
Table of Contents

The Price of Magic (Cursed Magic, #2)

Titles by Lanne Garrett:

Author’s Note

Index

Chapters

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty



The Price of Magic

©Copyright Lanne Garrett 2025

Cover Font ©Copyright Kittl

Cover art ©Copyright StudioCasper, Getty



All rights reserved. No part of this publication, either writing or images, may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the au-thor, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.



All attempts have been made to verify the information contained in this book, but the author does not bear any responsibility for errors or omissions. Any perceived negative connotation of any individual, group, or company is purely unintentional. Any resemblance to places, events, or people is purely coincidental.



No artificial intelligence (AI) was used in the making of this book.

Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this copyrighted work to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Titles by Lanne Garrett:

[image: ]


[image: ]

SERIES:

A Cursed Crow Series

The Seven Year Crow

The Court of Less

The Song of Blood and Bones

A Court of One

A Curse so Dark and Twisted

A Reign of Ruin

Broken Wings and Wicked Things

The Last Crow

A Cursed Magic

The Cost of Curses

The Price of Magic

––––––––
[image: ]


STAND ALONE:

All The Blood I’ll Bleed

The Cinder City Embers

[image: ]






One dark spell.

One curser fated to die.

And a sister willing to damn her soul.




Every spell comes at a cost, and the price of magic will be paid by all. For the O’Cleary sisters, that lesson may cost one of them their soul. 



To save her sister, Fiadh is pulled down the twisted paths of the Fomori, where she must confront her greatest sin of all—falling in love with Death himself. Thrown into the world of the tempting and forbidden, Faidh races against the fates to cure her sister’s spelled soul. With time running out, Roisin escapes her warded cell. Lost to the darkness, Roisin is not only at risk of certain death, but she is a threat to all as her soul withers within, consuming what little humanity she has left. 



To find her, Fiadh is led to the one place she nearly died to curse, where she must decide between sacrificing her own soul or letting her sister’s wither. Dancing on the edge of damnation, mocking the very gods who blessed her, Fiadh risks all she is and ever will be and does the unthinkable. She returns to Tír na nÓg with vengeance at her fingertips and spells in her veins, willing to pay any price to bring her sister home, including carving out her love and leaving it in the pits of hell.



Do not be swayed by the shimmer of power...

Not all that glitters is gold.
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To those who have left their heart on the floor...

To my dad, who always starts his voicemails with “Hi, it’s just dad.” 
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Your mental health matters.

This book contains subject matter that may be difficult

and triggering for some readers,

including scenes of graphic violence, death, torture,

and enslaved peoples.

I am the way into the city of woe,

I am the way into eternal pain,

I am the way to go among the lost.

― Dante Alighieri, Inferno
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Horror is like a serpent, always shedding its skin, always changing.

And it will always come back.

— Dario Argento
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Common Names and Words


People:



Faidh: pronounced FEE-a

Roisin: pronounced ROH-sheen

Tadhg: pronounced TIE-g



Fomori: demonic beings, pronounced FOH-mor-ee

Milesian: The ancestors of the Celtic population of Ireland, pronounced MI-lee-zhuhn 

Sidhe: The fairy people of Irish folklore, pronounced Shee or She

Tuatha Dé Danann: The people of the Mother Goddess Danu, pronounced TUA-de-Dah-nann 



Locations:



Éire: Ireland, pronounced AIR-ah 

Tír na nÓg: land of the fae, pronounced TIER-nah-nogue 



Common words:



Caomhnóir: Guardian or protector, pronounced KEHV-noor 

Draíocht: Magic, pronounced DREE-oct 

Oíche Bealtaine: May Eve, pronounced EE-hyeh BOYWL-tin-na
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The Price of Magic
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She who dabbles in shadows 

shall have darkness linger in her soul.

Every spell comes at a cost 

and the price of magic will be paid by all.

- The Price of Magic

Book Two of the O’Clearly Grimoires

––––––––
[image: ]


THE MANUSCRIPT BEFORE me was wrapped in tattered leather and adorned with Ifreann symbols that shifted under the light. Held within its blood-stained pages were the curses and spells the original sins were named after. The covering looked and felt uncomfortably close to human flesh, worn and weathered from centuries of use. The longer I stared at it, the more I wished I was home, in my bookshop, with texts that no one had to die for. In Ifreann, whether I held texts or teacups, there was no escaping the torment of hell. In the realm that ate soles and punished the wicked, everything in Ifreann was tied to the doom of one life or another. It wouldn’t be hell if someone wasn’t suffering and someone else wasn’t gaining from that misery. With those books in my hands, I was both—suffering and hoping to gain. I was no better than any who had come before me to this library. I was holding a book wrapped in death for my single purpose. It pained my soul to know I’d have leafed through the text even if the flesh were still warm and wet. There were some stains I’d willingly carry if it meant I saved my sister. And each hour I spent in Ifreann coated me with taint I would never rid myself of. Some things were not meant to be touched by the souled, yet I held them in the palms of my hands without flinching. Some truths were not meant to be uncovered, but I still peeled back the layers of secrets, like the skin of an onion, like the skin of one of the fallen.

The writing arced in a sloppy archaic script, a rushed blend of several languages, weaving tales of doom and despair that seeped into my fingertips, turning them numb from the dread. With each aged page I turned, a faint whisper echoed through the library, tempting me to speak the words out loud. The Tome of Graves, a book about the dead, had been written in many different bloods. A dozen had died to fill the writer’s inkwell. Its pages held secrets I knew should never see the light of day. Yet, that hadn’t stopped me, and I had read every wicked truth and hellish lie it had to offer me, hoping to find the impossible—saving a soul in hell. 

I gripped my stone of protection as I read, unwilling to risk finding myself consumed by an insatiable thirst for forbidden knowledge. The last person, who was not Fomori, to read this text, had fallen ill to mind fog, perverted with a maddening obsession for the book’s dark secrets. That is what the taste of magic did to most, turned their minds inside out, leaving them forever craving the power and growing crazed with the starvation of it. When this was over, and me and my sister were safely home in Falias, I prayed my soul wouldn’t be so far twisted that I’d be forever turned inside out, having destroyed myself in search of saving another.

