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Magic always wins in a fair fight. I know they keep repeating it, like some sort of mantra, but even as I hear it, it sounds hollow to me.

I’m in so much pain. My wrist, though mended, is sore, and my ribs hurt. Every breath is a sharp pain that reminds me how close I came to dying tonight.

I’m done. I just want to go home. I miss normal. I miss boring. I miss my mum, and dad, and Isaac. I miss my dead people.

Fletcher takes my good hand and leads me upstairs. I need a shower, although I’m not sure if I’ll be able to stand. I feel so weak. 

I keep getting flashbacks of Efa’s face, the cruel snarl as she kicked me, desperate to hurt me. 

What did I ever do?

I feel so sorry for myself. This world of witches and demons and battles to the death isn’t my world. My world is annoying my brother, mourning my best friend’s death, and looking after corpses. 

I don’t like Fletcher’s world. I love Fletcher. I really do, but I could live without everybody else. 

He sits me on his bed, and I cry out in pain. Moving isn’t helping. I need to be still, but I need to be clean. I need to sleep for a hundred years, like some sad version of Sleeping Beauty. Sleeping broken, bruised and smelly, maybe. 

Fletcher stands in front of me, concern making him look even more handsome than normal.

“What can I do?”

I shake my head. I’m too sad to even try to figure it out. “It hurts when I sit, it hurts when I stand, it hurts when I move.”

He leans his head so gently against mine. “I’m so sorry, Ellis. I’ve always felt bad that you’ve been caught up in this, but you nearly died tonight...”

“We all nearly died tonight.”

And in fairness, I didn’t do a lot in this fight we lived through tonight. Everyone protected me, and each one of them fought for me.

I am sobbing now. I feel useless, and helpless, and hopeless. Even at the end, if John hadn’t rescued me, I’d have died without even fighting to live.

“I’m so rubbish. How can a head witch be so rubbish?”

He kisses my head, and I let out a brief moan. Not an ‘in pain’ moan, but an ‘ooh that was nice’ moan.

Way to stay cool, Ellis.

“Ellis, this isn’t meant to be rude, but you’re an accidental head witch. Of course, you can’t do magic or fight like a genuine witch. We learn our magic the way you learned to walk. It’s in us from babies and we know how to harness it.”

“But the fighting? That’s not taught in nursery school, is it?”

“No.” He smiles. “But it’s an extension of our magic. I know instinctively how to kill a demon and nine times out of ten it will work. If it doesn’t work, I can make a fire, or an ice storm, or a hundred other random magical things that might work.”

“I just feel so useless. Every one of you risked your life for me tonight, and every one of you got hurt.”

“Including you. Don’t beat yourself up; you’re in enough pain as it is.”

“I need a bath, but I feel woozy. I might drown.”

He kisses me again. “Just sit. Let me run it. Let me help you.”

I can hear him in the bathroom, running the taps, muttering to himself, and I close my eyes. I could just sleep. Just sleep until it’s all over. Let them fight, let them battle, let them figure out how to stop Zeta and Efa. 

I open my eyes, because he calls me. He helps me up and leads me into the bathroom. The bath is full of bubbles and looks ridiculously inviting. 

And then I feel shy. I cannot undress myself. I definitely don’t want anyone else to help me. But I don’t want him to see me with no clothes on, either. 

He kisses my cheek and then my lips, only softly, only gently, and I close my eyes, ready to drown in his kisses, revel in his touch. 

Then he’s undressing me. I touch the wall, leaning against it, to keep myself upright, as he pulls off my boots, then my socks. 

I hope my feet don’t smell. 

He undoes the button on my jeans and pulls them down, crouching in front of me, pulling one leg off and then the next. He stands up and looks at me, eyes filled with a desire I know we cannot act on. I feel safe with him. I know he knows how much I love him, but I also know he knows how much pain I’m in. 

He kisses me again and my skin breaks out in goose bumps. 

He’s even slower undressing my top half. It hurts so much. I try to lift my arms up, but I can’t. I cry out in pain, and he kisses my forehead. “It’s okay. I’ll do it this way.”

He doesn’t take his eyes off me as he pulls down one sleeve, untucks my arm from it, and the next one, leaving my arms inside my top, strangely trapped. 

I want to look away from him; this feels too intimate, too grown up. But I cannot look away from him. 

He lifts my top up, pulling it over my head and stretching the collar so it doesn’t touch my face. He lets go of it and takes me in his arms. He is so careful, so tender, that I feel no pain, only a sweetness as he kisses me. 

I am very aware of how few clothes I’m wearing. I’m also very aware of the heat from his hands, burning into my skin. I wonder if there’ll be a mark there when he lets go. 

I don’t know what to do next. I don’t want to be naked, bruised, vulnerable in front of him. I want to kiss him, and be his girlfriend, and maybe one day... but not today. Not when I feel like this. 

I force myself to look at him, and I see the same questions, desire, uncertainty, in his eyes and it makes me smile.

He takes my hand. “Step into the water.”

I point out to him that I’m still in my knickers and bra, when I get what he means. 

A warmth fills me, and my eyes fill with tears. 

I step into the water, let the foam cover my underwear, and lay back. The warm water immediately makes me feel better. The heat, the scent of the bubbles, the relief that Fletcher hasn’t seen me naked and sad. 

I know he’s left the room, and I let myself cry. I cry and cry and cry until my eyes are swollen. I sit up, and it doesn’t hurt as much as I thought it would. I splash water over my face, pour shower gel onto my hands and lather it up. 

I cry out; I can’t help it – lifting my arms to wash, hurts. 

Fletcher steps into the room. “Okay?”

I shake my head, crying again. “I can’t wash.”

He kneels at the side of the bath and pushes my hair off my face. “Let me.” 

I close my eyes; I can’t look at him. I feel his hands on me, full of soap, and he gently, carefully, and respectfully washes my skin. 

I feel the battle wash off me. I feel the upset wash off me. I feel my embarrassment at being such a rubbish witch wash off me. I know there’s magic in his touch, and my entire body is tingling. 

He washes my back, my arms, my shoulders. He stays away from anything that might be too sexy, and I feel like I love him even more.

I dare to open my eyes, and his eyes are dark with desire. They have changed colour, and I feel a thrill that I’ve made him feel like this. I know that he wants me, and I know that he cares so much about me he won’t act on his feelings. 

And, unluckily, I’m feeling in too much pain to want to act on my desires.

He clears his throat, smiles at me, a smile that says so much, and then he washes my hair. 

I relax a little; his touch is far less electrifying now and I let myself be looked after, let myself be pampered. 

He leaves me alone, only for a few minutes, and then comes back with an enormous fluffy towel. He helps me out of the bath, holds the towel up, and carefully, matter-of-factly, and gentlemanly, pulls down my knickers, and unhooks my bra.

He wraps me up, steers me into his bedroom, and dries my hair with magic. 

Then he passes me clean clothes. I hope he magicked them up – I don’t want to wear the twin’s clothes, but I don’t want to make a fuss, anyway. 

Dry and dressed, he tucks me into bed and lets me fall asleep.
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Fletcher wakes up next to Ellis. She’s under the covers and he’s on top of them, with a fleece pulled over himself. They aren’t even touching, but he feels so close to her, and such tenderness towards her, he kisses her forehead as she sleeps. 

She stirs, and he sits up in the bed. “Good morning. How do you feel?”

“Better.” She sits up and hardly winces. “Your mum is clever. It hardly hurts at all. Do you think we’ll end up in another battle to the death today?”

He nods, laughing. “Possibly. Probably. I haven’t been in any battles my whole life long, and then you came along...”

“Coincidence.”

They laugh. “Let’s get ready. We have no idea what the day will bring.”

“Zeta and Efa. On the rampage.”

“With some demons to help them.”

Ellis groans and then feel tears spring in her eyes.

“Hey, don’t cry.”

“I can’t help it. I’m scared all the time; I feel sick all the time. Don’t you wish it was all over?”

“Of course I do. And it will be. There’s only the two of them left. And all the demons in the world can’t help her if we kill her.”

“Let’s do it.”

He smiles and takes her hand, leading her downstairs for breakfast.

Elodie, ever the hostess, has laid out the table full of delicious food; almost as though she is trying to outdo John’s breakfast spread.

“This is lovely, mum, thanks.”

“We’ll need our energy today. Today, we kill.”

Fletcher glances at Ellis, eyebrows raised, and she can’t help but smile. It isn’t funny; not in the slightest, but there’s something amusing about Elodie, with her flowery apron on, and the table laid with fresh muffins and hot bacon that doesn’t fit with her statement. 

“We’re ready. A bit of fuel and then we’ll be even readier.”

“Even readier?” Thea shakes her head. Even in the middle of a war she can’t help her sarcastic judgments. 

Ellis takes a bite of a muffin and a sip of hot chocolate. “What is the plan for today? Do we have any idea what Zeta might do next?”

Elodie shakes her head. “We’ll go mad if we try to understand Zeta. Besides, what she does is irrelevant – we have to make the first move. Today we attack, and we win. I’m sick to death of this palaver, and I’ve got a lot of stuff to catch up with on Netflix.”

This time it’s Fletcher who laughs, spitting out some orange juice. His mother glares at him.

“Sorry mum, but that is funny. The end of the world for our species is upon us, but you want to binge watch a few new shows on Netflix.”

Elodie swats at him with her tea-towel but has the grace to smile. “I have a life, beyond this war, and I’m ready to get back to it – that’s all I’m saying. Now, I’m glad we’re all awake and enjoying making fun of me, but we need to make a move, attack, finish this.”

They are all nodding; they are all sick of this.

“So, what do we do?”

Elodie sits at the table and gestures for them all to join her. “I don’t think we need to over complicate it. We use Ellis to find out where they are, we go there, with as many of us as we can. And we kill her.”

“Sounds easy.”

“Don’t be flippant.”

“Sorry, mum, but it sounds too easy. How do we kill her, Efa and all of their minions at the same time? What about the demons?”

“We managed the demons yesterday. They weren’t such a threat as I feared.”

Ember clears her throat. “I think we need to be ultra sneaky. Like she would be. Let’s find out where they are. Take back up, of course, but instead of going in all guns blazing, lets sneak in. Let’s quietly attack. We don’t need the entire world to know what we’re doing. Quiet. Effective. Quick.”

“That’s an excellent idea. Just kill anyone we see there?”

“Yes. We know she has henchmen. There might be demons, though I can’t imagine she’s keeping them too close.”

“She loves drama – and she’s probably expecting a big hoo-ha like Mumbles again.”

“I like it.”

“We leave in half an hour.”

They all rush off to get ready, nerves kicking in. 

“I like this idea,” Ellis says to Fletcher as they go upstairs. “Yesterday, on the pier, it was so confusing. There’s bound to have been times in battles and wars where people killed the wrong people. You could easily hurt one of your own and not even realise.”

“Definitely. This will be good. Quick and easy.”

They exchange a glance that shows neither of them is wholly convinced.

Ellis places her hand on his chest. “Fletcher, if I die, will you tell my parents, and Isaac, that I love them so so much.”

He shakes his head. “Don’t.”

“No, please, Fletcher. We don’t know. Zeta will be furious that John betrayed her and furious that I got away. She’ll be furious that we murdered Peri and Layland, and furious that they have beaten her. And Efa.” Ellis shakes her head. “She is evil. Her face when she was kicking me, and when she broke my wrist – she’s crazy, Fletcher. Evil. She enjoyed hurting me; it wasn’t about survival for her, she wasn’t fighting back. I was under their control. She just wanted to hurt me. Just tell me you’ll do it. If something happens to me and I don’t make it home, please just tell them. I love them.”

“I’ll make sure you make it home.”

“You can’t. You can’t know how this will go. We can’t guarantee anything. My parents think I’m on a college trip.”

He takes her hands and kisses her. “I won’t need to, but if, if you don’t make it, if something happens to you, I’ll erase your memory from their minds. Then they won’t be able to mourn you, because they’ll forget they ever knew you. They won’t be heartbroken; they’ll be happy.”

“You can do that?”

He nods. 

“Yes. If I die, do that. That’s so much kinder than telling them I’m dead. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. But I don’t plan on letting you die.”

“Fletcher, I don’t plan on dying, either, but look at this mess we’re in. People die.”

They hug for a long time, before leaving his room.

Back downstairs everyone is quiet and Elodie looks at them all. “There’ll be about thirty of us there. Most of us will hang back. Keep Ellis safe and if you see anybody, you kill them. We can’t afford to be sentimental. We can’t afford to hesitate. If they’re with Zeta, they’re dead.”

They all feel the weight of those words; but they all know if they hesitate, Zeta won’t. Kill or be killed. 

“Right, Ellis. Are you ready?”

She nods, pale and frightened looking. “Fletcher will fly with you. Just take us to her.”

Outside the house Fletcher holds Ellis close, feeling her tremble. “It’s okay. I won’t leave your side today. You’ll be safe with me.”

She nods and wraps her arms around him. 

They fly away, waiting for Ellis to give them a direction, waiting for her to tell them where to go. She closes her eyes and Fletcher can hear her muttering, Zeta, Zeta, Zeta, repeatedly.

Then she stiffens. “She’s in the cottage in Mumbles.”

“Are you sure?”

She nods, the wind taking her words. 

Fletcher changes course, and the other witches follow suit. 

They come to land, not directly outside her cottage, but around the corner. 

Elodie asks the back-up witches to station themselves in circles around the cottage, watching and guarding, but not close enough to be seen. 

“Ellis, do you feel anything, know anything, see anything?”

Ellis shakes her head, no, but then nods. “There are a lot of boxes here. I think she’s packing.”

Fletcher nods. “That makes sense. It’s stupid for her to stay here now.”

“It’s stupid for her to be here now,” Ember says, frowning.

“Do you think it’s a trap?”

“Maybe. Let me go ahead,” Ember offers. “Get a little closer.”

Elodie shakes her head, no. “If it’s a trap we should all go. If it’s not a trap, then we’re all there together.”

They nod. Fletcher reaches for Ellis’s hand. He is determined to stay beside her. Ember and Elodie nod at Jane and David, and the twins and Sally huddle at the back.

“Ready? We’re here to kill, remember?”

They all nod; none of them need reminding. Every single one of them feels sick with fear and adrenalin. But every single one of them is ready for this nightmare to be over.
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My hand is sweaty, but I don’t let go of Fletcher. He got me into this mess, he can put up with a little sweat. 

Is this a trap? I try to tune in to some witchy intuition, and I have none. Again, I’m struck by my utter uselessness as a witch. My highlight is making chocolate and pizza out of thin air – and while that’s pretty delicious, it’s hardly life saving. 

And – I haven’t mentioned this to Fletcher because I don’t want to worry him – when I was alone with Zeta yesterday, I could not make even the most basic magic work. I tried to shoot flames at her, but I couldn’t. I still don’t know whether I froze through fear, or if there’s something wrong with me. 

I mean, there’s a lot wrong with me. But I know what I mean. 

And here we all go, ready to kill or be killed once again. 

We head around the back of Zeta’s cottage, keeping super quiet. A stupid compulsion to laugh comes over me. In the middle of this ridiculously serious, life-threatening situation, I want to laugh. I can only imagine how daft we all look – creeping along, me still holding hands with Fletcher, on our way to murder a few people.

What has happened to my life?

We pause and congregate behind the gate. Elodie looks at me, a question on her face. I shake my head – I cannot feel anything, know anything, sense anything. I am the worst witch. 

She pushes open the gate and we follow her through.

The yard is empty, tidy. It looks recently swept. Why do I notice such weird and random – and completely pointless – things? 

Elodie pushes open the back door, and we follow her in. 

The house is quiet, but I know she’s here. I can sense her. 

Zeta and Efa, if I’m right.

I could well be wrong. 

I often am.

Elodie turns to us. “Jane, David, Sally, girls, go upstairs. Ellis, Fletcher, Ember, with me.”

We do as we’re told, splitting up and creeping onwards. 

Elodie pushes open the door to the lounge and I take a deep breath.

Is this it? Are we going to find Zeta packing up her life into cardboard boxes, her charming daughter helping her, and swiftly finish them off?

Could it be this easy?

We find them exactly as I imagined. Zeta is kneeling on the floor, glamourous as ever, holding a sheaf of papers and organising them into a folder. Efa is packing books into an enormous box, they are both smiling and chatting.

They don’t look surprised to see us, but they don’t jump up or attempt to attack us.

“Morning,” Ember says, a scowl on her beautiful face. “Not moving away, are you?”

“Without saying goodbye?” Elodie sounds just as sarcastic as her sister. 

It’s definitely them, but they are weirdly silent, weirdly... amenable. 

“Any last words, Zeta?”

Again, this doesn’t get a response. No argument, no witty retort. 

Elodie looks over to me, finding their behaviour as strange as I do. “Is it definitely them?”

I nod. It is. Maybe they’ve just realised that the game is over. They have no hope of winning against us, no hope of attacking us and escaping. They’re cornered.

Ember holds up her hand and with two quick blasts of fire, she kills them both. 

They are dead.

We step away from their smouldering bodies and look at each other. The door opens, and David steps in. He takes in the two dead bodies and whoops. The others follow him in, all staring at Zeta and Efa. 

“Fantastic! You did it. What did she say?” Jane hugs Elodie. 

“Did she beg for her life?” Thea asks.

Elodie shakes her head. “She didn’t say a word. She didn’t put up a fight.”

“Not one word.”

I step away from the group. This feels wrong. Too easy. 

I call over my shoulder to Fletcher. “Fletcher, light this fire.”

He does as I ask, and the entire group turns to me. They know what I’m going to do. I’m going to call out their names, see if their likeness appears in the flames. Check that they are dead. This feels... odd.

The flames lick up quickly, Fletcher’s magic hastening it along. I remember Elodie’s instructions – to look at the tip of one flame. 

I call Zeta first. 

Then I snap out of my reverie. “Is she alive?”

Fletcher shakes his head, a grim look on his face. “Dead.”

I do the same for Efa and she’s dead too.

None of us look that happy, though. I’m not even sure why. 

Fletcher sighs. “Let’s go.”

“What about the demons, what about her henchmen?”

“There’s nobody else here. All we can do is go home. Be vigilant. But with the instigator dead, I can’t see that we’re in any immediate danger.”

The twins and Sally smile at each other, hug, cry. 

I take Fletcher’s hand and we all head outside. 

The street is quiet. Well, it’s not quiet; it’s Mumbles. But there aren’t any manic witches, or murderous shifters, or evil vampires or deranged fairies waiting for us. 

It just feels like an anti-climax. But then this isn’t a film, where the last battle scene is so epic it gives you goose bumps, before the hero and heroine jump into bed, and the credits roll.

This is real life. Infinitely disappointing.

I close my eyes when Fletcher puts his arms around me, I will never not enjoy this, and we fly back home.

Funny how I think of it as home now, even though my actual home is only up the road. I feel a rush of excitement. I might still be head witch, but if the immediate danger is over, and with Zeta and Efa being dead, it seems like it is, then I can go home. 

A feeling of peace spreads through me, and we all gather in the kitchen. 

“Is that it? Is it over?” Thea grins at her mother. Ember nods. “I think so. We just killed the pair of them, and they were the leaders of the pack.”

I’m enjoying Ember being at a loss. We all feel the same, so it isn’t fair to single her out, but she looks so confused. Did we just end this entire thing, so quickly, so quietly, so easily...

But it seems like we did. It wasn’t a trick. We weren’t ambushed on the way in or the way out. 

We walked in, killed them and walked out.

And without a leader, without someone telling them what to do and where to go, then doesn’t it stand that this crazy war, this rebellion, will fizzle out?

Fletcher laughs. “Look at us, you’d swear we lost. We won! We did it. We killed them.”

I grin at him; his enthusiasm is infectious, it really is. 

Elodie looks thoughtful and takes a seat at the table. “I need to think about things, make sure all is well, but... I think we should celebrate.”

Thea and Talia let out some whoops, and I laugh. 

Suddenly, the sombre, unreal feeling we all seemed to have when we left Zeta’s is replaced by pure elation. 

There’s no other way to describe it. 

Ember cracks open some champagne. “We’ve been fighting this war for longer than most of you know.”

A shadow of hurt passes over Elodie’s face, but I don’t think anybody else notices. She’s quick to smile, to raise her glass at Ember’s toast.

“To the ones we couldn’t keep safe, and to the ones we could.” 

We all cheer, and I’m crying and laughing at the same time. We have been so close to death, all of us, and some of us didn’t make it. It’s a bittersweet moment, and we are all suddenly sombre. 

It could have turned out so differently. 

Elodie cooks and bakes, and Ember keeps opening more and more champagne, even letting us have some. We are all happy and relaxed.

Later on Fletcher and I sneak away, up to his room, where we lie next to each other on his bed and kiss. 

“I can’t believe we both made it,” I say, pushing back his floppy hair, away from his face. His gorgeous face. 

“I can.” He grins. “I’m not done with you, yet.”

“Sounds ominous,” I laugh, but I feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of our future together, what it might be, what it might bring.

“Not ominous.” He kisses my cheeks, and then my mouth. “Just good. Normal. Happy. Two teenagers, not two teenagers in the middle of a nasty species war. Just us.”

I close my eyes and snuggle up against him. 

I can’t help but feel exhausted. We’ve been through so much, and now the immediate danger is over, we can finally relax. 

I drift off and don’t wake until the next day.
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Fletcher leaves Ellis in bed, asleep, and heads downstairs. Only his mother is awake. He kisses her forehead. “Tea?”

She shakes her head. “No thanks, love, I’ve got one already.”

He makes himself a drink then joins his mum at the table. “Everybody else still sleeping?” 

She nods. “Jane and David took Sally home, but you and Ellis were sleeping by then. Ember and the girls are still crashed out.”

“You okay?”

Elodie nods. “There are still some things to do, to sort out.”

He nods and reaches for a croissant. “Is this spare?”

Elodie nods. “Once Ember is awake, I will ask her to contact all the members of the team that she and Griff were working with, the ones who were fighting this battle before we even knew about it. I want them to track down any last stragglers, anyone who’s so loyal to Zeta that they might try to cause trouble.”

“Outstanding idea. Do you think they’ll try to start it up again?”

“I don’t know, but the team know what they are doing, and it makes sense for them to continue with their work, at least until we’re sure.”

“Makes sense,” he says, pulling his croissant apart and eating it slowly, bite by bite. 

“Get a plate. You’re so messy.”

“Sorry.” He grabs a plate and another croissant. “Anything else?”

She nods. “The council. Mya is dead, she was the head of the vampires. Vann is dead, he was the head of the fairies and Gregory’s dead, head of the shifters.”

“Who killed Gregory?” Fletcher pours himself an orange juice. 

Elodie shrugs. “Not me.”

“Nor me.” Fletcher shrugs. It must have been one of the others.

“And the other council members are still tied up with magic in Scotland.”

Fletcher chokes on his drink. “Oh crap. They will be so mad.”

“Worse than mad. I’m nervous about what to do next. We have to set them free, and we have to tell them that their leaders are dead. It won’t be pretty.”

Fletcher is silent for a while, eating, drinking, thinking. “We lost Griff, too. It’s not like we’ve done anything wrong. We had to be sure who was on our side. They must understand. We’ll go up, be matter of fact, explain everything, try to make things right.”

“I don’t think things will ever be right again, but you’re right. We can’t put it off either. Once everyone’s awake, we’ll head up to Scotland.”

Elodie opens her mouth to say something, then closes it again, and then opens it, and then closes it.

“What is it, mum?”

She shakes her head, fear colouring her face. 

“Can it be worse than the mob we’re about to face in Scotland?”

She nods. “The demons.”

Fletcher visibly shudders.

“We have to go to the portal, and we have to gather them up.”

“No!” Fletcher chokes out, panic clear on his face, “Mum, no, that’s dangerous.”

“Fletcher, I know it’s dangerous, but demons roaming the earth is even more dangerous. We need to tie up loose ends. The henchmen, Ember and her team can take care of. But the demons can’t be allowed to wander around unchecked.”

He is silent. He knows his mother is right, but he cannot bear to think about it. Demons are tricky. They managed them pretty well on the pier, but without a leader they could be anywhere. They have to be called back, put back in the portal; put back in their place.

“I think we should destroy the portal too. Make it so they can’t ever come back.”

“I think that’s the safest bet.”

They eat and drink in silence mostly, waiting for the others to wake up. “If they aren’t all up in an hour, we’ll wake them. I know we’re all exhausted, but it’s not over yet. Not quite.”

“What about the autonomy for the other species? I think they will want it more than ever now, mum.”

“You’re right. I’ve been thinking about what you said, about your dad being a good man. And he was. I think there’s a reason he wouldn’t do it, why the other head witches wouldn’t do it. We need to figure it out. Quickly.”

“I think so too, mum. You know what he was like.”

She reaches for his hand. “You’re so much like him. He was a principled man. And we’ll finish what he started. Let’s wake everyone up. Let’s go to Scotland, sort out the council, then sort out the demons, and then I’ll go through – we’ll go through – all of your father’s things, see if there’s any information there.”

“We’ll be okay. We got through the worse of it.”

“Some of us did.”

He pours a drink for Ellis and goes upstairs to wake her, leaving his mother to wake up his aunt and his cousins. 

Ellis is fast asleep, hair looking wild, one arm flung over her face, the other hanging off the edge of the bed. “Ellis,” he whispers her name, and she stirs straight away, sitting up and rubbing the sleep from her eyes. He passes her the drink. “Thanks.”

He sits beside her. “How are you? You slept through an entire day.”

“No way! Why didn’t you wake me up?”

“I wasn’t far behind you. We were all shattered. We need to get ready. We’re going to Scotland.”

Horror dawns on Ellis’s face, and she covers her face with her hands. “The council. They’re still tied up. We forgot all about them. They will be so angry.”

“We were kind of busy,” he says, trying to sound flippant, before shaking his head. “No, it is awful that we forgot. They’ll be furious. But what can we do? We can hardly leave them now we’ve remembered them.”

“I suppose we didn’t deliberately forget. It’s been a crazy few days.”

“Exactly. And they’ll understand that. Hopefully. How are your broken bones?”

“Better. I think I’m back to normal.” She climbs out of bed without wincing. “See?”

He laughs and takes her in his arms. “So this doesn’t hurt?”

“Nope, not even a little.”

He leans in, and they kiss. “Don’t you wish this was all over, and we could just kiss all day?”

She nods. “Definitely. My dad thinks you’re a lovely boy, from a lovely family. He’ll be happy.”

“Does he really?”

“Yeah. I mean, he’s wrong about your family. Except your mum. Your mum is lovely. Your aunt and your cousins... not so much.”

He laughs. “They are hard work, for sure. Will your dad really be pleased?”

“Yes. He’s been waiting forever for me to get a boyfriend, so he’ll have somebody strong to cart our coffins around.”

Fletcher laughs. “I am not carting coffins.”

She shakes her head. “We don’t really ‘cart’ them, that’s not the right word. My dad is nicer to our dead bodies than he is to me and Isaac. But he’ll be happy to have someone strong around the place.”

“I’d be more than happy to help. I can just magic things done. And so can you, now.”

“I keep forgetting that I’m a witch! I’m the worst one you’ve ever met, aren’t I?”

He cannot keep a straight face and she groans. “Oh, I’m so embarrassing.”

“You’re not. You’re lovely.”

They kiss again. “Come on, we need to be quick.”

She nods, and they are downstairs within ten minutes. The others aren’t far behind them. 

“I feel sick,” Ember says to Elodie. “What are we going to say to them?”

“Sorry. And, in fairness, the reason you probably feel sick is that you drank too much champagne.”

Ember nods and winces, holding onto her head. “True. They’ll be so angry. Are Jane and David coming too?”

“No, just us. I don’t want to overwhelm them or for it to look like we’ve come with loads of backup. I’m hoping to throw myself on their mercy, to be honest.”

“If they have any.”

Elodie shrugs. Her sister has spoken aloud her exact fear.

Thea takes her mum’s hand. “I’m scared. I don’t want another big fight. I don’t think I can face it.”

“It’s okay. We need to do it. We need to explain what went wrong, and we need to say sorry. And we need to be open with them. Moving forwards, we need to work more closely than we ever have before. We can’t let this happen again.”

“Come on, everyone. Let’s go.”

Elodie and Ember check outside to make sure it’s safe, before they go out, and once they are all gathered on the pavement, Ember puts the protections back in place. 

“Ready?” Fletcher holds out his arms, so Ellis can step into them. She fits so perfectly against him. She lays her head against his chest, and then he holds her close. 

They fly away, up to Scotland and land in front of the enormous house. 

There’s no welcoming committee this time, and they all pause. None of them wants to step inside and face the absolute anger they know is coming.
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Fletcher’s mum takes the lead, thank God; I don’t even want to go inside, never mind go inside first. And then it’s like my legs won’t walk, and Fletcher has to tug on my arm to get me to move. And ever so reluctantly I follow him, clutching onto his hand.

There are six furious people, magically bound, against their will, inside this house.

Fun.

Ember steps in front of Elodie as they go through the front door, and I’m struck again by how lovely she is. She really is a pretty woman. Scary. Pretty. “I moved them upstairs. I thought it would be better if I tucked them out of the way.”

“Superb idea. Show me.”

We follow Ember up the steps, the long curve of the stairway sweeping around. Such a beautiful detail in such a beautiful house. Yes, I’m rambling. My thoughts are rambling and scrambling and swirling, because I do not want to face this.

I’m not even an actual witch. I don’t see why I should be in all these difficult and dangerous situations when I’m just a normal girl, and an amateur witch at the best. An absolute novice. A newbie. An accident. 

Ember stops outside double doors that probably open into an exquisite bedroom or library or... who cares? We will probably die in that room, whatever type of room it is.

We cannot leave people tied up indefinitely, but the minute we untie them – two vampires, two shifters and two fairies – well they’re not going to politely thank us and head on their merry way. No, they will unleash their fury on us.

I actually whimper but quickly turn it into a cough when Thea glares at me. 

Fletcher squeezes my hand, and I close my eyes. 

It’s okay. I have faced death more than once since I became a witch. I can face it again. It just pains me that one of these days I might face it and that’ll be the last thing I ever do.

I breathe in and out, calming my panic.

Then my eyes snap open. “There’s nobody in there.” I say it, not knowing where the insight came from, but knowing it’s true. 

Elodie shakes her head and pushes open the doors. “She’s right. I was so worried I didn’t even notice.”

Maybe I am an excellent witch.

“Same,” Ember says. “I did not pick up on it at all.”

They shake their heads, smiling, and then frown as they realise what this means. 

Thea and Talia hold hands, looking frantically around, expecting the creatures to jump out and ambush us. 

“There’s nobody here at all. Anywhere here,” I say again. 

Know it all.  

“She’s right,” Fletcher agrees with me, and I smile at him. He might laugh that I’m a rubbish witch, but sometimes I’m bang on. 

“She’s right.” His mum sinks to the floor, crying, and Fletcher drops beside her, he’s such a lovely guy. 

“Don’t cry.”

“I have to. Where have they gone? Who helped them? If they’re not here, we can’t explain everything to them, and if we can’t explain everything to them, that means they’ll be angry with us. And we don’t know where they are. Which means this isn’t over.”

