recently been used on you. It will show up any dark magic.”

Won’t your sleeping spell show up? Liv arched an eyebrow at me.

No, that was simple magic and it didn’t cause any harm.

Lucy hesitated. “Will it hurt?”

“It just makes magic visible so no.” I stood up.

“Okay. Do it.” Lucy sat back down again.

I chanted a spell. A light flared over Lucy’s body.

Lucy slumped back against the sofa.

“Is that supposed to happen?” Liv shot to her feet and came over.

Lucy’s eyes flew open and flared with red light.

“Holy crap!” Liv put her hand over her mouth.

I reached for my stunner, but Lucy raised her hand, and smoke choked both me and Liv.

“Fools,” Lucy growled and fled off down the hall.

It was the last thing I heard before unconsciousness dragged me under.

The end
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​​​​Chapter 1

“Nina Morgan, you are hereby sentenced to ten years in prison for helping the suspect, Lucy Grey, escape from police custody.” A snooty looking man peered down his nose at where I sat beside my mum in the dingy little meeting room.

They had dragged me in for questioning and threatened to charge me as an accomplice. It hadn’t been my idea to help Lucy Grey, a girl wanted for questioning in a murder, escape.

But I knew why they wanted to include me in this nightmare. I’d been involved with an elf necromancer who had been found dead when they had first arrested Lucy for murder. Jared had been my lover, but I still didn’t know why anyone had killed him. Mum had started looking into the case but had soon been shut down by the Elven enforcers.

As a private investigator, Mum often bought in fugitives. She enjoyed the work, and the pay was good. Especially for serious crimes. It didn’t get much more serious than murder.

“Nina, you will be sentenced to a term in prison,” the snooty man continued, and dragged me back to reality again. “Your daughter will be included in this sentence and be spellbound and no longer permitted to work in any Elven territory.”

Spellbound. The word washed over me like ice. If I had my magic bound and my wings cut off, I wouldn’t be fae anymore.

My stomach lurched. I’d grown up among Colchester’s mismatched community of humans and supernaturals. If I wasn’t fae anymore, what would I be? Not human, but not fae either.

One of the guards grabbed hold of Mum and dragged her towards the door. This had to be the worst day of my life.

“Where are you taking her?” I demanded.

I couldn’t believe this. I wanted to shout, to scream at them, not to take her anywhere.

“To prison where she’ll stay pending trial.” The gruff guard glowered at me.

“Olivia, don’t worry about me. Call your sister. Find the girl and bring her back,” Mum told me. Mum looked a shadow of her normal self. Her long purple hair hung loose around her shoulders. Her feathery wings drooped behind her and her grey eyes had dark circles under them.

Tears filled my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. I was twenty-years-old now. I wasn’t a kid anymore. I knew how the fae and elf worlds worked.

“I’ll call her. We’ll find the girl,” I promised.

My mum and the two guards disappeared in a bright flash of light.

I took a deep breath as I headed outside. The Elven enforcer who’d brought Mum in, Cal Thorn, followed me out. He stood a head taller than me with short dark hair, piercing green eyes, large, pointed ears and a muscular body. I’d never met him before now, but I knew Mum had some kind of history with him. She had never had the chance to explain what that history was, though.

“What the hell do you want?” I glowered at him. “Happy with yourself, are you? My mum didn’t do anything wrong. She was just trying to help the girl.”

Cal leaned against the wall and crossed his arms. “Perhaps she was. I think she was trying to protect you as well. We both know you were involved with Jared, Olivia. You need to tell me what you know.”

Cal had already spent the last two days interrogating me, but I didn’t know what else I could tell him. Jared and I had only had a casual affair. I didn’t get involved with his personal life. His death had upset me, but I hadn’t been in love with him. I didn’t know what Cal expected me to say.

“I’ve already told you everything I know. I don’t know what Jared was doing inside that house. I don’t even know why he’d be here in the human realm.” My hands clenched into fists. “Mum took Lucy from the police station because she wanted to figure out what happened to the girl. She would never have had the chance to do that if you’d taken Lucy away.”

I still didn’t quite understand Mum’s reasoning for taking Lucy to the safe house. But she’d wanted a chance to talk to me as well as Lucy. She would never have got to do that whilst Lucy was in custody at the human police station.

“You know much more about Jared than you’re letting on. One way or another, I will find out why he died.”

I put my hands on my hips. “In case you didn’t hear, I’m free to go for now. So stay the hell away from me.”

Cal nodded. “You can go, for now. Besides, I have a fugitive to find. You wouldn’t know where she’s ran off to, would you?”

I unfurled my large purple wings. I didn’t have a car here, so I would have to fly somewhere and get to safety. “How should I know? I haven’t seen her since she ran off after she attacked us.”

