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# Chapter 1: The Witch in the Midnight Garden

The first time Kieran Valebrook saw the immortal witch, she was standing beneath a dead moon.

The moon had not truly died, of course. It still hung above the eastern mountains, pale and distant, surrounded by thin clouds. But from Kieran’s position in the old cemetery, it appeared dark at the center, as though something had consumed its light.

He had come to the cemetery looking for a missing woman.

Instead, he found Evangeline Starrow.

She stood in the middle of the abandoned garden beyond the graves, wearing a long black coat embroidered with silver constellations. Her dark hair fell past her waist, moving gently despite the windless night. A circle of white candles surrounded her, each flame burning with a different color.

Blue.

Violet.

Gold.

Crimson.

Kieran raised the lantern in his hand.

“Evangeline Starrow?”

The woman turned toward him.

Her eyes were green at first.

Then gold.

Then a strange shade of silver that made his chest tighten.

“That depends,” she said. “Who is asking?”

“Kieran Valebrook. Royal investigator.”

Her expression remained calm.

“Royal investigators generally travel in groups.”

“I was in a hurry.”

“Royal investigators generally carry silver weapons.”

Kieran looked at the pistol beneath his coat.

“I have one.”

“Royal investigators generally do not enter cursed cemeteries alone.”

“I am beginning to suspect you have met one before.”

“I have met many.”

She spoke as if she were discussing weather.

Kieran stepped through the iron gate.

The cemetery had been abandoned for sixty years, after an entire village disappeared in one night. Official records claimed the villagers had fled because of plague.

Kieran knew better.

His younger brother had disappeared there three weeks earlier.

The only thing left behind was a black feather covered in silver writing.

The writing had directed him to this garden.

“Where is my brother?” he asked.

Evangeline’s gaze shifted toward the candles.

“You should not have followed the message.”

“I was not given a choice.”

“Everyone is given a choice.”

“Not when someone you love is missing.”

Something changed in her expression.

It was not sympathy.

It was memory.

For one brief moment, Kieran saw exhaustion in her eyes.

Then it vanished.

“You are too late,” Evangeline said.

“Too late for what?”

The candles went out.

The cemetery became dark.

A low sound moved beneath the soil.

Kieran drew his pistol.

Evangeline did not move.

The graves around them began opening.

Hands emerged from the earth.

Not human hands.

They were covered in black roots, with silver markings running across the fingers.

Kieran aimed toward the nearest figure.

“Those are not your dead.”

“No,” Evangeline replied. “They are mine.”

The first creature rose from the grave.

Its body was thin, almost skeletal, and its face was hidden beneath a veil of vines. More creatures climbed from the earth, surrounding the garden.

Kieran fired.

The silver bullet struck one creature in the chest.

The creature staggered but continued moving.

Evangeline lifted her hand.

A circle of crimson light opened beneath the dead creatures.

They froze.

The roots covering their bodies began to burn.

Evangeline spoke a word in a language Kieran did not understand.

Every creature collapsed into black flowers.

The flowers opened.

Inside each one was a glowing eye.

Kieran took a step backward.

“What are those?”

“Warnings.”

“From whom?”

Evangeline turned toward the eastern edge of the cemetery.

A woman stood between the trees.

She wore a white dress beneath a dark cloak, and her hair was braided with silver thread. Her face was beautiful, but one side of it appeared older than the other.

Eldra Morcant.

Kieran had seen her portrait in the royal archives.

The last known member of the Morcant coven.

The woman who had been executed for attempting to resurrect an entire kingdom.

Eldra smiled.

“Evangeline.”

The immortal witch’s expression became cold.

“Eldra.”

“You have hidden yourself for too long.”

“I have hidden from you.”

“You have hidden from everyone.”

Eldra’s gaze moved toward Kieran.

“And now you have brought a mortal into the garden.”

Kieran raised his pistol.

“Who are you?”

Eldra laughed softly.

“Ask your witch.”

Kieran looked at Evangeline.

“What is she talking about?”

Evangeline stepped in front of him.

“Leave the cemetery.”

“I am not leaving without my brother.”

“You are standing in the center of a spell designed to consume living souls.”

“Then tell me how to get him back.”

Eldra raised one hand.

The black flowers opened wider.

A voice came from inside them.

Kieran.

He turned.

His brother stood at the edge of the garden.