Ember sits beside her sister. “They probably told people they had the meeting here with us, and when they didn’t come back, those people came looking for them.”

“But it was witch magic. Which means only a witch could have undone it.”

“So, they probably called one of the witches who hates us and asked them to help. And by now they might have heard about the fight on the pier, and they might even know about Zeta and Efa. Don’t panic.”

Fletcher holds out his hand to me, and I pull him up. Then he helps his mum up. “Let’s go. If they were furious, they’d have stayed here and waited for us, or set a trap, or done something. There’s no one here. That’s a good thing. Come on. We’ve got enough trouble, let’s not look for any more.”

Elodie lets Fletcher take her out of the house and down the enormous driveway, quiet but coming with us, letting herself be led away from the house, like I let Fletcher take me in there.

We are all quiet, looking back at the house, peering around the grounds, sure we’ve missed something. I haven’t heard the twins say a sarcastic word for days. Not that I miss it. Ever since I got my own back on them, they’ve been nicer to me. There was no good reason to be horrible. 

I’m lovely.

Back in Fletcher’s arms, ready to fly home again, I worry about the next part of our day. He told me how his mum wants to call the demons back to the portal, and I’m pretty sure I remember them saying that it must have been some evil magic that got them out. 

I can’t even do normal magic that well, I’m not sure I’m best prepared for black magic. 

In Fletcher’s arms, as we fly home, the words ‘dark magic’ repeat in my head. 

When we sit and watch Elodie and Ember make lunch, the same words repeat in my head and I wonder how dark is dark?

Considering the time I spend with dead people, I’m actually a bit of a wuss – I don’t like the idea of evil magic. When I think about it, it makes my insides squirm.

Are we talking about sacrifices, blood rituals, evil spirits? To be honest, I’m not up for all that. It comes down to living with dead people. If I think about ghosts – friendly or otherwise – I’ll get no sleep. If I imagine that at any moment, all of our corpses might come to life like some sort of zombie film, I couldn’t relax at all. I have to think, know, believe, that once you’re dead, you’re dead.  

That’s why the demons don’t sit well with me. 

I shake my head, and Fletcher touches my arm. “Are you okay?”

I nod, then shake my head. “Just nervous about the demon recalling.”

“Me too.” 

Thanks. That’s reassuring. He knows far more about all this than I do and he’s nervous. I should be petrified then. 

Maybe I can stay behind.

As I think about it, I know it won’t be the case. I am the head witch. Even though I’m the most rubbish head witch since records began. There are no records, but I know what I mean, anyway. I’m crap. But they’ll need me. 

Bound to.

I eat – Elodie and Ember make a lovely spread – it would be rude not to. 

“We’ll go to the portal after lunch.” Elodie just announces it, like we might be going on a pleasant trip – to the cinema or the fair or the shops. 

A nice bit of dark magic after lunch. Yup, that’s perfectly normal, not at all creepy, and pretty boring, actually. 

I can’t even answer her, not that she’s waiting for my answer, as though we can’t go unless I commit to it, but I choke on a crisp, and can’t speak, even if I wanted to. 

I feel Fletcher’s hand on my leg under the table. Reassuring me, tethering me to him. In a magnificent way. 

I’m okay. I’ll be okay. 

I eat and repeat this to myself, watching the others around the table, wondering if they are as nervous as I am. 

Thea and Talia definitely are. They fought so well on the pier, but they are just kids, like me. We should be worrying about our college assignments, worrying about spots, worrying about anything other than rogue witches, vampires, shifters, fairies and demons! 

No wonder they look stressed. I probably look worse than they do; at least some of this stuff is familiar to them; maybe not the fighting, or the danger, but that all these creatures exist at all still throws me. 

And they are a thousand times better at magic than I will ever be. 

Elodie and Ember both look stressed out. Their faces are white, tight, anxiety easily evident. I feel sorry for them and grateful for them too. 

And Fletcher. I cannot see his handsome face, but I can feel his hand in mine, and feel his leg jigging up and down; he can’t keep still. 

We are all feeling it. I feel like it’s closing in on me, the worry, stress, anxiety and panic.

Panic is the word. Making it hard for me to breathe, making my chest feel tight, and my stomach feel sick. I take a deep breath. And another.

Whatever happens at the portal, I don’t have to face it alone, and I’ll have the best witches by my side. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




3


[image: image]


Once they have cleared away the remnants of their lunch, Elodie carries a thick, old book from the front room and places it on the table. There’s a plume of dust knocked into the air, which makes them all cough.

Ember smiles and sits at the table, running her fingers along the title of the book. “Elodie, it’s years since I saw this.”

“What is it?” Thea asks.

“It’s our family book of spells.” She opens the cover and turns over a few of the pages. “We wrote these spells – us, our family, our ancestors. Some of these spells are probably thousands of years old.”

Elodie nods. “Hundreds maybe.”

“They aren’t in chronological order, though, which is clever. They’re written according to subject so you can easily find what you need.”

“Are there any of your spells in there?”

“Only a few,” Ember says, squealing with excitement. “Oh, why was this tucked away? I love this book. Look, one of mammy’s spells.” 

The two sisters look at their mother’s writing, fond expressions on their faces. Elodie tears up. “I think we live in a different time. We can Woogle most things, but we need the book for this.”

They are all silent. The unspoken spectre of the demons unsettling them all.

“Will there be anything about demons?”

“There will be. But...” Elodie hesitates, and Ember takes over, looking at each of them. Thea. Talia. Fletcher. Ellis. 

“This book is sacred and special, and full of any spell our family might need, and any spell they might have used. But it’s also a... gateway-” She looks at Elodie. “Is that how you’d describe it?”

Elodie nods. “Maybe. It’s full of magic and power and history. A lot of what’s in here is probably in your head, Ellis. Though you might not know how to access it.”

Ellis tries not to look embarrassed and fails. Fletcher squeezes her arm but keeps his eyes on the book. 

“A gateway. You mean we can access stuff that’s not in the book, through the book?”

Ember nods. “Most of our ancestors weren’t battling with demons, but we can access their total knowledge through these pages.”

“What if none of them had demon knowledge?” Talia asks, reaching out to touch the book, before pulling her hand back, reluctant to touch it.

“It’s unlikely. This goes so far back, before the portal was used to banish them. But it might not be pretty.”

“Should we all stay...?” Thea asks, her voice trembling. 

“Yes,” Elodie says at the same time that Ember says, “No.”

They look at each other. 

“I don’t want the girls to do this. It’s different for Fletcher – he’d be head witch if it wasn’t for Ellis. My girls, I just don’t want them... they could have died on the pier, they could have died when the demons came into the garden. They’re all I have left.” She shrugs.

“I won’t make them come. If they don’t want to, and you don’t want them to.”

They all look at the twins. 

“I don’t want to,” Thea says. 

“Nor me,” Talia says. 

Ember pulls them both into her arms and kisses them. “Is that okay?”

Elodie nods. “We don’t need them to come. We have enough manpower for the portal...” she trails off, tears filling her eyes. “I just wish I had the same choice with Fletcher. And Ellis.”

They are all silent. The twins look relieved, while Fletcher and Ellis look more petrified than ever. If the twins won’t be part of this because it’s too dangerous, but they have no choice, how is that fair?

“Does Ellis-”

Fletcher doesn’t get to finish his question, his mum answers, her voice flat. “She’s head witch. She has to be a part of this.”

The room feels heavy, and even though Elodie has agreed that the twins don’t have to be a part of what’s coming, she looks angry. 

The girls hug Fletcher, and Ellis, reluctantly, before kissing their mum and begging her to be safe. “They can go to Sally’s. The three of them can stay behind when we go to the portal.”

Decision made, the girls pack a bag of their things, and Ember takes them outside. She will fly them to Sally’s house and be back quickly. 

“While she’s gone, I’ll get the front room ready. We need to find the right magic to help with the portal, and I have no idea how hard that’ll be. You two...” Elodie trails off. “Go to Ellis’s house. Invisible. Let her see them, but make sure they don’t see you.”

Fletcher nods, his expression solemn, and Ellis looks wildly from Elodie to Fletcher and back again. Elodie says nothing, just touches Fletcher’s arm before leaving them alone.

“Why do I need to see my family?”

Fletcher pulls her into a hug.

“I’m going to die, aren’t I?”

“None of us are safe. We’ve never done this before.”

“So, I’m saying goodbye to them? Seeing them one last time, without them even knowing it.” She shakes her head, anger colouring her face. “I hate this. I don’t want to say goodbye. I don’t want to die. And I don’t want to be your stupid head witch anymore.” 

She pulls away from him, shakes off his arm, and runs upstairs. 

When he opens his door, she’s gathering her things into a pile on his bed. “I’m done.”

“Ellis,”

Fury makes her fingertips spark. “No! Thea and Talia get to walk away. Why don’t I? Because I’m the stupid head witch! That’s your problem, not mine. I didn’t ask to be head witch; I didn’t ask to be a witch at all. I didn’t ask to be a part of this stupid war. I don’t want to say goodbye to my family. No!”

She stands up, and then her hands drop to her sides and she sobs. 

He holds her, and eventually she leans into him, tears soaking his clothes. He doesn’t care. “I’m sorry, more sorry than you’ll ever know. If I could undo it, I would. If I could keep you safe, I would.” 

Her voice is quiet. “But you can’t.”

They cry together, holding on to each other, as though the world might end if they let go of each other. Which it might. 

“Why is this so much worse than anything else? Why didn’t I say goodbye before we went to the pier? There were demons on the pier. And Zeta’s dead now. Is it that bad?”

There is hope in her voice that makes him want to cry even more. “When they banished the demons – before my time – more people died than at any other time in the history of the supernatural creatures. Trying to get the demons, who were reluctant, to say the least, back to the portal, to get them in there, to subdue them enough.” He shivers. “We’ve all heard horror stories.”

“Can’t we just leave them out, then?”

He shakes his head. “Without proper supervision, they’ll just kill everyone. Men, women, children, human or otherwise, they just don’t care.”

“So where are they now? If they’re so terrible, why aren’t we hearing reports about it?”

“I don’t know. Zeta only just died; she might have been magically harnessing them somehow. So we have to do it, and we have to do it quickly.”

“So, do I even have time to say goodbye to my family? Is there any point if they won’t even know I’m there?”

“It’s your call. We’ll make time.”

She lays down on the bed, staring at the ceiling. “This is not how I thought I’d end up. When I realised that I’d become your head witch; I thought it would be amazing. I thought I’d have power. I thought it would be fun.”

“It’s not usually so bad.”

“I hate it.” Tears roll down her face and into her ears, making them itch. 

He lies down beside her, takes her hand in his and holds it next to his heart. “I can’t say it enough times. I’m sorry. I wish things were normal. I wish we were just in college again. I wish you weren’t a part of this. But you are. If we can get the demons to the portal, if we can figure out how to convince the other creatures that we mean no harm, if we can get everything back to normal, then we can try again to make you normal too.”

She closes her eyes. “I don’t want to see my family. It’ll be too sad. To be there but for them not to know I’m there. It’ll feel wrong, and it won’t achieve anything. It’s just going to make me even sadder. If I have to be part of this, let’s just do it. Get on with it and get it over with.”

He closes his eyes and they lie side by side in silence until Elodie knocks on the door.
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The knock at the door makes me want to throw up. This is it. Time to invoke some black magic and wrestle with demons. Sounds like fun. 

I follow Fletcher from his lovely, safe, smelly bedroom, down the stairs, feeling my stomach drop with each step. I wish I was an evil twin and could escape this.

“Did you want to go home?” Elodie asks, looking so concerned for me I cry a bit. I shake my head no. 

It’s a lie. Of course, I want to go home, and not just to see my family, but to hide under my bed and never come out again. 

It’s not an option. The next time I see my family I will be safe and my normal self again. Or, if they cannot undo the magic that made me a witch, then I’ll at least be safe. I won’t risk bringing trouble to their door and seeing them will hurt me more than help me. 

“Ember’s back. It’s time.”

The front room looks unfamiliar. It’s empty of furniture and full of candles instead. The fire is lit, and roaring merrily away, and I think about jumping in it for a second. I want to run away. 

Ember is sitting cross-legged on the floor, her back to the flames. Elodie sits opposite her, and gestures for me and Fletcher to sit opposite each other, in between them. 

On the floor in the middle of us is the book. The family spell book. 

Like a family recipe book, only creepier. 

I try to breathe; I do not want to have a panic attack or pass out, or die. Not much to ask. 

“This is the easy bit,” Elodie says, and I actually snort, then cough and then clamp my mouth shut because Ember is glaring at me, and Fletcher is shaking his head. Sorry, but easy?

Easy is what my family makes me do: put lipstick on dead people, decant ashes into pretty boxes and share my living space with corpses. What Fletcher’s family makes him do is battle supernatural creatures, invoke evil demons and try to save the world by shutting down stupid portals, which anybody could have told them was a rubbish idea.

If you’re decisive enough to banish the demons – against their will – then have the courage of your convictions and make sure the bastards can’t get back out. 

Thick. 

I compose myself, glad that they can’t hear my thoughts. I love Fletcher and his family, I really do, but if some people had had as much sense as they did magic, way back when they banished the demons, I wouldn’t be sitting here right now about to start some dodgy ritual in a room full of candles, which has got to be a fire hazard, if nothing else. 

“Close your eyes. Do not open them until I say.” 

I do as I’m told, and straight away my eyeballs are itching, and I want to peek – like when you have to close your eyes in school assemblies when it’s time to pray, but you open them anyway, and can’t have a row, because if someone sees you looking, then they are looking too. 

But I’m not a kid anymore, and this isn’t primary school. This shit is real. 

I keep my eyes closed and focus on what Elodie is saying. 

“Secrets of the book are ours to know. Secrets of the book are ours to know. Secrets of the book are ours to know.” 

Ember and Fletcher join in the chant, so I do too, stumbling over the words a bit, but trying my best. 

The room goes chilly, and even with my eyes closed I can tell that the candles have gone out – the room is darker, and I can smell the distinct burning smell you only get when they go out. 

We are still chanting, but Elodie is shouting something else, loudly, above our voices: “Secrets of the book are ours to know, ours to use. We need your help. We need to call the demons to the portal and banish them again. We need you to show us how. We need the evil magic of the past, to help the good magic of the future.”

She is silent, and I stop too, I can’t help it, I feel a shiver, a prickle of unease all along my spine, I would swear someone was running a sharp knife all the way along it. I shudder. 

And I open my eyes. 

Why did I open my eyes?

I am too scared to move and too scared to make a sound. 

The candles have gone out, and the room is full of ghosts. I think they’re ghosts – I’ve never seen one before, which I always thought meant that they weren’t real. I live in a funeral home, with so many dead bodies, surely if there were such a thing as ghosts, I’d have seen one by now? Law of probability. 

But here they are. Very different from demons – I can see that now. 

They are exactly like you see them in the films, wispy, see through, floating through the air. There are hundreds of them, swimming, flying, whatever ghosts do, through the air. They are passing through each other and us. 

I take a huge breath as one swoops down and goes through me. I turn to see it float up to the ceiling. This is weird.

But not scary. Now I can see them, I can see that they are friendly ghosts. They are smiling and swooping, and I cannot take my eyes off them. 

I wish the others would open their eyes and see this, this gathering of spirits. The feeling in the room is lovely too, warm, gentle, weirdly peaceful.

And then I wonder why I felt that prickle of unease? What made me feel uncomfortable when all I can see are friendly, kindly ghosts. 

I cough, trying to get Fletcher’s attention, but he doesn’t flinch. 

I smile as I watch the ghosts mill around. They must be bringing the secrets of the book to us. They are so kind. This is just a delight, I’ll be honest. 

And then I see her. Them.

The prickle of unease is back. 

I can see Zeta and Efa in ghost form – a little less transparent than the others, maybe because they are freshly minted ghosts. Newly dead. 

Ooh, they don’t look happy. These two look mad. 

They are mad. They aren’t floating gently around, swooping through the air like graceful jelly fish. They are darting around, knocking the other ghosts out of the way; I bet it was them that snuffed the candles out.

Even dead, they are both horrible. 

The other ghosts are trying to shoo them away, trying to fight back – but they’re all ghosts. I’m not sure what capabilities or limits any of them have. But the friendly ghosts look scared. They look uneasy, and instead of swooping, they have gathered into a little huddle near the fire. 

Zeta and Efa are ushering them towards the flame, shepherding them that way. This doesn’t look good. They are cackling, and the ghosts are whimpering. I know they want to hurt them; to stop them helping us, and I can’t let it happen. 

There’s a hiss and a flurry of black smoke as one ghost hits the flames and turns to ash. 

“Fletcher!” I need to break the spell. I need to stop the ghosts being turned into ash. I need to help. 

“Fletcher! Elodie! Ember!” I scream as loud as I can and then I reach across the gap between us, over the book, and grab Fletcher. 

And it breaks the spell. 

Elodie, Ember and Fletcher open their eyes, all three of them frowning at me, and I look around the room in surprise. The candles are still lit; the ghosts have all vanished and so have Zeta and Efa. 

I shake my head. 

“Ellis, what’s wrong?”

I close my eyes. Have I ruined this? I should never have opened my eyes, but I have to admit it, so they know what went wrong, so they can, hopefully, fix it. 

“I opened my eyes.”

Elodie looks crestfallen, disappointed in me, Fletcher looks frustrated and Ember just looks angry. 

“What did you see?”

“The room was full of ghosts. Then Zeta and Efa were here, trying to push the friendly ghosts into the fire. And they did, one of them turned to ash, and-” I stop. They are looking at me like they want to wring my neck. I stare down at my lap. 

Elodie takes a deep breath, and looks at Fletcher, eyebrows raised. 

“That’s why you’re not supposed to open your eyes. The book plays tricks on you if you do.”

“So none of that was real?”

He shakes his head and I feel like an idiot. 

“Close your eyes. Don’t open them until I say.”

Elodie tries again, and this time I bunch my hands into fists and hold them over my eyes as we chant and the book does its thing, so I can’t ruin it again. 
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The spirits from the book fill the room. The magical ancestors they need help from, and a thick, pulsing thrum in the air; the magic itself. 

It doesn’t take long for the help to come, to summon the answers, especially when they all keep their eyes closed. 

Elodie opens her eyes, a look of calm on her face, where there had only been anxiety before. “We’re ready.”

Nobody questions her, they all just rise from the floor, stretching and smiling. 

“We’ll fly to the portal. It won’t be pleasant, but at least I know what to do now. I need you all to hold your nerve.”

They all nod. Ember and Fletcher, far more experienced than Ellis will ever be, look serious and determined. Ellis is pale. 

Fletcher takes her hand. “Just do what my mum says, and you’ll be fine.”

“I’m scared.”

“We all are. We haven’t done this before. You imagine how happy the demons were when they came out of the portal – they had their freedom again. So imagine how angry they’ll be at being forced to go back.”

“But, the portal is open, so will any of them try to get out?”

“I think we have to summon them, but I wouldn’t put it past them.”

“We must be on high alert,” Ember says, plastering her lips in bright red lipstick. Ready for battle. 

Elodie smiles at the three of them. “I’m very nervous. If this goes well, it’ll still be frightening and harrowing. If it goes wrong... well.” She cannot even finish her sentence, but then she nods. “If it goes wrong, Fletcher, you must do everything, anything, you can to get Ellis out of there. We need her there, for the re-calling, but we need her to survive. We’ll be next to the portal, a circle of four, so much more powerful than a circle of three. The other witches will circle us in rings, moving outwards, powerful witches, withes who can help if it all goes wrong. They know to get Ellis away too. We might not survive this. I need you to know.”

They all huddle together, and the weight of her words has them all serious and sombre. “Ember, if you survive, you’re to take the other witches, the ones you and Griff worked with, and make sure there are no other stragglers, no other rebels still working. This has to end.”

Ember nods. “I’ll find the council members too. I have an idea where they might be.”

Elodie smiles at her sister, touches her arm. “Thank you. I love you.”

“I love you too. We can do this.”

“Fletcher. You need to figure out why nobody has given the autonomy back to the supernatural creatures.” 

“What’s this?” Ember asks, a frown on her face. 

“Just something Fletcher asked me the other day. Ember, you knew Adam. Wasn’t he the kindest man you knew?”

She nods, unsure where this is going.

“So if he could have, wouldn’t he have given the creatures their autonomy back, removed our leadership over them, undone the magic?”

“I think so, but-”

“Exactly! Fletcher realised that there must be a reason the head witches have never given the other creatures what they want the most, what they always ask for. These are our friends, so... anyway, it’s not something we need to worry about today. It’s a puzzle for another day. We have to get through this first.”

They all nod, realising that they cannot put this journey off any longer. Elodie checks her phone. “The witches are on their way to the portal. It’s time to go.”

Fletcher tucks Ellis into his arms. “I promise to keep you safe. I’ll do everything I can.”

“Thank you. I want to run away.”

“Please don’t. I need you there. You give me strength.”

“Do I?” She looks pleased and Fletcher kisses her in reply, then follows his mum and aunt out of the house. 

“This might be the last time we do this,” Ellis says as Fletcher slips his arms around her, ready to fly. 

“Don’t say that. We’ll be okay. We have to be.”

Ellis presses her head against his heart and keeps quiet. Fletcher kisses the top of her head and then they are off. 

It takes no time at all before they land, joining hundreds, maybe thousands of other witches, just beyond the portal. 

The mood is serious, but there are lots of hugs, smiles, kisses, and people catching up quickly, aware that there is work to do, but also giving comfort and support to each other.

After ten minutes of greeting friends and distant family, and giving out orders, Elodie gathers Ember, Fletcher and Ellis and brings them to her side. “It’s time.” 

They follow her lead, walking to the portal, as the witches they leave behind get into formation, circle after circle after circle, each one strengthening the entire group. 

The portal looks the same, beautiful, with the ominous black rip in it, made bigger by Gregory.

“Ember, did you kill Gregory?” Fletcher asks, kicking at some bones with the toe of his boot. 

She looks surprised at the question, but recovers quickly, nodding her head. “On the pier.” 

“Ready?” Elodie asks, shaking out her hands and feet, like an athlete before a run, or a footballer before a penalty.

They all nod. 

She shows them where to stand, the portal between them. “We need to link hands and we cannot let go. Even if it feels like you have to.” She looks particularly at Ellis, who blushes but nods. “Eyes open or closed it doesn’t matter, but the demons will pass through our linked arms, through our magical circle, into the portal below. You might not like what you see, do you understand?”

They all nod. 

“Again, once we link hands, you do not let go. Eyes open or closed. They will be close to us. Don’t panic. If I do everything properly, then no harm will come to any of us. Don’t let go. Do. Not. Let. Go.”

They link hands. Elodie holds onto Ellis and Fletcher. Fletcher holds onto his mum and aunt. Ember holds hands with Fletcher and Ellis. Fletcher nods to Ellis and mouths the word ‘okay?’ She nods back, taking a visible, deep breath. Fletcher closes his eyes, and Ellis follows suit. Ember and Elodie keep theirs open. 

Elodie nods at her sister, who nods back. They are ready. If they can get the demons back in the portal, it will be a huge win for them. With Zeta and Efa gone, the other rebels dead or leaderless, losing the demons will mean that things have a chance of going back to normal. 

The air turns colder as Elodie chants. She is speaking in several languages, allowing the words to come to her, the commands to come to her, via the familial magic they invoked at the house. 

She pauses, looking to the sky, same as Ember, looking for a sign of incoming demons. She shakes her head and begins again, her words more forceful, her tone more strident, the words themselves louder. 

There’s a rustle of leaves as a wind whips through the middle of them. Elodie chants again, calling the demons forth, almost taunting them, ridiculing them, refusing to give up.

The evil magic got them out of the portal, it’ll get them back in. She changes her tone, calls out to the darkest of magic to help her, opens up the place in her heart which is closed to evil magic and lets it out. 

There’s a shriek in the quiet, a manic, echoing shriek. The hairs on the backs of the witch’s necks rise collectively.

There’s another rustle as the wind whirls through. 

Elodie’s calls get louder, her chants get louder, her tone is harsher, the shrieking intensifies, other voices joining it; a cacophony of shrieks, screams, cries. The wind is like an entity now, rushing through them, lifting their hair, ruffling their clothes. 

The portal is pulsing. 

Ember nods at her sister, encouraging her to keep going. 

She does. 

She calls. She taunts. She teases. She scolds. She swears. She yells. 

The screams answer her. Unworldly, unearthly, and not human. 

Elodie stamps her foot. The sky is still empty; despite the noise, there are no demons close. Not yet. 
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Good lord. I am glad I am holding onto Fletcher’s mum and aunt’s hands, otherwise I’d have fallen to the floor.

Elodie – who hates swearing and is prim and proper – is swearing like a sailor, goading demons, who as far as I can tell, haven’t even shown up yet.

I keep itching to open my eyes, but I know what happened last time I did that – Zeta and Efa paid me a visit. 

But the darkness of my mind is making this even scarier than maybe it is. 

A shriek, a cackle, a howl. The hairs all over my body stand on end, and I feel that talon make its way down my spine again. 

I do not like this. 

Another scream. It’s like being in a nightmare. Some cries sound like they are coming from children and it’s making me want to cry. Are they the cries of the demons themselves, or the souls they have murdered? I have no idea. 

Christ, why did my parents buy me a stupid dog in the first place? Without Macaroon, I wouldn’t have got roped into this palaver and I’d be sitting in my bedroom crying over Molly and my pathetic life. 

Instead, I’m in the middle of the woods, next to a portal, trying to conjure demons out of thin air, listening to the bloodcurdling, gut wrenching, stomach churning screams of unidentified monsters.

Aaaaaarrrrgggghhh!

I open my eyes. I cannot bear the darkness, the images my imagination is showing me. Maybe reality will be better. 

Elodie spots me and smiles, despite the filth spewing from her mouth, and Ember nods, her face a picture of serious business, eyes going back to the sky.  

Fletcher’s eyes are closed. Sensible boy.

Despite the noise, the woods are empty. Only us, only the portal, only the wind. 

Another scream followed by a nasty insult from Elodie. She’ll need to wash her mouth out after this. 

Then the sky turns inky. Not like dusk, not like the sun going down, but like someone turned out the lights. I yelp, I cannot help it. I feel Elodie and Ember tighten their grip on my hands. 

It’s starting. 

The dark is moving, tiny lights are flashing through the woods – fireflies? Fairies? Anything is possible in my new reality. 

The wind rushes through again, but this time it feels different, it has weight to it, it’s pushing us, shoving us. I brace myself, feet apart, still holding hands, never letting go, wanting to scream, wanting to add my voice to the mix, but biting my lip so I don’t cry out again. 

This is nasty. 

The darkness lifts. It’s not full daylight again, but it’s not pitch black either. I can see Fletcher. He’s opened his eyes. He smiles at me, but it doesn’t hit his eyes. His eyes look like I imagine mine do – petrified. He keeps his gaze on me though, silently conveying something. I have no idea what. I’m too scared to figure it out. 

The wind is still butting at us; the darkness has lifted, but the sky is filling with shapes. Demons? 

I don’t know. 

Elodie is still cursing, sweating too, and she looks exhausted. I can see Fletcher’s concern for his mum, and I know why she warned us not to let go of each other. 

He wants to go to her side, to support her, hold her and help her. I feel the same, but the grip that his mum and aunt have of me mean that I couldn’t let go, even if I wanted to. 

And I don’t want to. I don’t want to be the one who spoils this. This is serious. 

There is a screech, louder than any of the others, and the shapes in the sky swoop down. They are demons. 

Human-ish. Ghost-ish. Horrible.

The air changes again, getting hotter, and I don’t know how to describe it. Hostile? The wind was foul, pushing and shoving at us, but the air is crackling around us, attacking us. I can hear a humming, feel a beat of evil in the air, like a drumbeat, or the beat of my heart. 

I want to run away, cry, throw myself on the floor but I don’t, instead I lock eyes with Fletcher, and I stay still. Then I close my eyes for a minute. I cannot allow panic to overwhelm or consume me. This is working, and it’s not so bad – not as bad as getting kicked in the ribs by Efa or having my wrist broken. Elodie is doing this; it’s working. I just have to hold my nerve. 

Then I open them because something is trying to pull my hands away from Elodie and Ember. The air? The wind? Invisible demons? I don’t bloody know.

I hold on even tighter, gripping their hands until my own hands tingle. I cannot feel anything, but I refuse to let go. 

I can see from the look on their faces they are feeling it too. 

The air is whirling; the wind is thick; the leaves are swirling around us, and the shadowy figures are heading towards us. 

I feel hot from head to toe and then ice cold. The sound of the demon’s screams fills the air and I lock eyes with Fletcher again. I can just about hear Elodie’s voice over the top of it all. “Hold on!”

She is chanting again, and I hear Fletcher join her, then Ember, and then I am shouting the words with her. Words I don’t understand in languages I don’t speak.  

The sky is suddenly bright white, hurting my eyes, tears stinging as they fall down my face. A demon swoops into the portal and shrieks. Then another follows and the cries sound like nothing I have ever heard on this earth. 

Demon after demon swoops past us, each one filling my head with the screams of death, and each one making me feel faint. They are so otherworldly, so grotesque, but I cannot stop looking at them, even as they fly way, way, way too close to me for comfort. 

The rush of air is back, the wind howling, the screams, shrieks and cries mingling to a nightmarish peak and I can feel tears pouring down my face. I want to let go but I can’t, but the wind is ripping between the four of us, pushing and pulling us, trying to tear us apart from each other. 

I don’t want to let go, but I can barely hold on.

I can see the strain on the other’s faces, and I know their expressions match mine. My legs are shaking, and the demons keep coming. 

I can hear them whisper my name, the ominous shadows of their wispy bodies pressing against me, their putrid breath in my face. “Ellis... Ellis... Ellis.” Then a maniacal cackle, or barely suppressed sobs. Then I hear my mother’s voice and my eyes fly open. Fletcher heard it too, and he shakes his head at me. I can’t hear what he’s saying and I’m rubbish at lip reading so I just imagine that he’s telling me it’s not really her. Or my father, when I hear his voice, or my brother when I hear him screaming for help. 

It’s sickening the way they mimic people. They cry like a baby that’s in the worst pain; they sob like an abandoned child, then they laugh like a murderer who’s got away with it. 

I hate this. 

I want to cover my ears and drown it all out, but I can’t. 

Elodie is still chanting, shivering, sweating – she looks like she might pass out any minute. 

I want to scream for it all to stop.

Then it does. 

There’s a final blood-curdling scream that makes me retch, but I don’t vomit, because I’m still holding hands with Fletcher’s mum and aunt and I don’t want to puke on my shoes. 

Elodie lets go of me and I stumble over to a bush and throw up all over it. 

“Done.” 

The smile on her face is just beautiful, the weight of the world gone from her shoulders. 

“Well done.” She kisses Fletcher on his forehead and then me on mine, magicking away all traces of vomit while she’s beside me, and I can’t help but laugh and cry all in one go. 

We did it!

We banished the demons! 

Elodie busies herself obliterating the portal forever, meaning that the demons won’t ever be able to come back, and nobody will ever be able to use them as a weapon again. Relief floods through my body.

Fletcher lifts me and spins me round, and we’re all laughing, and then the other witches all rush into the grove of trees, and we are all laughing, joking, whooping, and crying. We did it. 

