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​Blurb
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A heart in peril. Wraiths with a thirst for magic. Kati’s next term at Second Breath Academy will change everything.

When soulwraiths swarm SBA, Kati’s dream of an ordinary second term goes up in smoke. The shadows are hunting something—or someone—and Kati can’t let go of the idea that it’s all linked to Lady LaVoire, the dark lady who supposedly died ten years ago. Even training to fight with sexy bad boy Salazar may not prepare her for what’s coming.

Kati is equally convinced that Alexandra Chen knows something about the threat. As the attacks increase, Kati determines to prise answers out of the reaper, even if it means setting aside their enmity. But the threat to Kati’s heart should be her biggest concern. Because one of them is keeping a secret, and Kati may not survive it.

How To Kill A Shadow takes place in a university-age academy for necromancers and reapers, with plenty of magic, mystery, and romance. SBA is slow burn RH and builds with each book. This is a full-length novel at 50,000 words.

SBA contains M/F and F/F romance.
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​Note
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Two of Kati’s love interests are male, and one is female, so if you’d prefer not to have that representation in your books, you might want to miss this series and try one of my others (the Lili Kazana series and Moonlight Inn series only have M/F.) Same goes for professor/student relationships—if that’s not for you, no worries, but if it is I hope you enjoy!

All characters are 18+ consenting adults.

Thanks so much for reading!

Leigh
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​Part One: Prey
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Vigilance, competence, necromance!

Motto of Angellica Houle, Headteacher of Second Breath Academy 1992-2001
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​Illicit Meetings For Beginners

“This is weird,” Kati said, running her thumb over the back of Iain’s hand, nestled securely around hers. “Don’t get me wrong, I like it, but it’s weird.”

York was snowy and freezing around them, suitably wintry with Christmas only a few days away, and it was packed full of people doing last minute shopping. The perfect place to blend into a crowd if you were sneaking around with your death magic theory teacher.

“Good weird, I hope,” Iain replied, his blue eyes crinkled as he looked over at her. He was wrapped up in a bulky wool coat and a thick teal scarf, the wool so dense it swallowed the bottom half of his face and made Kati smile whenever she looked over at him. Adorable dork.

“Good weird,” she confirmed. Although she couldn’t help glancing around, as if a fellow student of Second Breath Academy For Reapers And Necromancers might be out doing their Christmas shopping and catch sight of her and Iain. Or as she really ought to have called him, Mr Worth. 

They were heading down High Petergate, a little cobbled road lined with old fashioned shops and galleries. York Minster peered out from the end of the narrow road, huge and stunning and intimidating, radiating so much history—both the stuff that humans knew and the gory events they were unaware of. 

She and Iain ducked into a tiny little tea room just as it started to snow, finding a table right at the back under a glowing amber lamp, the sound of tinkling cups and saucers all around them. 

Kati shuddered as she adjusted to the warm temperature, flushing with pleasure as Iain helped her out of her cold coat and caught her hands as they sat, rubbing them between both of his to warm them up. It was all so new, their relationship, but Kati was loving every second of it. And with SBA on a break for Christmas, she and Iain had plenty of time to figure out how to be a couple.

Plus, anything beat sneaking around cold, sunlit corridors during the day while everyone was sleeping just to steal a few kisses and a cuddle. She and Iain hadn’t gone further than kissing and touching—yet. But they’d come close a few times, usually interrupted by Dolly, Kati’s black pug familiar, or Blaze, Iain’s silver wolf familiar—the most powerful familiar known to their kind. Dolly had sulked for a good hour this morning when Kati had said she couldn’t come into town with her and Iain, but if Kati wanted any sort of intimacy, she’d be hard pressed to get it with her familiar’s snarky comments dropped telepathically into her head. And it really wasn’t fair for Dolly to come, since Blaze couldn’t—humans tended to react badly to the sight of big, silver wolves stalking down their cobbled streets.

Iain stripped off his heavy wool coat, unwound his scarf, and gave her a warm smile. There was still a hint of surprise in his eyes every time he looked at her, as if he couldn’t believe Kati even liked him. “I’ll go order for us. Tea?”