“Remember, me and the other enforces will be watching you, Olivia. If you know where Lucy is, it’s better for everyone if you bring her in. You wouldn’t want your mum to rot in prison, would you?” 

I took off, wanting to get as much distance between me and the enforcers as possible. At least they had let me go for now. Rain pelted against me as I flew over the streets of Colchester. I knew I didn’t have much time to find Lucy and bring her back in.

Light shone against the darkness from the surrounding buildings. I flapped my wings harder and glided around the high-rise building. The rain chilled my skin and clouded my vision, but I knew I had to stay focused. When I finally reached the twelfth floor of the office tower block, I scrambled onto the windowsill and pushed the window open. Mum always left it ajar since we were both winged fae. We often used the door on the balcony rather than the front door.

I conjured an orb of glowing light that illuminated the large office.

My stomach dropped. Paperwork lay scattered around the room. They’d already been here and grabbed all of Mum’s files. I shouldn’t have been surprised, but I half hoped the guards hadn’t come here yet. They had torn this place apart.

Bloody Elven Council.

Maybe Mum had been wrong in taking Lucy from the police station, but at least she had been trying to find out what really happened. Unlike the elves who just slapped Lucy with a murder charge and weren’t bothering to find out the truth. Since we didn’t belong to any nearby fae court, I couldn’t ask a monarch for help, either. Although I doubted they would do much good even if we did. My grandmother was a fae queen, but her realm lay far beyond the human realm, Ever Realm, and Elfhame. Besides, I doubted my grandma could do much. She didn’t have much authority here in the human world.

Mum’s computers were gone, and the filing cabinets stood open. A quick search revealed Mum’s case files, along with others, had also been taken. Buggers! Why did they need files from her other cases? None of them had anything to do with the murder case.

I pushed my long lilac-coloured hair off my face and scoured the entire office. Even the bathroom and kitchen area had been ransacked. The buggers even took our soap! How soap would help track down the missing fugitive, I had no clue. There was nothing at the office that could help me track down Lucy Grey. Besides, I wasn’t a PI either. I worked in a nightclub on Elfhame University Island as a barmaid. 

I knew one thing the council and their people didn’t know. Mum always kept copies of everything. I hadn’t trained as a PI the way Mum and my younger sister Cassie had, but I still knew my way around an investigation.

I headed to the back of the office, flew up to the ceiling, and pressed two of the tiles. A panel slid open, and I pulled a computer and discs down. Although Mum preferred paper files, she backed everything up on this computer which she had spelled to be indestructible and unhackable.

I shoved the items into a bag and swung it over my shoulder. Now I needed to get somewhere safe so I could contact my sister and work without fear of people watching me. I wouldn’t be surprised if the enforcers had set cameras around the office. They’d stop at nothing to get Lucy Grey back.

Cal had taken my phone, Mum’s, and the office phones, but I knew Mum would have left backup gear at our safe house. I couldn’t go home since that would be under constant watch, too. So the safe house would have to do. At least Cal hadn’t found out about that place. It would be comfortable enough. Mum often stayed there when she worked late or if she needed to lie low. The council wouldn’t know about this place.

More rain pelted against me as I flew off into the night. The town stretched out before me. A sea of lights and roaring traffic. I kept a good distance above the buildings. Just because humans knew about the fae didn’t mean all of them liked us. I pulled my glamour over myself to hide from prying eyes. Rain plastered my long hair to my face and to the back of my neck. Drops of water rolled down my face and my clothes were soaked through.

Finally, the house hidden away in Eldry Woods came into view. The small, brick-built house with its sloping triangle roof didn’t look like much from the outside. The trees and surrounding land were overgrown and hid the house from view. Wards also heaved and protected the place from prying eyes.

I swooped down and landed on the roof. Catching my breath, I scanned the house and the surrounding area with my mind. Elves might not be able to fly, but I knew they’d be watching my every move. I circled around the woods a couple of times to keep them off my trail.

Nothing. No hint of warning. Breathing a sigh of relief, I flew down to front of the house. Pressing my palm against the door, it swung open. Once inside, the lights came on and illuminated the bare hallway. Since this was a safe house, mum never bothered to decorate.

I muttered a spell and heat wash over my body. Once dry, I headed down to the living room. A leather sofa stood there along with a chipped coffee table, covered with newspapers, and a flatscreen TV hung on the wall. It was strange to think Mum and I had been there with Lucy only a couple of days earlier. We questioned her about what she could remember about the murder—which hadn’t been very much.

I flopped onto the sofa and yanked the laptop out of my bag. A quick search revealed one of Mum’s burner phones in the drawer of the coffee table. I had to find a way to contact my sister and get her to help me find Lucy. Although Cassie was only nineteen, she had spent years helping out in the office and tagging along on cases. Flipping the phone open, I punched in Cassie’s number.