We’ve undone the nasty work that Zeta and Gregory did, and we’ve banished the demons once again. 

Fletcher kisses me, and I kiss him back, even though we are with his friends and family. I let him kiss me, and I’m crying again that we’re both alive and safe and somehow, we got through this. 

The rebels are dead.

The demons are banished. 

We are winning!
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The feeling of celebration stays with the witches all the way back through the woods to the open area they can fly away from. There’s a feel of giddy delight in the air, and it’s catching. 

Fletcher squeezes Ellis’s hand. “Can you believe this?”

She shakes her head. “It wasn’t as bad as I thought.” She laughs at his surprised face. “No, it was bad, just not as bad as I thought. Coming face to face with hundreds of demons... I thought I might pass out.”

“Wasn’t it hard not to let go, though?”

“Yes. The wind was ridiculous. I didn’t want to be the one who ruined it.”

“You worked hard.” He brings her hand up to his mouth and kisses it. “We all know how hard this is for you, how brave you’re being. None of us take you for granted.”

“I’m just embarrassed at being such a rubbish witch.”

“You’re not rubbish. You’re just new.”

They lapse into silence. A comfortable silence, listening to the other witches, and laughing at how happy everyone is.  

Elodie joins them. “We’ll head back now, and Ember will go to her team, Griff’s team, orchestrate a final...” She shakes her head. “A final whatever you want to call it. She’ll check the rebels have disbanded, I suppose, and I’ll try to get hold of the council members.” She pauses and looks to Ellis. “Are you okay?”

Ellis nods. “Unscathed.”

Elodie laughs. “I’m proud of you. I hope that’s not condescending. I don’t mean it to be.”

“It’s not.” Ellis hugs Elodie, letting the maternal wave of love wash over her. Elodie is wiping her eyes when they pull away from each other. 

“Right. Let’s go home.”

The sky is awash with witches, all flying solo, unlike Ellis. They wait for everyone to depart, calling out thank you, and see you soon, and bye. 

Then Fletcher opens up his arms and Ellis steps into them. Head on his chest. His heart beating in time to hers. He kisses the top of her head, closing his eyes and feeling the relief wash over him.

The council will be a hundred times easier than demons; and the demons were easy. The ancient magic his mother had invoked made the entire thing a doddle. Still scary, still draining, but they were all safe. They’d done it. The council should be more straightforward. They could talk to them, reason with them, and explain all that had happened. He was feeling suddenly optimistic; this might all work out okay. 

“It’s all going to be okay,” he says to Ellis and then they take to the sky, clinging to each other. 

Back at home they sink into chairs and sofas, only four of them now. Ember jumps back up. “I’ll ring the girls. Let them know that we’re okay.”

Elodie nods but doesn’t answer her sister. “I’ll make lunch. Then I’ll need your help, Ellis. Just tracking the council members or calling them through the fire.”

Ellis nods. She has to just do as she’s told because she doesn’t know what to do, otherwise. 

Elodie bustles around the kitchen telling Fletcher and Ellis what she needs them to do. They happily pitch in and by the time Ember joins them, food is ready.

“How are the girls?”

“Fine. Relieved.”

“Good. We’re getting there. And you’re ready to go after food?”

Ember nods, pulling apart a piece of garlic bread. “Yes. I’ll go. I imagine the rebels are no more. But I know we need to be sure... what about that thing you were talking about earlier? About there being a reason the other creatures haven’t had their autonomy... do you really think there’s a reason?”

Fletcher nods, putting his forkful of pasta back down. “I can’t see why my dad would refuse, especially given his friendship with John. It doesn’t seem right.”

“I agree Adam was the best. But...”

“What, Ember?”

“Well, maybe Adam was just doing as he was told. Keeping things as they were, following traditions, not changing things for the sake of it.”

“Come on, Ember. Why wouldn’t he give the autonomy back? There must be a reason. I refuse to believe that Adam was as power hungry as the others. Besides which, times have changed, the world has got bigger. The old rules don’t always make sense. There’s something... something we’re not seeing.”

“Because we’re not head witches.” Suddenly Fletcher looks excited. “Ellis! Do you know why we can’t give the other creatures their autonomy back? Why do we have to stay in charge of them?”

Ellis blushes and shrugs. “I have no idea.” 

Fletcher looks defeated. 

“Sorry.”

He shakes his head. “It’s fine. There has to be a reason, Ember, and I will find out it what it is.”

“Ember, even John asked Adam if he would let the other creatures have their autonomy back. It’s obviously important – even before this rebellion, even before Zeta used their anger for her own end. It’s logical that there’s a reason it’s never happened before.”

“Ooh!” Ellis exclaims, her eyes wide. “I know something.” 

Fletcher looks excited, Elodie and Ember wary. 

“When we were waiting in the safe house, before Sally let John in, I was down the work end, because...” She tails off and Fletcher steps in.

“Because the twins and Sally were being horrible to you, and you didn’t want to sit near them?”

Ellis refuses to look at Ember and nods. “Anyway, there were reports all over the table I was sitting on, and I glanced at them when I moved them. It meant nothing to me, so I only read a line or two, but there was something I remember....”

“Go on,” Fletcher prompts her.

“One line jumped out at me, but I didn’t give it another thought... it said...” She closes her eyes, trying to remember. “Undoing ancient magic. Magical rites. Magical hierarchy... I think...” She shakes her head. “I’m not sure. Maybe it’s not important.”

“But maybe it is. Ember, you find out about the rebels, and us three will go to the safe house.”

“You think your father was working on this? Trying to find out if there was a way to give autonomy back?”

“Or maybe figure out why it wasn’t done before?”

“Only one way to find out. Let’s go.”

Elodie uses magic to clear the dishes and food off the table and then ushers them all outside. “Good luck, stay safe.” She hugs Ember and kisses her cheek, before gesturing at Fletcher and Ellis. “You two – with me.”

Fletcher is more than happy to take Ellis in his arms again, and they fly away quickly. Inside the safe house, they head straight to the empty work area. The computers are all switched on, but nobody is there. 

“Mum, did you know about the safe house before all this?”

“Of course. Why?”

“But you didn’t know what work they were doing here?”

Elodie shakes her head. “Your dad just said it was witch business. To be honest, I kept out of it. I let him get on with his stuff, being head witch, and I got on with mine... looking after you, making my pots.” She shrugs. “I had no interest in what he was doing. Maybe that’s why he didn’t tell me about the rebels.” She cries, and Fletcher goes to her side, tucking an arm around her.

“Mum, now’s not the time. You did a brilliant job of looking after me and running a business. We can’t try to understand why dad did what he did, shared what he shared, kept things from you. But you knew him better than me. All he did, he would have done for the right reasons.”

She wipes her eyes. “I loved your dad, and he was an outstanding man, but I just feel stupid. How did I miss all of this? Rebels, dead witches, Zeta? And your poor dad had to go through it all on his own.”

“He wasn’t on his own. He had a team of people helping him, and even they didn’t know about Zeta. Stop feeling guilty. Let’s look. Maybe the answers are all here!”

She stands up and hugs him, nodding and wiping her eyes again. “You’re right. I cannot undo the past, but maybe your dad was trying to change the future. And if he was, then maybe we can continue his good work.”

“Exactly. Chin up.”

They each take a seat at a different desk and start shuffling through the papers, reading them, trying to find out if they are useful or not. 

“What am I looking for?” Ellis asks Fletcher.

“Anything.”
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Anything?

Helpful.

I cannot even concentrate on the papers in front of me, looking for anything helpful or otherwise because I am still shaken from the demons.

It was a thousand times easier than I thought it would be, but now and then a shudder runs through me, and it’s like I can’t believe it’s over. Yes, we faced the demons. Yes, Fletcher’s mum’s magic called them all back. Yes, I didn’t let go of anybody’s hand.

I think it’s relief that I’m feeling, maybe. I didn’t cock it up. I held on. I faced the demons, and I didn’t let go. 

Go me!

Okay, so Fletcher and his mum are concentrating on their papers and I need to do the same. No point letting the side down now. 

I pick up a sheet of paper, typed, maybe a report. This is the problem: I don’t know these people, or these places, and so none of it means anything to me. Is it important that Mitchell and Grace went to the penguin house in the local zoo to meet three witches from Neath? Maybe. Maybe not. The report doesn’t go into any detail – they could have been meeting because they love penguins or because they want to steal them and put them into a potion they knock up in their cauldron. 

Next piece of paper. Same. Does it mean anything, does it not?

Next piece, the same.

This is less fun than I thought it would be. Fletcher has this bee in his bonnet that his father, as head witch, was a better head witch than any head witch before him and figures that he wanted to give the other creatures their autonomy but couldn’t. 

Why couldn’t he?

Because the original magic didn’t allow for it.

The thought pops into my head and I frown. Is that true? I have no idea. 

“Fletcher,” I whisper to him, and he turns to face me, hope making him even more gorgeous: he really wants his dad to be the good guy in all this. “Have you got something?”

I nod. 

“Show me.”

I shake my head. “I can’t. I was just thinking about your dad, thinking about this total mess, and something popped into my head.”

“Like a vision?”

I shake my head, sorry to disappoint him. My visions aren’t something I can control, but they’ve been useful so far. This doesn’t seem useful. It might not even be true. “No, just a thought....”

He still looks hopeful and then calls his mother over. 

She looks hopeful too. 

Great.

“I just thought about Fletcher’s dad and how much we think he wanted to help the other creatures but couldn’t. And I wondered why he couldn’t. And then this popped into my head: because the original magic didn’t allow for it. I have no idea if that’s true.”

They both sit down, frowns on their faces, and it strikes me how similar they are. I think I’ve disappointed them. It’s too easy. 

The head witches kept hold of the power, because they had no other choice?

If Fletcher’s dad had wanted to do the right thing, but the original magic meant that he couldn’t, would that have been enough to stop him? Is that what all the other head witches did, just gave up, but Fletcher’s dad wasn’t able to?  

“Do you think that’s true?” Fletcher looks to his mum, but she just shrugs.

I feel sad now. Sometimes no help at all is better than rubbish help. And then it hits me. “The original magic didn’t allow it because Sadie put a clause in, if someone tried to undo the magic, should a single soul seek to gain their power back, every creature except a true-hearted witch would die in pain, tortured and burnt.”

Fletcher looks at me, his face shocked, and I wish I didn’t know the stuff I know.

“She really put a clause in? That’s why the other head witches never gave the power back. Because it would kill everybody?”

I nod. I think so. 

Fletcher’s mum looks as upset as he does. She’s rubbing at her face, looking exhausted by it all. “You can’t undo magic, but sometimes you can change it. Sadie wanted to make sure nobody changed it. Sadie was an evil witch, and she tricked her way to becoming the head witch, but she wanted to kill all the other creatures. Ellery, an excellent witch, took over from her, and although the magic meant that she was head witch, she didn’t use her power for evil.”

“But she still had the power?”

They both nod at my question. 

“And then the power was handed down.”

They both nod again. 

“And now I have it? And I can’t give it back without killing everybody?”

More nods. 

This Sadie was an absolute cow-bag. But a thought occurs to me. I might be way off.

“So, if we went back to when the original magic was made, could we do something? Can we do that? Go back in time?”

They both look at me like I’m an idiot. 

Maybe I am. 

“Can you go back in time? If the original magic was made so that nobody could give the autonomy back, without killing everybody, could we change the original magic, if we went back to that time?”

They are silent. 

“I don’t know,” Fletcher says and looks to his mum.

“I have no idea.” She is silent for a minute, maybe processing my question. “I suppose because we can magic our way out of any situation, I’ve never had the urge to go back in time.”

“If there’s no other way to do it?” I ask but find that I know the answer. There is no other way to do it. And then I know something else. 

“Fletcher, go over to the filing cabinet.”

He gives me a funny look but does as he’s told. Good boy!

“Third drawer down, right at the back, under the folders, there’s a box. Bring it here.”

He brings over a plain black box, about the size of an A4 folder. 

“Open it.”

He opens it. It’s full of papers, and I watch his face change as he reads them. He looks at me, his eyes wide, full of tears. “You were right. The only way to change it is to go back in time. No other head witch tried as hard to figure it out as my dad, but he did. These are his reports; he figured it all out. And... he was planning to go back in time.” He reads more, his mouth moving as he takes in the words. “Mum.” He looks shocked, sad, confused, all in one go. “Dad wanted to go back in time, he really was planning to do it. Before his death.”

Silence fills the room, and Elodie takes the papers from Fletcher, reading through them, crying, looking at me with something like amazement, or awe, on her face. 

Fletcher kisses my cheek. “I can’t believe you figured it out.”

I shrug. I have to be bashful, because I can’t take credit for it. This is pure head witchery at its finest. 

But then I know it just as clearly. “We have to do it. We have to go back in time and change the original magic. Then the council members, all the supernatural creatures, will see that we mean no harm. It will fix everything.”

“He’s written out the exact magic. It won’t even be hard.”

“Can we change other things by going back in time? Bring back Griff or...” My mind goes to Molly. Could we go back in time, to when she was alive, before she got leukaemia, and... what? It’s not like a car hit her and I could make sure she didn’t take that fateful step off the pavement. Suddenly, I’m crying more than either of them. 

“Are you okay?”

I nod. Lying.

“Looking at it, we can’t bring dead people back to life. We can’t do a lot of things – there’s a list. Mum, we need to look at this carefully, make sure we don’t do anything stupid.”

“Give me a minute,” Elodie says. She is still reading through the papers, running her fingertips over her dead husband’s familiar writing, tears clouding her vision. 

Fletcher turns his back on her, giving her much needed privacy, and flings his arms around me. His hug is so tight it hurts a little bit, and my shoulder is wet from his tears. “Thank you. For a million things, but for this most of all. I knew my dad was a good man, and you’ve proved it. He wanted to change our world and make it better.”

“And now you can finish what he started.”

“With you.”

I nod. I’m going back in time! That’s not actually that weird compared to everything else we’ve been doing. “With me.”

I let him cry and I’m crying too. If we can go back in time, change the original magic, undo the head witch-ness, then speak to the council, we’ll have absolute proof that we want to make things better – we’ll have done it. 

“Thank you, Ellis.” Elodie has tucked all the papers back into the box. “This means so much to me, to us, to all of our people. We can make everything that has gone wrong, right. Let’s go home, I’ll contact Ember, tell her what we’ve found out, and we can do this tomorrow. After a good night’s sleep. I think you need to be well rested to go back in time and change the world, don’t you think?”

Fletcher and I nod, and I’m grinning like an idiot.

I made a lot of the witches’ problems worse. The rebels had been working in secret until I came along and ruined things by becoming the first accidental witch in the world's history. I brought their anger and need for revenge out into the open, and too many people have died because of that. But now I get to make things better. 

We head outside, Elodie with the box and a few more papers besides, and then I’m in Fletcher’s arms once again. It’s absolutely my favourite place to be. 

He’s so strong, and his body fits mine just perfectly, and I’m more than happy to put my trust in him and fly away.
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Back inside the house, Ellis heads up to take a shower, and Fletcher makes tea for his mum and a coffee for himself. 

“Are you okay?” He reaches across the table to touch her hand. 

She nods but cries.

“Sorry.”

She shakes her head. “You’ve nothing to be sorry for. I feel sad that I didn’t know as much as I thought I knew about your dad. Why didn’t I know about the rebels? Or that he was planning to go back in time? I wish he’d shared more with me.”

“He wouldn’t have wanted to worry you.”

“I know it came from a good place; I don’t doubt that. But it still feels like I’ve done something wrong. I wish...”

“You could go back in time?”

She laughs. “I know I can’t go to him. I know there’s an entire list of things we can’t do if we go back in time.”

“If?”

She sighs. “I want to do it. I know we have to do it. It’s atonement if nothing else. The other supernatural creatures have wanted their freedom for the longest time, and maybe we can give it to them. There’s no way we won’t do it, but I’m exhausted. You know? I’m on my own, I have to worry about you. Then I have to worry about Ellis. Then there’s a war, Zeta... I still can’t believe how things have turned out. I suppose you never really know anyone. No matter how much you think you might.”

“You know me. I love you. And I loved Dad. He loved you, and he only wanted to protect you. There’s no other reason he would have kept anything from you. Now we get to finish what he started. Doesn’t that sound good?”

“It sounds wonderful. Then maybe I can sleep at night instead of worrying.”

“Do you think we’ll be able to make me head witch?”

“I don’t know. Lincoln said we couldn’t fix this accident. What does Ellis want?”

“I think she’d like to be normal again.”

“With a witch for a boyfriend?”

“I hope so.”

“You should ask her. Look at everything that happened because your father didn’t want to worry me, or trouble me, or whatever reason he had in his head for not sharing everything with me. Don’t assume.”

“I won’t. I will ask her. I want her to be happy.”

“That’s sweet.”

He laughs and takes a drink, trying to hide his blushes. 

Elodie smiles and drinks her tea, already worrying about what’s next. Demons today, time travel tomorrow. Will it ever end?

“I’m going up to talk to Ellis.”

“Just talk.” Elodie raises an eyebrow at him, and he shakes his head, refusing to say another word. 

He knocks on his bedroom door and slips inside. Ellis is sitting in fresh pyjamas, hair wet, tears streaming down her face. 

“Hey.” He rushes to her side, wraps her in his arms and lets her cry, finds that he’s crying too. “Stupid question, but are you okay?”

She nods, even though she’s still crying, although her sobs have died down. “I was just overwhelmed suddenly. I was in the shower, washing my hair, and then realised that any of those demons could have gone rogue, and killed us. We were so close to them. It could have gone wrong so easily. Then I thought about Zeta and Efa – they were so desperate to kill me.”

“It’s all scary, I know.”

They stay in each other’s arms, just enjoying the warmth and the safety, the comfort and the cuddling. 

“I felt like I couldn’t breathe, and I panicked.”

“But you can breathe now, I mean?”

She nods and smiles at him. “Until the next time.”

“I’m so sorry. I know you don’t let me apologise and I know you won’t want to hear it, but I am sorry. I’m sorry that you’re caught up in it all.”

“I don’t want to hear it because it’s not your fault. You didn’t cause it and you can’t undo it. Besides, one good thing has come from it. I’m here with you.” She looks down at her hands, unable to meet his eyes, but he tilts her head up, a finger under her chin, forcing her to look at him.

Then he leans in and kisses her, kisses her and kisses her, one hand on her leg, one hand cupping her face. And then they fall back on the bed, mouths kissing and hands roaming. Ellis pulls away and sits up, her face flushed and her breathing a little ragged. 

Fletcher stands up, facing the window and brushing his hair off his face. “I want to kiss you forever. Touch you forever. Be with you forever.”

She stands up, hugging him from behind, laying her cheek against his back, feeling the softness of his t-shirt, breathing in the smell of him. “Really?”

He turns and takes her in his arms. “Really. Will you stay with me after all this? Even if we turn you back, even if we make me head witch, will you stay with me?”

“Yes. I can’t imagine being with anybody else.”

“Do you want to stay a witch? My mum told me I should ask you. I think she’s overthinking all this stuff with my dad – worrying about the things she didn’t know. She wants me to make sure I talk to you. That I never assume I know what you want. Do you want me? Do you want to be a witch?”

Her voice breaks a little. “I want you. And... I don’t know. If I could go back to being just me and not being a witch, I wouldn’t hate it. But... would you want me if I wasn’t a witch?”

“I don’t want you because you are a witch. I’d like you to stay a witch... not that it makes a difference. Not now that you know the truth.”

“Can a witch fall in love with a human? Is that allowed?”

He nods and kisses her again. “It’s allowed. It’s rare. Mostly we fall in love with other witches, because it’s easier, I suppose. But I don’t want a witch. I don’t care if you’re a witch or not. I just want you.”

“I want to go back to normal, but I know I can’t. I want to be home with my family, and I suppose if I could stay a witch, that would be cool. I won’t ever be a brilliant witch, but I’d be able to magic up chocolate any time I want. That would be good.”

“That would be good. Let’s go back in time, see if we can change the magic, see if we can give the other creatures their freedom from us, and then see if we can change you. Once we know, then you can decide.”

“If the other creatures get their freedom, will there even be a head witch anymore?”

He shrugs, a frown on his face. “I think so, but just head of the witches, maybe. Not of everyone else...”

“That makes sense.”

“Ellis, none of this makes sense!”

They laugh and hug and kiss again. “True. There are so many weird things going on in my life right now. I’m a witch. I’m head witch. Of all the supernatural creatures in Britain. I was nearly killed, but then also rescued, by a vampire. I’ve been millimetres away from hundreds of demons during a dark magical ceremony, and tomorrow I’m going back in time, to see if I can change the world.” They laugh. “Oh, and to make things just a little better, the most handsome, gorgeous, sexy witch in the universe – that’s you, in case you didn’t know – likes me.”

“He doesn’t like you,” Fletcher pauses just long enough to watch her eyes widen. “He loves you.”

She squeals and hugs him. “I love you too. You know that, right?”

He nods. “I do.”

“Good. And I’ll stay a witch. If you don’t mind.”

“Why would I mind?”

“I don’t know. I just worry.”

“About everything?”

She nods. “Pretty much. Life’s been hard since Molly. I can’t believe it might be okay. I might live through this, I might be with you, we might be witches together. It’s not what I thought would happen to me. Brilliant things don’t happen to me.”

“Well, they do now. Great and weird and scary and stranger than fiction. All of it. And, I know you’ve been sad since Molly, but you deserve good things, happiness, love.”

She shakes her head. “Not always.” 

“Yes.” He refuses to hear any more and cuts her off with a kiss. Or two. Or a hundred. 
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If only he knew. I don’t deserve good things. Not really.

That sharp needle of guilt and shame is back, digging into me, stopping me from breathing easily and stopping me from enjoying my life. 

The guilt of wishing your best friend dead. Oh, I know I didn’t really wish her dead, but I enjoyed her being out of the limelight, I enjoyed being free from the coldness of living in her shadow. 

I pull back from Fletcher’s kisses; I don’t deserve them. 

I deserve to be killed by demons or vampires or shifters or evil fairies.

Don’t I?

I’m so confused and emotional that I know what I really need is sleep.

Fletcher loves me and I love him, and tomorrow we go back in time to deal with some crazy witch who decided that all the supernatural creatures should be under her control so she could kill them and kill the humans at the same time.

Nice. 

I can’t wait.

“I need some sleep.” I am reluctant to let him go, and I can tell he’s reluctant to leave me. What did I ever do to deserve this? The best-looking boy on the planet reckons he’s in love with me!

It must be the witch thing. I am definitely staying a witch. No way I’m going back to plain old, boring old me and giving him a chance to fall out of love with me.

I’m not as gorgeous and glossy as the true-born witches, but being head witch must give me some allure. There’s no other reason a witch like Fletcher would fall for me, otherwise. 

Not really.

I feel crap, so when he shuts the door, I magic up some chocolate, pop and crisps and have a little feast on the bed before letting myself snuggle under the covers that still smell of him, and drift off to sleep, remembering his hands running over my body, down my thighs, across my shoulders, along the top – very top – of my chest. Nothing to get too excited about, but still the most exciting thing to ever happen to me.

Boys don’t kiss me or touch me or fall in love with me.

Not before all of this, anyway.

Yeah, it’s the witch thing. Has to be. 

I wake up feeling a little better. Who am I to question if a gorgeous witch wants to fall in love with me? Let him fall! And if it’s the witch thing that’s helping me, so what? I didn’t ask to be a witch, or choose to be a witch, or deliberately trick him into falling for me.

I’m taking it, and running with it, and enjoying it. 

I shower, dress and head downstairs, ready for whatever madness the day will bring.

I feel like we’re getting somewhere, that maybe the end of this nightmare is in sight. Ember is sorting out any lingering rebels, and we’ll placate the council by figuring out how to undo the whole ‘head witch in charge of them’ thing. 

Easy!

I can smell the bacon before I reach the kitchen, and my mouth is watering, my cheeks puckering at the thought of it. Delicious!

I love how much Elodie cooks, my mum, bless her – and in fairness she is busy with dead people – does not cook much. Especially not for breakfast. We get croissants but they’re shop bought. Elodie’s are fresh, and not magic ones either.

Not that it’s a competition. I love my mum, but bacon for breakfast is definitely welcome.

Fletcher is already eating. As much as I might have liked him to, he didn’t sleep in with me last night. A text from his mum reminded him that there were pillows and a blanket on the sofa for him. 

He kisses me good morning and pours me a drink of orange juice. 

“Thank you. What is the plan for today?”

Elodie pops another plate of fresh pastries on the table, and I grin at her before helping myself. I’ll miss this once all this palaver is over. I might have to marry Fletcher. 

Just for excellent food, mind you. So, only if we can live with his mum.

I shake my head, my brain is getting ridiculous now, and take a swig of juice, pouring it so much that it ends up down my chin and over my top.

Excellent.

I wipe it quickly and refuse to look at Fletcher. His mum answers my question.

“Ember won’t be coming with us, but we don’t really need her. It’s probably best that only the three of us go. The less of us that go, the less chance of something going wrong. I think we’ll eat and then set up the spell. Do it first thing.”

I nod. It makes sense. See, in my old life, my before-people-were-trying-to-kill-me-and-I-was-a-witch life I always put stuff off. Why do something today if you can put it off? Delay? Stall? Dilly-dally, as my mum would say. But I am actually a little excited about this adventure this morning. 

Who hasn’t imagined going back in time? Only last week I wished I could go back in time and not try to buy the stupid bar of chocolate from the stupid vending machine, so that stupid Thomas wouldn’t have made fun of me. But that was before delicious Fletcher brought my chocolate back to me. So maybe it’s a good thing that we can’t go back in time. 

Anyway, Fletcher’s dad’s notes came with an entire list of things you cannot do if you go back in time. And trying to stop someone dying is a big no-no, apparently. Molly. I feel better that I’ve seen her, and forever grateful to Fletcher that he showed me how, but it also made me ache for her, when I had stopped. Well, not stopped but slowed down a bit. 

Maybe.

Anyway, we are ready. Fletcher’s mum nods at him and he raises his eyebrows at me, and I nod back. Is this so serious now that we cannot speak? 

And then when I try to speak, I really can’t. This is serious. This could be the end of the war, the end of the battle, the one thing that shows the council members that we mean no harm and gives them their freedom. 

It’s momentous, really. 

I follow the two of them into the front room, trying not to eye up Fletcher’s backside, happily failing, and take a seat on the floor.

We make up a triangle now, and Fletcher’s mum quickly reads through the notes Adam made.  

I’m about to leave 2020 and head back to... I didn’t even ask Fletcher how far back in time we are going. Hundred years. A thousand years. What if I get stuck there? What if Fletcher and his mum lose me and I end up stuck in medieval witch land or whatever witch land we are heading to? 

It’s too late to ask him.

“Join hands. Close your eyes.”

I do as I’m told, because I don’t want to be the one who fudges it up again. In my defence I honestly thought Zeta and Efa had come back from the dead to take me with them, but I still messed up.

This time I’m good. Eyes closed, hands holding. It’s nice to hold Fletcher’s hand instead of scary old Ember’s hand; her skin was as icy as her smile. 

I shudder but keep my eyes closed, my hands holding, and my mind on Fletcher’s mum’s words. 

We are about to go back in time and – hopefully – change the world that Fletcher lives in forever. I hope we can do it. I need us to do it.

If we can change his world, then we’ll be safe. And if we’re safe, we can do normal things – like go to the pictures to watch a rubbish film and snog instead, walk along the beach because it’s meant to be romantic, even though it’s too cold, and it’s horrible when sand gets in your shoes and there’s nothing to talk about except waves and sand, and those idiots who surf even when it’s obviously too cold for it, and imagine that we’ll be in love together forever and get married and live in a big house and have three perfect children, including one set of twins. 

Not that my mind wanders.

And I rein it back in and focus on the words being said, the air turning hot around me, Fletcher squeezing my hand a little tighter.

This is it – we are getting close. We are going back in time. We are time travellers – which sounds even more unbelievable than witches – and yet I know that’s true too.

I hold my breath.

But then I have to breathe because nothing’s happened.

And then I hold my breath again, because something is definitely happening. I feel like I’m upside down on a rollercoaster, like my body is going too fast or my head is going too slow, or my body is turning inside out and the wrong way round and I might die and then even if I wanted to breathe I couldn’t because I’m moving – and yet staying still at the same time – at about a zillion miles an hour. 

I scream and I open my eyes and then shut them straight away because we aren’t in Fletcher’s house anymore; we are literally falling through time and the world is a blur around me and I’m pretty sure that if I throw up right now, I might just change history because my vomit will fly randomly through the air.

Oof!
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The three of them land in a jumble, Ellis shouting out “Oof!” but Fletcher and Elodie remaining quiet. Fletcher grabs hold of Ellis straightaway and puts a finger to his lips. They have no way of knowing where they have landed so they have to be quiet. 

They stand up and tuck beside a tree. They cannot see anybody, and there’s only one building within sight. They know from Adam’s spell that they are where they need to be at roughly the time they need to be there, now they just need to figure out how to find Sadie and change the original magic.

Elodie beckons Fletcher and Ellis to her side, and using a quick spell makes them invisible. “Follow me.”

They move towards the building. It’s the coven headquarters, and they know this, as well as they know their own names.

Elodie holds a hand up as they stand beside the door. They need to wait for somebody to open it. They are invisible but about to go into a lair full of witches; they cannot risk being exposed or raising suspicions.  

It doesn’t take long and two young witches come out. Fletcher, being the tallest, grabs hold of the door near the top and they all quickly duck inside.

They have walked into a huge hallway, full of witches milling around. There are many places to sit and congregate and multiple doors and hallways going off in different directions.

“I’ll go this way, you two stick together. We need to find Sadie. Let me know if you find her. Fletcher, you know what she looks like. Ellis-”

“I do too. Must be a head witch thing?”

“Great. Be careful.” Elodie slinks off, weaving between the witches with ease. Ellis watches her go – the three of them can see each other – and then turns to Fletcher. He takes her hand and leads the way. 

He heads for the corridors first, it’s quicker than waiting for doors to open. The first one they take leads downwards at quite a steep slope and ends up in the basement. These are obviously the stores: food, drink, crockery, and the laundry. There are several witches talking and laughing, busy with their jobs.

They back away and head down another corridor. They end up in the kitchen. There are seven witches cooking up a storm here, and although whatever they are cooking smells divine, Fletcher leads them away.

Back to the main hall, they try another way. They find a library, a few rooms that seem like official spaces – full of old wooden tables covered in reams of papers and the first bedroom, but no sign of Sadie.

“She could be anywhere,” Fletcher says, and they walk on. 

A small cluster of witches is taking up the whole corridor, so they pause; listening might be useful. “I don’t think she’ll do it,” one of them says.

“Sadie has faith in her,” another argues.

“Sadie has faith in anybody who gives her power.”

They all laugh, and then move off in a group, still gossiping and laughing. 

Fletcher and Ellis follow slowly behind.

They reach a fork in the corridor and follow a set of stone stairs upwards. 

There’s a locked door at the top. Fletcher magics it open.

It’s a woman’s bedroom, but they have no way of knowing if it’s Sadie’s or not, but they know it’s empty.