I translated the cursed words, one by one, hating how easy it had become to read from the books of the damned and tortured. But like everything else to have nudged my soul a little too sharply, I tucked those worries away for later, side by side with the scabs of soul wounds I hadn’t yet looked at. I would save that pain for when I could afford to break open and bleed my misery into the world.
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When a soul succumbs to being bound, the light within starts to dim, eclipsed by tendrils of darkness. As the dark consumes, the soul is corrupted and tainted black. Each moment, an eternity in a battle against the dark forces, is a futile struggle, as the soul ultimately submits in the end. Each step is heavier, each breath colder, as their very essence is stolen, leaving them to roam as little more than a wraith of their former self. The final breath of the soul escapes with a wail that rattles the gates to hell, leaving behind a hollow husk devoid of humanity. They are darklings to be hunted, and hunted they must be. For no soul holds them back from their deeds.
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I swallowed my urge to be sick, clenching my jaw until it felt like my teeth would crack, and turned the page. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Shadows cling to their every movement, the weight of emptiness settling on their chest like a heavy cloak. They are no longer lost to the dark. They are darkness itself. They have been stripped of the essence that gives them humanity and filled with a deep hollowness that consumes every fiber of their being. They are devoid of emotions, of moral compass. The very core of who they once were has been eaten away as they descend into the abyss, where every remaining shred of compassion and light is stripped away.
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My eyes landed on the last paragraph like a mountain crashing to the ground. Every drop of hope I still had was wrung out of me like a soiled cloth. The room titled just enough to flutter the words on the page. I calmed the start of my pounding heart and calmed my breathing, taking even breaths until it didn’t feel like I was going to slide off the edge of the world.
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The transformation is insidious and irreversible. The darkness slithering through them like an eel, will twist them for eternity. Their mind is consumed by thoughts of sin, cruelty, revenge, and malice. No longer tethered to mortality, they are driven solely by a hunger for power and destruction. There is no hope or salvation. There is no redemption. They are forever lost. Now a creature of despair, they are a true darkling that suckles from the teat of hell. Kill them before they kill you.
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I closed the cursed pages and pushed them to the side, feeling defeated. I had spent a week searching every book, text and scroll within Killian’s libraries, trying to find a cure for Roisin. With each page turned, each cryptic line translated, the weight of my promise to save her grew heavier. Time was running out, and each passing hour was an excruciating reminder. Every second felt like a race against an invisible enemy—the blood spell she cast to bind her soul. The urgency to beat time itself was suffocating, making each breath feel hot and strangled as I read every script I could get my hands on. The fear of failing Roisin kept me awake, pushing myself beyond any limit I once had. As I delved deeper into writings I should never place my hands upon, one thing remained a constant—I would stop at nothing to save her soul. I would damn myself before I gave up on her. She would have done the same for me.

I picked up The Book of Misery and was nearly sick as I gripped it. It was one I had struggled to read since the day I set eyes upon it, spending more time on my hands and knees with a bucket than gleaning its gnarled words. Its very pages, etched with the blood of the cursed, held the weight of a thousand sins. It whispered the loudest, like a seductive serpent making promises in the same way the fae did—wrapped in pain. I opened the text, where Harlis had bookmarked it, and released it onto the desk. The less I had to touch it, the better. The mere act of just looking at the words felt like icicles pressed against my spine, as if the eyes of the writers were watching me from some dark corner, waiting to snatch my soul and add it to their collection.

I read the short chapter on the Hand of Souls, the relic used for hunting down souls. It was the reason I had willingly remained in hell to begin with. Harlis had yet to find any information that would lead us to the whereabouts of the Hand, but I wasn’t giving up just yet. I didn’t skin my soul to scabbed pieces in hell for nothing. I hadn’t planned on leaving this desolate place empty-handed. I had come to do what no other had done before—steal from hell. The first Milesian to bargain with the Fomori had paid with her soul, closing the mounds the first time. And I had every intention of taking that soul back. It was rightfully mine to have, once I found a way to have it. I had stolen from the mounds and lived, albeit barely, and now I would take from the one place little thieves spent eternity. I didn’t doubt I’d leave Ifreann limping, bruised, bloodied, and missing chunks, but my pockets would be full, and my sister would be at my side. I wouldn’t settle for less. I didn’t suffer for free. Ifreann would pay for every tear I shed here and every fear that raddled my bones, just as the fae had.

The Ifreann-made relic had been created to seek out souls with just one thought. It was once used to find those who owed a debt to hell, a creation of unimaginable power and malicious intent, the darkest of magics, and had very few details written about it. This single mention, in the dozens of books I had read so far, didn’t have any drawings of the piece or the origins of who created the sinister object. It was as though no one had been brave enough to scribble down more than a remark for fear of being noticed. In a world where words carried power and punishment, I’d have thought twice about what I wrote down as well. I was certainly careful about what I said out loud, especially here, in Death House, where I was never alone, no matter how empty a room may look and feel.
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The Hand of Souls has an insatiable thirst. Its wicked delights are woven into the fabric of fate itself. It’s power drawing in souls like moths to a flame. As daylight fades and shadows lengthen, its cursed nature reaches out like vines in the night, ensnaring its user. Those who grasp the Hand of Souls are forever marked by its twisted touch, eternally intertwined with the darkness that plagues its very existence. 

When you touch darkness, darkness will always touch back.
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I cursed and slammed the book shut. There was no mention of where the Hand currently was or where to even start looking. Our family grimoires held more information on the damned thing, and none of us, throughout generations, had ever even seen it. The Price of Magic, brought into Ifreann by Harlis, had said its last location was Ifreann. But Ifreann held its secrets beneath its layers of crust and didn’t release them without a fight to the death and a soul as payment.

“Fiadh...” Roisin’s voice glided down the hall on tiptoes and echoed into the library. 

Quiet at first, like a tease. She was just waking up. Her voice grew louder and louder, edged with the kind of rage I had only ever seen in our mam when she was lost to the drink. Roisin had woken days ago, her soul barely clinging to life, and every hour of her wake was filled with burning fury as her tattered soul struggled to hold on. It was only a matter of time before it, like me, didn’t want to be here anymore. 

Her deafening shrieks reverberated through the air, piercing through the silence like a thunderclap. Her scream trembled with unrestrained rage as the heat and hate erupted from her throat in a guttural shrill that felt like a hot slap across the face. The sheer force of her emotions was palpable as it ripped through the rooms to find its intended target. Me. Each word she uttered was laced with a rawness that I could feel in my soul, echoing with a ferocity that demanded to be heard, just as our mam had once commanded of us all. 