Smoke swirled as a woman with long, purple hair in a bright purple dress, and purple and white striped tights appeared.

“Who the hell are you?” I gasped. “How did you get in here?” I hadn’t expected anyone to appear. This entire house was supposed to be protected and prevent anyone from getting inside. Mum had spent a small fortune on a security system to ensure just that. So how the hell had she got in?

“I’m the Grim Reaper and I’m here to take your soul.” She smirked.

I jumped up in alarm. “What? I’m too young to die!” 

She chuckled. “Just joking. I love the way people get so terrified of those words.”

I frowned. “So you’re not the Grim Reaper, then?”

“Oh, I am. You can call me Lily. I’m here because I need your help, kid.”

My mouth fell open. “My help?” I shook my head to clear it. “Wait, you’re the reaper who helps my mum out on cases sometimes, aren’t you?”

“That would be me.” Lily gave a mock bow. “You must be Olivia—the one who works at the university.”

Yeah, the one who hadn’t gone into the family business. My younger sister Cassie had got her PI licence for her eighteenth birthday. Then she had gone travelling around the Ever Realm and Elfhame for the last few months. I hadn’t heard from her in weeks. I was the reliable daughter. Unlike Cassie, who was probably running around chasing trolls. Cassie loved travelling and since she had graduated from Everlight Academy early, she’d been eager to go off and explore more of the world.

“What do you need help with?” I pushed my hair off my face. “My mum has been locked up and—” I doubted I’d be much use to anyone at the moment. I had a focus—saving my mum, not helping a complete stranger. “Whatever it is will have to wait. I have more important things to deal with.”

“I need you to find Lucy.”

I gaped at her. “Why would you want to find her? Can’t you just take her soul and be done with it?”

If she was a murderer, I doubted Lucy Grey would be able to hide from the reaper. It made me wonder if something had happened to Lucy. Is she already dead? Or will she die soon? I hope not. She was the only one who could help me get Mum out of prison.

Lily shook her head. “No, she didn’t kill anyone. I know her. You need to find her so your mum can convince the council of her innocence.”

“You want me to help a murderer?” I gritted my teeth.

I knew people were supposed to be innocent until proven guilty, blah blah blah, but in a PI’s line of work most people were guilty. Then again, a PI wasn’t supposed to get emotionally involved in a case. But with Mum gone, there was no one left to handle this.

“I’ll find her, you don’t need to worry about that.”

​​​Chapter 2

Questioning Lily further didn’t provide me with any results. All she said was Lucy Grey didn’t kill anyone.

I picked up the burner phone and called my sister’s number. It went straight to voicemail. Same as it had every time I had called her over the past few months. When I tried several more times, I got the same result. My frustration grew, and I paced up and down the length of the living room.

“Cassie, it’s me, Liv,” I growled into the phone. “You need to come home right now. Mum has been arrested, and if you don’t help me solve this case, I will lose my powers and she’ll rot in prison. Do you want that?”

Cassie and Mum had always butted heads because they were as stubborn as each other.

I dropped the phone on the table, made some coffee, and turned on the computer. Over the next two hours, I read over Mum’s files, which included images of a grisly crime scene. Lucy had been found at the scene, dazed and confused and covered in blood. Mum had questioned her and believed her story when she said she didn’t remember what happened. One minute she’d been staying in her most recent foster home, then she’d woken up at a crime scene. She claimed to have no recollection of how she got there or what happened to her.

The best place to get answers was from the crime scene itself. I needed to get a good look at the place, so I went back out and headed straight to the house where Lucy Grey had been found. More rain pelted against me as I flew.

I couldn’t help but wonder why Cassie wouldn’t return my calls. We’d always been close growing up. But no, Cassie loved to travel, and I envied that about her. She’d always been the independent one.

I was the reliable one and there whenever Mum needed me. Being a PI had never been my dream, and Cassie was still figuring out what she wanted to be. I wanted to be a dancer and work in the music industry.

I’d always been good at picking up on people’s emotions. I could sense them. Cassie could see things if she touched objects. So I hoped my powers would be enough to give me some answers.

I circled around the house and scanned the area with my mind. If the council had sent guards, I knew I’d have to be extra careful.

Nothing.

No warnings or sign of anyone.

The house stood alone in a quiet street with only a few parked cars on both sides of the road. I waved my hand and the street lights went out. Landing, I did another quick scan of the area before heading inside.

Still nothing.

Goddess, don’t let there be any guards nearby.

The last thing I needed was to deal with them again.

I pulled my glamour tighter around me as I approached the door.

It had a sealing spell on it, left by the guards no doubt, so no one would interfere with the crime scene.