She nodded, desperate for a warm drink after the frost outside. “Milk and—”

“Two sugars,” he finished, his Caribbean blue eyes glinting behind his glasses and his mouth quirked up. “I should hope I know how you like your tea by now.” He ducked to place a kiss on her mouth before placing their orders, but Kati hooked her fingers into his jumper and deepened their kiss, satisfaction and pleasure sweeping through her as he groaned.

When they separated, Iain’s face was flushed pink but he had a wicked gleam in his eye. “Kissing me like that in public? You’re trying to make a scandal of me, Katriona.”

Kati flashed a grin, shrugging casually even as her whole body went hot, her face flushed. “You make it so easy.”

Heat filled his gaze and for a long second, Iain held eye contact, looking like he wanted to take her there and then, tea room full of people be damned. But then he blinked, shook his head, and went to get their drinks.

Kati sat back in the chair and watched him as he got into the queue, a smile on her face and her stomach full of butterflies. She wished this Christmas break could last forever, but if it did, she’d never graduate. She’d never get her necromancy license, and she’d be forced to work a normal, boring job. Or practise necromancy without the weight of an agency behind her, leaving her open to being taken advantage of. And that was if her clients didn’t decide they’d rather kill her than pay her fee. It had happened to private necromancers before.

No, Kati needed to return to SBA for her second term, and then her third. And then her second year. And then her third year. Just eight more terms, and she could be with Iain whenever she wanted, out in the open instead of sneaking around, all cloak and dagger. 

Eight more terms. Souls. Kati debated bashing her head on the table. Fuck, graduation was so far away. How was she going to cope when she returned to SBA? Only seeing Iain for an hour each day, having to sit through his lessons and pretend she wasn’t closely acquainted with the spot on the side of his neck that made him groan low in his throat.

She could always graduate after one year ... she’d have a partial license, she’d have the agency behind her...

A plate was set on the table before her and Kati jumped, a smile automatically spreading across her face as she locked eyes with Iain, his brown hair splayed messily around his face and his glasses slightly askew. No ink stains on his fingers today, but she could see a very faded grey splotch on the side of his neck. Souls, he was cute. And all Kati’s.

As long as no one finds out about our relationship, a pessimistic voice added, and for once it wasn’t Dolly snarking, just Kati’s own bleak thoughts. 

Would their relationship survive if one of the teachers or—souls forbid—students at SBA found out? Kati wasn’t a minor, and Iain wasn’t a pervy old man, but there was a power imbalance there. She knew people would sneer at their relationship. Would Iain lose his job, as he feared? Would Kati be kicked out for corrupting her teacher? She doubted Madam Hawkness, SBA’s headteacher, would see it that way, but it was pretty much what had happened. Not that Iain had done a stellar job of resisting her temptations; one kiss and he’d been hers. And she’d been a hundred percent his.

He knew all her secrets now, knew her fears, and Kati knew his. It was a pleasant feeling, to be known as well as Iain knew her, to be able to tell him anything from vast, important life decisions to rambling, meaningless stories. It made her warm inside. And her face heated on the outside, too. Soulsdamned fair complexion; she couldn’t hide anything.

“I took the liberty of ordering us cake,” Iain said brightly, oblivious to Kati’s train of thought as he sat opposite her. “And I got you an extra large slice.”

“See, this is why I like you.” Kati grinned, pulling the cake toward her and spearing it with a fork.

“Because I bring you extra large slices of chocolate cake?”

“Yes,” she agreed emphatically, devouring the bite. She had another, and then a third, but got distracted by the way Iain’s tongue darted out to catch a smear of chocolate on his bottom lip before she could have a fourth. Kati’s pussy throbbed. Soulsdammit, not now. She swore she got needier with every day they were together. 

With every minute.

“It’s not the only thing I brought you,” he said mysteriously, and for a split second, as Iain reached into his worn-to-hole leather satchel, Kati genuinely thought he would pull out homework. But instead he presented her with a gift-wrapped box, a neat ribbon bow patterned with gold foil stags on the top.