“Enough, Roisin,” I whispered. 

“It will never be enough.” Her words crawled into my ear like a starved digger beetle. 

Her voice scarcely held any hint of who she had once been. The spell she had cast was slowly eating away at all she was. The price of magic was exacting its toll, ravaging her soul from within, stripping away her humanity, corrupting her intentions, twisting her desires and leaving her as someone unrecognizable. Harlis once told me I couldn’t cure my mother with a spell, that the consequences would be unimaginable. Roisin was the unimaginable consequence of wielding the magic he had warned me of. The darkness that had accompanied her spell was a shadow slowly creeping in, eating at the bits and pieces still holding on. And it would only get worse.

Roisin had disrupted the balance between light and dark, life and death, good and evil, and now that balance called for retribution, a sacrifice. This was why Harlis had forbidden the use of spells. Each incantation spoken, sigil drawn, and spell cast carried a weight that could never be fully understood until the price was left to be paid, and it always got paid. There was no escaping this debt. She had used her draíocht and blood, forever fixing the price to the very soul withering away inside her. Whatever she would become because of it would stain us in ways neither of us would ever recover from.

“Fiadh...” Roisin called out my name, sounding like nails on a blackboard.

“Enough!” I screamed. 

My draíocht flared, leaking from my fingertips in a hot wind. Silence soon followed her laughter. It had been this way since she had awoken. Hours of anger poured through every crack and crevasse. The halls quieted once again. The calm would only last a few short hours. But they were hours I was grateful to have, both for my sanity and hers.

The hairs on the back of my neck stood at attention. I could feel him coming long before I could see him, his energy rolling through the room and wrapping around me like a favored blanket. Killian stepped into the library. The sight of him made my legs weak. For a brief moment, I forgot about the nagging clock in the back of my mind and the cruel words from someone I loved more than my next breath. My lungs filled with the rich scent of lavender and vanilla. My stomach twisted with butterflies at the very hint of him being near. I grinned. We hadn’t had much time together since bringing Roisin here, with my nose always shoved in a book or helping Harlis track down information on the Hand of Souls. I couldn’t remember the last time we had been alone, just him and I, without chaos pulling us apart. It was probably for the better, given the thoughts that swirled in my head the moment he touched me, however innocent those touches were.

“Darkness has sent her to slumber,” Killian said, crossing the room. The look on his face was pure pity. He eyed a small tortoise on my desk. With a practiced motion, he picked it up, and it was gone, just like every other time he found me with something from his garden. “Those are the Shoebill’s food, not your pets. Bonding with something I will feed to another will only hurt your heart.”

“It’s already smashed to pieces. I’d likely not even notice,” I answered.

He wrapped his arms around me, squeezing until my brokenness felt put back together. His body heat seeped into me and chased away the chill in my bones. “If you would like to keep the hard-shelled creature, I will bring it back.”

I laughed softly into his chest. “It’s not that, although when I leave here, I’m going to steal him from you for good.”

He led me to one of the chairs and served us biscuits and tea from the cart Yulis kept full. “Out with it. Aside from Roisin, what else is bothering you?” 

“I need out of here. My skin feels like it’s crawling off my bones.”

“I can see why. You’ve trapped yourself in this library from morning until well into the night. It’s consuming all you are. We all can see the spark fading within you.” He leaned forward. “Where is it you wish to go?”

I ignored his comment about my inner spark. I knew it was slowly withering away. I could feel it. But I wasn’t about to save myself at the expense of my sister. I could suffer years of this for her. “I need you to take me to see Julian, please.” 

He looked surprised. “I was expecting you to ask to return to Falias.”

“I won’t leave my sister behind, not for anything.” 

“Are you certain the Shadow Corridor is the best place to be right now?”

“Why would it not? Has Julian said I’m no longer welcome at his residence?”

“Not at all.”

“Then what is the issue?” I asked.

“You can’t kill him.”

“Why? Because he’s one of your men?” I held his stare. “Do you think that would stop me?” 

“Not in the least. But with Julian, he simply can’t die,” he replied, unbothered by the hint of my threat. “You’re free to try. Maybe you’ll find a way that I’ve never thought of. His death would restore the imbalance he and Roisin created.”

“I thought it was as simple as you deciding not to save a life?” I frowned at the casualness of my answer. “I mean, it’s not simple. All death is difficult, and I imagine choosing who lives and dies is a difficult burden to carry.”

“Why should another suffer because they meddled with magic? I can’t punish someone else for the deeds of Roisin and Julian.”

“I’m so sorry,” I whispered. “If I could fix it, I would.”

“It’s not your responsibility to fix all things done by Roisin. It is hers. She and Julian will make amends, not you.”

“I can’t help but feel responsible. She’s my sister. I’m supposed to protect her.”

“Protect her, but stop flaying your soul alive for her. No one is asking that of you except you.”

“Flaying souls went out decades ago, Killian.” I teased. He had said similar to me weeks ago. “I’m simply slow-roasting myself to a perfect crisp.”

He stood, pulling me to his front and cupped my chin, kissing me in the softest of ways. It was the kind of touch that I barely felt on my lips, but it had rolled through me like thunder. “You don’t taste crispy,” he breathed into my mouth. “You taste like sadness and regret.”

I leaned back. “Having a soul means having regrets.”

“Only love does that.”

“Do you have any regrets?”

He half-shrugged. “I have no regrets. There have been times, however, when I wished I would have been better prepared for an outcome, but never have I wished for the end to be any different from how fate has decided. My ego isn’t so big as to think I know better than fate.”

I frowned and stepped back. “Are you saying you’ve never fallen in love?”

“I’ve cared deeply, but no, I’ve never loved another, as you know the word. Love comes at a greater cost than any other emotion. As a Fomori, there is no room for such things. I must put my duties before all else. To do anything less would unbalance worlds.”

I swallowed a moan trapped in my throat, the sound of a heart breaking. The realization that he could never love me settled against my soul like shards of ice. I don’t know why the news surprised me as much as it did. He was Fomori. Wanting him to love me back was as dangerous as it was ridiculous. Although I appreciated his honesty and always did, this one truth felt like being kicked in the chest. 

Had I honestly expected him to love me? 