Sadie made the original magic when she was head witch. The four supernatural species were battling through a great war – the witches the vampires, the shifters and the fairies – with hundreds of thousands dead on each side, and no sign of an end, when a witch, Ellery, came up with a plan to trick the heads of the three creatures and end the war, with the witches being the victors, and ultimately gaining power and authority over the others. Sadie wanted the power for nefarious purposes, which Ellery wasn’t aware of when she came up with the trick, so even though Sadie died, and the power went to Ellery, Ellery vowed never to use it against the other creatures.

But the power was still the witches and something, somewhere, tied up in the original magic, meant that if they tried to undo it, everybody would die. This is what they want to undo. 

This is what Adam was trying to do. 

Somewhere in the original magic they’ll pinpoint it and undo it. Change the past and fix the future. 

“Come on, let’s find the crazy witch lady.” 

Fletcher nods, but then pulls her into a hug. “We’re in the past. How weird is that?”

She laughs, then covers her mouth, unsure about how much noise she’s allowed to make. “Very weird.”

He leans in and kisses her. “We just kissed in the past. Maybe a few hundred years before we’re even born.”

“That’s even weirder.”

A noise outside the door makes them pull apart and freeze for a second. Nobody comes in so they wait for a minute or two and then head back out into the corridor. 

“This could take all day,” Ellis says. 

“True. Or longer – hang on, that’s my mum calling out to me: she’s found Sadie. We need to go back to the main hall we came into and she’ll meet us there.”

They leave the room as they found it, and head back, with a few wrong turns, to the main hall. Elodie is waving at them, and they weave through the witches to reach her. 

“There.”

She points to a throng of witches gathered across the room, and one witch that’s the centre of attention. They all recognise her. The witch who started these troubles. 

Ellis leans closer to Fletcher. “The war that’s going on here, what was that about?”

“Same old, same old. Power, I think. All the creatures were separate, four distinct groups, but the vampires tried to take power for themselves, or was it the shifters?” He looks to his mum who rolls her eyes. “To be honest, there are so many versions of this war, so many historical records that contradict each other. The only facts we know are that regardless of who started the war, it was a witch who used magic to trick the other heads to ending the war and giving the power to the head witch – who at the time was Sadie. Ellery, naïve or stupid, we’ll never know for sure, assumed that would be that.”

“But it wasn’t.”

Elodie puts a finger to her lips and nods to the group. 

A single witch has threaded through the witches to join them and Sadie has thrown her arms around her. 

“That’s Ellery,” Ellis says.

They move a little closer, carefully, trying to hear what’s being said, trying to figure out where in the timeline of the terrible magic that took place, they are. Suddenly the small group is on the move, heading out of the coven and along the road.

Elodie, Fletcher and Ellis follow quickly behind.
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Now where are we going? I can’t say I’m enjoying this bit. We have to be super quiet, and we have no idea where we are going or what we are about to see. 

I hurry a bit to catch up with Fletcher and slip my hand into his. That always helps. 

I’ve heard enough of the witch’s history and this witch in particular to feel terrified. But I have no choice in all this, so I follow along to an old church.

We duck inside, still invisible, still playing catch up. Nothing I have overheard on the way over has been of any help. I can sense excitement in the air, and fear, but it could just be my own. 

The church is empty. No, there are a few witches here, but hidden. I can sense them, because I’m a witch or because I’m head witch? I tuck in closer to Fletcher to ask him if he can sense them too, but the church door opens and the hairs on the back of my neck stand up and I clamp my mouth shut. I don’t like this. 

Fairies have walked in. Will I ever get over how beautiful they are, with their gorgeous fairy wings? So many shapes, colours and size of wings too – you’d think they’d all be pretty similar. If you ever thought about fairy wings.

I shake my head. I need to concentrate. The answer to our problems could come about at any time. We need to be ready.  

A fairy who arrived with the witches joins the other fairies. She must be Ellery’s half-sister. I can’t remember her name, but she helped pull the whole trick off. 

The doors bang open again and I jump back, almost falling, when five gigantic dogs run in. Then they shift into humans. Ooh, that is weird and creepy and amazing all at the same time. I can’t take my eyes off them. So that’s the shifters arrived, just the vampires to go. 

I feel a definite thrill at being here, being able to see something that’s already happened. I can’t think too much about it because it will screw with my head. Like when I saw Molly again. 

I’m doing things that should be impossible. It’s odd. But I like it. 

Ooh, here come the vampires. They are so bad ass; they stalk into the church like they own the place and I get another shiver. Their leader – I assume he is their leader – is a hot potato. I shift my position so I can get a better look at him, before realising that Fletcher can see me perving on the creepy vampire, and settle down again. 

Relax Ellis!

I’m not sure what will happen next. I know some fairies, shifters and vampires have been spelled, and that’s why they have turned up today but, hang on, Sadie’s raising her hand.

I jump again as the hidden witches fly out of their hiding spots and boom, boom, boom; they spell everyone. I sneak a glance at Fletcher and his mum – they both look horrified. I’m guessing this is pretty much against civil liberties or whatever. 

Sadie has her wand out now and I shrink back, even though she doesn’t know I’m here. She’s bound them all now, so they can’t move. I feel sick.

“Ellery my little witchlet,” Sadie pats Ellery on her head and I want to cry. Stupid, stupid Ellery... though I like the term witchlet. I wouldn’t mind being called a witchlet. I shake my head, I’m going down a rabbit hole again, instead of concentrating on what’s in front of me. 

Sadie’s now threading her way through the people in the church, moving them, like they are her own little puppets, putting them in stupid positions and laughing. She turns to Ellery again. “You did it. I have the power of the entire country right here in this little church. Now I just need to take it and invest it in myself.”

Sadie stands in front of one shifter, a beautiful woman, and my entire body shudders when she speaks. “Laila, head of the shifters of Britain, leader of the Moss Valley Pack, can you hear me?”

Laila nods. 

“Speak up sweetie, the people at the back can’t hear you!”

There’s a burst of horrible laughter and I feel that talon scrape along my spine again. I hate this. I hate that we can’t just intervene and change everything.

Laila answers, “I hear you.”

Sadie saunters over to the hot potato vampire. “How about you, Jones? Can you hear me?”

“I can.” His deep voice gives me the shivers and I see Sadie give a little shiver too. She’s so horrid. I hate that I’m witnessing this. 

“Can you hear me?” She stands in front of a beautiful fairy.  

“I can.” Her voice sounds like music and I feel tears swim in my eyes. 

Sadie gives a sigh of contentment and I want to punch her in her stupid face. “Ellery. I cannot believe it, but you’ve done it.”

“What’s next?” a witch calls out.

Sadie beams and gestures to all the spelled creatures. “Aside from the spirits and demons, who I think we’re all happy to leave in their dimension to fight it out amongst themselves, we are the supernatural creatures of Britain. And I will be in charge of them all, of us all. I will be the Queen of the supernatural, and I will have all the power, knowledge, magic and wisdom of all the species for all time. Time gone, and time to come. This headship will continue down my line to my family, in a succession to rival the royal family.”

I shudder. This woman is a maniac, no doubt about it.

She strides over to the head of the fairies and places a hand on her head and pulls out her wand. “Power. Knowledge. Wisdom. Magic. Time gone and time to come.” She repeats these words over and over as her hand pushes down on the fairy’s head and sparks fly out of her wand. 

The church has gone dark and cold. This is some awful magic we are witnessing, some nasty business. 

Sadie pushes the fairy to the floor and goes to the head shifter, Laila, was it? This time the church turns darker and colder and the sparks that fly out of Sadie’s wand are brighter. It takes a little longer, too, whatever unholy magic she is performing. 

I shudder again and clutch at Fletcher’s arm. I want to go home. 

A witch calls out to Sadie: “Sadie, what was Laila’s great, great grandmother’s name?”

“Elsbeth.”

They all laugh, and I want to vomit and kill them all. What a horrible bunch of nasty, power hungry monsters. I hate that I’m the same as them, that I’m a witch too. I know they are checking if the power of her species, the legacy of her line, the secrets of her lineage have been passed over to Sadie, but I hate it, and I hate them. 

Sadie finally stands in front of Jones. She’s looking at him like she’d like to eat him up. He is a handsome devil.

Really?

The magic she is performing is strong and dark and probably illegal, and she knows it. I know she knows it; she just doesn’t care. Hateful woman. 

She is crossing all the lines that have ever been drawn in the sand between the different species and how they share the world of humans and interact with each other. What she is doing is an absolute horror, and she loves it; she’s revelling in it. She feels so powerful that nothing could stop her now. It’s written all over her pretty face. 

I turn to Fletcher, not wanting to watch. I tuck my head into his chest, and he holds me. 

“And so it is done.” I hear her words and although I cannot see the look on her face, I shake, literally shake as I cry into Fletcher’s chest. 

What a horrible thing we’ve had to watch. I only hope there’s something we can do to change this magic, change the future that we are a part of, because of what this woman did. 

There’s a round of applause from the witches for what Sadie has done and I turn around to watch them help the magical creatures back to consciousness. There is so much confusion, anger and hostility, but they are helpless. Poor things. 

Sadie stands before them all, full of her own importance, and speaks. 

“I proclaim myself Queen of the supernatural here in Britain. I have everything I need and more, and I will punish any of you who tries – dares – to stand against me. Magic is always the most powerful weapon – I can summon it with ease, and use it to your detriment, with only a thought. Do not dare to test me. From this moment on, I am invested with the magic of our four species, and I am four times more powerful than any of you. I do not intend to rule unfairly. You may all go back to your quiet lives, and do as you please, as long as you remember who is in charge.”

Nobody speaks; there is nothing to say and Fletcher’s mum holds up her wand, mutters something and the scene before us freezes. I hold my breath, and then Fletcher clears his throat, so I know I’m safe to move and talk. “That was awful.” I’m crying again, and Fletcher comforts me. He turns to his mum, who is crying.

“Now what?”
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Elodie takes a deep breath. “So, there’s no mention about everybody dying if they try to undo the magic, so she must add it in, sometime between now and when she dies. That’s when we need to intervene.”

“And we can’t change any of this?” Fletcher gestures at the frozen figures in front of them, even though he knows the answer.

“It’s horrible just watching it play out and not stopping it. It feels like we’re condoning it.” Ellis is still crying, and Fletcher hugs her. 

“I’ll wake them all up, and then we stick to her, like glue. It’s the only thing we can change without undoing years and years of history and causing who knows what problems.”

They all look sad as Elodie undoes the magic, and everybody moves again. 

“Get closer to her,” Elodie tells Fletcher, and together with Ellis, he moves behind Sadie. 

Sadie beams at Ellery and Fletcher and Ellis hang on every word. 

“Ah, Ellery, Ellery, why did I doubt you?”

Ellery shrugs, and Sadie pulls her in for a hug.

“I guess I’ll need your help even more now.”

“For what?”

“For what? You’re a clever witch, Ellery, but an innocent. The next phase, of course.” 

“The next phase of what?” 

Fletcher squeezes Ellis’s hand. They already know what the next phase of Sadie’s plan is. 

“Well, what’s the point of being in charge and having all the power if you do nothing with it?” Sadie asks and Ellery remains silent. “Oh, Ellery, I’m so excited and I have you to thank for it all.”

Ellery smiles thinly. “Tell me about the next phase.”

“I will. I’ve been planning this for years. So, step one, kill off the fae. I know, I know, your sister is half fairy, but we’ll keep her.” 

Ellery coughs and Fletcher wishes he could reach out to her, to give her some comfort. Imagine thinking you were helping your species and then realising that you’d set something so terrible in motion?

Sadie continues outlining her demented plan. “But the rest of them? Urgh – they’re too good, too perfect, too kind. We don’t need them, and I don’t want them. It’ll be easy enough to round them all up – quietly – we don’t want the other countries of the world catching on and making us stop. Then we’ll kill them.”

“How?”

“What does it matter? Quickly and quietly.”

Ellery nods. “And then?”

“The shifters are slippery – if you try to have them do your bidding they’ll just shift into a bug and fly away, so we’ll probably kill them, or lock them up, or bind their magic. I keep thinking I’m missing something. If we get rid of the fairies and the shifters, will we really be any worse off?”

Ellery doesn’t answer her, but Fletcher and Ellis wish that they could.

“Ooh, maybe we kill the shifters and use the fairies as slaves. We can clip their wings and subdue them easily enough, I think. Ellery – it’s all still developing, really. As you can tell!”

“And the vampires?”

“Well, we’ll use them first, to kill all the humans.”

“Kill all the humans? Won’t people notice?”

“Maybe. But what else are they good for?”

Ellery shrugs and shakes her head. 

Sadie goes on. “For now, I’ll let them all go home, call off their people, stop all the fighting, give them a week or so, while I decide for definite and then I’ll start. It’s so exciting.”

“Very.”

Sadie bustles off to another witch who is beckoning her over, and Ellery catches her sister’s eye. When Alex joins her sister, Elodie joins Fletcher and Ellis, the three of them silent witnesses. 

“She’s gone mad.”

“What do you mean?”

“She doesn’t want to stop the war and be in charge of all the creatures to ensure peace. She wants to clip the fairies’ wings, and kill the shifters, or the other way around. She wants to use the vampires to kill the humans and-” Ellery bends in half, breathing ragged. 

“Breathe.” Alex takes her sister’s hand and leads her away, smiling, and Elodie turns to Fletcher. “Reading about it all was bad enough, but being here, unable to put a stop to it... awful.”

They are silent, each wrapped up in their own thoughts, until they leave and follow the coven back to their home. They congregate in the hallway, watching Sadie gloat. Elodie whispers, “I think we need to take turns in following her. Even if you two want to stick together, and I go alone. Three is too many, and if we overcrowd her and she senses us, or feels us... I don’t want to risk anything going wrong now.”

Fletcher nods. “We’ll stick together, I don’t want Ellis on her own.”

Elodie nods, assuming that was the stance he would take. “That’s fine. Just be careful. While she’s here, we can all watch her together, but we can’t mess this up.”

They are quiet and sombre faced as they watch Sadie and the other witches celebrate. The only witches who aren’t happy are Ellery and her half-sister, Alex. They are smiling and laughing, but the joy doesn’t meet their eyes. 

“I don’t mind being on my own with her, if I need to,” Ellis tells Fletcher. “She won’t know I’m there.”

“We should be fine together but thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I’m trying to be brave in the middle of a ridiculously scary and horrendous situation.”

Fletcher laughs and kisses her forehead. 

They turn their attention back to Sadie and her insane celebrations.

“I feel sick watching her,” Fletcher says. “Knowing that she started all of this, knowing that she wanted to kill everybody.”

“Like Zeta,” Ellis says, clutching onto his hand. “I’m scared. What would happen if they find us?”

“They won’t.” Although he is whispering, his tone is forceful. “I won’t let you come to any harm.”

They stand together, the three of them, silent and watchful, unsure of when Sadie will make her move, and add to the spell. 

“She won’t do it here,” Elodie says. “I think she’ll do it when she’s alone. Or with some of her closest friends.”

They have no choice but to wait, and then Sadie slips away, alone, and they follow her.

She hums as she walks through the corridors, pleased with herself. Elodie hangs back and gestures for Fletcher and Ellis to go without her. 

Fletcher is ahead of Ellis but still far behind Sadie. They are both walking as quietly as they can, trying to make no noise, breathing through open mouths to make less noise. 

Sadie pauses, and so does Fletcher. Ellis just stops herself from colliding with him. Sadie looks around, suspicion on her face. They are invisible, but they both freeze. 

She turns and carries on, and they continue to follow her, even more carefully. 

Up some stairs and around a bend, she opens her bedroom door. Fletcher ushers Ellis inside and then before he can follow her Sadie shuts the door, locking it. 

Fletcher is on the other side of the door, helpless. He cannot hear anything, so he can only hope that she was being careful and cautious and that she doesn’t know about them following her. She can’t do. He shakes his head and tries to magic a way into the room. Nothing works. He puts his ear to the door one more time. He can hear Sadie humming, but nothing else. Ellis must be okay. But he might need some help. He turns and runs back to fetch his mother. 
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Fletcher ushers me inside and before he can follow me, Sadie pushes the door shut and locks it. I scuttle over to the window as far away as I can from her, so she doesn’t accidentally walk into me, and flatten myself against the wall. She’s humming as she takes a seat on a huge armchair. 

Then she waves a hand around, whispers something I cannot hear and then says, “You look ridiculous flattened up against the wall like a painting. Who are you and why are you following me?”

She can see me. I peel myself off the wall, I almost faint, I hold out my hand, stupidly, because I could always see myself. 

“Are you going to speak or just look at me with your mouth agape like a thirsty dog?”

I shut my mouth and take a seat opposite her. I cannot stand. I will faint. Or cry. Or die. “How did you know I was here?”

“I am the most powerful witch in the country. Why are you wearing such strange attire?”

I look down at my jeans and top and look over at her dress. I suppose I look strange to her. I need Fletcher. 

“He can’t hear you.”

She can read my thoughts?

“A little. Nobody can hear you, and nobody can get in here without my say so, and I could kill you in a second if I wanted to.”

I clamp a hand over my mouth and think only about cheese. And trying not to throw up.

“Really?” She shakes her head. “You are a very odd young lady. You sneak up on me, invisible, skulking, you try to blend into my wall, you are wearing the most bizarre clothes and thinking about cheese. I might just kill you and save myself from this troublesome conversation.”

“Please don’t.” Now is obviously not the time to think about cheese – I was only trying to block my thoughts so she couldn’t use them against me, in fairness. 

“Young lady. This is my coven, and my bedroom. Magic won’t work in here. Are you a witch?”

I nod. 

“So try nothing. I’m the head witch, so I’m the most powerful.”

I’m- I almost think it, then I block my thoughts off.

“You’re what?”

I shake my head. “I’m scared.”

She laughs. “You should be. This room is protected. Your young man won’t be able to get in, so you need to tell me who you are, and what you’re up to. Then I will assess the threat you pose, and either kill you or turn you into a mouse.”

I choke. I think I was trying to breathe, my breath got caught, the cough came and now it won’t stop. 

She’s not sympathetic to me. She’s just looking at me, like I’m some strange specimen. Which, to her, I suppose I am. I cry. I can’t help it. I’m not feeling brave here. 

She rolls her eyes. “Are you an assassin or something? You’re not very good. Who sent you?”

I take a deep breath. I’m not invisible anymore. She knows I’m here. The truth is far stranger than anything I could make up. And if I die at her hand, if she plans to kill me, then what can I do?

“My name is Ellis.”

She holds out a hand. “Sadie.”

I shake her hand, trying not to laugh. This is weirdly formal and polite, given the circumstances. 

My story is so strange but then a thought occurs to me, if she can read some of my thoughts, will she know if I’m lying? “Can you tell if I’m telling the truth?”

“I suggest you do!” 

“I’m going to. But the truth is very bizarre. I want to know if you’ll know – so you don’t assume I’m trying to trick you, and then you turn me into a mouse, or something!”

“I will let you speak. And mostly I know if someone is trying to deceive me. It’s not a head witch thing, just a Sadie thing.”

“My name is Ellis, and I am from... from the future.”

“The future? Is that across the sea?”

How do you explain such a concept to someone from hundreds of years ago?

I nod my head. “The future is a whole other place.” True. “And I’m not here to hurt you.” Also true. “But I am here to change your mind on something, if I can.”

She looks intrigued and confused all at the same time. I know how you feel, Sadie, believe me!

“What do you want to change my mind about? I don’t like to bend my will.”

“I know you have taken the authority and power from the other creatures.”

She narrows her eyes.

“I know you plan to use that power to your own end.”

She yawns. Actually yawns. 

“I know you’re planning to add a clause to the magic spell you performed at the church to ensure that the other supernatural creatures cannot get their power back. So that if a future head witch gives it back to them, they’ll all die.”

This gets her attention. She’s not yawning now.

“Trickery of the blackest variety. If you know something I have only thought, but not yet done, then you are a more powerful witch than I gave you credit for being. Despite how you dress!”

I cannot help but feel a bit impressed with myself. 

“Don’t get carried away,” she warns me, wiping the smile off my face. 

She closes her eyes and I survey the room, study her. She’s a beautiful maniac. I don’t think she’ll kill me. I feel a little more comfortable, although I’m sure that Fletcher and his mum are on the other side of the door freaking out.

“Oh, they are.” She opens an eye and glares at me. “I don’t know what freaking out means, especially, but they aren’t happy. Nothing they can do, though.”

I smile. What else can I do?

“Let me get this straight,” she says. “Somehow you’ve figured out my dastardly plan and you want me to change it. The problem is you have no bargaining power here. And I love the idea of hundreds of years from now, somebody thinking they are doing the right thing, thinking they are being kind, and the entire damn thing backfiring on them. Killing everybody. Punishment for not doing as they’re told. Delicious. So, what will make me do what you want me to?”

I shrug. She’s got me there. I didn’t exactly plan on being in here on my own. I thought I’d have the backup of two experienced and astute witches to help me out.

I open my mouth and then close it again. Try to get my mind straight when she laughs. Really laughing, actually slapping her thigh – calm down Sadie!

A shiver runs through me, my scalp is tingling like I’ve got bugs crawling through my hair, and Sadie is looking at me like I’m the most delicious prize and she’s the most dangerous lion. A hungry lion.

She claps her hands together. “I’ve got it, little one. I don’t know who you are, where you came from, or how clever you think you are, or how you thought you’d get me to do what you want, but I have an idea.”

I lean forwards. This might be easier than I figured. 

“I’m not sure how you knew my plan, but you’re right. I have nasty plans, but I know that after I’m gone, not every head witch will be as despicably horrendous as I am, sadly. So, this little caveat was a trick of mine, a little reminder from beyond the grave of what I’m capable of. I like it. It gives me a thrill... even though I won’t be around to see the consequences or reap the benefits of my planned destruction. So, I will exchange one nasty trick for another. It’ll be your choice.”

I don’t like the sound of this, or the look on her face, she looks worse than sly. She’s positively gloating, and nothing’s happened yet. 

That head to toe tingle is back. 

She stands up, and I jump, and actually shriek a bit. 

“Relax, funny little one. I haven’t even offered you my proposition yet.”

She perches on the little table that’s between our two seats. “Are you a good witch, Ellis?”

I nod, and she shrugs. “I’m not. Never have been, never will be. I want what I want, and I really don’t care who I hurt to get it. I matter, only me, and I’ll step on anybody to get to where I want to go. If you get in my way, I’ll kill you, and I’ll sleep like a baby afterward. I really am a wicked witch.”

I look at her pretty face, sneering mouth, cold eyes, feeling like this might be a trick. 

“Shall I change my little plan?”

I try to nod, but my neck won’t move. 

“I wanted to add my sneaky little caveat, but I won’t.”

I grin, and she holds up a finger with a pointy nail. “If you will allow me to make a minor change.”

“Go on...”

“I will alter my spell, but instead of killing everyone – except the true-hearted witches, as was my original plan – I will amend it, to only kill the weak-hearted, feeble-minded head witch who defies my wishes and gives autonomy back to the masses. I will sacrifice one but save the rest. What say you?”

I nod, finding it hard to swallow but glad I’m sitting down, because if I wasn’t, I would have fallen. Fletcher, an image of his gorgeous face, flashes through my head and I know how much pain, distress and heartache this whole business has brought him, and I know what my choice is, because if I can save him one more minute of upset I’ll gladly do it. Sadie smiles, as happy to kill one person as a million of them, unstable as she is, because what she doesn’t know, is that as head witch, I will be the one to defy her wishes and undo the magic. 

I will be the sacrifice.
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She throws open her arms and magical sparks burst from her fingertips, filling the room with light and heat. Ellis remains sitting on the chair, unable to help herself, and unable to do anything without the help from Elodie and Fletcher. 

Sadie chants and magical swirls of smoke fill the room, the air gets dark and the bright tendrils of smoke and the electric sparks coming from Sadie’s fingers are the only form of light. 

Ellis holds her breath and she can tell when the spell is cast: the room grows freezing cold and then boiling hot and a rolling thunder fills the room, exploding into a cacophony of firework like blasts. 

Ellis shivers and Sadie grins, looking at the young witch, not knowing what she has cast for Ellie and her future.

“So, it is done.”

Ellis shudders and closes her eyes, tears running freely down her face. When she opens her eyes, Sadie has vanished, the room is empty; the door is open and Fletcher and Elodie rush inside. Fletcher takes her in his arms, panic making him hold her too tight.

Ellis smiles and wipes her tears before he sees them. “It’s okay, it’s okay. I did it.”

Elodie and Fletcher wear matching expressions of confusion. “You did?”

Ellis nods, keeping the smile plastered on her face. “It’s done. It must have been a head witch thing, but as she started the spell, I spoke to her, and she was in a daze, and I told her the changes I needed her to make and I asked her to repeat them back to me, and I willed it, and wanted it, and sparks were coming from my fingertips and somehow, the magic was altered. She was furious and thinks one of the other witches in the coven interfered. That’s where she’s gone.”

“So we can undo the original magic?”

“She’s undone it. It is no more. When we go back, we’ll be able to give the other creatures back their autonomy.”

Fletcher whoops and then covers his mouth. “We need to get out of here. We’ve pushed our luck as it is, and if she’s furious, she’ll be more suspicious.”

They rush out of the coven house, being careful not to jostle any witches or cause a draught or make a noise. Elodie takes Ellis by the hand. “I’m so proud of you. It sounds as though the head witch magic finally came into play. It’s a strange thing. Only head witches know what it’s like, and it must have been so scary for you. You did a wonderful job. Thank you.”

Ellis lets herself cry and then the three of them hold hands and leave the past behind. They land on the floor, in the front room, sitting cross-legged on the floor, and if anyone walked in, they would assume that they had been that way the whole time.

Fletcher shakes his head. “Did that just happen?”

Elodie nods her head, yes. Ellis remains silent. “Are you okay, dear?”

Ellis nods at Elodie but doesn’t answer. “In shock, probably. Fletcher, get her some pep. She needs it. It might take a while for you to feel normal – after all, your bodies have just travelled hundreds of years. Imagine jetlag and times it by a thousand.” She laughs and stand up. Ellis remains on the floor.

“I’ll ring Ember, see if she’s made any progress with the leftover rebels, and then we’ll undo the original magic.”

“You’re so amazing,” Fletcher says, handing Ellis a drink. “Undoing magic is impossible, yes you can change it sometimes, but what you’ve done, what you did with Sadie?” He shakes his head, lost for words. 

Ellis stands up with a hand from Fletcher and then drinks the pep down in one go. “I need some fresh air.”

“I’ll come with you.”

“No.” Ellis passes him her glass. “Just give me a minute.”

Fletcher watches her go out to the garden and then looks to his mum. “Should I-”

“No, give her a minute. The protections are back up, stronger than before. She’ll be safe.”

“Is she okay, do you think?”

“Fletcher, of course she’s not. She’s not a born witch, and she just travelled back in time. Her body and her mind are likely raging against what’s happened, and she’s probably scared and exhausted and missing her family. Of course, she’s not okay. But she’s safe and we’re so close to the end now.”

“I’m so proud of her.”

“I know. And give her a little breathing space and you can tell her. Just relax. All of this is new to her and scary to her. A lesser girl would have run away from it all, refused to get involved. She’s pretty special.”

“I know that.”

Elodie kisses his cheek. “Now, I will ring Ember and ask her what progress she has made, and then we need to undo the original magic. As soon as possible.”

“Are you going to contact the other species first or after?”

“I thought after.”

“It might be good to bring them in on it?”

Elodie looks unsure. “I’ll see what Ember thinks.”

“I’m just thinking it’s a way of proving to them we mean no harm, and definitive proof that we’ve done it. They’ll know without a doubt that we’re telling the truth.”

“I can see what you mean. I suppose I’m putting off seeing them at all. They’ll be so angry.”

“They will, but maybe less so if they can see what we’re doing, and if we can explain what we’ve done. We’ve done it. Zeta is dead. Efa is dead. Most of the rebels are dead, and we’ve been back in time to amend the original magic so we can undo it. We can let all the supernatural species take their authority back. They can’t be angry once they know what we’ve done. Nobody reasonable could.”

“Who says they’re reasonable?” But Elodie nods. “I think it’s a splendid idea. Let me talk to my sister and then we’ll decide. I want to do it today, regardless, so maybe we offer them an invitation to come and see us do it, fix it, whatever, and let them decide. If they’re too angry to come, we can tell them once it’s done.”

Elodie leaves Fletcher alone in the kitchen and he sits for a minute with his head in his hands, running his fingers through his hair, scratching at his head. His skin feels weird, and his head hurts. They’ve done something so incredible and he wants to tell Ellis how proud he is of her; how happy she makes him, but he needs a minute. He thinks his mother is probably right about the jetlag, and he needs a drink and some food. 

He cannot wait until the end of the day, when the magic is reversed, the other species are all freed, and maybe they’ll all sleep well. 

He makes three sandwiches, one for him to eat now, and one each for him and Ellis when she comes back in. He swigs some pep and then sips at a coffee. He doesn’t want to rush Ellis; he understands her need to have some time for herself, but he doesn’t want to ignore her either. He knows well enough how weird girls can get – he lives with four of them after all.

Two more minutes and then he’s ready to go outside. 

“Ellis.” He calls out her name as he steps outside, the evening a little colder than he thought. He pulls his hoodie from around his waist and pulls it over his head. “Ellis.” 

She’s not on the swing seat where he thought she’d be, or on the bench. The garden isn’t huge, but it is long. He heads to the bottom end, still calling her name, but not too loudly. He’s not concerned. He knows the extra protections put in place after the demon attack on the twins mean that nobody can get into the enclosed space. 

A prickle of unease passes over him, causing him to scratch at his skin again. “Ellis!” This time he shouts her name, and there’s still no answer. He runs to the very bottom of the garden, and his heart almost stops. 

The gate is open. 

Ellis is gone.
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I cannot stay inside. I don’t want to cry in front of Fletcher or his mum, and I’m not sure what I’ve done, what I’ve agreed to.

Okay, so I know, but I wish I didn’t.

I cannot even change my mind, and so I have to accept it. 

When we perform the magic spell that will undo the original magic, I will die.

The ultimate sacrifice. I will die, so that everybody else can live.

What the fudge is wrong with me?

If anybody has asked me – before Sadie did – I would have said my choice would not be selfless. No way, no how. I don’t want to die.

But when she asked me, I surprised even myself. I must be a good witch, a better person than I even I knew. 

I have agreed to die.

And now I cannot look at Fletcher without tears pricking in my eyes. I will lose him and everything else. Today.

I sit on the swing seat and push myself back and fore. If I tell him, maybe he can change it. 

And if he can’t? 

I can’t put that decision on him. I decided; I made the choice.

Me. Only me. 

And the thing is, if I had made the other choice, the choice where everybody dies, nobody would have known. There were no witnesses to me agreeing to be a sacrificial lamb. And so, it must be my actual choice, my heart felt choice, the choice I want to make. 

Even though it’s making me want to throw up.

I close my eyes. I don’t have long.

Today.

I will die today.

Without ever seeing my family again.

My eyes pop open. I have to see my family again. I cannot die without it.

What the hell have I done?

I’m not even thinking straight, I probably wasn’t when Sadie asked me the question, and now my head is full of white noise, and I’m running down the bottom of the garden, magicking the gate open, and running through it.