Kati was suddenly, fiercely glad she’d gone shopping with Naia and Rahmi on Wednesday and got a present for Iain, too. Kati’s friends knew about her relationship, though she’d sworn them to secrecy. Naia didn’t approve, but that was only because she hadn’t seen Kati and Iain together yet. They just worked. When Naia saw that, she’d understand.

“What is it?” Kati asked, accepting the gift but squashing a forkful of cake into her mouth, not willing to be parted from the glorious confection.

Iain laughed, rolling his eyes. “Why would I tell you that? Open it.”

Kati didn’t need telling twice, but she hesitated to rip into the wrapping paper. And yes, she was just pathetic and sentimental enough to keep the paper and bow intact, preserving it rather than throwing it away.

Inside the wrapping paper was a purple box covered in silver starbursts and delicate filigree designs, rectangular and long. Kati’s stomach did a somersault. She could only think of one thing that came in a box this fancy, this shape. Swallowing, her heart pounding, she lifted the lid and blinked hard as tears stung her eyes.

“I know you hate your current one,” Iain hurriedly explained. “I didn’t want you to have to keep it for three years until your graduation, and I thought you’d appreciate one of your own. One that isn’t linked to a traumatic event.”

Kati swallowed the lump in her throat and nodded, smiling as she lifted the silver dagger off its plush velvet cushion. It was simple and elegant, its tip sharp and thin but the blade curved wider around the middle before meeting a handle wrapped in red fabric. The quillion was embossed with a star, a moon, and a sunburst. An athame—a necromancer’s tool, used to end someone’s life in order to bring them back as an immortal Eternal.

Kati hated her old one, like Iain said. All it did was remind her of that day in the Stolen Tower, surrounded by psycho ghosts, petrified and howling with pain while Ingrid the Terrible—ex-headteacher of SBA, a necromancer famous for decapitating people, and a poltergeist who’d tried to kill Lavellian, Kati’s supernatural history teacher—terrorised Kati and her two best friends.

She’d assumed she’d be stuck with that athame for three years or until she graduated—whichever came first—since most necromancers used academy-issued tools, but this ... Kati tried to swallow the lump in her throat.

“Thank you,” she said, clearing her throat when it came out thick. She looked up at Iain when she was sure she wasn’t going to burst into tears, giving him her best smile. “I love this. A lot.”

The look he gave her was soft and pleased.

“My present for you seems a bit shit now, though,” Kati said with a laugh, taking a messily-wrapped parcel from her bag and handing it over. “There’s two in there though, so I win.”

His answering laugh was warm and rich and made Kati’s stomach flutter again. Those butterflies were getting out of hand.

“A pen!” Iain exclaimed, as if Kati had given him the holy grail. “I keep losing mine, how did you know?”

“You mention it a thousand times per day,” Kati replied with a snort, returning to her cake but unable to keep glancing at her new athame. It was probably the best gift she’d ever been given. If you didn’t count her invitation letter to SBA, anyway. “It works, I checked.”

Delighted, Iain began scribbling on the back of their receipt and Kati tried not to laugh. “You do realise that was the bonus present, right? I spent fifty pence on it. Did you see the scarf?”

“I saw it,” he replied, his blue eyes alight. “I love it.”

But he kept scribbling with the pen. “You’re like one of those cats who prefer the box to the actual toy they’ve been given,” she remarked, watching him with what she was sure was a disgustingly loving expression.

He rolled his eyes, and then went still, sitting up suddenly as his gaze fixed on her. “It’s the twenty-first of December.”

“I’d noticed,” Kati replied.

“Your results must have come in,” he went on urgently, his vivid blue eyes piercing her. “Did you get them this morning? You should go home to see if they’ve arrived while you’ve been out.”

Kati suppressed a groan. “Remind me how many classes I need to pass to attend next term again.”

Iain sat back in his chair, but he didn’t look too worried. That made one of them. “All of them.”