My mind raced back to the moment I had made the bargain with him when Julian had said it was forbidden for them to love a souled. I don’t know how I could have been so blind or hopeful. There wasn’t room for hope in a place that drank souls like water. 

I couldn’t blame Killian, not when I was the one foolish enough to dream for the unreachable, but damn it, if it didn’t hurt like hell. 

I pulled away and forced a smile, reminding myself to breathe. “That must be a lonely existence.” 

“It is all I know.”

I cleared my throat, shoving my new wound down into the pit of my stomach where I would choke on it later. Without a doubt, I’d be retching on the pain and tears of it all when I had time to hold all of my hurts in my hands. 

“Shall we?”

He furrowed his brows. “Did that answer bother you?”

“This one just stung a little more than I thought it would. The truth is usually difficult to hear, but it’s a necessary evil.” I brushed away the absurd notion that I’d get to have it all in the end. I shouldn’t be so bold as to think fate wouldn’t take from me in the cruelest of ways as I meddled with her plans for Roisin. Nothing was free, and saving Roisin would cost me. Although I was prepared to pay with everything I had, including my love, that didn’t mean it didn’t feel like falling down a rocky cliff when presented with the price. “Are you able to bring me to Julian’s?”

“Are you sure you don’t wish to discuss this a little more?”

I forced a smile. “There isn’t anything more that needs to be said. I appreciate that you’re honest with me, even when it’s not something I want to hear. It doesn’t change how I feel, but it does remind me of who you are and the duties you have. I’ll admit that I’ve ignored it, for no other reason than wanting to pretend that some part of my life is normal. But that isn’t on you, Killian. It’s on me to sort out.”

“If you want to talk about it later, I’m open to it. The last thing I want is to hurt an already broken heart.”

“Thank you.” But I wasn't thankful. Not really. Not inside my heart.

His smile didn’t reach his eyes. I didn’t have to say it out loud for him to know I was saddened by his response. He reached for my hand, and his draíocht filled me to my core as his portal opened. I didn’t know if it was the portal or his touch that excited me. Both sent shivers down my spine, jolting my senses awake as each nerve ending was electrified. It was exhilarating and unnerving to watch the library fade away into nothingness and have the fabric of reality shift us into some place new. The transition was brief but intense, leaving me momentarily disoriented as I adjusted to the Shadow Corridor. What came as easily as breathing to Killian was like learning to fly for myself. He never stepped out of a portal on legs resembling a newborn calf. I, on the other hand, staggered about looking like a wine-drunk lunatic.

“We had to pass through Julian’s wards. That’s why you feel out of sorts.” He pulled me into his chest when my legs wobbled. “Without giving him notice, his residence is not empty, and my glamour does not work in this corridor. Prepare yourself.”

I turned around without fear. No matter what Julian had done, he wouldn’t let any of his people hurt me, nor would his brother Yulis. I took in the garden I had once trained in. My breath hitched in my throat. His grounds looked like they were bleeding pure anguish. It felt like the inside of a heart still breaking. The small ponds, once clear, were murky and stagnant, mirroring the taste of pain and salty tears in the air. The blooms that I had once admired now drooped as if weighed down with sorrow, their petals nearly melting off their stems like tears. The gentle rustling of leaves sounded like someone trying to hold in their sobs.

“Has it always felt this awful here?” I asked. “It didn’t feel like this when I was here last.”

“His residence feels like him, just as mine feels like me. What you’re sensing is Julian’s grief.”

“I can taste his tears.”

“As can I.” 

I turned my eyes up to his, shivering as a wave of sorrow rolled up my back. “Why does your House not feel like this? Death is sad.”

“Death itself isn’t sad. It’s inevitable. The only people who grieve are those still living. The dead don’t care about such things.” Killian pointed to the right side of the garden. “He’s in there.”

I swallowed a rock in the back of my throat, my bravery wanting to back out of my decision to come here. I scanned the grounds and was surprised at how populated it was. “There’s so many of his people here. I hadn’t even known so many had lived at his residence. Where did he send them when I was training?”

“Death House,” Killian answered. “Release your worry. For the most part, they’ll leave you alone. They’ll be curious, but no harm will come to you.”

“Because of you?” 

“Because Julian and Yulis would tear them to pieces before I could even draw a drop of blood. Neither of them would think too kindly on harm coming to someone they care deeply for.”

“Thank you for bringing me.” I stepped away from Killian. The muscles in my legs were still shaking, but I squared my shoulders, anyway. Bravery didn’t mean I wasn’t about to vomit. It just meant I stepped over the mess and kept pushing forward. “I’ll call you when I am ready to come back.”

Killian was gone in a blink. A soft wind wrapped around me as he left. But the moment I was alone, my courage nearly landed on my shoes. My stomach clenched into a knot immediately. Before my feet would take a single step, I had to convince myself that nothing would happen to me here. I closed my eyes, my anxiety trying to climb out of its prison with as much force as I was using to keep my breakfast down. I breathed in and out and shook out my arms. I was safe, or as safe as one could be, while standing in hell. I laughed to myself. No one was safe anywhere, and that I thought I’d be saved in the one place that tortured souls made me laugh.

I took to the twisting pathways through the familiar yet grief-stricken garden. Although I had spent two weeks here, training to survive the mounds, it had been emptied of Julian’s people. Today, my eyes roamed through Julian’s slice of the Shadow Corridor. Demons, with their twisted forms and inky shadows, lounged carelessly among the flowers and gnarled trees. Their presence seems to blend into the melancholy hanging in the air as if they were the artwork and the pitiful garden was the backdrop. Although they noticed me, none stared for all that long, as though I wasn’t anything new to hell. I wondered how many had seen me when I was here last, merely glamoured from my sight. I did my best to keep my eyes forward. Aside from seeing a handful of demons, this was my first stroll through a garden of them. 

I hated the feeling of being watched, more so in a realm that drank souls as a fine wine. There was something unsettling about Julian’s people lazing on the mossy ground, reveling in the new grotesque beauty that had taken over this once-handsome estate. It looked like they were enjoying the misery. Julian’s misery. That alone bothered me the most. As angry as I had been with him, no one deserved their heart ache to be celebrated.

My skin crawled with spiders as I moved past each person. Some smiled, twisting my stomach and some simply ignored me, but each step through them coated my body in nervous sweat. Shadows, wraiths, specters, and everything in between formed back into their solid states as I neared them, which was more uncomfortable than seeing them as a wisp.