His face was pale, and a silver line crossed his throat. His eyes were open, but they did not focus.

“Kieran,” he whispered.

Kieran moved toward him.

Evangeline caught his arm.

“That is not your brother.”

“He knows my name.”

“Eldra has his memory.”

The figure smiled.

“Come home.”

Kieran tried to pull away.

Evangeline held him firmly.

Her fingers were cold, but power moved beneath her skin.

The figure wearing his brother’s face began to change.

Its jaw opened too wide.

Black roots spilled from its mouth.

Kieran stopped.

The thing screamed.

Evangeline pushed him behind her.

She raised both hands.

The garden transformed.

The grass became silver glass. The dead flowers lifted into the air and formed a ring around Eldra.

Eldra’s smile disappeared.

“You still possess the Starrow flame.”

“I possess enough.”

“You cannot defeat me alone.”

“I am not alone.”

Evangeline looked toward Kieran.

He understood.

She was not speaking about him.

The trees moved.

A young woman stepped from the shadows.

She wore a blue cloak and carried a staff made from ice. Her pale hair was cut to her shoulders, and her eyes were bright as winter stars.

Junia Frostmere.

“Your timing is terrible,” Junia said.

Evangeline smiled faintly.

“You came.”

“You said not to.”

“That has never stopped you.”

Junia raised her staff.

Frost spread across the cemetery.

Eldra’s black flowers froze.

The creature wearing Kieran’s brother’s face shattered into silver fragments.

Kieran stared at the remains.

“Is he dead?”

Evangeline did not answer.

He turned toward her.

“Tell me!”

“He was taken through the Veil.”

“Can you bring him back?”

“Perhaps.”

“Perhaps?”

Evangeline walked toward the frozen flowers.

“Eldra has opened a gate beneath the cemetery. Your brother’s soul is being used as an anchor.”

“Then close the gate.”

“It requires a living bloodline connected to the missing soul.”

Kieran looked at her.

“What bloodline?”

“Yours.”

Eldra lifted her hand.

A black thread extended from the frozen flowers and pierced Kieran’s chest.

He fell to one knee.

Pain tore through him.

He felt something pulling on his heart.

Evangeline moved faster than thought.

She placed her hand over the thread.

Gold and crimson magic collided around them.

Kieran saw fragments of her memories.

A burning village.

A young Evangeline standing beside a tower of bones.

A man offering her immortality.

A woman named Eldra screaming as an entire coven disappeared.

Then the vision ended.

Evangeline cut the thread.

Kieran collapsed into her arms.

For one moment, her face was close to his.

He could feel the cold of her skin and the heat of the magic surrounding her.

“You saw too much,” she whispered.

“You saw my brother.”

“I saw your connection.”

“You are hiding something.”

“I am hiding several centuries.”

“Then start with one.”

Evangeline looked toward the black gate beneath the garden.

“My immortality is not a gift. It is a prison.”

Kieran struggled to stand.

“And Eldra wants it?”

“She wants what is inside it.”

“What is inside you?”

Evangeline’s eyes turned silver.

“The last spell capable of resurrecting the dead.”

Eldra’s voice echoed from beyond the frozen trees.

“Bring me the witch, Kieran, and I will return your brother.”

Evangeline looked at him.

“You must not listen.”

Kieran stared at the place where his brother had disappeared.

“What if she is telling the truth?”

“Then you will have to decide whether one life is worth becoming a weapon.”

The cemetery gate slammed shut.

Beneath the garden, the Veil began opening.

Evangeline reached for Kieran’s hand.

He should have pulled away.

Instead, he let her take it.

Her magic passed through him, cold and bright.

“You have no idea what you are doing,” she whispered.

“No,” Kieran answered. “But I know I am not leaving you to face this alone.”

For the first time, the immortal witch looked afraid.

Not of Eldra.

Of him.

Above the cemetery, the dead moon opened one golden eye.

And beneath the earth, Kieran’s brother began screaming.

––––––––
[image: ]


# Chapter 2: The Immortal Witch’s Bargain

The Veil opened beneath the Midnight Garden.

It did not tear like cloth or crack like stone. It unfolded, revealing a second world beneath the cemetery.

Black trees grew upside down from a violet sky. Silver rivers flowed through the air, and pale figures moved between the roots. The dead moon hung below them, illuminating a landscape that seemed to exist beneath reality.

Kieran stood beside Evangeline at the edge of the opening.