I don’t even have to think about going home, my feet know the way. I’m so focussed on going home, on seeing my family, that somehow I know what to do. I know how to make myself invisible to them. I do it, and I run around the back and in through the doors, before even checking that there’s nobody in the room who I might scare with the doors suddenly swinging open.

Luckily the room is empty, and I’m crying with relief and sadness and upset, and I may never get up off the floor where I’ve collapsed into a crumpled heap. 

Then the door opens, and my dad walks in, and I am filled with such a wave of love that I almost make myself visible again and run to him. I wish I was a kid again, where running into my dad’s arms and feeling him cuddle me would make everything better. I know it won’t; it would probably give him a heart attack.

He’s so lovely. He pulls a drawer out of the fridge, chatting to the dead person as he does so. And I’m crying even more. 

How can I die and live without him, my mum, Isaac, Fletcher? 

I can’t. 

Fletcher will just have to undo it. I’ll tell him, and he’ll save me. 

Maybe we can go back in time again, change Sadie’s mind, save me and everyone else.

But I know we can’t. 

I already read it in the rules. We can’t go back and change time again. Be careful when you meddle, it’s a one-time thing. Stupid rules.

I am hopeless and helpless and kicking myself for being so ridiculously selfless when nobody was even there to witness it. What is wrong with me?

Sacrificing myself for the greater good, certainly doesn’t sound like me.

I look at my dad, whistling as he works, and I am filled with love for him. Is this why I did it? Would I rather die than watch my family die? 

Of course. Most people would. 

But how did it come to this?

I’m not even a part of this supernatural world, having this epic species war, and suddenly dying so that everybody else can live.

That does not sound right!

As soon as I leave here, I’ll speak to Fletcher. His mum can go through their dark and scary and ancient old book and find something that will keep me alive. Or the creatures will just have to live with me being their head witch. 

I don’t want to die. 

The door opens and Isaac barrels in. My dad puts a finger to his lips. He always makes sure we are quiet and respectable and dignified anytime we are in the funeral parts of our home. 

I ache to reach out and hug my annoying little brother.

Yes, Fletcher will have to fix this. I had no choice but to accept Sadie’s terms. But I don’t want to die. There must be something we can do.

Maybe the creatures will all accept us keeping our power over them if it means I don’t have to die. Most of them are pretty normal – they’re not all maniacs like Zeta. Or Efa. Or Layland. Or Peri. Or...

Breathe.

I watch my family and slow my breathing right down.

My mum comes in, and I shuffle across the floor, lean against the wall and watch them.

I just watch them, like I never usually would have to watch them.

I watch the way my mum tucks her hair behind her ear, the way my dad’s tongue pokes out when he concentrates, the energy that fizzes out of Isaac, even when he’s standing still.

I watch them be a family. Without me.

And I have to cover my mouth so they don’t hear me crying. 

It hurts how much I love them, how much I miss them, how much I wish they could comfort me after all I’ve been through since I left them to go on my imaginary trip to Paris. I want my dad to hug me, my mum to reassure me and stroke my hair, I want my brother to aggravate me.

I want this complete mess to be over with, and me alive at the end.

I’m ready to go. To leave them to their day and beg Fletcher and his mum to fix this shit storm I’ve started.

Damn Sadie.

Damn going back in time.

Damn witches and vampires and shifters and fairies and their stupid power play and their stupid war.

Damn Macaroon. Oh, I wonder where she is and if she’s okay, naughty little puppy. 

I wipe my eyes and drink in the sight of my lovely, lovely family one more time.

Fletcher will sort this. Or his mother. Or Ember. Or the hive mind of the witches. Somebody.

I just need to tell them.

Fun!

I know Fletcher will be angry with me. His mum might be too. His aunt hates me anyway, but hopefully she’s still off on her errand and I won’t have to face her until it’s all fixed.

They’ll be able to fix it. I’m sure. 

I have to wait for my family to leave the room before I can leave the house, and then I duck outside. I shut the door and just leave my hand on there for a moment. It won’t be long, and this will all be over.

I will not think of dying. We’ve been back in time, for crying out loud, there must be something we can do to keep me alive. I’m just one little witch. 

I stand beside the door, itching to go back in, desperate to put off telling Fletcher what I agreed to, and how I’ve cocked everything up. Again. 

If he’s angry, it’ll only be because he cares about me. I know that, but I also know that I shouldn’t have told Sadie that I would die for the sake of anybody else. I wanted her to change the original magic so that nobody would die. Magic can’t usually be undone in that way. I should have fixed everything. And I told him I had. I told him and his mum that I had fixed everything.

I lied.

I promised to die so that everybody else would live.

And then I ran away from Fletcher to visit my family one last time before the end.

I’m having a grand day.

Reluctantly I walk away from my home, my family, my lovely dead bodies and head back to Fletcher’s house. Time to face the music and all that.

A noise behind me has me turning, and even though I’m still invisible, somebody can see me, because they shove a hood over my head and bundle me into a car.

Fudge. 
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Fletcher runs out into the street, screaming inside his own head for his mother, and calling out loud for Ellis.

He can’t see her, and he instantly feels sick.  

Elodie rushes out of the gate and puts her hand on his shoulder, causing him to jump and swear.

“Fletcher!” 

“Sorry! Ellis is gone. The gate was open and there’s no sign of her.”

“Why would she leave?”

“What if someone took her?”

“Who? There are too many protections in place. Let me see.” She goes back to the gate and then looks at him, her expression awkward. “Fletcher – this has been magicked open from the inside. Ellis left.”

“Why? She knows how dangerous it is. I don’t... I can’t...”

“Stay calm.”

He’s running his hands through his hair, angry and agitated. “I don’t think I can, I don’t understand.” He looks confused, hurt, worried, angry – all the emotions passing over his face, then the fog lifts. “I bet she’s gone home.”

Elodie nods. “Get her.”

“She wouldn’t have let them see her, I’m sure. I’m sure she was just homesick.”

Elodie goes back inside, locking the gate behind her. Fletcher heads up the hill, cursing under his breath. He gets that Ellis is new to all of this; he gets that she’s scared; he gets that she’s homesick, but he needs to her to stop being reckless and stupid. If she is missing her family, she should have told him. If she’s scared, she could talk to him. Running away and leaving everybody in a panic is selfish and immature.

It isn’t far to her house, and he’s scowling and muttering as he walks, scowling and muttering and not paying much attention to anything going on around him, and then scowling and muttering as he hears a vehicle screech to a halt.

And he’s scowling and muttering when he sees Ellis being pulled into a van, a hood over her head, her hands flailing and her legs thrashing.

It all happens so quickly, in such a rush, that he almost can’t believe what he’s seen. He shakes his head, rubs his eyes and watches, helplessly, as the van drives away. 

He runs faster than he ever has back to his mother. There’s no point chasing the van; he won’t catch up with it, and there’s only two possibilities for who is responsible for this.

The rebels – which he doubts. Ember is tracking the last remaining few at this very minute, or it’s the council members who are still angry at being trussed up and abandoned in Scotland. 

His money is on the council members.

He crashes into the house, causing Elodie to jump with fright. The look on his face tells her everything she needs to know. “Ellis?”

“She’s gone. She was walking back down the hill, and someone took her.”

“Who? Took her where?”

“I don’t know! They stuck a hood over her head and bundled her into a van and drove off practically on two wheels.”

“A van?”

“Yes, with no number plate, just black.”

“Right. I don’t think it’ll be the rebels. It’s probably the council members, some ridiculous notion of revenge. This is why wars go on and on, Fletcher, this pointless, destructive tit for tat attitude that people have. It’s so aggravating.” As she talks, she’s ringing Ember. “No answer. Come on, let’s go.”

Outside, she nods at him. “Let’s go to the twins, Erin and Anna. They’ll know what’s going on and they have more sense than some.”

They fly off at the same moment and land in what seems like seconds. 

They are in a normal street, in a normal cul-de-sac, standing in front of a normal semi-detached house. 

Elodie knocks on the door and then magics the door open. Stepping inside, with zero hesitation, she calls out. “Erin! Anna!”

Erin comes out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron, flour dusting her cheeks, the picture of calm domesticity; the complete opposite of Elodie’s barely simmering fury.

“Excuse me!” The fairy is indignant and confused. Her wings flutter as she moves, shimmering beautifully. “Elodie, what the hell are you doing bursting into my house? And what’s with the attitude? Last time I saw you, you left me tied up, and you forgot about me. Seems I should be the angry one, not you!”

Anna comes down the stairs, so similar to her twin. The only difference being the colour of their wings – Anna’s are pale purple, and Erin’s are light green. “What the hell, Elodie?”

“I’m sorry I burst in, but I’m sick to death of the games, the drama. We just want Ellis back.”

“We don’t have Ellis.”

Straight away both Elodie and Fletcher know it’s true, and the anger vanishes, replaced by a creeping fear. If this isn’t the council, and Ember isn’t answering her phone...

Elodie is shaking, and Fletcher is swearing. Erin takes them both, leads them into the lounge, sits them down and gives them a drink. “I think we can overlook the dramatic and rude arrival, what’s going on?”

Elodie cannot speak, she is crying now, panic over Ellis and her sister making her shudder.

Fletcher wipes his eyes. He had been so sure that Ellis was with the council members, a petty but easily solved revenge attempt. This feels different. 

“Okay, they’ve taken Ellis. I saw her bundled into a van with a hood over her head. Since the rebels are all dead-”

“Really? They’re all dead?” Anna bursts out.

Fletcher nods. “We left you in Scotland, not out of malice, but necessity – we weren’t sure who was on Zeta’s side. There was a showdown with Zeta. She’s dead, Peri, Leyland. Efa. Did you know that Efa was Zeta’s daughter?”

The women both look shocked.

“Right? So everything was over, and then we even figured out how to undo the original magic that gives us power over all of you.”

At this the twins sit up straight, eyes wide.

“We went back in time, before the clause was put into the spell that bound all of you to us. We’ll undo it today, give you all back your power, your authority, Well, that was the plan, but someone took Ellis. And we assumed it was you lot, angry with us over all that’s happened.”

The twins take a breath. “We had no idea. We were tied up for so long, one of our own came looking for us. They rescued us all – it wasn’t easy, let me tell you, to get out of your magic – but we let it drop. The council, each one of us, understands how hard this has been, all that’s gone on. We knew you’d reach out to us again, and we were happy to wait.”

Elodie’s eyes fill with tears. “Thank you. But if you guys don’t have Ellis, that means there are still some rebels alive. And my sister was tracking them and now she’s not answering her phone. She always answers her phone.”

Anna passes Elodie a tissue. Elodie thanks her, wipes her eyes and blows her nose. “Vann is dead. And Mya. And Gregory was on the rebel’s side.”

Fletcher takes over. “Efa killed Mya at the portal. Gregory turned on us, and then Zeta killed Vann.”

The twins are crying. “I can’t believe Vann is dead. And Gregory – he was on the rebel’s side?”

Elodie nods, misery covering her face. “If this isn’t the council, it means that it’s the rebels. And the rebels are far angrier than you are. I thought if you had taken Ellis, you’d have done it to annoy us, get your own back, but once we explained everything to you, you’d let her go. The rebels won’t go so easy on her. The rebels will be angry that we killed everybody. We thought they’d fizzle out without their leaders, but we were wrong.”

“Let us help.”

Fletcher shakes his head, worry about Ellis consuming him. “I don’t even know what we can do. We have no idea where the rebels are, or how to find any of them. Ember would know but she not answering.”

Elodie sobs, and Fletcher hugs her. They are both helpless. 

Erin takes off her apron. Anna nods. “This is where good old-fashioned fairy dust comes in to its own.”

Elodie and Fletcher look confused. 

“Oh, we know fairy magic has nothing on your magic, but our magic is full of clever little quirks. Fletcher – you love this girl?”

He nods, his eyes flat. The rebels will kill Ellis. They have no reason to keep her alive.

“Then we can find her.”

“You can?” His voice is small.

The twins nod, and Erin holds out a palmful of shimmery, glittery fairy dust.
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Here we go again. Kidnapped again. This has got to be a record. It’s not even funny anymore. 

This is a little more brutal, though. Worse than when we were taken by thugs for Peri, Efa and Layland, obviously worse than when lovely John the vampire took us, maybe on a par with when Zeta took me and Efa kicked the living crap out of me. 

I can’t say I’m enjoying it.

But I had forgotten about my impending death for a minute, so that’s an upside.

Who am I kidding? There is no upside. Then I feel a wave of relief that I saw my family. Then a swoop of almost excitement that I might die and see Molly again.

Now I know things are bad.

I love Molly to bits, but I am not ready to join her in eternal gone-ness. I want to live. I have a scary and sad feeling that it might be out of my hands, though. 

It’s difficult to breathe with a hood over your head, so I slow my breathing right down. I cannot afford to panic. It’s so hot. I’m not in a seat so every time we go around a corner I go flying. My hands and feet aren’t tied, though, so I can right myself quickly. I’ll be covered in bruises though.

Bruises!

I’ll probably be dead.

I wonder who took me. Nobody good – obviously. There aren’t many kidnappers who swoop in, steal you, cover your head with a hood and then take you to Disneyland or out for pizza.

I wonder, suddenly, if I will live a brief life. I keep having these close calls and near misses, but I’m only seventeen. Surely life should be a little more... less. If that makes any sense.

I’m due to die today anyway, when we perform the magic to undo the authority the witches have over the other species, but now it looks like the Grim Reaper is looking to take me any way he can. Or maybe he wants to kill me in a nasty way – is there a pleasant way to die?

Keep breathing, Ellis, until you can’t.

At the moment, that’s all I can do.

I’m hoping the journey to death, or wherever, lasts and lasts and lasts but I already know that death is coming for me, so when we stop again and I hear doors open and shut, I feel close to throwing up. 

That would not be pretty in this hood.

Then I giggle. During this fresh hell, I actually laugh. 

There’s got to be something wrong with me. 

Although my dad has always said that we need a certain amount of black humour to deal with the job we do. He’d be proud of me, I’m sure.

That pang again when I think about them. And then fury at myself for not staying safely inside the confines of Fletcher’s house and garden.

He will be so worried about me. And his mum will be.

Okay, so add feeling guilty to petrified. I am having a marvellous day.

“Ow!” I can’t help but shout out when someone grabs me roughly by the arm, pinching my skin, and pulling me out of the van.

Not fun.

“Get her inside.”

Not a voice I recognise, and at least they won’t shoot me in the street like a dog. 

I’m pulled inside and shoved into a soft chair. I make myself comfy and then adjust the hood, trying to let a little air in at the bottom. 

“Leave it on!”

I was leaving it on. Just a little hot and passing out, you know. I say nothing, just fold my hands in my lap and wait.

I have no idea where I am or who I’m with, who took me or if I’m alone in the room. It’s quiet but they could all be pointing and laughing at me, or gesturing quietly with weapons, getting ready to end my life. 

If the rebels have taken me, then I’m dead. They are bound to be mad at us. We’ve killed most of them and I’m sure they’re ready for revenge.

If the council has taken me, I might have a hope of talking them around.

Until this smelly hood comes off, I won’t know. 

And there’s a little bit of me – okay, a huge bit of me – that doesn’t want to know. 

I’d rather pretend that I’m safe in Fletcher’s arms, kissing on his bed. Or safe at home, eating sweets on my bed. Or looking after my dead bodies, brushing their hair, putting a little lipstick on the ladies, tying the ties so neatly for the men.

Okay, crying in the hood isn’t fun. It’s too hot and too wet and too stifling. I’m gonna... yup!

I rip the hood off, throw myself forwards, so I hopefully miss my shoes, and puke. 

I wipe my mouth on my sleeve. 

Attractive.

Then look up, wondering why nobody’s told me off. Um, because there’s nobody here. 

I must be a very important kidnap victim and prisoner then. They’ve left me all alone. 

I’m in a tiny room, a lounge, not a warehouse this time. And there’s nobody here. I try the door, and it’s locked. Then I try the window. It’s locked. I won’t make it easy for them. Whoever took me, whoever was stupid enough to leave me on my own, I’m hoping to make them regret it. 

Can I magic the window open, magic the glass away?

I spot a wooden stool, and without even thinking too much about it, I lift it and throw it at the window. Okay, not as easy as they make it look in the films. I batter the window, knowing that I’m making too much noise, but not being able to help it, but needing to do it.

I hit the glass again and again and again and when it eventually cracks I kick at it, hit at it, feeling the sweat drip down my face, feeling my hair stick to my face, knowing that at any minute whoever took me will come back in and stop me. 

I feel so sick, but I won’t throw up again. Once is enough. 

I push the rest of the glass out with my hands and my arm, not taking the time to cover my skin or be too careful. I don’t know how many times the sharp glass slices through my skin, the blood mingling with the sweat and making it sting.

I have to go.

Outside I look left to right like a trapped animal, waiting for the hand on my shoulder, the blow to my body, that stops me, but it doesn’t come.

But I know it will.

Come on, Ellis. Shape up!

I don’t know what to do! I want someone to help me, tell me what to do, save me. 

Nobody’s coming and it won’t be long before whoever took me realises that I’m missing. 

The garden is fully enclosed by a six-foot fence, no gate, no way through. 

Up and over, girl.

Really?

I tuck down the side of the house and the fence is close enough that I can walk my way up between the wall and the fence like a spider or something. I am high enough to grab on the fence, bang my knee, graze my whole arm as I swing against the house, and then get my leg over, bang my shin, cry out, bite my lip to keep myself quiet, feel it bleed. 

I must look a right state between the sweat and the sick and the blood, but the instinct to run, move, go, escape is like a voice shouting in my head.

Go!

Go!

Go!

Alright. I’m trying. 

I wobble on top of the fence and then drop, feeling my ankle scream out as I land, and then hobble to my feet. 

It’s probably only five minutes since I pulled my hood off, but I am jittery about being caught, stressed that I’m going too slow and sure that they’ll stop I me any second. 

I take a deep breath. It will hurt to run, but run I must. 

For just one second I allow myself a bit of pride. Without magic, for crying out loud, I just escaped. Me.

I smile despite the pain and look around, wondering which way to run.

Does it matter? Just pick left or right and go. 

I know my luck will run out – it always does.

Left. Decision made. And then I feel a weird tingle. A shiver. Not a premonition, but a certainty that I shouldn’t run.

That can’t be right. 

Any minute a kidnapping thug will realise that I’ve done a runner and come after me. Come on, Ellis.

No.

My feet won’t move.

Is this a trick? Some witch rebel magic?

No. This is something inside me. Some instinct, some inner voice, some subconscious wisdom. 

I follow the fence around from the back of the house to the front. I step up to the front door of the normal-looking semi-detached house and – rude – just go inside without knocking. 
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Just as Erin opens her mouth to blow the fairy dust, the front door slams open and the four of them turn to see Ellis, bedraggled and sweaty and bloody and smelly and there’s a second of confusion where Ellis can’t understand why Fletcher and Elodie are with her kidnappers, and Fletcher and Elodie can’t understand how Ellis got away from whoever took her and knew where to find them, and Erin and Anna wonder if they can escape the wrath of three witches.

They realise they cannot win a fight against three angry witches and turn to flee. 

“Stop them!” Ellis screams out, and with no further explanation Fletcher holds up his hands, binding and freezing the two fairies. While Elodie sits them down on the floor at the bottom of the stairs, Ellis falls into fletcher’s arms. 

“God, you’re hurt?”

She nods. She can feel every cut from the glass now, every scrape, every bruise. She can also imagine how disgusting she looks, pretty much as disgusting as she feels. She pulls back from his embrace. “Can you do some of your magic, clean me up?”

Elodie steps forwards. “Here.” With a few dabs and flicks of her wrist, Ellis looks and feels ten times better. “I can do more for you when we get you home, but for now that’s the best I can manage.”

“Where did you come from? How did you know we were here?”

Ellis dissolves into tears. “I didn’t. I’m so sorry. I was so stupid. I went to see my parents and Isey – I didn’t let them see me, I promise, I was invisible. I don’t even know how. And then when I came back down the hill, someone shoved a hood over my head and took me.”

She takes a breath and Fletcher hugs her. “I saw it. I saw them take you. There was nothing I could do. But I saw it. We figured it was the rebels or the council, so we came to talk to the twins.”

“We figured they were the most sensible, the most likely to listen,” Elodie says.

“They were just about to take us to you, with fairy dust.”

“Or so we thought.”

“That’s why they left me for so long,” Ellis says, shaking her head. “They brought me inside, still with the hood over my head, but not tied up. It was so hot in the hood, and when I started crying it was claustrophobic, so I pulled the hood off and threw up, and that’s when I realised I was alone. I smashed the window, jumped over a six-foot fence and was ready to run, when I got the strongest feeling that I shouldn’t. That’s when I came around the front.”

Elodie kicks at Erin. “I can’t believe you were here the whole time. The liars!”

Fletcher shakes his head, disgust for the fairies covering his face. “They were so convincing. We really thought they would help us.”

“Obviously not. So I think it’s safe to assume that the council is still angry with us?”

Fletcher nods. “I almost feel like not giving them their power back. The effort we went to, going back in time, fixing this total mess, and this is how they repay us?”

“No, Fletcher, that’s not how this works. We do the right thing, because it’s the right thing, not because people deserve it. Let’s go.”

“Where?”

“Home.”

“And these two?”

“Oh, they’re coming with us. I’m done.”

Elodie grabs hold of Anna, none too gently, and pulls her up off the floor. She turns to Fletcher. “You get Erin.”

Fairies in hand, the three of them head outside. 

“Ellis can’t fly.”

“Well, she will have to learn.”

Fletcher raises his eyebrows at Ellis, who nods her head. “Just tell me what to do and I’ll do my best.”

“Come on, Fletcher, help her. We can’t leave her here and then come back for her. It’s not safe. Again. Nobody goes anywhere alone.”

Reading the anger in his mother’s tone, Fletcher nods. “Okay, so you know how when we fly and you’ve told us where to go, instinctively just knowing?”

Ellis nods.

“That’s like flying. There’s no broomstick or magic wand. Just think it and do it.”

“What if I fall or crash?”

“You won’t. Don’t overthink it. Don’t stress. Just follow me home.”

Ellis nods and takes a breath. 

Elodie goes first, without a word. Fletcher kisses her cheek, Erin tucked under his arm like a roll of carpet. “You can do it. Just like you turned invisible.”

He takes off, slowly, watching her.

She closes her eyes, and then she’s doing it. She’s actually doing it. 

They land at home, Ellis a little further away from Fletcher and Elodie, who are still holding the fairy twins. She runs up to them. “I did it!”

“You did! Well done.”

“Let’s get these two inside.”

“Not so fast.” 

A figure jumps down from the fence and lands in front of the door. As his feet touch the floor, he shifts. Into an enormous snarling wolf. Fletcher turns at a noise behind him and then looks the other way. They are surrounded. 

Seven snarling, dribbling, angry wolves are literally at their door. Skulking closer and closer, teeth bared and ready to pounce. 

“Fletcher,” Elodie speak to him, but not out loud. “Drop Erin and run in the house. Ellis follow him. I’ll ward them off.”

“But the fairies...”

“The wolves are here for the fairies. Let them have them. They’re not worth dying for.”

With a shout, hoping to confuse the wolves, Fletcher tosses Erin like a rag doll onto the floor and turns to grab Ellis. Elodie throws Anna then magics up a ring of fire. Wolves fear fire. 

Ellis is in the house, Fletcher about to follow her, when he hears his mum cry out. One wolf has braved the flames and has her scarf in its teeth. “Mum!” Fletcher yells, kicks at the wolf, and pulls the scarf from his mother’s neck. “Go!” She runs inside and he follows, just as another wolf sinks its teeth into his calf. Fletcher howls but kicks out, again and again, until the wolf releases its jaws. Fletcher ducks inside, slams the door and sinks to the floor, agony and blood stopping him from going any further. 

“Fletcher!” Ellis is beside him and Elodie joins them.

“Ellis, help me get him in the kitchen. Up onto the table.”

They drag him through, Fletcher shuffling along a little and hoick him up onto the table. He’s sweating from the pain.

“Will he turn into a wolf now, a shifter?” Ellis is in a panic. 

“No,” Elodie says, pressing a compress full of some magical potion against the wound. “It doesn’t work like that. But it’s nasty. Can you grab me the yellow basket from the garage, please, the one with bandages on the top?”

Ellis goes to fetch the basket, and Elodie mutters some magic as she pours some medicine straight into his mouth. He shakes his head, spitting it out. “Disgusting.”

“Tough luck. It works.” She pours another, more liberal, dose into his mouth and glares at him until he swallows it down. Ellis passes her the basket of medical supplies – bandages, suture kit, magical lotions and potions. “What can I do?”

“Nothing lovely. Just pour him some pep, and maybe a wet cloth on his forehead. He’s burning up.”

“Is it poisonous, the bite?”

Elodie shakes her head. “No, he’ll be fine. Luckily, we’re witches, so magic helps. If a human got bit or another shifter, or one of the other supernatural creatures, then yes, it would take much longer to heal, but he’ll be fine in about half an hour.”

“Could they have killed him?”

“Oh, yes, if they’d got him around the throat, or his femoral artery. Or if they’d all got hold of him. Nasty, nasty creatures. This means that the rebels haven’t lost as many as we hoped and that some council members are in cahoots with them.”

“I hate this.”

“Me too. I cannot believe the fairy twins took you; they seemed so convincing. Both Fletcher and I were ready to leave with them.”

Ellis shudders. “I’m sorry I went out.”

“Oh, they would have found another way to take you, another time. At least now we know whose side they’re on. At least we know the shifters – rebels or otherwise – are still after us. Fletcher, you need five minutes for that medicine to kick in before I can stitch you up. I’ll try Ember again.”

While she does, Ellis smooths Fletcher’s hair, kisses his forehead and closes her eyes. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Ellis 


[image: image]


I need this entire thing to be over. And the only way for it to be over is for me to tell Fletcher what I agreed to with Sadie, and for him to fix it with some magic. 

But now he’s a little busy having the wolf wound in his leg fixed. 

And it is nasty. 

It’s deep and very bloody, and I feel a little bit sick looking at it. There’s a puncture wound from the teeth that’s deep, and then a tear where he’s kicked the wolf and forced him away, pulling an entire load of the flesh from his leg with it.

Between magic and stitches his mum can fix him, but in the meantime, I can’t spill my secret. He’s pretty sweaty and seems to drift in and out of consciousness, or maybe it’s just the magic kicking in ready for his mum to stitch him up.

That I do not want to see.  

I’m not at all squeamish – seeing hundreds of dead bodies a year has cured me of that. I’ve actually got a bit of a fascination with all sorts of medical stuff – not an unhealthy fascination by any means, but I don’t mind a good look at a corpse who’s suffered from burns, or a good chat about a bit of surgery with my cousin Jack, a heart surgeon in the local hospital. A trip to the mortuary can be a good morning out, and I don’t find our dead bodies creepy or scary, I know that they’re dead and I am so kind to them. I always talk to them and make sure they look their best for their ultimate trip to the cemetery. 

But looking at the blood congealing around the open wound on Fletcher’s leg is too much. Because of how I feel about him? Maybe. Because a werewolf did it, for crying out loud? Probably. Because it could have been me? Might be. Because it could have been so much worse? Yes. 

I keep running my fingers through his lovely hair and try to keep smiling. As soon as he feels better, I’ll tell him. We won’t be performing any magic ceremony until he’s feeling better, so I’ve got time. 

It still feels crazy that I’m back by his side. That I escaped from the crazy fairy sisters. That the crazy fairy sisters even kidnapped me. I can’t help but wonder what would have happened if they hadn’t got distracted talking to Fletcher and his mum.

Would they have killed me? Tortured me? Kept me for a pet?

Nothing would surprise me anymore. 

I keep getting a panicky, sick feeling, where my stomach turns and my heart hammers and my palms sweat and then I realise I’m safe, beside Fletcher again, his mum in the other room. I came so close to something and I don’t even know what it would have been. 

Death really is searching for me at the moment, the little bastard. I won’t let him get to me. 

As soon as Fletcher feels better, we’ll fix it. 

His mum comes in the room, worry written all over her face. “She’s still not answering. Ellis, can you just do the fire check thing – make sure she’s alive? If she’s alive, then she can look after herself, at least until Fletcher feels better. Then we can fetch her; you’ll know where she is.”

A shiver runs through me. “I don’t need to. She’s alive. She’s not hurt. She’s talking to somebody. A man, but I can’t see who it is. She’s smiling. She’s okay.”

Again, don’t ask me how I know some stuff I know, but I know this. And the relief on Fletcher’s mum’s face makes me glad that I know it.

“Oh, Ellis, thank you. That head witchness really comes in handy sometimes, doesn’t it!”

I nod, and she busies herself with Fletcher’s leg. He cries out when she touches his leg, and I take his hand. I don’t look at his leg or his mother stitching him up, while muttering some magical chanting, but I look at his face, his skin, his eyes bunched tight in pain. 

Poor thing. 

He’s squeezing my hand to bits, though, so I think he’ll live!

“Nearly done,” his mum says, sounding much more cheerful. “I think we should see Ember then; Ellis will pinpoint where she is. I’ve left a message telling what happened when we went back in time, how Ellis figured everything out with Sadie, and how we can undo the original magic without everybody dying...”

I tune out, she’s waffling a bit, bless her. Plus, I don’t enjoy hearing how impressed she is with what I did, when it isn’t actually what I did. I feel bad, but in fairness what sort of choice is that to give anybody? Sadie really was a witch. Do you want to be responsible for everybody dying except a bunch of true-hearted – nasty, crazy, evil and as batty as she is – witches or would you rather die yourself? Um, maybe secret answer three – neither!

Stupid woman. But then how stupid was I agreeing to it? I must have had a bump on the head when we landed, or something.

I am not a good, kind, selfless person, I’ve been down this road before. 

When my best friend got ill, I felt sick that I had wished it on her or cursed her somehow, because I had sometimes wondered if I’d be the centre of attention without her, the popular one, the pretty one, the one everybody wanted to talk to. I know I didn’t curse her, but do I weirdly need to atone, by choosing to sacrifice myself for the rest of the world?

Maybe, but I’m still hoping my super handsome, clever witchy boyfriend can figure something out that gets me to secret option three.

Really hoping. 

If he ever stops moaning and groaning with this pain in his leg. His mum is wiping her hands on the front of her apron, looking pleased with herself. His leg looks better, neatly stitched, and clean, but Fletcher is white. 

“I’m gonn-”

Whoa – I step out of the way, just in time, of the wave of sick that comes my way. 

His mum – brave – steps closer to him. “He’s not right.”

You can say that again. Definitely not the most romantic thing I’ve ever faced.

“Ellis, pass me the cloth.”

I pass her the flannel I was pressing to his forehead to cool him down and watch her mop his brow. He’s clammy and so pale he almost looks translucent. I panic and his mum can see it on my face. 

“He’ll be fine – I think he just lost a little more blood than I first thought.”

“Does he need to go to hospital?”

“Oh, lovely, how would I explain a wolf bite to them?”

I shrug. I have no idea, but if he needs a blood transfusion, she can hardly do that on the kitchen table. 

Then I realise I never want to eat off this table again, and my stomach turns a little. 

“I’ll be right back.”