Yanking a small crystal out of my pocket, it flashed with light and the door swung open. Darkness greeted me in the narrow hallway.

I crept down the hall, careful not to touch anything. Keeping my senses on alert, I edged closer to another door. This one didn’t have a seal on it.

Smoke whirled around me as Lily appeared. “Have you found anything?”

I yelped and jumped back in alarm. “Good goddess, do you have to do that? And no, I haven’t. I just got here.”

Lily sighed. “I need to find that kid.”

“Why? What’s so special about her?” I growled.

If it weren’t for Lucy Grey, I wouldn’t be facing the possibility of losing my powers. And Mum wouldn’t be locked up.

“She’s special to me,” Lily hissed. “Didn’t your mum teach you not to be judgemental about cases?”

I rubbed my aching eyes. “I’ve been locked up the past couple of days. Forgive me for being exhausted. Besides, she was there when someone I cared about was killed.”

“That doesn’t make her the killer. I know her. She wouldn’t harm anyone.”

“Anyone can kill under the right circumstances.” I’d learnt that growing up with a mother who worked as an enforcer. Mum had often worked murder cases and sometimes brought the case files home with her.

I rummaged in my bag for some gloves.

“Allow me.” Lily yanked the door open. “Don’t worry, I won’t leave prints or an energy signature since I’m dead and all.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Why do you care so much about Lucy?”

A PI needed to have all facts about the case. The smallest detail might lead to a breakthrough. I learnt that much from watching my mum over the years.

I headed into the living room. It stood empty, apart from a few stains on the wooden floor. This was where Jared’s body had been found. My heart tightened at the sight, but I refused to fall apart. 

Elves were more trouble than they were worth at times. Mum always said that. 

I knelt and held my hands over the stains, trying not to picture him lying there.

Nothing. 

“Lucy is important. Why I want to find her isn’t.”

“So why can’t you find her yourself? Or are you after her soul?” That didn’t seem likely since she would probably be able to find Lucy anywhere if Lucy’s name was on her list.

“I’m not after that.” Lily crossed her arms. “I don’t understand why you can’t find her either.”

Something came to me then. Love.

Lily loved Lucy. Not in a romantic way. This felt different. Maybe the kind of way a mother would love a child.

“Is Lucy your kid?” I furrowed my brow. “Is that why you want to find her?”

Lily shook her head. “Not by blood, no. I looked out for her when I was a social worker. She had a rough life. Her and Silvy were my favourites.”

“Silvy?” I gaped at her. “You mean Silvana Goodwin?” 

“Yeah, Silvy was my kid too.”

I couldn’t believe the fae queen of the Ever Realm had a connection to a reaper. What a small world.

“Look, if you want to help you could go and tell my sister I need her.” I gave her a hopeful look. “We are not blood related, but I need her to help me on this. She is the one with the most PI experience.”

“I’ll see what I can find.” Lily vanished in a rush of smoke again.

I fished out some gloves, then placed my hands directly on the stain. Physical contact would make sensing things easier. I had to wear gloves so I wouldn’t contaminate the scene. Any trace of me being here would lead the guards straight back to my door. Being spellbound would be the least of my problems.

Anger, rage and pure hatred washed over me. Blackness flashed before my eyes.

In the corner of the room, something stirred. Shadows merged together and a red-eyed creature came towards me.

I held back a scream and backed away. I had no idea what that creature might be, but its power rolled over me like a tidal wave. This thing had power and strength.

Tendrils of smoke wrapped around my throat and choked me. I gasped for breath but couldn’t draw in any air. Nor could I move.

Something darted through the air. A small silver-white creature with scales.

Goddess, was that a dragon? I had to be close to death, or I’d lost my mind. Dragons were just myths.

The dragon flitted around the shadow thing. It opened its mouth and blew out a plume of smoke.

“Hey!” Light flashed as my sister Cassie appeared. She swung a glowing sword and all at once the shadow thing faded away.
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I coughed and struggled for breath.

“What kind of mess have you got yourself into this time, sis?” Cassie held her hand out for me and lowered her sword.

“What... Took... You... So... Long?” I asked.

“I was busy. I’ve been travelling around Elfhame. Cool place, even if elves are weird.” Cassie pushed her long, dark purple hair off her face. “A reaper said you needed help.”

“What... Was that thing?” I rubbed my aching throat. “Why haven’t you been answering any of my calls?”

“Hey, I was on the other side of the veil. Calls don’t come through.” Cassie shrugged. “I don’t think that shadowling is gonna stay gone for long. Someone sent it here.”

“Shadowling?” I coughed.

“Yeah, nasty creatures. They’re spirits that came through after parts of the Ever Realm broke away. You know back during The Change.”

I gasped for more air. Grateful that shadow thing had gone.