“That’s what I thought,” Kati muttered, but she forced herself to take the brown envelope out of her bag anyway, smoothing it out on the table. “Fancy opening the envelope of doom for me?”

Iain raised an eyebrow. “I’m sure that would break several SBA rules.”

Kati pursed her mouth, and with a deep breath she grabbed her new athame, demeaning it by using it as a letter opener. Biting the bullet—and her bottom lip—she wrenched the sheet of paper out and read the results. 

Everyone was given a score out of a hundred for each class. She needed at least thirty-five—the equivalent of a D—in every single one to pass. 

Kati wasn’t too surprised to see that her spells class had got her the highest mark with eighty-nine—she had an unnaturally good ability at death magic—or that she’d passed history, health & safety, P.E., and magic theory. She’d scraped by with a fifty-two in potions and poisons—not her strong suit despite Rahmi’s best efforts to tutor her—and got a thirty-six from Mrs Hale, who taught necromancy and had a personal vendetta against Kati for having the audacity to, as far as she could figure, be born.

“I passed,” she said. “Barely.”

“What?” Iain’s eyes flew wide in outrage. “Who marked you so low?” He snatched the paper and scanned it. “I see.” His mouth thinned; Hale wasn’t his biggest fan either.

“It might have helped if she’d bothered to teach us half the stuff on our exam.” And even better, this second term would end with a practical exam, which meant Kati would be watched like a hawk while she raised someone from the dead. “It’s fine, I got over thirty-five, that’s all I needed.”

Iain was still raging on her behalf. “But you only got one point more. I’ll tutor you this term.”

Kati snorted. “You’re a reaper. What do you know about necromancy?”

“More than you, apparently,” he replied dryly, taking a sip of his tea. Earl grey, she knew.

“Harsh,” she muttered, lightly kicking him beneath the table. “I passed. We’re all good. I get to stay.”

But convincing her parents to let her return was going to be another matter.
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​First I was Afraid, I was Petrified

Because Iain was Iain, he walked Kati to the train station, bundled up in his thick coat and proudly wearing his new scarf. It was a Caribbean blue tartan that matched his eyes, because yes, Kati was that stupidly sappy. She’d put her athame back in its fancy box and placed it in her bag, along with her exam results and a second piece of the chocolate cake in a white paper box, because yes, Iain was that ridiculously sweet.

The closer they got to the train station, the tenser Iain became, until he was so tightly wound that he was walking as if carrying an injury as they crossed the bridge over the River Ouse, following the curve of the road toward a main road populated with cars, taxis, and—mostly—coaches full of tourists. Most of them would be here to see Hadrian’s Wall, the roman wall still mostly intact, or to explore York’s Viking history, but a few of them were probably supernatural tourists, come to gawk at the petrified form of Lady LaVoire on display outside the York Museum of Darke Magic.

Oh. 

Shit.

Kati squeezed Iain’s hand. Their trajectory was going to bring them past the statue, the museum right beside the train station.

She pulled him out of the stream of people, leaning against a wrought iron fence as she said, “We can say goodbye here. You don’t have to walk me to the station.”

“Kati,” Iain sighed, his eyes heavy with sadness. “I want to.”

She frowned. “But you’ll have to walk past...”

“I know,” he replied, running a hand through his floppy brown hair. “But I’ve seen her before. In stone form, I mean. I’ll be fine.” He gave her a winning smile but Kati didn’t believe it for a second. She ran her thumb over his knuckles, but when she opened her mouth to again suggest he not walk past the petrified form of his aunt—Lady LaVoire, former tyrant of the UK’s supernatural community, renowned for turning people into blood puppets, creating armies of the dead, and unleashing hundreds of soul-sucking wraiths upon the populace—Iain cut her off.

“I’ll be fine. Come on, I’m putting you on your train.” There was so much stubbornness in his voice, in the tilt of his chin. Kati sighed, knowing she was unlikely to win this.