She bustles off and I talk to him. “Wake up, Fletcher. I need you. I need you to be okay.”

He ignores me – I’m not sure he’s even conscious, but I keep talking, babbling, droning on, and then his mum comes back. She’s holding a tub full of something that looks really gross. Some sort of lumpy, greyish paste. It does not look like it will help. At all.

She laughs at my face. “This will help, believe me, I know it looks gross, but it’s pure magic paste. Once a month on a full moon, I sit, most mother witches, sit and pour all of their magic, their healing, their hope into a jar of magic balm. Every month it gets more and more potent, and it can cure almost any ill. Except death. Oh, and demons”

That explains why nobody thought to drag this gross stuff out after the demon attack, then. 

“It looks...” What can I say?

“Horrible. I know. I didn’t think he was bad enough to need it, but it will work.”

Thank goodness for that.

She smears the grey globs all over his freshly stitched wound and I can’t help but make a face; it looks like it will kill him, not cure him. It looks disgusting and like it will infect him and kill him. In about twenty minutes. I shrug. She knows better than I do. 

And, okay, she knows better, because in less than a minute, the sheen of sweat on his face dries, the colour comes back to his cheeks, and he sits up. He isn’t woozy. He looks exactly like he did before he got bitten. He stands, pressing his weight down on his bad leg and grins. 

“Careful.” I can’t help but warn him, even though I can see there is no need. 

He laughs. “Thanks mum!”

She smiles and shakes her head. “Just doing my job.”

Ah, she’s so cute. She tidies up while I just hold hands with Fletcher and marvel that he’s healed so quickly. 

He leans in to kiss me. “I’m glad they bit me, not you. And I’m glad you escaped from the evil fairy twins.”

“I think all fairies might be evil,” I say, kissing him back. I’m full of relief that he’s okay and that I’m okay, but I’m full of dread for what I have to tell him, and as his mother hurries back into the room, ready to find her sister, I have no idea when I’ll get the chance to tell him. 
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“Are you going to be okay to do this?” Ellis asks Fletcher who nods at her, and stands up, hopping from foot to foot, to show how well fixed his leg is.

“Can you take us to her?” Elodie asks, trying her hardest to mask her fear. She feels better that Ellis has seen that Ember is alive and talking to somebody and smiling, but there’s still no way of knowing where she is and if she’s okay – especially as she’s not answering her phone – without seeing her face to face. “I really thought she’d ring once she got my message.”

“Maybe her phone went flat?” Ellis suggests.

“She can magic it back if it does,” Fletcher says, and Ellis understands a little more of why Elodie feels so nervous. With all that’s going on, it’s not a great sign that Ember hasn’t been in touch. Especially after Elodie left a message telling her that their mission to see Sadie was so successful. 

“Give me two minutes,” Elodie leaves them alone and Fletcher takes Ellis in his arms. 

“I am so glad you’re here with me and that you’re safe.”

Ellis laughs. “So far. Though I have no idea how. Far too many close shaves for me. I need a quiet night, Fletcher, just to watch TV, eat ice cream, maybe have a lay in, in the morning!”

He laughs. “One day!”

She shakes her head. “I honestly don’t think we’ll ever get there. I feel like life is upside down and I can’t ever imagine being normal again. But I also can’t wait either.”

“I know what you mean. This is all new for me too, you know. Okay, so that witches roam the earth isn’t new to me, or vampires, shifters, fairies, demons, but the rest of it? Very new. We’ve never had trouble like this before. I’ve never had to fight or battle or question anything. Life was simple before all this. The only worry I’ve had was becoming head witch and hoping that I’d do a good enough job of it. I worried that I’m too young, that nobody would respect me or listen to me. I worried about my mum worrying about me. She’s a different person since my dad died, always worrying and fretting, and she’ll never get over this. When she has time to stop and think, she will never get over the lies my dad told her, the things he kept from her, however good a reason he had for doing it. And you, I never thought I’d meet someone like you. I feel like I’ve known you all my life, that we were meant to be together, maybe even that you were meant to be head witch before me.” He shakes his head, embarrassed at being so open. “I don’t know... however horrible things are, and however many people have died, which is worse than crap, I’ve got you by my side, which makes it all a little more bearable. I think we can do this. Find Ember, undo the original magic, free the other creatures from our rule, and get on with life. I have this hope that everything will be okay. Do you think I’m being stupid?”

Ellis shakes her head, no, then takes his face in her hands and kisses him, so gently at first, and then with more heat. “I don’t think you’re stupid at all. I think you’re wonderful. And I wouldn’t want to be going through this palaver with anybody else.”

He smiles at her. “Really?”

“Do you even have to ask?”

“Not really. It’s just amazing that there’s something so good in the middle of this awful stuff.”

“It is amazing.”

They stand, hugging, enjoying the feel of being in each other’s arms, and enjoying the calm and the warmth and the peace, knowing it won’t last. 

Elodie comes into the kitchen. “I’ve tried her phone again, and she’s not answering. Sometimes it rings and rings and rings and then other times it goes straight to the answering machine as though she’s on the phone. I’ve left more messages and I’ve text her. I’m panicking a bit.”

“She’s okay,” Ellis says, wanting to cheer her up. “I definitely feel that she’s okay.”

Elodie lays a hand on Ellis’s arm. “Thank you, that makes me feel better. I know you’d feel it if she was in any danger.” She sighs. “Okay, let’s go.”

Outside Fletcher holds Ellis in his arms, ready to fly, always happy for a reason to put his arms around her and hold her close. Ellis frowns. “I don’t know where she is yet.”

Fletcher holds a hand up for his mother, to stop her from taking off. 

Concern etched on her face as she joins the two of them. “What’s wrong?”

“Ellis can’t see Ember yet.”

Elodie turns to Ellis, concern changed to fear. “Is she alive?”

Ellis nods slowly. “I’m sure she is, but I can’t see where she is. I’m not getting that voice telling me where to go, that instinct.”

“Does that mean there’s something wrong with Ellis or Ember?” Fletcher asks, worry about his girlfriend and his aunt making his voice sharper than he intended. 

Elodie shrugs. “I don’t know. Try again, Ellis.”

Ellis nods and closes her eyes, and then shakes her head, opens her eyes, looking beseechingly to Fletcher and then apologetically towards his mother. “I don’t know what’s wrong. When I wanted to find Zeta or the portal, I just closed my eyes and knew. I don’t know.” She looks so miserable that Fletcher hugs her, and Elodie pats her arm, and then Ellis grins. “If magic isn’t helping, what about plain old technology? Do you have a tracker app on her phone?”

Elodie laughs. “Yes! Fletcher set it up. She can find me, and I can find her. Well, mainly she can find my phone when I lose it. I can never remember where I put it down. Fletcher?”

Fletcher is already scrolling through her phone and looking through the find my phone app. “Got her.” He shows his mum the map. “It’s Killay.”

“Killay? We don’t know anyone who lives in Killay.”

“Maybe it’s the team headquarters. Where they all met to make plans to find the rebels.?”

“That makes sense, why I don’t recognise it. Let’s go.”

In Fletcher’s arms once again, Ellis frowns. “I wonder why my magic isn’t working? Do you think there’s something wrong with me?” Fletcher shakes his head, no. “I think – if it is the headquarters, and it might not be – that they’ve scrambled the magic signal there. Some witches were in with the rebels, remember, so maybe they just wanted to make sure that they couldn’t be found. I think it’s the place, not you.” He kisses her quickly and then smiles as she rests her head on his chest. He takes off, following his mother’s lead. 

They land on the corner and pull out Elodie’s phone again. The signal shows Ember’s phone as being in the middle of a row of five terraced houses. “I’ll try ringing her again, and if she doesn’t answer, we’ll just knock the door. Ellis, you’re definitely not getting any feeling that she’s in trouble?”

“Definitely not.” 

They are quiet while Elodie rings, and after several rings where nobody picks up, Fletcher nods. “Her phone is here, so let’s go.”

As soon as they take a step to move, a loud snarl makes them pause. They all turn at the same time to see an enormous lion, growling and snarling at them, in the middle of a normal street. 

“Shifter,” Fletcher hisses, though his explanation is hardly necessary. It’s a shifter or an escapee from the zoo. 

Elodie holds up a hand and throws a ball of fire at it. The lion snarls, dodges and runs at them. Ellis screams and darts to the side, Fletcher pulling her along. Elodie stands her ground and throws up a wall of fire. 

The lion stops dead and lets out a deep, rumbling roar. 

In answer to his call, three more lions join him. Elodie keeps a wall of fire between her and the one lion, but the other two split up and pad towards Ellis and Fletcher. “Don’t leave my side,” he hisses to Ellis, adding his own fiery guard against the animals. 
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As if I plan to! Shall I leave the side of my boyfriend, an experienced witch, and take on Simba on my own, or shall I cower like a baby beside him and hope I don’t wet myself with fear? What a dilemma!

I’m cowering, in case there was any doubt about which choice I’d go for. 

I dislike this.

The flames are keeping the lions at bay for a minute, but for how long? We need to fly away, but Fletcher needs to stop the flames to hold on to me, which means I must fly alone. 

I swallow down some sick and take a deep breath. “We need to go!”

He nods and his mother nods. Neither answer and neither let the flames die down. 

“I can fly by myself.”

Elodie shouts above the roar of the flame. “On the count of three. We need to go. Can you do it, Ellis?”

“Yes!” I scream my answer, fear and flames making me near to hysterical. At any minute these lions might split up and then me and Fletcher will be in worse trouble. I cannot make flames shoot out of my hands. At least I couldn’t the last time I tried. 

The lions roar, their enormous mouths making me shudder. I know I said the Grim Reaper was coming for me, but this is ridiculous! I do not want to get eaten by a lion and I do not want to practise flame throwing with three lions standing in front of me looking for their dinner. Because if I fail, I’ll get eaten.

Nuh-uh.

“Can you do it?” Fletcher is holding his hands up, directing the flames at the lions, but worried about me. Bless him. 

So he should be. 

The ridiculous things I’m going through are all because of him and his family. Really, if you will have secret magical ceremonies, you should be having them somewhere more secret than Margam Park. The only reason I’m here about to get eaten is because of him. Next time they want to invest a head witch they should do it some place out of the way.

But I nod, because we don’t really have time to get into all that. “I can do it.”

I’m pretty sure I can, anyway. I’ve done it once. And maybe flying is like riding a bike. Though the last time I did that, I fell off. I nod again. I can do it. The snarling lions are a pretty persuasive incentive. 

“On three,” Elodie shouts, sweat dripping down her face.

Fletcher nods at me. “On three?”

I nod, and then Fletcher yells out:

“One!”

I steel myself. I’ve only flown once before, but I can do this. I have to do this, if I don’t want to be a dinner for a giant cat.

“Two!”

I bounce on the balls of my feet. When Fletcher yells three, the fire will vanish as quickly as he does, and I have to go too. I do not want to die by the jaws of a lion. A shifter lion, but a lion all the same.

They won’t get me in their mouths in one go; they’ll have to bite me, gnaw at me, tear pieces of me off and shake them in their drooling mouths while my blood and tissue and bones flies around in all directions, their scarlet soaked fur matting with my congealing blood. I shudder. 

“Three!”

I jump into the air, launching myself into flight, stumble, land on the floor and am instantly surrounded by three snarling, lions. 

I don’t wet myself, but I cannot tell you how I manage not to wet myself, throw up and die of fright all at the same time. 

The lions snarl and slink toward me, and a stupid and tiny bit of my brain hopes for mercy, hopes they might shift back into human form and save me, go easy on me, show me mercy. 

That hope is brief as the biggest of them lets out such a roar that every bit of hair on my body stands on end and the shiver than runs down my spine feels sharp enough to split my skin in two.  

I curl into the foetal position, close my eyes and wait.

Wait for the sharp puncture of teeth.

Wait for the putrid smell of their sweat to surround me.

Wait for the rank stink of their breath as they open their mouths to devour me. 

All I can hear is the beat of my heart and the blood rushing through my veins. Waiting for death makes time slow down, like ridiculously slow, like maybe even backwards. 

Surely, I should be dead by now. 

They’re taking their time.

I have to open my eyes to look. 

The lions have shifted back into human form, and they are all laughing at me. Weak with laughter, crying with laughter, pointing at my curled up form, pointing and shaking with laughter.

Rude.

I sit up, annoyed and blushing with embarrassment, but too scared to get up.

“That was the best thing I have seen for ages,” one of them says, wiping at his eyes and coughing with laughter. 

“I’m not sure what was funnier,” another one of them says. “the pathetic attempt at flying or the curled up in a ball waiting for death.”

“Definitely the attempt to fly,” the last of them says, and I wish I was a better witch because I’d magic them all a punch in their smug little faces. 

I stand up, anger making me braver than I ever usually am. “I’m not sure what’s worse – getting eaten by three ugly lions or having my life spared and having to look at their ugly, stupid faces.”

This doesn’t have my desired effect and actually sets them off laughing again, literally howling with laughter, and gasping for breath. 

I don’t know what to do – I don’t dare try flying again, and I don’t dare try any magic with them watching and making fun of me, so I fold my arms and scowl at them, wondering what the hell is supposed to happen next.

If they wanted me dead, I’d be dead, so I’m back to exactly where I was when I was kidnapped by the evil fairy twins; wondering if these are angry members of the council or pissed off rebels.

I don’t even want to guess.

I clear my throat and glare at them, hoping it ends their mirth. 

The first one to speak is the first one to speak again. “Oh, you are a funny one. You need to come with us. Don’t try anything.”

The third one snarls, looking weirdly lionesque despite his human form. “Exactly. We spared you, but only because we were told to. I’d have preferred to eat you.”

Nice.

The middle one coughs. “We don’t mind keeping you alive, but not if you try any funny business. One step out of line and I’m happy to bite you, even in my normal form.”

Nice.

Council or rebel, none of them are turning out to be particularly pleasant guys. 

I close my eyes and nod. Here we go again – somebody else calls the shots and takes over my life. I can’t remember the last time I did something that I wanted to, but what choice do I have? 

“Or you could try flying away again, I could do with a laugh, I really could.”

I refuse to answer, so one of them takes hold of my arm, finger pinching into my skin, reminding me of Efa, when she delighted in hurting me, even though I was already under her power. I shake off his grip, and sparks fly out from my fingers. I silently beg for more, for flames or heat, but nothing happens, and I close my eyes for a second, frustration taking over. I’ve obviously got performance anxiety.

I conjured up lovely pizza and chocolate when nobody was watching me, and I have made my fledgling magic work, but it’s just not happening now. It’s exactly like when I was in primary school and got the coveted part of Mary in the nativity. I practised my song – a solo of Away in a Manger, over and over and over. I was pitch perfect and delightfully sweet. I had my little tea towel over my head and a blue dress made of pillowcases and I was ready. This was my calling, where my future lay – the screen, the stage, the bright lights, fame and fortune of stardom were calling me. Until the first night when the hall was full of family and friends and my mum was waving at me like a maniac, pride colouring her face, and I stepped forward to sing, forgot the words, tripped over my pillow case, fell flat on my face, and ran out of the hall crying.

This is the same thing – I’m not tripping over my pillowcase, but I cannot do magic when everyone’s watching me and judging me. It’s so sad. 

He leads me forwards with a hand on my back, rather than a tight grip on my arm, and I relish in one minor victory. 

Pathetic, I know.

I’m still being led to a house by rebels or angry council members, who were happy to shift into lions and scare the life out of me. And, if technology is right, they probably have Ember as a prisoner, and if she hasn’t escaped, I know I haven’t got a hope.

One of them pushes open the door of the middle house in the row of innocent looking terraced houses and ushers me inside. I swallow down the vomit and hold my head up high. Whichever way the Grim Reaper takes me, he won’t take me begging for my life.

The first room we come to is empty of people but full of furniture. The one with his hand on my back gestures to an armchair and I take a seat, perched on the end, wondering what’s next. 

The henchmen leave the room, leaving me alone, but one of them stays put just outside the door. I know I won’t get to escape as easily as I did when the evil twins took me, but I am trying to keep my wits about me. 

Best as I can after nearly being eaten by three lions, you know. 

I hear voices coming nearer and steel myself. If the three shifters were henchmen, now comes the leader. The person calling the shots. 

I shake my head when he walks through the door, patting the shifter at the door on the arm in thanks. 

It’s Vann. 

Vann, who we thought was dead. I open my mouth to say something and then close it. Zeta pretended to be dead herself, so it’s no enormous shock to see that Vann is alive, and that she didn’t really kill him, and I had my suspicions about him being on the other side, so I’m not that surprised.

I refuse to give him the satisfaction of a reaction and yawn instead.

He chuckles, but I don’t look too closely at him. I don’t want to be struck by his fairy magic like I was the first time we met. 

Somebody else joins him and this time I am surprised, and a prickle of unease, that same spine tingling prickle that I’ve had before is back. Gregory.

I flash back to the portal, to when we recalled the demons to the portal, only hours ago, although it feels like another lifetime, to Fletcher asking his aunt if she had killed Gregory and her reply. 

I shake my head, dread filling my body from top to bottom. Fletcher asked her if she killed Gregory. I had forgotten all about him and don’t remember seeing him after he showed his true colours, but Ember said that she had killed him. On the pier, was her reply. And yet here he stands.

And that must mean-

She walks in all smug and lipsticked – and definitely not kidnapped – and I jump out of the chair. I will swing for her. “No way!” I scream the words and dive towards her. I land a punch to her head before somebody pulls me off her. Vann. 

I glare at her. “You bitch! Your sister is worried sick about you. We all were. You’re a traitor. Aren’t you?” I scream the last question, trying to get away from Vann so I can reach her and hit her and gouge her stupid eyes out. 

There’s no way I’ve got this wrong – she’s here with Vann who betrayed us, and Gregory who she reckoned she killed. She’s a double agent, a two faced lying snake in the grass. 

Sparks shoot out of my fingertips and suddenly she’s laughing hysterically at me, and I wish I could murder her, right here, right now. I lift a hand, not sure what damage I can do, but she’s quicker. She binds me so I can’t move, and my stomach sinks to my feet. Now what?
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Fletcher and Elodie land outside their house and scan the sky for Ellis. “Give her a second,” Elodie says, noticing the panic on his face. 

They watch the empty air; they wait for her to come barrelling out of nowhere, but there’s no sign of her. Elodie sighs. “Let’s go back.”

Fletcher doesn’t need telling twice. With three enormous lions roaring and snarling at them, there’s no good reason Ellis wouldn’t have flown away with them. She might have gone off course, she might have landed just down the road, but as sure as he is of his own name, he knows something’s happened. And it isn’t something good.

They land exactly where they took off from and the pavement is clear. The road is empty. There are no lions, and there is no Ellis. Fletcher groans, head in his hands. “They took her. I bet she’s in there with Ember.” He points at the terraced house. “There’s no way Ember would have ignored you, unless there was something wrong. We both know it. I’m going in.”

Elodie grabs at his arm. “Just give me one second. Tuck out of the way so nobody can see us, just let me think.”

“Mum, we don’t have time for you to get your head straight. We really don’t. Ember’s in there and I know Ellis is too. It’s the rebels or the council and neither are pleasant news.”

Elodie nods. “I know you’re right, I just... I don’t know how much more of this I can take. I feel like just giving up, shouting to whoever’s in there to come and get me, come and take me, and let’s be done with it. I’m out of fight, Fletcher.” Her eyes are full of tears, and she’s tired. 

“Mum, we’re nearly done. We can’t give up. Think about dad, think about Griff. Think about yourself. We have to do this, and then we’ll be done. You don’t want to give in, you know you don’t.” He hugs her, transferring some of his magic to her, some of his energy, some of his fight. Whatever it takes to get her through this. 

“So now what? Do we just knock on the front door, or...?”

“We’ll go around the back, stay out of sight, see if we can figure out how many are in there.”

“I’ll put a call out for backup,” Elodie says and Fletcher nods, leading the way around the back of the row of houses.

“Hang on, mum, I’ve got a text from Thea.”

***
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EMBER SHAKES HER HEAD. “I take it you’re surprised then?” And laughs again before kissing Vann and facing Ellis once again. She cackles at the look on the young girl’s face and shrugs. “I had to bind you, you left me no choice.”

Ellis shakes her head. “I don’t understand. I-” 

“You don’t need to understand. You just need to be here.”

Ember turns to Gregory. “We need to get everything ready. It won’t take long for my sister and Fletcher to come looking for her.” She turns to Ellis. “You made it easier, with your pathetic attempt to fly, but we had a Plan B. It was a little messier so I’m happy.”

Again, Ellis is lost for words. 

Again, Ember cackles. “You really are annoying. I do not understand what Fletcher sees in you. I don’t understand why he picked you over Sally.”

“Me neither,” Sally says, strutting into the room like she owns it. Ellis shrinks back in her chair, and Sally slaps her hard across the face. “You know what that’s for.”

Ellis covers the slap mark with her hand but refuses to say a word, her mind reeling knowing that Ember is on the other side, on the rebel’s side.

Ember tuts. “Sally – a little discipline please. Fetch the girls, tell them it’s time.”

Vann kisses Ember and then leaves the two of them alone, putting an arm around Gregory as they head out of the room. 

Ember sits across from Ellis. “I feel a little sorry for you, I suppose, you’re just a pawn in all of this.” She lifts her arms, encompassing the entire room. “These plans have been in place for a long time, and you just happened to-ah girls!” 

The twins come into the room, stopping her from saying whatever she was going to say, and stand beside their mother. They don’t look as triumphant as Sally did, and they look at Ellis with something that looks like pity on their faces. 

“And here they are, the reason I do everything I do.” Ember pats the sofa beside her, and the girls sit, neither saying a word. “My girls, my world. Do you know how long I have waited for this? You see Ellis, once we invest a head witch, we can only replace them when they die, but not if another witch kills them, another witch who covets their power. And I checked, I couldn’t even get somebody else, like Vann, to kill Fletcher – the magic is too clever to trick. Not that I would enjoy killing Fletcher.”

Ellis sits up a little straighter.

“I changed that boy’s nappies, you know! And then I get wind of Zeta’s little plan, thanks to my spies, and problem solved. She knew she couldn’t kill Fletcher to make Efa head witch, because the magic would prevent her. There’s always been magic to protect the head witch, otherwise anybody who was in line to be in charge would want them dead, kill them, and invest themselves. But if somebody else was invested instead of Fletcher, somebody that wasn’t the rightful head witch, then they could be killed. It’s perfect. Zeta was clever, I’ll give her that! So a witch cannot kill you – or any other head witch – but Vann can. And then my Talia will be head witch instead.”

“Talia? Why?”

Ember grins. “Same old story. Same as Zeta’s really. Fed up of always being second fiddle, fed up of not being the one with all the power. And,” Ember takes a deep breath, a wickedly sly grin covering her face, “she is next in line – she’s Adam’s daughter, after all.”

Ellis can’t help but look shocked now. She shakes her head. 

“No. I don’t believe you. You’ve been with the rebels this whole time; I don’t believe a single word that comes out of your sneaky little mouth.”

“I was not part of the rebels, thank you very much. I have some standards, but I want my daughter to be head witch. I know, I know, why would you believe that Adam is their father, but it’s true. I met Adam before Elodie and I fell in love with him, as everybody who ever met the damn man did, and then he met my sister and she bedazzled him. He said there was no decision to make, it was always Elodie for him... until I convinced him otherwise.” She looks at the twins, eyes full of love. “I didn’t trick him, I just persuaded him. Once, only once, and then spent the rest of my life trying to get him to choose me over my sister. He didn’t. He chose her, but he was loyal to me in his own way. He picked me to handle the rebels, after all, and he told me all of his secrets. Me. I had been trying to figure out what to do, how to get past this annoying magic, when I learned about Zeta’s plan. I let her go ahead with it, watched as you interrupted the ceremony, watched as we invested you instead of Fletcher, and waited until it was my turn.”

“But you wanted to kill me as soon as I was invested. Fletcher said so.”

“That was for show, really. I had to act like I knew nothing about anything. And so that’s the loophole, if you will! Clever!”

She cackles again, causing the twins to look rather alarmed. They still haven’t spoken, and Ellis tries to lock eyes with them. Are they as power hungry as their mother? As desperate to kill her?

“Anyway, being Adam’s confidant, if nothing else, meant that I also knew what would happen if we tried to undo the original magic, which I have to do so that Vann can be free.” She softens at his name. “And you’ve figured that out. You have solved all my problems, Ellis. And I thank you for that, even though I have to kill you.”

Ellis closes her eyes. The information is overwhelming, and she cannot think of anything to say. 

Vann pokes his head through the doorway. “Everything’s set up my love.” Ember grins at him and jumps up to kiss him, before spinning back to face them. “Ready?”

Ellis remains rooted to her seat and Thea and Talia stand reluctantly. “Come on Ellis, we can’t do this without you.”

Desperate to stall, Ellis clears her throat. “Can I ask you some questions first, try to get my head around this?”

Ember sighs but nods and takes a seat on the settee again. She gestures for the twins to sit back down. 

“So you want one of your daughters to be head witch instead of me, or Fletcher, really?”

Ember nods. “It might not make any sense to you, you’re not from our world, but being head witch is an enormous deal – a privilege and an honour.”

“But you won’t be head witch – your daughter will be.”

“True. But I will finally have the girls acknowledged as Adam’s children, and I don’t want to be too unkind here, but Fletcher won’t make an excellent head witch. I loved Adam, I truly did, but he was too soft, probably moulded that way from spending all his time with my sister and his son is exactly the same. You have to have some fire to be in charge, some balls.”

Ellis coughs. “And you don’t think Fletcher has the balls to do the job?”

“You might think otherwise, being in love with him, but I know he doesn’t. He’s a wuss, a sook, a baby.”

“Okay, and you can’t kill him, because you love him so much?”

“I love him, but also if I killed him to make one of the girls head witch, it just wouldn’t work.” She shrugs. “Magic.”

“And the girl’s father is really Adam? They’re not cousins, they’re brother and sisters?” Ellis looks at the twins, who look as shell-shocked as she feels. “Did the twins know? That Adam was their dad?”

Ember shakes her head. “No, I only just shared that with them, but they stand by me. I’m their mother. They are with me on this one.”

“Did Adam know? Did Fletcher’s dad know that he was their father?”

Ember looks sad and shakes her head, no.

“He didn’t figure it out? When you had the twins nine months after...” Ellis trails off and Ember shrugs. “Maths wasn’t his strong suit.”

Ellis almost laughs, but then her face turns sombre. “And when you said I was a pawn...?”

“I didn’t even know it myself, but Zeta was bragging to Vann about all the things she’d done, the plans she’d made, to get Efa to power. She wanted you to be head witch. Not you, necessarily, but somebody that wasn’t part of our world. The night you got invested, the night you thought you were chasing your little puppy through Margam Park? Nuh uh – you were chasing Layland who had shifted into your cute little puppy – Doughnut was it?”

“Macaroon,” Ellis answers, her voice trembling.

“Right, Macaroon, was actually Layland, with the sole aim of getting you invested instead of Fletcher. Like I said, a loophole. Zeta saw it, but she didn’t get as far as we did. Now we have Lincoln here to reprise his role... Sadly we must kill you, but Vann can do an expert job of it. He’ll make sure you’re struck first so you won’t feel a thing. And then Lincoln will invest Talia and the entire world will be how I want it.”

And that you’re about to kill me, that you’ve lied to your sister this whole time, cheated with her husband? None of this matters?”

Ember shrugs. “Not to me, it doesn’t. It’s the reason Adam asked me to fight against the rebels. I don’t worry, I don’t second guess, I don’t stress myself out worrying about the morality of my choices – I just do what needs to get done. And you’ve changed the original magic, so I can undo the power we have over the other creatures, give them their freedom, and set Talia up as head witch of the witches. Vann and I will get married and have little fairy witch babies and Fletcher and Elodie? They’ll get over it. That’s all they’ll have the energy to do.” 
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I cannot believe what I’m hearing and yet it shouldn’t surprise me. I never liked Fletcher’s aunt – she’s so scary and cold and condescending and arrogant, with her perfect hair and her high heels and her bright red lipstick. 

Did she really sleep with her sister’s husband? Has Fletcher got two sisters, well, half sisters, instead of two cousins? How will his mother cope with this betrayal? 

And my stomach flips. Was Macaroon really Layland in disguise when I chased her that night? That’s so gross. And was I really changed so they could kill me off instead of Fletcher?

Why me? 

I’ve always been unlucky. If anybody will step in the dog shit – yes, that’s me. If the bird will poop on somebody’s head – yes, me. The one who’ll get hit with the stray football, rugby ball, tennis ball, anything – me. 

I try to think of more questions, anything to delay the inevitable, and then I smile. The one good thing – the only good thing about today – is that they will undo the original magic, and as per Sadie’s dastardly plan, I will die. So Ember might get her wish of investing Talia as the new head witch, but she won’t be the one who kills me. That’s some minor comfort to me.

Is that really a good thing? I wipe at a tear that’s trailing down my face.

“Ah don’t cry, pickle. I’ll make it painless; I promise.”

I snort. As if I can believe her. She wants to kill me so that her daughter can be head witch, her daughter, whose father is her sister’s dead husband. She’s a snake. A mean and nasty snake who doesn’t even care that she’s a snake. 

“Anything else you need to know? Questions? Anything puzzling you, or can we start?”

I shrug. Everything is puzzling me, upsetting me and stressing me out. I don’t have just one question for this snake woman; I have about a thousand. But what’s the point? Even if I could get a bit of my magic to work, I’d be no match for Ember. Or the twins. Or Sally. “Are Sally’s parents in on this too. Are they against Elodie too?”

Ember frowns and sighs. “They are, as it goes, but I’m not against my sister, am I? I haven’t killed her or Fletcher. I haven’t harmed them. It’s not so much being against her as being for me.”

I raise an eyebrow at her. She can sugar coat this if she wants to, if that makes her feel better, and helps her sleep at night, but the fact of it is, if Zeta was insane, Ember is worse. She’s perfectly sane. She seduced her sister’s husband, kept her betrayal quiet, pretended to be a good, loving sister, and then planned to usurp her nephew from his rightful position as head witch. And because the magic wouldn’t let her, she’s happy to kill me instead. 

I shudder again, thinking of how I held and snuggled Macaroon when it was actually Layland. I let him lick my face. I’m so glad he’s dead. Urgh!

“I don’t need to convince you. You’ll be dead within the hour.”

My stomach turns over. Dead within the hour. I’m expendable. I’m nothing to her, never was. I was always just a means to an end. 

“So if Zeta had succeeded and killed me, made Efa head witch, would you have killed her, to put Talia in her place?”

Ember nods. “Yes. It’s always been my plan to make Talia head witch. Ever since they killed Adam, and I realised that Fletcher would be head witch at such a ridiculously young age. Elodie doesn’t have what it takes to lead him. I can lead Talia, help and support her until she’s a little older, wiser.”

Talia doesn’t look too chuffed about that. I wish I knew what her and her sister thought about all of this. They don’t have their typically smug look on their faces. They look shocked. Subdued. Uncomfortable. 

Probably exactly how I look – but you can add terrified to my list. 

There is nobody here on my side, nobody that will take pity on me, and I will die. 