Junia Frostmere examined the runes circling the gate.

“This is not a normal passage.”

“What is it?” Kieran asked.

“A soul corridor.”

Junia pointed toward the center of the gate.

“Eldra is using your brother’s soul to hold the passage open.”

“Can we enter?”

“Yes.”

“Can we return?”

Junia looked at Evangeline.

“That depends on whether the witch pays the price.”

Kieran turned toward Evangeline.

“What price?”

Evangeline’s gaze remained fixed on the world below.

“My immortality.”

“You said it was a prison.”

“It is.”

“Then why not give it to her?”

“Because Eldra will not take only my immortality. She will take every soul connected to it.”

Kieran looked into the Veil.

“How many?”

Evangeline’s expression became distant.

“Thousands.”

The pale figures moving between the roots turned toward her.

They were the dead she had saved, cursed, or failed to release during centuries of existence.

Some had chosen to remain near her.

Others were trapped within her immortality spell.

Eldra wanted to use them as an army.

Kieran felt the weight of the truth.

“Then we save my brother and the others.”

Evangeline looked at him.

“You are not an immortal witch.”

“No.”

“You are a mortal investigator with one silver bullet, no magical training, and no idea what lies beyond the Veil.”

“I have noticed.”

“Then you should be afraid.”

“I am.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“You do not act afraid.”

“I have learned that fear does not make my brother less missing.”

Junia opened a blue portal beside the gate.

“Argue while walking.”

The three crossed into the Veil.

The moment Kieran stepped through, the temperature vanished. He could not feel cold or warmth. His body felt distant, as if he were only a thought temporarily placed inside flesh.

Evangeline held his hand.

“Stay connected to me.”

“Is that necessary?”

“Your soul may begin separating from your body.”

“Then yes.”

Her fingers tightened around his.

The corridor led them through a forest of inverted trees.

Every branch carried a memory.

Kieran saw his brother as a child, climbing the roof of their family home.

He saw his mother laughing.

He saw his father teaching them how to use a compass.

The memories appeared without warning.

Kieran stopped.

Evangeline looked toward him.

“The Veil is showing you what it wants to use.”

A voice spoke from the branches.

“You can stay with them.”

Kieran looked up.

His family stood among the trees.

His mother held out her arms.

“You do not have to return.”

His father smiled.

“Your brother is safe here.”

Kieran knew it was a trap.

But he wanted to believe it.

Evangeline pulled him forward.

The vision vanished.

“You cannot let the Veil choose which memories you keep.”

“Then tell me what is real.”

“You are here.”

“And you?”

“I am here.”

Junia called from ahead.

“Stop flirting with the dead and keep moving.”

Kieran glanced at Evangeline.

“Were we flirting?”

“No.”

“Then why does she think so?”

“Because she enjoys being irritating.”

Junia raised her staff.

“I heard that.”

They reached the center of the corridor.

A vast fortress rose from the silver river.

It was formed from black stone, bone, and frozen roses.

At the highest tower stood Eldra Morcant.

Kieran’s brother was suspended above her inside a sphere of red light.

His eyes were closed.

A black thread extended from his chest to the fortress.

Eldra looked toward them.

“Welcome, mortal.”

Kieran stepped forward.

“Release him.”

“You came faster than expected.”

“You threatened his soul.”

“I promised you a bargain.”

“You are not in a position to negotiate.”

Eldra laughed.

“Everyone is in a position to negotiate when they love someone enough.”

Evangeline raised her hands.

The air around the fortress filled with silver flames.

“Let him go, Eldra.”

“You have brought a companion.”

“His soul is anchored to the passage.”

Eldra’s eyes moved toward Kieran.

“The Valebrook bloodline has always been useful.”

Kieran’s anger rose.

“You know my family?”

“I know the first Valebrook. He begged me to save his dying daughter.”

“Did you?”

“I gave him an immortal life.”

“What did it cost?”

“His entire family.”

Evangeline stepped forward.

“Do not listen to her stories.”

“They are true,” Eldra replied. “Your immortal witch has been saving people for centuries, Kieran. She never tells them the price until it is too late.”

Kieran looked toward Evangeline.

“Did you make bargains like that?”

“Not with the living.”

“That is not an answer.”

Evangeline’s face tightened.

“I made mistakes.”

Eldra lifted her hand.

The sphere surrounding Kieran’s brother turned crimson.