“What’s with the reaper?” Cassie put her hands on her hips. “What’s going on, Liv?”

“You haven’t got any of my messages?” I gaped at her. Here I’d been, calling her for months, and she hadn’t even heard a single message. 

“No, like I said, phone calls don’t come through on the other side of the veil.” The dragon landed on her shoulder and wrapped his body around her.

“The reaper’s Mum’s friend.” I pushed my hair off my face. “Everything is messed up. Mum took a kid from the police station. The girl got found along with the body of an elf leader on the Elfhame council,” I explained. “Lucy Grey fled from Mum’s custody. Now Mum has been accused of helping her escape. If I don’t find her Mum is gonna be stuck in prison and I’m going to be spellbound.” I blew out a breath, relieved to get all of that out. “Why do you have a sword and a dragon?”

“Oh. Isn’t it cool?” She raised the sword. “I visited a cave in the blue mountains in Elfhame. This little guy got stuck in a trap by shadowlings. So, I grabbed the sword and got him out.” She patted the dragon’s head. “Been stuck with him ever since. Good job with the fire, Murphy. You gotta work on that.”

“Murphy?” I snorted. “Cassie, you can’t keep a dragon. Especially not here in the human realm.”

“Why? Humans know about supernaturals.”

“They know about the fae, not fire breathing reptiles.” I still couldn’t believe Cassie had come back with a dragon. But it was just like her. She’d always been trouble.

Murphy blew out a plume of smoke for good measure.

“If there’s a shadowling here, someone must be controlling it,” Cassie said. “Murphy, go look around the house.” Cassie gave me a hug. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get here sooner.”

I returned her hug and clung to her. I might be the older sister, but in some ways, she had always looked after me. I sniffed. “Thanks for coming back. It’s been a really shitty few days.”

“Come on, sis, we’re not going to lose our powers or our mum. I guess I’ll be included in the spellbinding thing?”

I shrugged and pulled back. “No idea. You weren’t there there so...”

“This is the council we are talking about. They hate our family.”

We split up and checked around the house together.

Murphy continued to flit around the ceiling. The dragon creeped me out a bit. 

“What are shadowlings?” I asked when we checked the bedrooms upstairs.

Those rooms were empty too, apart from a cage in the corner.

“They’re dark spirits. No one seems to know where they come from,” she replied. “They started appearing after The Change from what I’ve heard.”

“Great, how do we get rid of it?”

“I haven’t figured that part out yet either.”

I scowled at her. “You don’t know how to defeat them?”

“Liv, I only just found Murphy. Shadowlings don’t seem to like my sword. It’s got some weird Elvish magic in it. Oh, and they don’t like fire.”

I frowned at Murphy, who danced around the ceiling. “Why couldn’t the flying reptile create fire earlier?”

Murphy puffed smoke down at me. “Hey!” I coughed. “Why is he doing that?”

“Don’t call him a reptile. He’s a dragon, not a lizard. Plus, he’s just a baby. He can’t create fire very well yet.”

Cage bad, a squeaky voice echoed through my mind.

I jumped. “Cassie, is that thing talking? What the hell?”

Murphy puffed smoked at me. Then a plume of fiery sparks.

“Oi!” I yelled as sparks glistened around my hair. “You singed my hair!”

Cassie chuckled. “You should be nicer to him.”

“I’ve been locked up for the past two days. Mum is facing prison time. Your bloody reptile isn’t helping!”

“Liv, chill. We’ll get through this.”

Cage bad. Murphy fluttered around the cage. Cage bad!

I sighed. “Can you shut him up?”

“No, maybe he’s trying to tell us something.”

“That the cage was used for something bad?” I rolled my eyes. “I already know that.” 

“Let’s find out.” Cassie motioned me over. “Let’s touch the cage and see what we can sense.”

I placed my hands on the cage. So did Cassie. Our powers merged together. Images flashed through our minds.

“I’m not getting anything,” I muttered.

“Concentrate, sis.” Cassie gripped my hand. Energy tingled between our fingers.

Light flashed before my eyes as a girl appeared in the corner. “That’s Lucy Grey,” I gasped as the vision faded.

Cassie ran a hand through her long hair. “The kid who got arrested for murder?”

I nodded. “Damn it, why couldn’t we see more? Like where she was?” 

“I saw water coming through the floor. She must be close to the River Colne. That narrows it down a bit.”

“How did you see that?” I frowned at her. 

“I saw the floor, and it smelled like the river. Like when Mum used to take us through Castle Park.”

“There could still be dozens of places along the river where she could be hiding out.”

“Let’s head out and check near the old warehouse district. That seems like a good place to hide.”

We left the house. I flew to the district. Cassie didn’t have wings, so she used a potion to transport herself there. Murphy flew alongside me. It surprised me how he could keep up. Maybe he wasn’t so bad.