“I’m only on it one stop,” she murmured, but she allowed herself to be towed along the road. She kept stroking the back of his hand as they drew near to the museum, and then she could see her. Lady LaVoire. Kati had walked past this statue a hundred times before, but it had never held so much meaning for her before. She’d never had feelings for the psychopath’s innocent nephew before. 

Before, when she’d looked at the formidable aging woman turned to stone, she’d seen a reminder of the Black Years her parents had lived through, and she’d seen the victory of the gentry over Lady LaVoire’s followers, the Black Brooms. 

Now ... all Kati could think about was that this tyrant was Iain’s family, and she couldn’t help wondering how his aunt had treated him. While she knew Lady LaVoire had never tortured him or turned him into a puppet, Kati got the sense he was scared of her. Terrified.

“I came across a spell in a book I was reading yesterday,” Kati said to distract him. “Well, in a book Naia got me as an early Christmas present so I could get a headstart on next term’s work.”

Iain laughed under his breath, facing her. Good. At least he wasn’t looking at his statue-bound aunt. Was she alive in there, or was she insentient? What if she was still making dark plans to take over the world and enslave everyone, even while she was turned to stone?

“It’s a type of radius spell, but one that allows you to sense magic, not just people.”

“Oh,” Iain said, brightening. “You’ll be learning that in your second year. The energy radius spell?”

“Yeah,” Kati agreed, “that.”

But they were right below the statue now, and even Kati’s stomach tightened with unease. There was a tiny voice in the back of her mind that wanted to know what Theo, Bo Chen, and Colen Greensmith had called through the sigil circle that day Colen died. Alexandra had said she needed a sacrifice to break through the veil, and then refused to elaborate.

But Lady Lavoire was right there, locked in stone, powerless. It couldn’t have been her.

No matter how scared and paranoid Iain was that the attack on Lavellian in the Stolen Tower was linked to her. No matter that he’d wrapped a powerful protection spell around Kati, bound to the strength talisman he’d also given her, which hung around her neck.

One more step and they were past her. Just one more.

Kati held her breath, Iain seeming to do the same.

He gasped when they were past her, clutching his ribs, and Kati panicked, her hands fluttering over him. “What is it? Iain?”

“Fine,” he replied, strained. “Just a bit of stitch. We’ve been walking a lot.”

But the knot in Kati’s stomach wound tighter. She didn’t believe him. “You’d tell me,” she asked, “if something was wrong, right?”

“It’s just stitch,” he reiterated stronger, and Kati hesitated to push him on this. She squeezed his hand and didn’t prod at his vulnerabilities again as they made their way to the train station.

But she couldn’t shake off the sense that, stone or not, Lady LaVoire had struck out at Iain.

But that wasn’t possible. She was stripped of all her power. She was a statue.

Kati shook her head at herself and edged closer to Iain, scrounging around in her coat pocket for her train ticket. She was just being jumpy. Iain was fine. The Black Years were over.
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​Just Decide My Future For Me, It’s Fine 

Kati had a serious case of Active Bitch Face. Not resting. Active. The newspaper her dad normally spent most of tea reading had been set on the dining table, its headline—Juneau Back After Eight Day Disappearance—sopping up the gravy on his plate of half-eaten roast beef as he and her mum argued back and forth about Kati’s future.

She couldn’t get a word in edgeways. The only person who seemed even remotely willing to listen to Kati was her nan, who kept interjecting a few words here and there on her behalf. Not that Kati’s mum and dad were listening. Her dad had decided that Kati would intern with him for the rest of the year, while her mum was pushing for her to transfer to Thackrey’s School of The Dead. In Manchester.

Not. Happening.

Not only was Kati not commuting an hour and half every morning and evening—because Thackrey’s wasn’t a boarding academy like SBA, but more of a college-style institute—no way was she abandoning the friends she’d made at Second Breath Academy. Never mind that she’d never see Iain. And who, exactly, was going to pay for her season ticket on the train? It was five grand. No way. Not happening. That was half the bloody tuition she’d paid SBA for three whole years of education. Her dad, as she could have predicted, was firmly against anything that involved the words five and thousand and
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