His eyes opened.

“Kieran,” he whispered.

Kieran took a step forward.

His brother continued.

“She is lying to you.”

Kieran froze.

Evangeline’s expression changed.

“Do not trust the voice.”

“How do I know?”

“Because the Veil is using his soul.”

Eldra smiled.

“Perhaps I am using his soul. Perhaps your witch has been using yours.”

A black thread emerged from the ground and wrapped around Kieran’s wrist.

Evangeline cut it before it could tighten.

She turned toward him.

“You must decide.”

“About what?”

“Whether you trust me.”

“That is not a fair choice.”

“Neither is any choice that matters.”

Eldra descended from the tower.

Behind her marched dozens of pale spirits wearing armor made from bone.

“The bargain is simple,” she said. “Give me Evangeline, and I release your brother.”

Kieran looked toward Evangeline.

She did not plead.

She did not command.

She simply waited.

The Pact between them had not been created by magic, but the moment felt like a vow.

Kieran stepped toward Eldra.

Evangeline’s eyes darkened.

“Kieran.”

He raised his silver pistol.

Not toward Eldra.

Toward the red sphere holding his brother.

He fired.

The silver bullet struck the sphere.

The prison shattered.

Kieran’s brother fell.

Evangeline caught him with a wave of magic and lowered him safely to the ground.

Eldra screamed.

“You fool!”

Kieran reloaded his weapon.

“If you could release him, you would have done it already.”

Eldra unleashed her army.

Evangeline raised both hands.

The dead spirits stopped.

She called their names.

One by one, the spirits lowered their weapons.

They remembered who they had been before Eldra turned them into soldiers.

Junia froze the fortress gates.

Kieran ran toward his brother.

The black thread connected to his chest.

Kieran cut it with the silver knife Evangeline had given him.

His brother gasped.

The soul returned to his body.

He opened his eyes.

“Kieran?”

Kieran pulled him into an embrace.

Eldra attacked Evangeline.

The two witches collided above the fortress.

Eldra wielded red-black fire.

Evangeline fought with silver and gold magic.

Their spells struck the air, tearing holes in the Veil.

Kieran watched in horror as Evangeline’s body began aging.

The magic sustaining her immortality was being pulled away.

“You are losing the spell!” Junia shouted.

Evangeline fell to one knee.

Eldra smiled.

“At last, the centuries are catching up with you.”

Evangeline looked toward Kieran.

He saw her face change.

For the first time, she looked mortal.

Tired.

Frightened.

Beautiful.

Kieran reached for her.

“Take my life.”

Evangeline’s eyes widened.

“No.”

“Use my soul to keep the spell.”

“I will not.”

“Then what do we do?”

“Choose.”

Eldra raised a blade of red light.

Kieran stepped in front of Evangeline.

The blade pierced his shoulder.

Evangeline screamed.

Her magic exploded.

The silver flames around the fortress transformed into white fire.

The dead spirits broke their chains.

Eldra was thrown backward.

Evangeline caught Kieran before he fell.

“You should not have done that.”

“I thought you told me to choose.”

“I told you to choose for yourself.”

“I chose to protect you.”

Her hands trembled as she healed his wound.

The healing magic cost her years.

The silver in her hair spread.

Her immortality began to weaken.

Eldra disappeared into a black portal.

Her voice echoed across the Veil.

“This is not finished, immortal witch.”

The fortress began collapsing.

Junia opened a portal toward the cemetery.

Evangeline carried Kieran’s brother while Kieran supported her.

They escaped the Veil as the black fortress fell into the silver river.

The portal closed.

The Midnight Garden returned to silence.

Kieran’s brother remained unconscious but alive.

Evangeline stood beside the broken gate.

She looked older now.

The silver light in her eyes had faded.

Kieran approached her.

“You saved me.”

“You saved me first.”

“You are losing your immortality.”

“I am losing a curse.”

“You are afraid.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because for the first time in centuries, I may have a future that ends.”

Kieran took her hand.

“Then we will not waste it.”

Evangeline looked toward him.

“You are still mortal.”

“I know.”

“You may regret this.”

“I may.”

“You may fall in love with me.”

The words left a dangerous silence between them.

Kieran looked into her eyes.

“Maybe I already have.”

The broken gate beneath the cemetery opened one final time.

A black rose floated through it.

Eldra had left a message written in silver fire:

THE WITCH’S IMMORTALITY IS CRACKED.