A shadow lurking at the side of the path rapped on the ground twice. I smiled. “Hello, Yulis.”

He didn’t have a solid form as his brother Julian did, but we had managed to communicate just fine without him having a voice. He twisted over the path and across my feet, and for the briefest moment, I felt every emotion held within his inky form. He was happy I had come and saddened at the reason why. His worry over his brother stole my breath away. That he was part of the most feared group in all of Ifreann, the Fir Bolgs, and had the heart of a saint, made me grin. He was one of the gentler souls I knew, in both Falias and down here. It hadn’t taken long for us to grow close. I would take kindness wherever I could find it and I found it in spades with Yulis.

“The price of magic isn’t just carried by the wielder,” I said, looking out over the garden of sorrow. “It is a cost everyone tied to the spell must pay. This, unfortunately, isn’t even the worse of what is yet to come. If I don’t find a cure, the final payment will eat all of our souls. Watching a souled lose herself to the darkness, lose what makes her pure, will destroy our hearts, and the guilt will drown those who loved her.”

Yulis slinked closer to me, his sadness feeling wet across my ankles like tears. He inched forward as if beckoning me toward his brother. I found Julian in the center of his garden, leaning against a tree, staring out over his now-blackened rose bushes. Once tended to by fairies, the flowers held no chirping wings or the sparkling dust of his groundskeepers. I didn’t know what was worse, that he had stolen everything of beauty from his grounds or that he was standing alone, cut off from the care of his people, as though he were undeserving of love. 

He turned to face me, dressed as if he were waiting for an invitation to Roisin’s funeral. He kept his eyes down and his arms clasped behind his back. He didn’t step away or flinch when I walked swiftly to his front. He simply closed his eyes like he had already accepted whatever fate that I would deliver upon him. My heart broke for him in that moment. I had wanted to do and say a dozen different things, but I hugged him instead. He froze under my touch, but he finally hugged me back. He felt like holding onto a storm made of flesh and tears.

“You smell like grief,” Julian whispered. “It feels like a broken heart beating against my chest. Are you okay?”

“I was given a dose of truth today that I wasn’t ready for.”

“Are any of us truly ready?”

“No, I don’t think we are.” I pulled back and led us to a bench. 

“I’m sorry for your heartache. You’ve had enough of that for a lifetime.”

“Thank you, but I’ll get over it. It’s nothing compared to everything else.” I motioned to his garden. “I love what you’ve done with the place. It’s very I’m-ready-for-a-funeral.” 

“My residence is tied to my draíocht, and my draíocht is tied to my essence. It is difficult for me to want to stand in beauty when I’ve caused darkness to befall your family. I don’t deserve those comforts when Roisin is sitting in a warded room in Ifreann.”

“Speaking of, I need to know. Why did you do it? Why would you risk her soul like this?”

“I wish I had some noble reason or any reason, really, that wasn’t selfish. But I don’t. When she asked for my help, her reasons were pure, but my acceptance wasn’t. I didn’t want to lose her. All I could think about was that she would be okay. She’s stronger than any other souled I’ve met. I told myself she’d be fine. She’d wake up and would be as she always was. I lied to myself and everyone else because I couldn’t imagine a day without her. I did it because I didn’t want her to die. Nothing more, nothing less. And I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “I wish I never had given my oath.”

“So do I. But I understand why you did it.” I squeezed his hand. “The night I went to Roisin, I tried to trade my soul to Chaos to save her. Had I known that binding her soul was an option, I probably would have asked one of you to help me do it. I hate to admit it, but I’d have done the same as you did.”

“But I know better.”

“As do I. All Milesian cursers know not to meddle with a soul. It’s the first thing we’re taught when learning about curses and spells. Some things you just don’t touch, souls being one of them. But Roisin did it anyway, knowing the outcome could be the fade of her soul.” 

I released a heated breath. The remnants of my anger went with it. Seeing Julian suffering as deeply as I was had made me see him through the eyes of compassion and not the rage of yesterday. He wasn’t the monster I built up in my head, the one I had wanted him to be, because it was easier than the truth. Roisin had done this to herself. She was the villain in her story.

“Is she...?” his voice trailed. 

“She’s alive, but not exactly how I remember her to be. She’s quite spirited in ensuring her anger reaches my ears.” 

“Thank your gods. I thought you were coming to deliver bad news.” His body visibly relaxed. “I’ve heard she’s been quite rageful and needs to be slumbered multiple times a day.”

I frowned. “Have you not been to see her?”

“I’m banned from Death House until this issue is resolved. And Killian is warding Roisin so tightly that I can’t feel her, either. Yulis has been keeping me informed, but he’s having a hard time getting down to see her when Killian’s brothers are there.”

I frowned. “Who banned you? Killian?”

He nodded. “I deserve far worse than not being at Roisin’s side. If he knew how to kill me, he’d likely have done that instead.”

“I thought of killing you as well, but Killian informed me that you can’t die. Lucky for you.”

His laugh was soft and broken, like it had been his first one since we returned from Falias. He looked like he felt guilty for even the slightest bit of joy. “If you truly wanted my death as payment, I would tell you how to end my existence. I would do anything to make things right again.”

“A week ago, I’d have been tempted to ask you. But I think you’ve punished yourself enough already.”

“Don’t be scared,” he said. 

Before I could ask, the garden center where we sat blackened, little by little. He held my hand and pulled me to my feet. Julian faded into the darkness around me. His shadows wrapped around me, and all I could feel was safe. The air crackled with a familiar energy that was all Julian. Swirls of light twisted around me, casting a glow wherever they rolled across my skin. They felt warm and left a trail of tingles where they had landed. The bits of light pulled into the center in a perfect ball of brilliance.

“That is my essence,” he whispered from all around me, moving the orb of light to my front. “All you must do is take it and will its death. Hold it in your hand and squeeze it until it crumbles. Once every light goes out, I will be no more.”

I reached out and held it. I had no desire to take his life from him. In my palm, I felt his grief and regret. I felt my sister. I could smell her perfumes and lotions. The darkness filled with her voice, her laughter, her singing the silly songs we had learned as children. Everything that had ever been important to Julian filled his shadows. I saw flashes of his memories, most of which were of Roisin. But under the decades of memories, I heard conversations with those he cared for. Killian’s voice was the loudest. Their laughter, their wars, their grieving, and their celebrations filled my mind as though I had been there. Swirls of dark forms twisted in the distance, his family. I could pick Yulis out of the group by feeling alone. And for a brief moment, I could hear his voice. It was softer than Julian’s, calmer in every way. Yulis was younger and curious. He sounded exactly how I would have imagined.