I know Fletcher will come looking for me when he realises that I didn’t fly after them, and his mum, but what can the two of them do? Faced with this deception, this betrayal?

I want to close my eyes and cry. This whole situation is awful. 

There’s a tiny bit of me that’s maybe glad that I’ll be dead, and I won’t have to see Fletcher’s reaction to all of this. He thinks so much of his dad, thinks he was the best person he knew, and yet, if what Ember is saying is true, then he wasn’t that good. 

And then I think of him, his beautiful face, his ridiculously lovely hair, the way he holds me and kisses me and I know that if I’m going to die, if somebody needs to be the head witch in my place, then it needs to be him. Not Talia, not Ember’s puppet. But Fletcher. 

That could be the last thing I do, the one good thing. Ember reckons she’ll be an outstanding leader, and show Talia the way, but if that’s the truth why is Vann still alive, why was he able to switch sides, without her being angry with him? Because she knew all along. She’s a terrible person. And she was in on this entire thing with Zeta – she had to be. No way Zeta would have kept Vann alive for anybody she didn’t have an affiliation with. 

I hate this. “Did Zeta know that Vann was on your side?”

Ember shakes her head. “No, she forced him to help her get away from the safe house, but I had given him something to protect him, just in case. Just a little potion. As soon as she was safe, she turned on him. But he had used the magic to switch places with a shifter. The shifter became Vann and Zeta killed him and left him on our doorstep, and Vann turned into the shifter, only for a few hours. Once the magic wore off, Vann had already left her and gone to safety.”

“What about Gregory? Gregory was on Zeta’s side. He freed the rebels at the portal.”

“True, but we kept him alive.”

“Why?”

Vann comes into the room. “He’s dead now.”

My head is reeling. “Why? Why kill him now?”

“We needed him. Now we don’t.”

“What did you need him for?”

“We needed him to get Lincoln back over here. He has close allies that are best friends with Lincoln – we needed that relationship. Lincoln was unwilling to get involved with another investment for us.”

I snort. No wonder after what happened last time, when I was made head witch by accident. Or not so accident, after all.

There’s no time to save me now, if only I had told Fletcher what I had done, if only I had had more time, maybe he could have changed Sadie’s magic. But the fact is, if anybody undoes the original magic that put the witches in charge, I will die – not everybody else as she initially planned, lovely lady that she was – but me, just me. And I have no way of escaping this room and making sure that the witch invested after me is Fletcher, not Talia. 

I’m stuck. 

And sad. 

Ember unbinds me so I can walk to my death and Vann ushers me along the corridor to the back of the house where they’ve set a room up ready for the magical ceremony that will set the other creatures free from the witches’ rule and kill me.

I swallow down some sick and try to breathe.

I have to get out of this. I have to get out of here. I have to get away. But I cannot think of a single thing to do and it fills my head with white noise, the echoes of the demon’s screams, the sound of Ember’s cackles, the sound of Sally’s hand hitting my face. How can I escape when I cannot think straight?  

I don’t want to die so that Talia and Ember can rule. 

Think, Ellis, think!

It’s like any brain cells I had have shrunk or run away or been scared out of my brain. It’s too much pressure. 

Vann pushes me into a chair, in the middle of the room, that looks like it’s set up for some sort of sacrificial ceremony.

Which I suppose it is. 

I focus on the candle flames, letting the warm, orange flickering lights soothe me, while I wait for death. 
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“What does she want? Does she know if Ember is okay?” Elodie tries to peer past Fletcher to see his phone. “Has she heard anything?”

“Mum, she’s here.”

Confusion colours both of their faces. “Here? Is she safe? Is she with Ember? With Talia?”

“Hang on, mum. She’s texting. She says be quiet and still and she’ll be out in a sec.”

“What does that even mean?”

Fletcher shrugs at his mother and pointedly tucks in next to a garden shed, not answering. 

“Fletcher?” The whisper is so quiet they only just hear it.

Fletcher answers, just in his head, and Thea does the same.

She comes around the side of the shed and falls into Fletcher’s arms. “Fletcher.” Her voice is a wail, a quiet wail, but a wail filled with upset, sadness, distress.

Fletcher keeps his arms around her but pulls back so he can see her face. “Thea, what’s happened? Is your mum okay? Talia?”

“Nobody’s okay. Fletcher, everything’s gone mad.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t have much time.”

Elodie claps her hands, mutters something, and freezes time. “You’ve got a few minutes,” she says, rubbing Thea’s back. “What’s wrong? Are you all okay and safe?’

Thea nods, but then shakes her head. “I’m okay, we’re all okay, but nothing is okay, and Ellis isn’t safe.”

“Ellis?” Fletcher bristles at her name. “Where is she? Who has her? Is it the rebels or the council?”

Thea looks torn, upset making her shake. “My mum... my mum...” She shakes her head. 

“Thea. We can’t help Ember if we don’t know what’s wrong.”

“There’s nothing wrong with my mum, well, that’s not true, everything is wrong with my mum.”

Fletcher and Elodie just look even more confused. “Thea, time’s running out. What’s going on?”

Thea takes a deep breath and looks between her aunt and her cousin, maybe brother.

“My mum is in there, with Vann and Gregory and Ellis and Lincoln. She plans on undoing the original magic, giving Vann and everyone else their freedom, and then killing, or having Vann kill Ellis, so she can make Talia head witch.”

Elodie’s expression and Fletcher’s expression match – mouths open, eyes wide, disbelief on both of their faces. “No! That doesn’t even make sense. Why would she want Talia to be head witch? She can’t kill Ellis, I don’t understand.”

“I barely understand myself,” Thea’s voice is low, laced with misery. “I’m so sorry. Mum says that... mum says that Adam is our dad, that Talia would be head witch is it wasn’t for Fletcher, and she’ll make a better head witch. It’s all ready to go. I need to go back in.”

Elodie is silent, face white and mouth tight. She’s shaking her head over and over and over. Fletcher grabs Thea’s arm. “I don’t believe you!”

Thea is crying. “Fletcher, it’s true. I don’t know if it’s true that he’s my dad, but it’s true that mum said it.”

“No.” He folds his arms.

“Fletcher, we can argue about it later, Ellis is in danger.”

It’s like the fog of anger lifts at her name. “Then you can’t go back in, let me go instead of you, let me rescue Ellis. I don’t care about anything else; Ember can’t kill Ellis.”

“She has to – she can’t make Talia head witch without killing Ellis. Fletcher I don’t even know if it’s true, my mum has never mentioned who our dad is before now. But she’s determined. She’s crazy.”

Fletcher turns to his mum, shaking her shoulders, trying to bring her out of her daze. “Mum, mum, I need you to focus. I don’t think it’s true about dad, but we need to move fast – we need to rescue Ellis. How can we switch places, me and Thea? I’ll go in instead.”

Thea nods, colour coming back to her cheeks. “That might work. Straight after she undoes the magic, she’ll have Vann kill Ellis. You can step in before that. Aunty El, me and you can sort everybody else out.”

Elodie shakes her head, unable to speak.

Fletcher looks at Thea. “Why have you told us this, why aren’t you taking her side?”

Thea colours. “I don’t think Talia should be head witch. I love her – most of the time – but she won’t do a suitable job, not like you would, neither would mum. They’re both too self-centred, too... mean. I don’t know if your dad is my dad, but for now we just need to stop them.”

“Mum!” Fletcher’s tone is sharp. “We need to sort this out. How can we swap places?”

Elodie focuses on her son, her eyes full of unshed tears. “Easy,” she says, but there’s no expression in her tone, no life in her eyes. 

She mutters some magical spell or other, flicks her wrists at the two of them and they switch places. Even their voices change. 

“I’ll bind them all as soon as they undo the magic.”

“Should you do it straight away?” Thea asks.

Fletcher shakes his head, Thea’s hair fluttering around his face, causing him to frown. “I’ll let her do that, we want it done anyway, so it won’t matter, then I’ll stop them before they can kill Ellis. You two bind or kill everybody else and wait outside the door. When I yell, come in and help me.”

Thea nods, Elodie doesn’t. She’s in too much shock. 

Thea hugs Fletcher fiercely. “I don’t know if you’re my brother or my cousin, I don’t care, but I know there’s more good in you than any of us. Stop my mum.”

Fletcher nods and goes inside the house, very aware of his boobs. 

“Where’s Thea?” Ember asks, the tension filling the room. She clears everybody else out of the room. “Everybody out, except the girls and Vann. And these two.”

“I’m here,” Fletcher says slipping into the room. 

There are candles lit, and a fire roaring, making the room too hot, too stuffy. Ellis sits on a chair, and Lincoln sits on another one, to her left. He does not look happy, but he doesn’t look like he’s ready to put up a fight either. 

Vann stands guard at the door, and the twins take a seat behind their mother. Ember is ready to perform the ceremony. The ceremony that will give Vann and all the other creatures their authority back. She turns to look at him, giving him a tender and loving smile, before turning to face Ellis again. “This won’t hurt you, Ellis, but as head witch, I need you here.”

Ellis merely shrugs, Ember is wrong. This will hurt her, an awful lot. 

Fletcher cannot get comfortable in the chair and wriggles around, aware that Talia is glaring at him. He wants to lock eyes with Ellis; he wants to let her know that it’s him in this room with her, not Thea, that she will be safe, that as soon as the ceremony is over, he will rescue her. 

He shuffles his chair over, so he can see her, causing Ember to glare at him. “Thea what’s wrong?”

He smiles sweetly. “Nothing, just want an enjoyable view.”

Ember rolls her eyes but smiles at him. “This is history in the making girls. Adam wanted to give the authority back to his friends for so long and he never got the chance to do it. We’ll do it today. Vann, this is for you.” She blows him a kiss and Fletcher almost laughs when he sees the expression on Ellis’s face. She doesn’t look impressed.

He feels a little calmer. Not ready to process what Thea said to him outside, not ready to face the thought his father might have betrayed his mother and lied to them all for the years afterwards. But he is ready to save Ellis, and he’s more than happy to see the other supernatural creatures get back their autonomy. It’s what his father would have wanted. And he was a good man, in that respect, even if the other thing is true.

Could it be true? He glances at Talia and wonders, could she really be his half sister? He looks at the back of Ember’s head – her stylish hair, her fashionable clothes. Did his dad really cheat on his mum with her sister? He’s not much older than the twins. There’s only a year between him and the twins, so he would have only been a few months old when his dad betrayed his mother.

He shakes his head. He cannot think about it now. He needs to focus on what’s happening in the room. He needs to make sure he steps in at the right time. He can only hope that Thea has pulled Elodie out of her funk so that the two of them are dealing with everybody else in the house – including Gregory. 

He knows it’s true; he knows Ember has betrayed them, regardless of who the twin’s father is, but he cannot wrap his head around it, not really. His aunt has always lived with them, she’s always been as close to him as his mother. Has she really been plotting against them this whole time? 

Taking a deep breath, he tunes back into the room, to the magic being performed and to Ellis.

He doesn’t understand where the feelings he is feeling for her have come from, or why they are so strong after such a brief period of time, but he loves her. He really loves her. And he has to play this properly; he cannot risk her life because he’s wondering or worrying about his father and what he may or may not have done.

He smiles at Ellis, his heart full for her, feeling sorry for her and wanting to rescue her straight away, but wanting to give his mum and Thea time to get rid of everybody else. 

That way there will only be Talia, Ember and Vann to deal with. Lincoln looks sick as a pig to even be in the room, and he knows he won’t join in the fight. 

Patience. Let Ember get through the spell, and then he will act. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Ellis 


[image: image]


Ember is sitting pretty opposite me, eyes closed, muttering something, her hands held out in front of her, palms up. The twins are watching her closely, and Vann is almost drooling – whether he’s excited about her or his freedom, I’m not sure.

He’s a handsome chap, for sure, but he’s not a good guy, so when I look at him now I don’t see the good-looking face, the hot body, the sexy wings... okay so I see them a little bit, but I see past them. 

Maturity. 

I see the lies, the betrayal, the cheating, the disloyalty. He’s perfect for Ember. 

Talia looks happier than Thea, but then I suppose she should be. By luck or fate or whatever you want to call it, she’s the oldest of the two girls, so she’ll be head witch once I’m dead.

Then I look at Thea. They’re horrible girls and usually when I look at them, all perfect and smug, I shudder; they make my skin crawl. Thea doesn’t have that effect on me today, which is weird, but then maybe she’s not as happy at the outcome of all this as her sister. She must be reeling – they both must – that Adam is their dad, if it’s true. And then that Ember has been planning this all along, since they made me head witch, since she found out that my accidental investment wasn’t an accident at all but planned all along by Zeta.

I still can’t get over that. She was a clever old witch, really. Figuring out that loophole, luring me in... I shudder thinking about holding Layland disguised as Macaroon in my arms again. 

Thea clears her throat, and when I shoot a glance at her, she smiles. Softly. Tenderly. Creepily. Why is she looking at me like that? 

I look at Talia to see if she’s noticed. Maybe this is another of their weird ways to be horrible to me, or make fun of me, or make me feel so very, very unwelcome in their little world.

Talia hasn’t taken her eyes off her mum, but Thea is gazing at me. Like really intently. 

I concentrate instead on Ember. I’m actually happy that this spell is being done, that the supernatural creatures will have power over themselves again. You don’t need a species war to know what’s right and what’s wrong. They should have their power, and of course we know why they couldn’t, until now. 

Splendid job, Ellis!

And what nobody else in this room knows is that the true sign of success for Ember’s spell won’t be the freedom of all the species from the shackles of the witches’ power, but my death. I have no idea how I will die. Slowly. Quickly. In a blaze of glory. Will I turn to dust? Will I vanish? Or, knowing Sadie for the brief time that I knew her, will it be horrific, torturous, painful? Yeah, it’s bound to be a painfully slow agonising death that she will have enjoyed thinking about after we left her, even though she’d be long dead by the time it came to pass.

Freak. 

She’s speaking a language I understand again, not chanting or speaking in tongues and I want to tune in and to concentrate, I don’t want my death sneaking up on me while my mind was wandering elsewhere – I have a real tendency to do that. 

But I can feel the weight of Thea’s stare on me, I know she’s looking at me, staring at me, barely blinking and I can’t stop looking at her, and then looking away, and then looking at her. Why is she being so odd and creepy? And, truth be told, a little bit pervy.

Honestly, I haven’t had a lot of boys look at me in this way in my life, but I watch films and TV and read books, and I have caught Fletcher once or twice with this look in his eyes. If you’ve ever watched Dirty Dancing, and if you haven’t you ought to. My mum made me watch it, but I’m so glad I did! Anyway, see – mind wandering – it’s perfectly described by a song in the film, hungry eyes. That’s how Thea is looking at me, and it’s weirding me out.

How can I concentrate and savour the last moments on earth when she is looking at me in that way? It’s very-

Oh. 

I stare back at her, not getting embarrassed or awkward or squirmy, but really look at her and I know.

It’s Fletcher!

Am I crazy?

No, it is, it really is. 

But if that’s true, if he’s switched places with Thea, why isn’t he rescuing me? He knows Ember will kill me and have Lincoln invest Talia as head witch. Why isn’t he helping?

And then my stomach sinks to my shoes and even lower. He isn’t rescuing me because he doesn’t know I’m minutes from my death. He’ll wait. It makes so much sense. He’ll wait until Ember has finished this spell, setting the other species free, and then he’ll step in and save the day. 

And by then it will be too late. 

And there’s no way I can tell him... no, I can. I can talk to him without talking to him, like how his mum called him, silently, without saying a word, when she found Sadie at the coven.

Fletcher. I call out to him in my head and watch Thea to see if he hears me. Fletcher! Nothing. Is it because he’s disguised as Thea? I silently scream his name over and over and over, while keeping my face passive, which is harder than you might think.

He doesn’t flinch.

I close my eyes. Stupid, pointless, rubbish witch. I really am terrible at this. 

You’d think something in my witch brain would realise this was pretty important and figure out a way for me to tell Fletcher that he needs to step in sooner rather than later.

Ember throws her arms open, sparks flying from her fingers, the air changing from boiling hot to freezing cold, a wind whistling through the room, despite the windows and doors being closed. 

We’re getting close to the end of this, I can sense it. 

“The time is now!” Ember calls out and there’s an answering crash of thunder. She closes her eyes, and I close mine. 

I don’t need to see this; I don’t need to see Fletcher’s face when I die, however I die. I don’t need to see Ember’s disappointment when she realises that she doesn’t get to call the shots on this, and her glee when she realises that nothing can stop her ambition for Talia. I can’t resist, though, and I open my eyes to glance at Talia who is bright eyed but quiet, and Thea who is still trying to convey through pervy glances that she is actually Fletcher.  

I roll my eyes – he is as subtle as a brick and just as useless. Why not come in and save me before letting Ember do this stupid spell? Why not act a little quicker? Why can’t he hear me calling him? I will die, and he’s just going to sit there and watch. The pillock.

A shiver runs through me, head to toe, and I feel faint and woozy all at the same time. I take a deep breath as the energy drains out of me, and I slump a little in my chair. 

This is it; it’s coming. I can feel it. 

Tears spring in my eyes, and a skull-splitting shriek booms through my brain, causing a pain like I’ve never felt before. Despite trying to act relaxed while waiting for my death, I cannot ignore this pain. I cry out and hold on to my head, tears pouring down my face and flooding my vision. I’m going to pass out, and probably never come around again. 

This is the end. 

I know it. 

Thea jumps out of her seat and rushes to my side. Ember stands up, her face angry. Talia hovers behind her mum. Vann stays at the door; he doesn’t look too concerned. 

Ember probably thinks I’m trying to screw up her spell, delay my death at Vann’s hand, but she doesn’t know.

I can’t help this. I cry out again and fall to the floor. 

I’ll miss my mum and dad, and Isey. And of course, Fletcher. A sob breaks out of me and then my vision is swimming from more than just tears. I get to see Molly again. That’s a good thing. I get to hug her and tell her all about Fletcher, and all about being a witch. She won’t believe me. 

I can feel a dreamy smile cover my face. I’ve not been drunk many times in my life, but that’s how I feel now. I feel like I’m in a bubble, like I’m one step removed from reality. I can hear voices, but I don’t know what they are saying. I can see people, but I don’t know where they are.

The pain dulls, and the room fades, and my heartbeat slows right down. I can hear it drumming in my ears, getting slower, and slower, and slower. 

And then I reach for Thea who is Fletcher one more time, just to feel the touch of another human before I-
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“Ellis!” Fletcher screams her name as she loses consciousness, and quickly spells his cousin Talia, and Vann, before turning to his aunt at the same time as hollering out to his mum and Thea.

“What the hell are you doing, Thea!” Ember is furious, anger making sparks shoot from her fingers. “Why are you screaming for your mum, when I’m right here, and why are you screeching your own name, and why have you spelled...” It dawns on her and she puts a hand up to immobilise him, but he’s too quick. He dodges to the side. “I’m Fletcher, Thea told me everything.” He pushes his hair off his forehead and fury over whatever has happened to Ellis strengthens his magic. He binds Ember, causing her to fall to the floor. She is helpless for now but screaming obscenities at him.

The door flies open and his mum and Thea still disguised as him, come in. His mother is bleeding and looks like she’s got a black eye. Thea looks okay. 

“Mum, are you okay? I need help with Ellis.”

Quickly Elodie switches Fletcher and Thea back to their normal selves. Thea refuses to look at her mum or sister, both of whom are pleading with their eyes for her to help them. 

“Mum, what’s wrong with Ellis?”

“I don’t know.” Elodie feels for a pulse and puts a hand above her mouth. “She’s breathing, she’s alive.” She turns to her sister. “What did you do to her?”

Ember shrugs and refuses to answer. 

Elodie mutters a few spells, keeping her fingers on Ellis’s wrist. She tuts with annoyance. Simple spells aren’t working. Elodie turns to face Ember, the hurt, anger, betrayal and devastation that Adam might be the twins’ father making her far more furious than she would have been if Ember was just trying to grab power for herself for any other reason. Elodie slaps her sister across the face, enjoying the loud noise her hand makes as it strikes her skin. Ember touches her face and then laughs. “Is that the best you can do?”

“Oh, I can do better. I want to know what’s wrong with Ellis first.”

“Nothing that I’ve done, more’s the pity.”

Fletcher has scooped Ellis into his arms, trying the few bits of magic that he knows that might help. She doesn’t stir. 

“Mum!” The pain and misery in his voice forces Elodie to turn away from her sister. She kneels beside Ellis again. “I don’t know Fletcher, her heart rate is slowing, she’s not responding.”

“Then we take her to hospital.”

“We can’t, you know that. Let me try...” She presses her hands to Ellis’s forehead, muttering the words to another spell.

Ember tuts. “Let me help.”

Fletcher spins to look at her, to glare at her. “Why? You would have killed her right after you finished this spell, anyway. Did you do something to her?”

“You know everything?” She looks at her daughter, Thea. “You told him everything? You betrayed me.”

Thea looks sad. “Mum, if what you told us about uncle Adam is true, then you betrayed us, and Fletcher and worst of all, your sister. I can’t believe we fought through this entire war when your plan the whole time was to kill Ellis and make Talia head witch. She won’t be any good at it and neither will you.” Thea turns away and kneels next to Elodie, laying her head on her aunt’s shoulder. 

Ember swears at her, and Elodie turns to shoot a flame at her. “Watch your mouth. Your daughter is showing the loyalty you couldn’t. Now, what’s happened to Ellis?”

“I don’t know.” Ember folds her arms across her chest, able to move, but unable to perform any magic. “I really don’t. I did the spell, I got to the end and then she went all funny.”

“You’d finished the spell?”

Ember nods.

Elodie looks at Fletcher. “Maybe Sadie tricked Ellis, when she said that she changed the magic. Maybe she meant to hurt Ellis?”

Fletcher nods. It makes sense, sort of. There’s no other reasonable explanation to why Ellis has suddenly collapsed, when she was in perfect health two minutes before. He knows; he was watching her. Watching her roll her eyes at Ember, watching her expression when he tried to convey who he really was, and then watching her realise that he was Fletcher and not Thea. And then she went. 

Elodie doesn’t look happy. “Fletcher, we can’t take her to a hospital, but I need you to phone Matthew – Dr Jones.”

Fletcher flicks through his phone and dials the number of their friend, a doctor but also a witch. There would be too many questions asked if they took Ellis to a regular hospital and she started shooting sparks from her fingertips, or worse. 

“He’s on his way. Mum...” He doesn’t have to finish his sentence; she can read the fear on his face. If this is something Sadie put into motion when Ellis met with her, there might be nothing they can do, magically to help her, they can only hope that Matthew can do something, medically. 

“All we can do is wait. I’m giving her as much of my life energy as I can. Put your hands on her skin, and you Thea.” 

Fletcher places his hands on Ellis’s bare arm and closes his eyes, muttering a prayer of some sort that she might be okay, that Matthew might help, that somehow she might get through this. 

“Let me help,” Ember says. “Let me give her my strength too.”

“You’re such a hypocrite, such a two faced-”

“Fletcher,” Elodie lays a hand on his shoulder. “Ember, we don’t need your help. You’ve done enough.”

“Nothing I did was to hurt you, none of this was about you.”

“You didn’t think sleeping with my husband would hurt me?”

Ember shrugs and looks sad for a moment, maybe even sorry. “I loved him.” Her voice is small. 

“And so did I. And now you have ruined everything, tainted our whole marriage with your deception.”

“Mum, she’s probably lying. I wouldn’t trust her.”

Elodie shakes her head, keeping her hands on Ellis, even as she cries. “I know it’s true. It makes sense now. It didn’t... when we were at Zeta’s cottage with Griff, we saw a photograph of Ember and Adam. The photo was of Zeta and somebody I don’t even recognise, but Adam and Ember were just in the background. They probably didn’t know they were in the shot, but the look on Ember’s face. I know that look – it was how I looked at him – like he was the only man on earth for me, the most wonderful and perfect of men. He wasn’t looking at her, so I dismissed it, but now I see. I wish I didn’t, but now I see.”

Fletcher’s eyes flood with tears for his mum, for Ellis, for his cousins, for this whole situation. 

“What a secret to keep,” Elodie whispers. “And you dared to come and live with us, to act like we were this happy, supportive, close family.”

Ember is crying now. 

“Don’t you dare cry your crocodile tears. When this is over, when Ellis is well, I will murder you with my own hands and enjoy it. I could never forgive you.”

Fletcher looks at Ellis and shivers. She looks worse. 

The door pushes open and doctor Matthew swoops in, drops to the floor to check out Ellis and her vital signs. He is shaking his head as he does so, trying some magic and taking her pulse. He looks grave as he turns to Fletcher and Elodie, then frowning as he takes in the rest of the room. “Do we know what magic they’ve used against her?”

They both shake their heads. “Is it definitely magic?”

He nods. “This is nothing medical, it’s magical, but it’s potent and dark... I don’t think...” He trails off and Fletcher lets out a strangled cry. 

“You don’t think what? Tell me she’ll be okay. She can’t die, she just can’t, please.” He’s sobbing openly, now shaking Ellis, repeating her name over and over and over. 

“Fletcher, stop it.” Elodie takes his hands to stop him shaking Ellis like a rag doll. “You can’t help her.” She takes a big breath. “Fletcher, she’s dying.”

“No!”

Matthew nods his head. “Her heartbeat is so faint I can barely hear it and her breathing has all but stopped. I’m so sorry. Whatever magic this was, it’s too powerful.”

“How long?”

“Why?”

“Tell me how long?”

Matthew shrugs, helpless. “I don’t know, I’m so sorry.”

Despair covering his face, Fletcher flees from the room. 

“Let him go,” Elodie says, taking hold of Ellis’s icy hands. 
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Fletcher has never moved so fast in his life – he’s used to running and flying, but he’s not used to the speed required to do what he needs to do. 

He will not let Ellis die, he can’t let her die, and if witchcraft and spells cannot save her – which they can’t, and medicine can’t save her – which it can’t, he can think of only one option, and as he flies to John’s house, and then runs inside screaming the vampire’s name, he has no idea if his plan is good or bad, just that it is a plan.

It’s a plan.

He cannot let Ellis die, not when she’s only involved in this entire thing because of him. She’s only a witch because she ran through his investment ceremony. She’s only dying because she’s involved with him, his family and his way of life.

Fletcher stands at the bottom of the stairs and yells for John, making his name stretch over several syllables.

“Fletcher, my boy!” John seems to float down the steps as he opens his arms out to greet Fletcher, as full of bonhomie as ever, refusing to look shocked at the dramatic entrance to his home.

He turns to the beautiful woman following him down the steps, a tiny puppy in her arms. “Fletcher, this is my best friend Becca and her little friend Cooper. Becca, this is my best friend Adam’s son.” He finally takes in Fletcher’s appearance and steps back. “What’s wrong?”

“Ellis.”

John took quite a shine to Ellis, and he looks almost as worried as Fletcher. 

“You’ll love Ellis,” John says to Becca. “She’s a normal girl, but she got turned into a witch by accident. What’s happened, Fletcher? What do you need me to do?”

Tears fill Fletcher’s eyes. “She’s dying. We don’t know why or how, but spells aren’t helping, and we’ve got a doctor there, but he can’t help her...”

John frowns and shakes his head. “I’m no medicine man, Fletcher, what can I do?”

Fletcher takes a deep breath, sorrow and uncertainty and helplessness all colouring his face and making him look pained. “I want you to... I need you to turn her.”

John takes a step away from Fletcher, all traces of conviviality disappearing. “Fletcher! I can’t. I can’t.”

Fletcher grabs his arms, shakes him. “John, please. I would never ask; I would never expect you to... but you’re her only hope. I don’t even know if she’ll be dead when I get back. I don’t know if I’ve missed my last moments with her coming here to ask you... to ask the biggest thing of you, the worst thing of you. But she’ll die.” He drops his head, sobbing, and John looks at Becca, shrugging, misery etched on his face. 

“Fletcher, it’s a terrible thing to turn somebody who doesn’t want to be turned.”

“We don’t know that she doesn’t want to be turned. I know she’d want to live. Please John, please.” Tears pour down his face, and he doesn’t even bother to stem them. He cries and pleads with John.

John rubs his hand over his face, unsure what to do. He looks at Becca. His friend for so long, and now maybe more than just a friend. “Becca, what do I do? Would you think less of me if I turned this girl who hasn’t asked to be turned?”

Becca takes a breath. “John, I don’t know this boy or this girl, but I would think less of you if you allowed her to die. If she’s an accidental witch, and without you she’ll be dead, I’m sure being an accidental vampire will be okay by her.”

John still looks torn. “Fletcher, this could damn me.”

“I thought vampires were damned, anyway?” Becca says, snuggling Cooper.

“Who am I kidding? Becca, do you want to come or hold the fort?”

She kisses his cheek and rests her forehead on his for a moment. “I’ll stay. Cooper and I have some binge watching to enjoy.”

He laughs and grabs hold of Fletcher’s arms. “Take me to her.”

Fletcher lets out a whoop and they run outside before Fletcher holds on to John and flies them back to Ellis. 

As they walk inside the house he is muttering under his breath. Be alive, be alive, be alive. He can hear John mutter the same words just behind him.

He pushes open the door and can tell from his mother’s face that they’re not too late. He glances at Thea who smiles nervously at him, but barely registers Ember, Talia or Vann. His mind is on one thing only.

Elodie stands up, taking her hands off Ellis for a second. “No, Fletcher, no. this isn’t a good idea.”

“Mum, it’s the only way.”

“It’s...” She shakes her head. “As may be, but you cannot do this to her.”

John bows. “Elodie, I said the same thing when Fletcher came to me, but I take it she will die without my intervention?”

Elodie closes her eyes. “I think so. Magic isn’t working. Matthew isn’t able to help. Matthew. John. John. Matthew.” She introduces the men, who awkwardly shake hands. 

Fletcher is beside Ellis, holding her hands, brushing her hair off her forehead. “Mum, she’s barely hanging on.”

“You take away any semblance of a normal life if you do this to her, Fletcher. She’ll outlive her family, she won’t be able to live with them, she won’t age, she’ll want to drink blood.”

John clears his throat and Elodie touches his arm. “I don’t want to offend you, John. You’re a lovely vampire, but you can’t turn Ellis without her consent.”

“She cannot give consent, mum. She’s almost dead. Please. Let John save her, let her live.”

“What sort of life?”

John clears his throat again. “I have a life I love, Elodie. I live, I laugh, I love.”

“You drink blood?”

He nods. “But I don’t kill anybody, and Ellis won’t need to either.”

“I think you should do it,” Ember says, receiving a withering look from Elodie.

“Nobody asked you, husband stealer.”

“I didn’t technically steal him. I just-”

“Shut up!” Elodie and Fletcher shout at her at the same time. 

John kneels next to Ellis, touches his finger to her throat. “She hasn’t got long.”

“What do we do, mum? I can’t let her die. John, do it.”

John hesitates. 

Elodie hunkers down beside Fletcher. “She’ll outlive you. Please Fletcher – this is too big. If magic can’t save her and medicine can’t save her, then maybe she isn’t meant to be saved.”

He shakes his head. “No. Magic is meddling with nature, mum, meddling with the way things should be. If magic could save her life, we wouldn’t think twice but to do it. This is the only way to stop her from dying. She’s my girlfriend and I love her. She will not die. John. Do it.” 