NOW I WILL HUNT THE MORTAL SHE LOVES.
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# Chapter 3: The Witch’s Mortal Heart

Kieran’s brother, Rowan, remained unconscious inside the safe house beneath the cemetery.

Junia had transformed the abandoned crypt into a temporary sanctuary. Frost-covered candles lined the walls, and silver runes surrounded Rowan’s bed to prevent Eldra from entering his dreams.

Evangeline stood beside him, one hand hovering above his chest.

“He is alive,” she said.

Kieran watched her carefully.

“But?”

“The Veil left a mark inside his soul.”

“What kind of mark?”

“A doorway.”

Kieran’s expression tightened.

“Can Eldra use it to reach him?”

“If she finds the correct spell.”

“Then remove it.”

“I cannot.”

He stepped closer.

“You just healed him.”

“I sealed the wound. I did not erase what caused it.”

“Why not?”

“Because removing a Veil mark requires a piece of the bearer’s memory.”

Kieran looked toward Rowan.

“What memory?”

“The one tied to the soul’s strongest attachment.”

“His memory of me?”

“Most likely.”

Kieran was silent.

Rowan had been his only family since their parents died. They had grown up together, survived the same poverty, and escaped the same royal city. Rowan had always been the reckless one, while Kieran had become the person who cleaned up his mistakes.

If the mark was removed by taking Rowan’s memory of him, Rowan might survive without remembering his brother.

Kieran turned toward Evangeline.

“You will not do it.”

“You asked me to save him.”

“Not if he loses me.”

“You may have to choose.”

The words echoed the warning from the Veil.

Kieran looked at Rowan’s sleeping face.

Evangeline stepped away from the bed.

“I can attempt another ritual.”

“What will it cost?”

“Part of my immortality.”

“You are already losing it.”

“I know.”

“Then why offer more?”

She looked toward him.

“Because your brother is not a sacrifice.”

The answer quieted him.

Evangeline prepared the ritual in the center of the crypt. Junia placed seven frost crystals around Rowan’s bed, while Kieran drew a circle of silver dust.

The spell began.

Evangeline whispered words in an ancient language. Silver light gathered around Rowan’s body, while black shadows rose from his chest.

The doorway inside his soul opened.

Kieran saw a vast landscape beyond it.

He saw memories floating like stars.

Rowan as a child.

Rowan learning to swim.

Rowan stealing apples from a royal orchard.

Rowan standing beside Kieran in the rain after their mother’s death.

The mark was hidden among them.

Eldra’s voice entered the crypt.

“You cannot seal what belongs to me.”

The candles turned red.

A black line spread across the floor.

Junia raised a frost barrier.

Eldra appeared inside the crypt.

She wore a long black coat, and the red crystal in her chest had grown larger.

“You are weaker,” Eldra said to Evangeline.

“So are you,” Evangeline replied.

“You have spent your immortality protecting mortals.”

“I have spent it refusing to become you.”

Eldra raised her hand.

The frost barrier shattered.

Kieran fired his silver pistol.

The bullet passed through Eldra’s chest, but she reformed behind him.

She reached toward Rowan.

Kieran moved between them.

“You will not touch him.”

“You are the doorway,” Eldra said.

“What does that mean?”

“Your brother’s soul is bound to yours. If I cannot control him, I will control you.”

Eldra sent a black thread through the air.

It pierced Kieran’s chest.

Pain exploded through him.

He saw the memories he shared with Rowan begin tearing away.

The first time they met.

The first night they slept beneath a bridge.

The day Rowan called him family.

Kieran fell to his knees.

Evangeline released the ritual.

Her magic struck Eldra, forcing her backward.

“Kieran!”

He could hear Evangeline, but the memories continued disappearing.

Rowan stirred on the bed.

The doorway inside his soul widened.

Evangeline looked toward Kieran.

“The mark is feeding through your connection.”

“Then cut it!”

“I can sever the bond.”

Kieran looked at Rowan.

“If you sever it, will he forget me?”

“Yes.”

“Will I forget him?”

“No.”

“Then do it.”

Evangeline hesitated.

Kieran understood.

She was afraid of what the spell would cost.

“Do it!”

Evangeline placed both hands over his chest.

Silver light surrounded the black thread.

Eldra screamed.

“You will lose the only person who belongs to you!”

Kieran looked toward her.