“This is your soul.”

“I do not have a soul,” he replied. 

I smiled. “It feels like a soul. I can sense your emotions and memories. I can hear whispers of moments you’ve begged the gods to keep. I can feel your happiness and your regrets.”

His remorse was deep and cutting. The intensity of his sorrow squeezed my lungs as though he carried the weight of his sadness like a heavy boulder on his shoulders. But beneath all the pain, I felt his love. It was indescribable how deep he cared for Roisin, to the point he would damn himself for eternity for her. He was willing to give up everything to keep her alive, including the companionship of his closest friend, Killian. 

The light lifted from my hand and spread back out around us, and Julian retook his form. “It is my essence. Ifreanns do not have souls.”

“You can call it whatever you wish, but I felt your sorrow, your love, your wish to have walked a different path. The soulless do not feel what batters a soul.” I closed my eyes and thought of each kernel of light. I reached forward, through his glamour, and touched the parts of him that were hurting the most. “The soulless do not feel like this, Julian.”

“Roisin said the same thing when I showed her,” he replied. “She used to laze about inside my darkness, inside my essence, for hours. Whenever she was sad or lonely or after your mother would have an episode, she would crawl inside, and I would take all of her tears and pain from her. I would put your house back together while Roisin healed the wounds from words that shattered her heart.”

I frowned. “What do you mean you would put my house back together? My mother’s episodes only started getting really bad in the last year or so.”

He shook his head. “You only noticed them in the last year because Roisin got too busy with training and the Legacy to cover them up. She never wanted you to have to deal with them.”

“I never knew.”

“Because she never wanted you to. You had given up so much already. She didn’t want to burden you with caring for your mother while also working full time in the shop. She saw how much you loved your work. Not just the books, but healing the wee folk and crafting curses for your community. It is the same reason why you tried to hide the severity of your mam’s episodes from her, but she always knew. She never mentioned it because she knew you worried for her and would give up something else to take care of your mam.”

I smiled. “She’s always been the most selfless person I’ve ever known.”

“Her last wish was selfless, although misguided. She was scared you’d be alone, scared you’d blame yourself for her death. She didn’t want you to live a life where you carried the guilt of her passing, beating yourself up for not saving her from the Wild Hunt. She knew you’d never recover from it, that you’d never live the life she wanted you to have.”

“I’d strangle her if she was safe enough to touch, but Harlis says she’s like standing next to a lightning bolt right now,” I replied. His shoulders dropped, and his eyes watered. I stood and grabbed his hand. “Let’s go see her.”

“I can’t. I’m prohibited from entering Death House. Killian may not be able to take my life, but he can take all I have. He can kill those who call Shadow House their home. Crossing into another Fomori’s territory without their permission is dangerous enough. Going when you’ve been officially uninvited is signing a death warrant.”

“Can I not invite you?” I asked. 

“Yes, but I’d only be saddling you with the problem, not removing it. The punishment of bringing me there would fall on your shoulders rather than mine. I won’t risk it.”

“I don’t think Killian would harm me, but if he tried, we would see how close to death a Fomorian could get. He may not love me, but I think he loves himself enough to be smart about his choices.” 

“Who said he doesn’t love you?”

“He did, just this morning before I got here,” I answered.

“Explains why you smell like someone carved your heart out of your chest with a rusty spoon.”

“Not much I can do about that, but I can do something about you and Roisin.” I pulled on his hand and sighed when he wouldn’t budge. “I felt the love you and Roisin shared when I held your essence. Regardless of how we got here, I’m not going to punish my sister by taking you away from her. I’ll yell at her when she’s well.” I motioned to his garden. “I think you’ve been punished enough. You’ve taken away everything that’s ever brought you joy. You’ve had enough, Julian, and so have I. My sister needs you. I need you. Please come with me. I will stand at your side.”

“You don’t understand what you are asking, Faidh. Killian will not appreciate you stepping on his toes, regardless of how he feels about you. He has decreed I’m not welcome.”

“I’m not going to play Ifreann games with him or anyone else. My concern is Roisin, not Killian. If he has an issue, he can voice it, but he’s not going to stop me from doing everything in my power to save my sister. He’s the one that brought us here. Now he can deal with what that means,” I replied. “You are the other half of her soul. Having you close by might help her, and I’m not going to let Killian bully me into allowing Roisin’s soul to fade just because his ego can’t take it.” 

“I wouldn’t call what we’re about to see as Killian’s ego being bruised. It’s going to be much worse than that.”

“So be it.”

“I don’t know if you’re crazy or determined.”

“I’d say a little of both.”

“Let me grab a few things,” he said, and I followed him through the garden and into the house. He changed into clean black linen pants and a black shirt. Something about him removing his leathers made my stomach roll. He would be going to Death House not as a warrior, but as someone who would bleed. Before we left, he grabbed a silver dagger and hung it on his hip next to a small emerald-green bag. It was my sister's curse bag from the shop. 

I groaned, thinking of home. “The bookshop is probably ransacked by now or seized for failure to pay taxes.”

“Your house goblin has that under control, and Killian has been paying your taxes,” he answered. “Those who owe your family favor are watching the shop and your home and keeping the curious at bay. Your little fire sprite can be pretty convincing.”

I smiled. “Vys and Poppy are not to be trifled with on a good day. They’re absolute nightmares on a bad day.”

“If I could burn, I’d be dead and eaten,” he answered and led us from his chambers down through his house. “Poppy is the only one, outside of you and Roisin, that knows how to kill me.”

“How did she find out?”

“When I arrived at your family home after you went into the mounds, she attacked me. She was not as forgiving as you had been and blamed me for what happened to Roisin. Without you there to grant me permission, she wouldn’t let me near your mother or sister. I lost my temper and filled the room with shadows, thinking I’d scare her into submission. She began to collect the bits of light she could see and burned them in her hands. I turned back to my physical state, to her laughter.”