Fletcher refuses to look at his mum and refuses to look away from John. John looks to Elodie, who slowly nods and to Matthew who also nods and to Fletcher whose eyes flood with tears. He nods his head. He will save this delightful girl. 

He takes one of her hands and holds it up to his lips, kisses her cold skin, and whispers, “forgive me.” Then he leans in close, breathes in the delicious smell of her skin and turns to Matthew. “Stop me. When she gets too close to death, closer than she is now, stop me from killing her. The blood lust will take over... I don’t want to be crude, but it’s been a long time. I don’t want to hurt her. Take her pulse the entire time. Stop me before it’s too late.” 

Matthew takes his place on the other side of Ellis, and Fletcher holds onto her feet. The only place he can reach without being in the way. He has to be holding her. 

“I’ll begin.”

John leans close, close, closer, and when he can resist no longer, he bites into Ellis’s throat, into the soft flesh and then he feeds on her. He hasn’t turned many people into vampires – only a handful of poor souls when he was a young and foolish vampire high on his power and heady with the thrill of blood – but he knows what to do instinctively and he does it. 

He keeps his conscious mind as alert as he can, as the rush of somebody else’s blood fills his veins, and he keeps his eyes open, so he doesn’t get too lost. 

This girl was kind to him when they first met; she didn’t look at him and judge him poorly just because he was a vampire. She trusted him and made him laugh. He doesn’t want to hurt her; he wants to save her. 

The room seems to stand still, the hairs on everybody’s arms and neck rising, the ticking of the clock the only sound, and then Matthew pushes John away, off Ellis. 

John growls and tries to go back to the blood, but Fletcher grabs hold of him. He slaps his face. “John! John!” 

John’s eyes change from black back to their normal colour, and he nods his head. “Is she okay? Did I do it right?”

None of them know. Matthew takes her pulse, feels for a heartbeat. “She’s dead.” 

Fletcher’s face turns white, grief about to take over. Matthew puts his hand up. “But she’s breathing.”

They all look a little closer and they can all see the gentle rise and fall of Ellis’s chest. She is breathing. 

John mops his brow with a polka dot handkerchief. “Only for her, Fletcher. I enjoyed that too much.” He takes a seat to get his breath back. His hands are visibly shaking. 

Matthew grabs hold of his bag. “I don’t think you need me any longer, Elodie. I’m no expert on medicine for the dead.” He leans in to kiss her cheek. “Good luck with...” He gestures at the room, Ellis, Ember, everybody else, and Elodie smiles wanly. “Thank you for coming. Thank you for helping.”

“Any time.” He lingers for a moment, hand on her arm, and then nods to John and Fletcher before heading out of the door. 

Fletcher throws his arms around John before returning to Ellis’s side. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet, we don’t know what she will make of it yet.”

All eyes are on Ellis, waiting for her to come around.
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Death is weird. 

I can think just as I thought before, and I can hear voices around me that sound just like Fletcher and his mum, but I know they’re not dead. Maybe there’s a transmission period. Like I’m dead, but my brain hasn’t figured it out yet. 

It didn’t hurt as much as I thought, either. It was pretty boring, pretty unspectacular. Pretty shit.

But then who says dying has to be exciting?

But now this is weird, because I can definitely hear Fletcher talking about me, asking his mum if he should wake me up. Bless, he can’t have realised that I’m dead. And then I get an itch on my face, move my hand to scratch it, and hear gasps. “Ellis?”

Okay, itching doesn’t seem like something dead people do. And that is definitely Fletcher. Oh, my word, I don’t think Sadie’s magic worked. Maybe I just passed out. Maybe her spell wasn’t strong enough, or she died too long ago, or I don’t even care.

I am alive. I open my eyes, a little blinky from the light but I see Fletcher, a look of relief pass over his face. I see his mum peering over his shoulder, her face etched with concern, and then weirdly, because he wasn’t here when I passed out, or whatever it is I did, I see John. Good old John, my buddy, my breakfast pal. 

I sit up and grin at him, at all of them. Ember and Talia and Vann are bound and sulky looking. But everyone else looks relieved but also, weirdly, cautious.

Like they might be... scared of me.

Ah, maybe they were scared that I was dead, and now they are happy that I’m alive. Nothing worse than watching somebody die, right? Nothing worse than watching someone you thought was dead, wake up either. I know I’d have a heart attack if one of our lovely bodies suddenly woke up! Every undertaker’s nightmare, right there.

I reach out to Fletcher so he can help me sit up, and I hear a weird noise come out of my throat, real low, like a growl. I clear my throat, trying not to notice the worried looks that they are all exchanging.

This is weird. There is something more going on than they thought I’d died and then I made a miraculous recovery. This is strange. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask, and reach out for Fletcher, getting an odd feeling like I just want to bite him. And I’m suddenly so thirsty, and my word does his skin look good. Just there on the curve of his neck, just where I see the brief beat of his pulse, just where I can almost hear the blood rushing through his veins, red, glistening, satiating. 

I cover my mouth. What’s wrong with me?

I look to Fletcher and then to his mum and then to John. I blank out everybody else. “Fletcher?”

There’s pain in my voice; I don’t understand what’s wrong with me, why I’m feeling like I feel, why I’m thirsty like I am. Why all I want to do is rip open Fletcher’s throat and feast on him, on his blood, on his life force. 

And then I know.

I’ve read enough vampire books and watched enough vampire films and watched enough vampire TV shows to know.

Horror fills me, and I stumble to my feet, tears scalding my dead old face as I back away from them all, away from the room full of food, and crash into the hallway. I run blindly up the stairs and burst into the first room I come to. 

I throw myself on the bed crying. 

Dramatic, but I am a teenager. 

A dead teenager. Forever a teenager. I will always be seventeen. I howl again, I will never outgrow my teenage spots, or my teenage awkwardness or my teenage anxiety. 

I am wailing when I feel somebody sit on the bed beside me. I know – because I don’t want to bite him – that it’s John and not Fletcher, or anybody else with a pulse. 

I sit up and tuck my knees into my chest. He puts an arm around me. “I was an old man when I was turned, as you can see. Fifty-seven years old for the rest of my life. I was furious. I felt cheated. I felt disgusted with who I was and what I’d become. I felt it all.” He rests his head on mine. “You will too. But don’t hate me. Please. I couldn’t bear it.”

I kiss his cheek. “I don’t hate you.” I take a deep breath, refuse to think about what’s just happened. “I’m assuming there was an excellent reason. I know you wouldn’t have done it for a laugh.”

He smiles. “It wasn’t funny. I almost killed you. I almost went too far.”

I shudder. “Was I dying?”

“Fletcher came to me. He didn’t know what else to do.”

“So now what? I’m pretty hungry. Can I only drink blood now?”

He nods, a wistful look on his face. “I miss food. I sometimes eat a little minced beef. Raw.”

I shudder again and wrinkle my nose. “No more chocolate, no more pizza.”

They were the only things I was good at doing with my magic. My magic. “I’m not a witch anymore?”

“No. You’re just a vampire now.”

My heart sinks to my boots, and I touch a hand to my chest. My un-beating heart sinks to my boots. I cry again, my sobs shaking my entire body. 

John holds onto me. “Are you angry with me? With Fletcher?”

I shrug. I suppose I’m not. Better a vampire than dead. And then I let out a wail of pure misery. My family. I will stay seventeen, and my family will keep growing. Isaac will overtake me. They can’t know I’m a vampire... which means they can’t know me. Not anymore. “My family...”

I feel his arms pull tighter around me. “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry. That’s the worst thing. The very worst thing.”

“And the agreeable things?”

He cannot answer me which says it all, so I allow myself to cry and him to comfort me, the only person I have ever met who knows what it is to be me. A freshly hatched vampire.

There’s a tentative knock at the door and I’m growling again, hungry again. “I’ll just leave it here.”

John opens the door and there’s nobody there, just a jug of red stuff. A jug of blood. My new beverage of choice. Yuk!

He passes it to me and although I am disgusted and although I wish I could eat some chocolate, a thirst comes over me I have no control of. It’s instinctual, it’s survival, it’s base. I have to eat. And the only thing I can eat is blood. 

I chug it down and then wipe my mouth on my sleeve and then shiver when I look at the smear of red on my clothes. “How do you control it? How do you not kill the people you love, or the people you hate, or just random people you see on the street who look so delicious?”

He smiles and wipes a trickle of blood from my mouth. “Will power. Practice. I don’t even know. Sometimes I have had to leave a room, count to a million. Hey – you’ll be fast.”

I shake my head, a frown on my face. “What?”

“An agreeable thing. I was trying to think of a good thing about being a vampire. To cheer you up. You’ll go everywhere you ever want and learn everything you ever want and read every book that’s ever written. You’ll see a zillion sunsets and sunrises...” He trails off having a hard time connecting with what a teenager would think was good about living forever, while everyone they know and love dies. 

“Doesn’t the sun kill me?”

“Maybe it used to years ago, but we’ve evolved. You can go outside in the day or night. You can run super fast...” He gives up and just holds my hand. One vampire to another.

“Can I come in?” Fletcher. I shrug at John. I don’t feel hungry anymore. I just feel numb. All I can think about are the things I have lost.

He pushes open the door and I can see from his tear-stained face and stricken expression that he’s heartbroken about what he’s done. He hovers in the doorway, and I stand up and open my arms. He falls into them, and I get a tiny pull of hunger, but I dismiss it. I’ve just fed. I pull back. “Whose blood did I just drink?”

“Just some chickens,” Fletcher says almost apologetically. 

I nod. Chickens are okay. A bit gross if you stop to think about it, but I won’t. 

“Can you forgive me?”

I nod. There’s a bit of me that wants to give him a hard time, throw the weight of my fury around and sulk for a bit too, but what would be the point. It’s done. It can’t be undone. “It can’t be undone, can it?” John shakes his head, no. 

It can’t be undone. And I’m not dead. 

I’m a vampire. 

“I’m a vampire.” I whisper the words; they seem as unreal as when I suddenly became a witch. 

“I know. And I’m sorry. But I couldn’t let you die, I had to save you and it was the only way. We had a doctor here. There was nothing he could do. We tried magic... We think Sadie did something, double crossed you with her magic.”

I shake my head. Time to confess. “No, when I talked to Sadie, the only way she would alter her magic was if I agreed to die. If I would sacrifice myself to save everybody else, she would change the magic.”

“So you agreed?”

I nod. Both he and John are looking at me with something like awe on their faces. I like it. 

He hugs me, and John pats my back. “So you knew you would die?”

I nod. 

“You’re amazing.” They both say it at the same time. 

And I nod.

“And you forgive me?”

I nod. “There’ll be days when I hate you, I know. Like when I think about my family.” He can’t look at me. “When I think about being seventeen and awkward as hell for ever. When I think about the people I love growing old without me, dying, leaving me alone.”

It’s the one thought I haven’t voiced yet. Fletcher. If I am a vampire and Fletcher is a witch, then he will die, and I will live. 

He takes my hands. “I won’t leave you. John, I want you to turn me.”

John holds up his hands as though to ward off Fletcher’s request. My eyes are full of tears. If he wants to turn, it means he wants to be with me as much as I want to be with him. 

There’s a knock at the door. 

“We’ll talk about this later,” Fletcher says.
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“Can we come in?” Elodie pushes open the door just enough to see into the room. Fletcher looks at Ellis, who nods, and then he lets his mum and Thea in.

“Lovely, are you okay?” Elodie takes Ellis into her arms, hugs her and kisses her cheek. “I’m so sorry you got caught up in any of this. Are you angry with us?”

Ellis shakes her head, no. “I’m okay. At least I’m not dead.”

“We need to sort a few things out. Like what we’ll do with those three downstairs. I can’t keep them bound forever. We need to inform the council that the spell worked, and the creatures all have their freedom.”

“Mum, Sadie changed the spell so it would kill Ellis. Ellis knew and agreed to it, anyway.”

“What?” Elodie looks horrified. 

Ellis nods. “Sadie refused to change the magic. She still wanted everyone to die if anybody tried to change the magic. But then she agreed to change it, but only if I agreed to die instead. So, instead of killing everybody, if somebody changed the magic it would kill only me.”

“Ellis. You are a wonder. You’re not even part of our magical, supernatural community and yet you would have sacrificed yourself for us? Why didn’t you say something?”

“I ran out of time.”

“Because of my sister.”

Thea touches her aunt’s arm. “What are you going to do with her? And Talia?”

“I don’t know. Talia isn’t to blame. But Ember... I don’t know. Forget about Adam, I’m not even bothered about that. But she was ready to kill Ellis.”

“Let’s go.”

“Lincoln is still here. I asked him to stay. He’s ready to make you head witch, Fletcher.”

Fletcher doesn’t answer, and Elodie doesn’t notice his silence.

They head downstairs and into the living room. The candles are all out. Talia is free, unbound, and there’s no sign of Ember or Vann. 

“You’re kidding me? Where have they gone?”

Talia shrugs, misery covering her face, and she goes to Thea’s side. “Talia, where are they? Why did you let them go?”

“I didn’t let them go. They escaped. I think Vann did some fairy magic thing; I don’t even know. They told me to tell you that if you leave them alone, they won’t bother you anymore.”

“What does that even mean? They’ve gone off to live happily ever after together. What about you girls?”

Talia is crying. “She told us to stay with you. If it was ever safe, she’d send for us.”

Fletcher snorts. “Charming. So, she’s chosen Vann over you two, chosen herself over everybody else and chosen to swan off without facing what she’s done?”

Talia nods. “I’m sorry, aunty El. I didn’t want to be head witch. Sorry, Ellis, I didn’t want to kill you. It was all my mum.”

Ellis shrugs, but Elodie shakes her head.

“I won’t let her get away with this. We need to get the council together. Straight away before there’s any more unpleasant feeling or drama. But, first thing’s first, Fletcher, we need to get you invested. With no hoo-ha or drama. Lincoln?”

Lincoln sits up, blinking, a confused look on his face. He rubs his eyes. “Elodie – I can’t say I enjoy being dragged into all of this.”

Elodie nods. “Well, I wasn’t exactly the one who dragged you, but I’ll apologise, anyway. One more job. Invest Fletcher and then you can go.”

She puts her hands on her son’s shoulders. “Ready?’

He shakes his head, no, causing her to hesitate, confusion making her nose wrinkle. 

“No, mum.”

“What do you mean no? Don’t start Fletcher. I don’t have the time or the patience after the day we’ve all had.”

“I’ve asked John to turn me into a vampire, mum. I won’t be a witch anymore.”

The colour drains from Elodie’s face, and she drops onto a chair. She puts her head in her hands and weeps. Fletcher turns to his cousins or sisters or whatever they are to him. “Girls take Lincoln in the kitchen, make him a sandwich or a cup of coffee. John, will you help them?” 

They all shuffle out of the room and leave Fletcher with his mum and Ellis. He takes his mum’s hand. “Mum, you know I have to do this, not just because I want to but because it’s the right thing to do. I can’t abandon Ellis. I have to change with her.”

“And leave me alone? To face everything?”

“No. We’ll still be here. I just won’t be a witch and I won’t be head witch. I love you mum. And I love Ellis.”

Elodie is silent for a long time and then she nods. “I know you do. And it’s the right thing to do, but it’s massive Fletcher. You’ll be a vampire. Are you sure?”

“I have to do it and I am sure mum. I thought about it the whole time I was fetching John, the whole time he was turning Ellis and as soon as I saw her afterwards.”

“Okay.” She takes his face in her hands and kisses his forehead. Her baby boy, all grown up and making his own choices. It’s hard, but she knows she has to accept it. “So, who do we make head witch?”

“Talia? Thea?”

“And give Ember what she wants?”

“Forget Ember. We’ll worry about her later. We’ll find her and kill her if you want us to. Whatever you decide. But we need to make somebody head witch.”

There’s a knock at the door and Lincoln pokes his head in. “Sorry to interrupt but I wondered if this might help. A few hundred years ago in America, we had twin head witches. They were both in charge. It’s allowed.” He raises his cup of coffee in a toast or a salute or an apology for interrupting and closes the door, leaving them alone to decide.

Fletcher grins at his mother. “Mum, with you to guide them the girls would do okay.”

“You think so?”

Ellis speaks up. “The girls can be horrible – they’ve been horrible to me, but I think their mum heavily influenced them. And Sally.”

Elodie huffs. “Yes – we found Sally and her mother and father here with Ember when we came through.”

“Did you kill them?”

Elodie nods, though they can both see regret in her expression. “I hate that I had to, but they chose Ember. They chose to kill Ellis.”

“Okay so I’ll ask the girls and see what they think, but I’m not happy. I wish it was you, Fletcher.”

He looks sad but resolute. “I know mum, but I can’t be.”

He calls the girls in, using a witch trick that he won’t have for much longer. 

“Girls, how do you feel about being head witch? Together?”

Thea laughs. “Both of us?”

Fletcher nods.

“What about our mum?”

Elodie clears her throat. “If I see her, if she tries to cause trouble, I will kill her. But I think I could lead you and guide you to be excellent head witches.”

“What about Fletcher?”

“I’ve asked John to turn me, so I can be with Ellis.”

“I haven’t said yes, yet,” John says.

“But you will. When Ellis asks you.”

John laughs and nods. 

The girls hug their aunt Elodie, who they both love, who they have lived with for all their lives. “We promise to make you proud.”

“I know you’ll try,” Elodie says, unsure of what to say or how to feel.

Lincoln takes over, experienced at investments and matter of fact with things. 

Instead of a feeling of anger and sadness and hopelessness in the air, suddenly they are smiling and feeling lighter.

It takes only ten minutes, but they invest Talia and Thea as head witches. Job done, Lincoln is quick to say his goodbyes and leave them to it. 

Ellis takes Fletcher’s hands. “I want to see my family.”

“I know.”

“Mum. Can we go to see Ellis’s family while you sort out the council? I’ll need my magic.”

Elodie nods. She’d rather have Fletcher by her side for support and help, but she knows that she has to let him help Ellis. Poor Ellis, who is only in this terrible predicament because of them.

“Yes. I’ll take the head witches with me. I’ll ask the council to put out a call to any rebels they might know, or any they don’t know, and tell them there’ll be an amnesty. They just need to come forward and hear what we’ve done, hear what’s happened and they’ll be forgiven. Let us all go back to normal, let us all get along again. That’s what I’m hoping for.”

“That’s an outstanding idea, mum. There’s nothing to fight about anymore.”

“I hope they’ll listen to me.”

“They will. I love you mum. Do you forgive me?”

“Nothing to forgive, my boy. Nothing to forgive.”
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Nothing to forgive.                                 

If Fletcher hadn’t turned me into a vampire, I’d be dead.

How can I be angry about that?

I’m happy that I’m alive. I’m heartbroken that I’ll have to leave my family. I’m giddy that Fletcher wants to be with me forever. I’m gutted I’ll be seventeen forever. Why didn’t this happen when I was twenty-one – when my boobs had grown a bit more, when my spots were gone, when I had better hair?

I’m grossed out with the blood thing, and panicky at the thought of wanting to suck on human blood, of animal blood not being enough to satisfy my dark new desires.

Dark new desires. That sounds dodgy as fudge.

This whole palaver has been crazy off the charts.

But we’re getting to the end. 

The end of life as I know it. The end of me as I know me.

I was a girl, then a witch, now a vampire. 

What’s next? 

I won’t be able to go home; I’ll live with Fletcher. That’s an enormous step. Okay, so I know he wants to be turned into a vampire so he can spend eternity with me, but we still haven’t seen each other naked. 

Not that that’s my biggest concern at the moment. And at least if he’s a vampire too, I won’t want to bite him. Well, I won’t want to drink his blood at least. I can’t promise on the biting thing.

Gross.

See, off I go down the crazy rabbit hole of my thoughts again.

I’m a vampire and I have to say goodbye to my family. I don’t even know how it will work. I feel too sick to ask. 

We hug Elodie, and then I quickly hug the twins. Will they really be excellent head witches? Selfishly I don’t care, I just had to make sure that Fletcher didn’t change his mind. 

“Mum, you’ll be fine, but let me know if there’s any trouble. We’ll come and help. John, will you stay until we’ve seen Ellis’s family?”

John nods, I know he’ll help me. He likes me and he won’t refuse to turn Fletcher, even if it isn’t his first choice. 

“I’ll go with your mum. Just in case.”

I like that. I like that he’s a gentleman. 

We part ways outside, after checking for signs of trouble. Fletcher’s mum holds onto John ready to fly off and he gives me a cheeky look with a raised eyebrow which makes me laugh. He hasn’t got a hope of bagging Elodie. Though he is a charmer, and it seems like Adam wasn’t as charming as Fletcher has always believed. 

I slip into Fletcher’s arms with the ease I always have. It feels like where I belong. I feel a brief flutter of panic when the thought of his blood comes into my head, but I push it away. I will not kill my boyfriend. It’s not the done thing. 

Outside my house, we hunker down while I get my nerves under control. “How will this work?”

“I’ll use my magic to take away the memory of you going off on the trip to Paris and let them think you’ve been here all along as normal. Then you’ll go in, spend time with them, take photos of them.”

“Do I show up in photos?”

“Yes.”

“Evolution?”

He shrugs. He has as little clue as I do. “We’ve seen photos of John, remember.”

“Yes. As a bat and a man. That means I can turn into a bat?”

“Not right now.”

“Well, I didn’t mean now.” I sigh. Of course, I didn’t mean now. How would I explain that to my parents and Isaac? He’s thick sometimes.

“Then when you’re done, I’ll wipe their memory of you away.”

“Just like that, huh?”

He nods. What can he say? But I know I can’t hold this against him, hold this over him, not if he will change into a vampire for me. Not if we have a hope of a happy future together. I lean in and kiss him, softly, sweetly. Not in a bloodthirsty way.

What’s done is done. We can’t undo it. “I’m ready.” And I am. I’m ready to see them, to hug them, to laugh with them, to drink in every detail of their faces and their voices. To indulge in them, like I’ve never done before, to be honest. We take our loved ones for granted every single day and I’m just as guilty. 

Fletcher faces the walls and chants some magic and then I feel a pang of the guilt he probably feels about having me turned into a vampire. When he turns – for me – he’ll lose his identity. He won’t be Fletcher the witch anymore. He’ll be a vampire instead. We’ll be a pair of vamps. Life is weird. 

He nods at me. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I head around to the back door and push the door open. I’m scared. Will they remember that I’ve been gone for days? Will they remember that I’m on a college trip in Paris? Will they notice something vampire-ish about me? Will I get a thirst for them or the dead bodies we look after?

“Hey!” I call out because there’s nobody in the room, and then my mum comes in and asks me if I’ve emptied the bin in my room, and my dad comes in and asks me if I’m ready to do Miss Jenson’s makeup and then Isaac comes over to me, turns around and farts on me before laughing hysterically and I’m crying and none of them notices, because life goes on. 

And then we’re sitting having food, and none of them notices that I’m just pushing the food around on my plate, because my mum is moaning that she can’t get an appointment to have her hair cut until next Thursday, and my dad is complaining that the price of latex gloves and formaldehyde have gone up, and Isaac is whingeing that some boy in his class gave him a dead arm in a fight and I let their words wash over me and I cannot stop smiling. Even though it’s the end, I cannot stop laughing. Even though I know that when I leave this house and shut the door behind me, I will never see them again – because it will be too hard if I do – I cannot stop the joy from filling my heart. These people are mine and I love them so much. I want to stop time. I want to stay here forever. But all good things must come to an end. 

I take photos on my phone and I know I’ll look at them every day.

I take an age to work up the courage to tell them I’m going to go out for a walk. I kiss each of them and tell them I love them causing them to roll their eyes, ask me if I’m coming down with something, and in Isaac’s case, stick his finger down his throat and pretend to be sick.

I am blinded by my tears as I walk away from my family, my lovely, sweet, funny, aggravating, stifling, annoying, marvellous family, and when I shut the door behind me and lean on it, I dissolve. And Fletcher holds me up and doesn’t let go until I let him. 

“I’m sorry.”

And I know he’s not just sorry that I’ve had to say goodbye to my family, but for everything. For the hurt, the fear, the near-death experiences, the actual death experiences. I laugh to myself – the Grim Reaper got me good.

“Do it.” 

I walk away and leave him to it. I don’t feel so frightened walking alone to his house as I might have knowing that Ember and Vann are on the loose. If they bother me, I’ll bite them or turn into a bat and fly away.

I dawdle, and then Fletcher catches up to me.

There’s nothing to say, so he just takes my hand and kisses it. 
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“I’ll text my mum, see if they need us.”

“Marvellous idea.”

“No, they’re all done, and they are on their way back.”

Inside the house Fletcher makes himself a hot chocolate and they sit in companionable silence until the others return. 

Elodie is smiling as she comes inside, for the first time in a long time, and lets out a tremendous groan as she sits at the table. The twins bustle about making drinks and finding biscuits and cakes in the cupboards. 

Ellis reaches for one before putting it back. “I forgot. I forgot that I can’t eat.”

They all look at her with sympathetic looks on their faces and then Thea fetches two clean glasses from the cupboard and Talia does a quick magic spell. The two cups are magically filled with blood. Thea holds out the glass to Ellis, an apology expressed in her eyes. Ellis smiles and takes it. “Thank you.”

“Magical chicken blood,” Talia says, passing John his glass. 

He lifts it to Ellis in a cheers motion and they clink glasses. “You can drink other things than blood, if you really want to. Eating might make you sick, so it’s not recommended...”

She gives him a double thumbs up, a sarcastic look on her face. John laughs. “I’ll enjoy teaching you, little one.”

“Will you enjoy teaching me too?” Fletcher asks.

“Not half as much. But I will. When you’re ready, I’ll turn you.”

Fletcher grins at Ellis and takes her hand in his. “Mum, what did the council say?”

“It was good. Better than I thought. I called them all, on short notice, but still. They all need to appoint new council leaders and their own head of species, but they are happy.”

“Did they believe that we’d undone the magic?”

“They knew. It’s why so many of them came.”

“How?”

“It seems like they just knew. Who knows? There are too many questions in this world and never enough answers. How did it go with you, Ellis?”

Ellis nods, then shakes her head, tears filling her eyes. “I can’t...”

Fletcher steps in. “It’s all done.”

There was nothing else to say. Everything was ending. And some things were only just beginning. 

“And our mum?” Thea asks, looking awkward to even ask.   

Elodie takes a deep breath. “Girls, I love your mum, she’s my sister, but...”

“And is Adam our dad? Is Fletcher our brother?”

“I don’t know. Probably. I’ll use my magic, as his wife, to go to him and ask him, later, when I’m on my own. When I can face it.”

Fletcher looks furious. “I hate him if it’s true.”

Elodie reaches for him, touches his arm. “Don’t. You’re allowed to love him for what he was to you. He was a wonderful dad. Don’t hate him if he was a less than perfect husband. I don’t.”

“You don’t?”

“No. I will always love him. He’s your father.”

“But he always told me I should be good, do good, make the right choice, blah, blah, blah.”

Ellis kisses his hand. “Maybe because he knew he didn’t.”

Fletcher shakes his head. “You’re right. Maybe.”

“Anyway, let me worry about your dad. Let’s raise a cup. We’re all alive, and we’re all safe. And I’ll deal with my sister if I have to. Are you happy to stay with me, girls?”

They nod. “You’re like a mum to us, anyway.”

It was true. They were a family. 

John clears his throat. “Well, if we can get on with things? I have a lady friend waiting for me.”

“The lovely Becca,” Fletcher says laughing. 

“Indeed. She is lovely. Last chance to change your mind?”

“Never. I have to be with Ellis.”

John nods and gestures for Fletcher to lie down on the kitchen table. “My old knees can’t take much lower. Ellis hold his hand. Elodie get ready to push me off him. You’ll know when.”

He leans close, close, closer, and Fletcher closes his eyes. This isn’t something he wants to see. It fascinates Ellis, knowing that this is what John did to her. He nods at Ellis and at Elodie and then he bites into Fletcher’s throat, into the soft flesh and then he feeds on him. 

He’s a little calmer than he was with Ellis. She was his first human feed in a very long time, his first live feed in even longer. He isn’t so hungry now. It’s easier to keep his conscious mind alert, and he keeps his eyes open, so he doesn’t get too lost. 

Elodie is watching carefully, ready to save her son’s life, but Thea and Talia are just watching with interest, as fascinated as Ellis. It’s horrible but also compelling. They can’t not look. And then Elodie breaks the spell, pushing John away from her son. Ellis places her hand on John’s chest, pulling him out of his bloodlust and back to reality. Again, he uses his handkerchief to wipe his mouth, ever the gentleman. 

They watch and wait for Fletcher to come around, to wake up, and when he opens his eyes after what seems like forever, but has only been seconds, both Elodie and Ellis let their breath out, unaware that they had even been holding it. 

Thea holds out a glass of blood and Fletcher growls as he takes it from her and downs it in one. Then he looks a little bashful as he burps. 

He hugs John, then his mother, and then Ellis. “You’re stuck with me forever now.”

She leans over and kisses him. “It still won’t be long enough.”

***
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The End
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Thank you!
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I have to write this in the back of every book I publish, because I really do thank you. Thank you for choosing one of my stories to read and taking the time to read it. Thank you for allowing me to do the job I dreamed of doing as a little girl. Thank you!
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ABOUT THIS BOOK

This book was fun to write. Set in modern day Wales, I loved writing about places I know and places I go to – Margam Park, the pier in Mumbles, Killay. Being able to visualise the places as I wrote about them was so much fun, and very different to the Kingmaker Series. I also had the names Ellis and Fletcher in my mind for a long time, so it was nice to use them. 
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MY BOOKS

Need kick ass feisty females, murderous twists and turns? The Kingmaker Series - mybook.to/TKS4

Need modern day paranormal fantasy with high stakes and young love? The Accidental Witch Trilogy.
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FOLLOW ME 

Here are all the ways to follow me and find out what I’m up to – and I know you want to!

Website – www.gemmaperfect.com 

Newsletter – you get 2 FREE books JUST for signing up. How easy is that? I’ll also email you when I’ve got news or a new release – http://bit.ly/2ZLPnpa 

I’m always on Facebook – and you can always message me – I love hearing from readers – http://bit.ly/2FaTCRD 

If you follow me on Amazon, you’ll get a handy little email when I release a new book – https://amzn.to/2Qx4SNm 

If you follow me on Bookbub, you’ll get a handy little email when I release a new book -http://bit.ly/2QAHwq1

I don’t tweet much, but you can follow me here if you like to tweet. I’ll tweet you back – www.twitter.com/gemmaperfect 

I’m on Instagram too – www.instagram.com/gemmaperfectauthor 

Thank you – and please remember I love hearing from readers. Xxx
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SPOTTED A TYPO?

It’s okay – they’re like gremlins or cockroaches. Just when you think you’ve got them all, another one pops up. My books are all edited and proofread, and I even use magic spells on them to catch any last minute spelling mistakes or grammar doozies. If you spot something with your eagle eyes and you like to help people, email me on general@gemmaperfect.com and tell me what you spotted and where in the book it was hiding! 

cover.jpeg
GEMMARRERFECT






images/00002.gif





images/00001.gif





images/00004.gif





images/00003.gif





images/00005.gif