We reached the old warehouse district and Murphy shot off inside.

I cast my senses out. “Lucy is here. I can sense her,” I told my sister. “We need to be on our guard.”

“No kidding. Murphy is pretty good at finding things. Let’s go.”

We wandered through warehouse until we came to a door.

Murphy fluttered around it. Bad, bad, bad, he told us.

I turned the handle, but it wouldn’t budge.

I pulled out my lock picking kit. With a few clicks, the door gave way and swung open.

Inside, Lucy Grey sat huddled in a corner. Her clothes were filthy, and her long brown hair dishevelled.

“Lucy?” I asked.

She looked up. “Who... Who are you?”

“Olivia Morgan. We have come to take you back into custody.” I pulled out my handcuffs. 

“No wait, you don’t—”

Light flashed and my vision blurred as an explosion reverberated through the air. I didn’t have time to scream. Didn’t have time to react. My last thought was, what the hell had gone wrong?

The end
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​​​Chapter 1

I winced as the cell door slammed shut behind me. I still couldn’t believe the elves had locked me up for murder. Me. Lucy Grey, a so-called killer. I was seventeen. I’d never killed anyone in my life. Nor did I know how the Elven enforcers could charge me with such a crime.

After Nina Morgan, the PI, had cast a spell on me back at her safe house, I’d lost consciousness. Or at least I thought I had. Something had taken over me and I didn’t remember anything after that. Just like I couldn’t remember what happened the night of the actual murder.

I slumped onto the metal bunk. The cell was six by four with a metal bunk, a toilet with no seat and a small sink. I couldn’t say it was the worst place I’d ever stayed in. I’d been shuffled around between foster homes for as long as I could remember. Some people even made me sleep outside.

The Elven enforcers had barely asked me any questions before someone from the Elven Council had swooped in and ordered me to be taken to prison. The fae authorities had been arguing with them too. It had surprised me I had been sent to Everlight prison instead of one in Elfhame—the Elven realm.

But I knew this was only temporary until both the fae and the elves decided what to do with me.

The Elven enforcer, Cal Thornton, had brought me in and advised me to get someone to speak on my behalf. But I had no one. No real friends. No connections. No family to speak of either. All I wanted to do was bide my time in my latest group home until I turned eighteen in a few months. Then I’d be an adult by human standards and would have to get a job. I’d even applied for positions working on Elfhame Academy Island as an assistant librarian. It had been my dream. To think I’d wanted to work at the elves diverse university that welcomed all supernatural seemed ironic now.

Think, I told myself. There has to be a way out of this.

I could contact Elsa Goodwin, the woman who ran the group home. She was kind to me and had been helping me apply to schools and jobs. And even offered to help me get into Everlight Academy. How had it all gone so wrong?

I slumped back on my uncomfortable bed and stared up at the stone ceiling. I’d call the group home. Asking Elsa for help couldn’t hurt. She told me to ask her if I ever needed anything. Now I did.

I thought about Nina, the PI, who’d taken me out of police custody and tried to help me. Her daughter, Olivia, had come to find me after I’d run off from the safe house. Something had taken me over. Possessed me somehow. But what had it been? Why had it possessed me?

I wondered if Nina could help me. She tried before but then got locked up.

After Olivia found me, an explosion had gone off. I’d woken up surrounded by Elven enforcers and from what I heard Olivia was dead. I didn’t know what happened to the other girl who had been with her. Had she died too?

I swallowed the lump in my throat, and bile rose in my mouth. I didn’t know how I’d live with myself if people had died because of me. I pushed those thoughts away. One way or another, I had to prove my innocence, or I’d rot in prison for the rest of my life.

Sleep didn’t come easily to me that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that dead elf or Olivia staring back at me. Their faces wonted my dreams and their mouths opened in accusation at me.

An alarm blared as sunlight crept in through the narrow bars of my cell door. It had to be barely dawn. I’d lost track of time and the chaos the last couple of days.

Groaning, I got off my uncomfortable bunk. My back and neck ached from it. The prison guards had given me a spare change of clothes. A white vest, underwear, and an orange jumpsuit. Like the jumpsuits I’d seen on prison films. Not my usual sort of attire, but I wouldn’t complain.

I had to wash in the communal shower with other female prisoners. So I kept my head down and avoided making any eye contact. The shower was freezing, but at least it washed away some of my fatigue.

Breakfast consisted of sloppy porridge. Or at least I thought it was porridge.

“I need to make a call,” I told a female guard. “Where are the phones?”

All prisoners got at least one phone call, right? Or they did on TV, but I didn’t know the rules of this place yet.

The guard narrowed her eyes at me. “Phone calls are a privilege. You have to work to earn privileges around here, new girl.”