I laughed. “Poppy submits to no one. She had a hard life up until I bought her from a draíocht dealer in the Cursed Corridor.” Julian’s face twisted in disgust. “I didn’t buy her to keep her as a pet, obviously. I bought her freedom. I released her as soon as we were out of the Corridor. A few hours later, once I was at home and my mam was having an episode, Poppy returned. The sight of her had calmed my mother down instantly. Poppy sat on my mother’s hand and sang. My mother could understand what she was saying, but I never could. Vys, my house goblin, came out of the ceiling and translated for me. It was a song about hope. Poppy helped calm my mother as payment for what I had done for her. She never left, though I never asked her to.”

“That explains why she became so enraged when I neared your mother. She bonded with her over shared grief and heartache.” 

“I never looked at it that way, but you’re probably right. Poppy was always near when my mother would have a breakdown. Sometimes, when she was too far gone, only Harlis sending her to slumber would help. Other times, Poppy’s singing would usually do the trick.”

Julian released a long, shaking breath. “You don’t have to come with me, Fiadh. You won’t enjoy the other side of Death House.”

“His court?”

Julian nodded. “I’m not welcome in Death House. I can’t arrive at his residence without it being taken as an act of aggression, no matter who was inviting me. Going to his court and requesting an audience will be the only way my arrival won’t be seen as defiance.”

I swallowed hard. “Then we go together.”

“You’re not going to like it there.”

“I’ll like sending you in there alone, even less.”

“When we arrive, do not intervene. I must present myself to Killian and suffer the consequences of my actions, whatever they may be.”

“What will happen?” I asked, unsure if I even wanted to know.

“I don’t know. I’ve never been dumb enough to stand against Death before.”
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A Poisonous Nectar
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The devil's charm is a poisonous nectar, 

drawing you in with promises, 

only to leave you broken and hollow in the end. 

Beware of those who wear a halo of darkness, 

for their love is a seductive trap that will 

lead you down a path of ruin and regret.

- The Price of Magic

Book Two of the O’Clearly Grimoires

––––––––
[image: ]


“HOLY HELL,” I whispered as soon as we stepped into the hall leading to Killian’s court. My entire body shivered as it soaked up the energy twisting around us. If rage had a taste, it would be the poisonous nectar that hung in the air of Death House—bitter-sweet and deadly. It smelled like the inside of a used coffin and was just as dark. My skin prickled with a clammy cold sweat, goosebumps rolling over my skin. 

“There’s nothing holy about this place.” Julian pulled me closer. “I offer you a few words of wisdom in this hellish place. Do not cower here, Fiadh, not for anyone. This is not a place to look weak. Go in there like you own it. Respect is only earned through fear and dominance within these walls, and you don’t want to be seen as the only coward here. The moment they smell weakness, you’re nothing but prey in a room full of blood-thirsty predators.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You’re literally what eats the night.”

“And you can tear someone’s fucking soul out. Act like it. Your teeth and claws are as sharp as mine. You’re no one’s dog to be kicked. Stop laying on the floor as if you were one.”

“I’ve missed your pep talks. They’re almost as awful as Killian’s,” I answered.

“Adding a layer of sugar to the truth will only get you killed. Lift your chin, square your shoulders, and be ready to walk on the bones of any who stand in your way. Welcome to Death House. You bow to no one.”

I swallowed hard. “This is going to hurt.”

“Rest easy. The pain will be mine and mine alone.” 

“Somehow, I doubt that.”

I wiped my palms on my dress and released the tension in my shoulders. I could do this. I had been to worse places and lived through it. Death House couldn’t be worse than the mounds. Nothing was worse than the Sidhe. Not even hell. With a nod from me, we walked down the empty hall toward the double doors of Killian’s court of Death. The blood-red carpet under my feet didn’t leave me with a feeling of confidence. It was the perfect color for dragging the dead over without leaving a stain. This was, without a doubt, where fools came to die. I could feel it in my bones, smell it dripping down the walls. A simple misstep here was all ending. 

Draíocht crawled up my arms and legs like slippery snakes, coating me with the sensation of instant anger. The closer we got to the doors at the end of the hall, the worse I felt. My temper flared to life, unprovoked. I held my breath, trying to contain it. Just moments ago, I had been nervous, but now I clenched my fists, looking for a target to unleash upon. I shook out my hands and rubbed my arms, feeling like anger had clung to me like I had just walked through heated spiderwebs. It started as a small spark in the pit of my stomach and twisted into fiery rage and hate, both threatening to boil over. My stomach rolled with emotions I hadn’t arrived with and prodded me to let it loose upon the next poor sap to open their mouth with stupidity flowing from their lips. 

“What you’re feeling is only going to get worse once we’re inside,” Julian said to my twitches and groans. “Remember your training. Do not let your temper control you. Let it in and let it out. The harder you fight it, the longer it will linger.”

“What the hell is it? It’s crawling all over me like insects swarming over a dead body.”

“This is what standing too close to Death feels like.”

“Killian doesn’t feel like this.”

He huffed a laugh as though what I had said was foolish. “Oh, yes, he does, and worse. He’s just better at controlling it whenever you’re around him. His people, on the other hand, are not. It is why he keeps his personal residence empty while you’re here, so as to not drown you in the cravings of blood and death.”

“This feels awful.”

“Not to his people,” he replied. “This is what it feels like to exist to them. It’s no different from you feeling safe behind a mountain of books or surrounded by curses and the wee folk. This, what you’re feeling, is their sanctuary.”

“My soul wasn’t made for this.”

“The longer you remain here, the easier it gets, but I’d rather you not grow accustomed to Death House.”

“I couldn’t imagine living with this anger, day in and day out. Let’s get this over with,” I said, swallowing a rock in the back of my throat. “I don’t want to spend any more time here than I need to.”

“Neither do I. I don’t like coming to his court any more than you do.”

“Why would you align yourself with Killian if you hated coming here? 

“I am loyal to Killian, but I’m not a member of his court. He rarely calls me to this side of his residence. He knows I don’t like it.” Julian paused at the doors. “You don’t have to do this, Faidh. Say the word, and I’ll send you back to Killian’s residence.”

“It will never be worse than the mounds. No matter what I see here, it’ll never come close to what I saw at the feet of Oberon.”

“That depends on your measurement of worse,” he said, and I cringed.