“He does not belong to me.”

The thread began breaking.

“My brother chooses to love me.”

The final strand snapped.

Rowan’s doorway closed.

The black mark in his soul became silver ash.

Kieran cried out.

A memory vanished from Rowan.

The first memory of their meeting.

Rowan opened his eyes.

He looked at Kieran without recognition.

Kieran felt his heart collapse.

“Rowan?”

His brother stared at him.

“Who are you?”

Kieran could not answer.

Evangeline stepped toward him.

The spell had consumed part of her immortality.

Her hair was now streaked with white, and a dark crack ran along her wrist.

Eldra watched with satisfaction.

“You saved him by becoming a stranger.”

Kieran looked at Rowan.

He was alive.

He was safe.

But he had forgotten the beginning of everything.

Kieran turned toward Eldra.

“You took a memory.”

“I took a bond.”

“You did not take what we choose now.”

Rowan looked between them.

He seemed frightened, but he reached toward Kieran.

Something remained beyond memory.

A feeling.

A familiar instinct.

Kieran offered his hand.

Rowan took it.

Eldra’s expression changed.

“No.”

Evangeline raised her hand.

The silver dust on the floor became a circle of white fire.

Eldra was trapped inside it.

Junia restored the frost barrier.

Kieran stood beside Rowan.

“Tell me your name,” Rowan said.

“Kieran.”

“Why do I feel safe with you?”

“Because you chose that once.”

“Can I choose it again?”

Kieran’s eyes filled with tears.

“Yes.”

Eldra attacked the barrier.

Evangeline held it together, but more of her immortality disappeared.

Kieran looked toward her.

“You cannot keep fighting her alone.”

“I am not alone.”

He stepped beside her.

The bond between Kieran and Evangeline formed without a spell.

It was not a magical chain.

It was a shared intention.

Evangeline’s silver magic joined his mortal strength.

The barrier brightened.

Eldra’s red crystal shattered.

She vanished into a black portal, leaving behind a single sentence:

“Every memory can be replaced.”

The portal closed.

The crypt became quiet.

Rowan remained beside Kieran, still unable to remember their past.

But he did not leave.

Evangeline sat against the wall, exhausted.

Kieran approached her.

“You gave up part of your immortality.”

“I chose to.”

“You could die now.”

“Yes.”

“Are you afraid?”

“More than before.”

Kieran took her hand.

“Then you are not facing it alone.”

She looked at him.

“You are still here after losing your brother’s memory.”

“Memories can return.”

“And if they do not?”

“Then I will give him new ones.”

Evangeline smiled weakly.

“That is a very mortal answer.”

“It is the only kind I have.”

Outside the crypt, the dead moon became silver.

The black rose Eldra had left behind opened.

Inside it was a new symbol.

A memory being rewritten.

And beneath the symbol, a message appeared:

THE MORTAL HEART HAS BEEN MARKED.
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# Chapter 4: The Memory Thief’s Bargain

Rowan woke fully the next morning.

He remembered his name, his age, and the events of the previous night. He remembered the Veil, the fortress, and Eldra’s attack.

But he did not remember meeting Kieran as a child.

He remembered facts.

He did not remember the feeling of being brothers.

Kieran tried not to show how much it hurt.

Rowan noticed anyway.

“There is something missing,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Was it important?”

“It was everything.”

Rowan looked away.

“Then I am sorry.”

“You did not choose to lose it.”

“That does not make it less painful.”

Evangeline entered the crypt carrying a silver bowl filled with dark water.

Her immortality had weakened further. She looked tired, but her posture remained controlled.

“Eldra will return,” she said.

Kieran turned toward her.

“How soon?”

“She has marked Rowan’s soul. The mark is connected to a memory gate.”

“What does that mean?”

“She can take memories from him one by one.”

Rowan stood.

“Why me?”

“Because Eldra cannot take what has been freely released. Your memory of Kieran was severed during the ritual, but the remaining memories are still protected by the bond between you.”

“So she will try to destroy them.”

“Yes.”

Kieran looked toward Rowan.

“How do we stop her?”

“We enter the Memory Vault.”

Junia’s expression became tense.

“That place is forbidden.”

“What is it?” Kieran asked.

“A realm where stolen memories are stored.”

Evangeline placed the silver bowl on the floor.

“The first memory Eldra takes will be used to open the passage.”

Rowan stared
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