“Okay, where do I have to work?”

She slapped me so hard my head rolled back. “Don’t talk back.”

I didn’t dare talk to anyone else. Later I found out they needed someone to help out in the prison library. So I volunteered. Anything to get me away from the other inmates. Most of them creeped me out.

The library block appeared smaller than I’d expected, with rows of metal shelves and messy piles of books stacked everywhere. There was no one around.

What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t deny I felt at home in the library. Places with books had always been my happy place. Seeing how small and cluttered this one was made me miss Colchester library. That place had always been chocked full of books and felt warm and welcoming.

Maybe I could find something in here to help with my case. I made my way over to the shelves and perused the titles. Two books were novels, and another was a computer manual. Goddess, this place had no organisation. I started putting books into different piles. It was a wonder anyone could find anything in here.

The library doors creaked open as a young woman with silvery hair, big blue eyes and large pointed ears came in. Her blue dress was trampled, and she stumbled in her heels. “Bloody human shoes,” she muttered.

Judging by her clothes, she didn’t look like a prisoner or a guard. She looked almost pretty in an ethereal sort of way. And somehow familiar. But where had I seen her before?

The books she had almost fell out her arms.

“Here, let me help you.” I reached out and grabbed a few of the books off her.

She blew out a breath. “Thanks. I think I bought too much stuff with me.” She looked much younger up close. Maybe around nineteen or twenty. “I’m Evie, by the way.”

“Lucy Grey.” I carried her heavy tomes over to the desk.

“It’s my first day here. I can’t wait to get started.” Evie pushed her long hair off her face. “I’m so nervous. What are you in prison for?”

I stared at her, unsure what to say, so I bit my lip. For all I knew, if I mentioned I’d been charged with murder, she might run away screaming.

She gave a nervous laugh. “I’m sorry, I ramble when I get anxious.”

“Um, it’s my first day here too. Apparently I’m supposed to help out here in the library.” I pushed my long black hair off my face. “What do you need me to do?”

“Oh, um, I guess you could help me check out what kind of system they have here. All libraries are different.”

I snorted. “They don’t have a system here. People come and take what they want from the looks of things.” I sighed. “I really need to find a way to prove my innocence.”

Evie’s eyes widened. “What crime were you accused of?”

“Murder. An elf necromancer died, and I got possessed by something. I still don’t know what happened.” I covered my mouth and wondered why I just blurted all that out to a complete stranger. Sure, she seemed nice enough, but I didn’t know her.

“You’re the girl they found with that elf necromancer?”

I nodded. “That would be me. But I didn’t kill anyone. At least... I don’t think I did.” Would I not know if I had? Wouldn’t I feel it somehow?

“Lemme see. Give me your hand.”

“Why? What are you going to do?” I took hold of her hand and energy jolted between us.

Her eyes snapped shut and she gasped. “Wow, you are in more trouble than I thought.”
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I still didn’t know what to make of Evie or her weird vision. She said she didn’t understand what she’d seen. That I’d been shrouded in shadow during the murder. That didn’t prove I’d done it either way, though.

Over the next few days, I spent as much time as I could with Evie in the library. She did seem to believe in my innocence, at least. Whilst we worked on reorganising everything, she also tried to find different books with information that might be useful for my case. I still couldn’t remember anything else from that night.

I finally got through to Elsa Goodwin from the group home and she agreed to speak on my behalf. I doubted it would do much good as no one had seen me in my room the night of the murder. No one even knew what time I’d been taken.

Talking to Evie helped keep me sane at least, but I needed to do more. 

I headed to the library that morning. We had only had mornings together. In the afternoon she taught a couple of different classes to the other inmates. Maybe we could discuss my options again. There had to be something more I could do. Someone who could help me out of this mess.

Evie and I were usually alone in the morning. A couple of people sometimes came in, but most of the inmates ran work detail.

After I endured my sloppy breakfast, I jumped up and planned to head straight to the library.

The other inmates ignored me for the most part, but the female guard, Saunders, kept an eye on me. Almost as if she expected me to step out of line.

I kept my head down. I didn’t want trouble. All I wanted was to get the hell out of here. To prove I hadn’t hurt anyone.

“Grey!” Saunders barked at me. “You have a visitor this morning. Get your arse moving.”

My stomach dropped and my eyes widened. That made no sense. I didn’t have anyone aside from Evie who’d want to visit me.

“Who’s here?” I clutched my churning stomach.

What if that enforcer had come to see me again? Or someone from the Elven Council? I didn’t want to endure more interrogation. The first time had been bad enough. But I knew the council would send someone to tell me what my sentence would be. My stomach recoiled at the idea and I swallowed, hard.

I hadn’t expected to be sentenced so quick. Had they found more evidence? Although, evidence didn’t seem to matter to the elves.