I motioned for him to stop stalling, and he pulled the doors open. I was immediately hit with a raw, unadulterated lust for everything dark and deadly. I reached into my pocket and gripped my stone of protection, pricking my finger on its rough edges and bleeding onto it. Breath after breath, the rage flowed out of me, leaving me feeling empty and cold, as though it had been a fire I had curled around. Within a few heartbeats, my mind and body calmed, but the struggle to let go had been a battle I didn’t want to win. Rage was intoxicating and addictive. One sip and it felt like all of my troubles could be solved with one angry outburst. One dead body at my feet and the world could have been mine for the taking. But rage was a cunning liar, and I let it go as I would any other false promise. The sharp edge of my temper was still present, but the desire to lose myself to the hate was gone. Anger so brutal it burned was no stranger to me. I had spent years holding it back, letting it go, shoving it down. Today, while this was much stronger, how I dealt with it would be no different. 

“Remember, you crawl for no one within these walls,” Julian said. “Do not give away a drop of your power. You back down for no one.”

As we entered Death House through the massive wood-carved doors into his court, the air thickened with the stench of spent power and the whispers of souls who had been collected over the centuries. The entrance was adorned with grotesque sculptures, each depicting scenes of despair and suffering, as if anyone needed the grim reminder of whose House they were walking into. The room pulsed with a familiar power. Under the smell of death and blood was Killian. It was an odd mixture that filled my lungs. Fear and safety. Hate and love. I had no doubt that this was how so many souls were withering away in Bitterhold. They had loved the wrong person. They had trusted those who stole souls.

Death House looked nothing like Killian’s residence. His court was a glimpse inside the darker part of his mind, where power collided with ego and was dipped in gold. The perimeter of the room held towering obsidian pillars that seemed to reach for a heaven they would never enter, only to be left to stand in hell with the rest of us. Crimson and gold tapestries with scenes of death and pain hung from the walls. Fire danced in braziers, casting shadows that twisted and writhed like lost souls in pain. Flickering flames from candles and draíocht added another reminder of where I was. This was not the home of Killian. This was the throne room of a Fomori, one of the Scale of Six, and it felt every bit like it. And at the head of the chamber sat his dark throne, intricately carved with the symbols of death. The throne itself was draped in velvet, the color of dried blood. Macabre statues of the tormented and those who exacted the agony stood at the edges of the room, their eyes seeming to follow my every step as we walked toward the throne. If they could speak, they’d tell me to turn around, to leave before I, too, ended up just another victim.

I grabbed Julian’s hand, my heart pounding in my chest. Death House was filled to the brim with Killian’s people. Demons, in their cruel and bitter forms, illuminated by macabre flames, gave off an aura of wickedness that I struggled to take my eyes off of. The thought of them standing behind me churned my stomach. They were what I had seen in Bitterhold, in my seeing before coming into this infernal place. From tucked wings to sharp-toothed grins, each one instilled the kind of fear one would reserve for waking up in hell the first time. It didn’t matter how long I had been here. Seeing them up close was unlike anything I could have imagined. Their eyes, ablaze with curiosity and death, pierced straight through to my soul. 

The laughter of demons echoed through the hall, mingling with the clinks of glasses and dishes as they indulged in the offerings piled up around them. Their voices rolled across my skin like wet tongues. My stomach clenched at each high pitch. In the background, a melody haunted the chamber, played by musicians I couldn’t see.

Julian leaned into my ear. “Don’t puke. This rug is older than most sins, and Killian rather likes it.”

I elbowed him. “I’d tell you to go to hell, but...” I motioned to the room. 

Julian’s soft laugh filled the space around us like thick fog. “If you’ve ever seen the below, you’d have an entirely different opinion of Ifreann. This is nothing compared to hell.”

“I think I’ve done enough traveling for one lifetime, thank you.”

“Come now, you haven’t lived until you’ve toured the brimstone mounds and tar pits.”

I huffed a laugh. I knew what he was trying to do, keep my mind distracted from the fact that we were in Death House, but it wasn’t working. Nothing would blind me from where I was. There would be no mistaking this court as a place of safety. The risk was held in each shrouded corner that concealed acts I could only hear and feel in the energy radiating through the room.

Tables, carved with damned souls eternally suffering, stretched through the chamber, laden with feasts that could feed hundreds. Roasted meats, cakes and tarts, and wines that promised the night could become a blur if you wanted to forget being here. I was tempted to grab one of the bottles and drink it in its entirety, if only to darken the memory of this moment. 

Every breath I took held the scent of sinful delights. Killian was Death, but he did it with style and temptation, almost in a mockery of the very nature of the gods and goddesses who birthed him. Everything about Ifreann was a slap in the face of the gods.

“We wait here.” Julian stopped us in the middle of the chamber. 

I ignored the feeling of spiders crawling over my skin as we were watched. I leaned into Julian. “If I didn’t think Killian had an ego before, I certainly do now,” I muttered, motioning to the gold nearly dripping down the walls like paint. There wasn’t a surface that wasn’t detailed in the finest silvers and golds, the largest gems and the best silks. “It looks like his vanity puked all over the place.”

The hair on the back of my neck stood as Killian’s scent reached my lungs. The lavender and vanilla held heat and anger. I could feel it lick up my legs. I pressed myself into Julian as Killian’s voice boomed through the room. Wind whipped around us, sharp and bitter, as if it were made of sand and shards of glass. I watched as his people slowly began to back away from the storm that was cutting through the court, clearing my view of the front of the room. Killian stood with his hand gripping someone’s neck. That someone was dangling a few feet off the floor and looked starved for air. His pants were wet down the front with blood and vomit. The look on his face was pure terror.

“Where is she?” Killian shook the man in his grasp. “If you make me look for her, I will burn your entire estate to the ground, locking your doors before I light the fire. I do not care how many of your people will suffer for your mistake. I won’t ask again. Where the fuck is she?”

The man’s face was turning red. It took him several tries before he could squeak out the words. “My estate, my lord.” 

I tucked myself into Julian like a second skin. “What’s going on?”

Julian shook his head. “Stop talking, now.”

Shadows rolled from the front of the room. Darkness stepped out of the inky clouds with a woman not much older than myself. He shoved her to the floor beside the man. “She made me work for it. She was hiding inside a circle of protection.”

“She’s...not Ifreann,” I whispered. “He can’t kill her.”

“When I told you to own the room, I was not referring to Killian. No one owns him or his commands.” 

“But he can’t possibly...”

Julian stepped behind me and placed his hand
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