I thought about reaching out to Nina. But why would she help me after I got her daughter killed? Even if I hadn’t killed the elf, Liv had died because of me. Because she had come to find me. But I still didn’t know what caused the explosion. 

“Grey, get your arse moving or you won’t have any visitation time left.” Saunders shoved me down the hall.

“Who’s here to see me?” I broke myself out of my racing thoughts. If I knew, then maybe I could avoid them. Prisoners could refuse visitation, right?

“How the hell should I know? Get moving!”

I scurried off before she decided to whack me one. She often did that with me and the other inmates. I didn’t know what her problem was. Nor did I care to know.

Another guard unlocked the door as I headed into a large visitor’s room. Small metal tables and chairs were spread across the room with its grey stone walls, barred windows and cracked lino. Most of the tables were already occupied with inmates and their visitors.

Only a couple had one person at them. One man, and the other had a middle-aged woman. I didn’t recognise either of them. I stood there, unsure what to do. Had one of these people come to see me? If so, which one?

I didn’t want to make an idiot of myself and go to the wrong person. The slightest infraction could get me in trouble in this place, and I didn’t want to end up in solitary. I wouldn’t be able to see Evie for one thing. The thought of that happening hurt more than I’d expected.

The sound of people arguing caught my attention. A young woman with dark purple hair stood arguing with the guard and pushed her way through.

“You can’t bring the animal in here!” the guard protested.

“Why not? He’s not gonna do anything.”

I recognised her as Olivia’s sister. What had her name been? I couldn’t remember.

Something perched on her shoulder. A small, white scaled dragon.

Holy crap!

I thought I’d imagined a dragon that night when I’d been hiding at the warehouse. Apparently not. Where did she get a dragon from? Why would she have it? Was it real?

“You’re not bringing that in here. There are rules about animals. Either get rid of it, or I will escort you out,” the guard snapped.

Olivia’s sister rolled her eyes and sighed. “Murphy, go outside.” The dragon flew off, and she glowered at the guard. “If anyone hurts him, I’ll make you sorry you were ever born.” She stomped over towards an empty table and stared at me, expectant.

I knew she must be here for me, but I couldn’t imagine why. Had she come to berate me for what happened to Olivia? 

I walked over and slumped into a seat. I had to hear her out. It was the least I could do after the shit that happened.

“Lucy.” She kept her expression neutral.

Up close, I noticed how different she looked from her sister. Olivia had long lilac hair, blue eyes, and large purple wings. She had dark purple hair, piercing blue eyes, and pointed ears like an elf but no wings. Olivia didn’t have pointed ears, but I remembered Nina had.

“You’re Olivia’s sister, right?”

Nina had mentioned Olivia was adopted, so maybe this girl was too.

She nodded. “Cassie Morgan. I’ve come to talk about what happened.”

I picked at my nails underneath the table. “I am—I’m so sorry, I never meant for your sister to die.” I never meant for any of this to happen. 

Cassie gripped the table. “My sister isn’t dead. She is missing.”

I gaped at her. “They said she died.” 

I put a hand over my mouth. “I don’t understand.”

Cassie leaned in closer, her long hair falling across her face. “The fae and Elven authorities are saying that, but it’s not true. I never found her body. You need to tell me everything you remember about the murder and what happened in the warehouse.” She took out a pen and notepad from her jacket. “Don’t leave anything out.”

I stared at her, speechless. I’d wanted nothing more than to have someone listen to my side of things, but her? She was only a year or two older than me. What good could she do to help?

“Well?” Cassie persisted.

“Is your mum investigating? Can she help get me out of here?” Maybe it was stupid to ask such a thing, but I needed help.

Her eyes widened. “To get you out? No, she seems to have given up, but I haven’t. I’m gonna find my sister no matter what it takes.” She scribbled something on her notepad. “So, start talking.”

“You won’t help me get out of here then?” My shoulders slumped. Maybe I’d been stupid to think she could help. But aside from Nina, she was probably one of the few people who could speak on my behalf and help me convince the elves that I hadn’t done anything wrong.

“Is that all you care about?” Cassie narrowed her eyes. “I know being stuck in prison must be tough, but at least you’re somewhat safe in here. My sister could be going through unimaginable hell right now.”

“Yes. No.” I shook my head. “Look, I don’t remember much about what happened. The elves want to lock me up for the rest of my life. I don’t know what happened to me. My list of allies is pretty much non-existent.”

“Tell me what you know, and I’ll see what I can do.”

See what I can do? That didn’t seem like enough to me.

“I hid in the warehouse. I don’t know how I got there,” I told her. “After that, all I remember is waking up after the explosion. That’s all I know.” 

“I need to know what happened before that. What do you remember about the murder? The reports
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