

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HONEYMOON AT THE END OF THE WORLD: A DARK FANTASY ROMANCE & GOTHIC HORROR OF A HAUNTED INN, GHOSTLY GUESTS, AND FATAL VOWS

    

    
      First edition. September 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Andrea Febrian.

    

    
    
      Written by Andrea Febrian.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Honeymoon at the End of the World: A Dark Fantasy Romance & Gothic Horror of a Haunted Inn, Ghostly Guests, and Fatal Vows 

Table of Contents

Chapter 1: The Gift Wrapped in Weather (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 2: Rules of the House (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 3: The Ledger Breathes (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 4: Rooms with a View of the Drowned (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 5: The Storm’s First Test (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 6: Bridal Suite, Bridal Debt (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 7: Nocturne of the Mirrorless (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 8: Keys from the Sea (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 9: The Rooms Remember (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 10: Vows in Salt (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 11: The Lighthouse That Isn’t There (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 12: The Ledger Names the Groom (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 13: Storm of Counter-Vows (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 14: Trial of the Keys (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 15: The Ledger’s Loophole (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 16: The Last Full Service (POV: Étaín)

Chapter 17: Checkout, Checkmate (POV: Oisín)

Chapter 18: The Inn Appears in Fair Weather (Epilogue) (POV: Étaín)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Gift Wrapped in Weather (POV: Oisín)
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Rain came sideways, a gray rope hauling sea and sky into one knot. Oisín kept both hands on the wheel, knuckles pale, wipers thudding like a heartbeat that couldn’t decide between fear and stubbornness. The cliff road cut along slate and lichen; somewhere below, the ocean roared, old as guilt.

He tasted brine in the back of his throat. He had learned as a boy that salt could be a memory and a warning—his lungs had once filled with this same taste. He did not say that aloud. He glanced at Étaín instead. She sat curled in her coat, watching the rain as if it were speaking. It often did, to her. It came in gusted vowels that only she heard first and he believed later.

“There,” she said softly. “Do you see it?”

Through the smudge of the windshield, the cliff face made a shadow darker than storm. Then it separated into gables and chimneys, a slate roof shining as if freshly lifted from the sea. A brass plaque winked at the end of the lane: Teach na gCaointe. House of Laments.

The road appeared when called by water and wind. The deed had said so without irony.

He pressed the brake; the car slid, then steadied. Oisín’s breath fogged; he found a laugh somewhere under it. “We made it.”

“We did,” Étaín said, and her hand sought his, the small, practical warmth of her fingers steadying. She had braided her hair into a crown to keep it from the rain; water jeweled the black strands where the braid loosened. He wanted to count each drop and ask them to stay.

They ran the short distance, shoulders hunched against the rain’s slap, boots slipping on stone slick as fish belly. The front door had a brass lock and a larger iron knocker in the shape of a cupped hand. The key from the envelope, old and heavy, fit with the ease of something that had always expected them.

The door unlatched itself. He felt the give, a breath moving inward.

Warmth took them, a layered scent: oak darkened by years of storms, candle smoke, damp wool drying, iron, a ghost-thread of sea lavender. The lobby was a long room with a hearth and a desk, a wall of hooks for oilskins, and a high, old mirror like a tide pool held in brass: Scáthán na gCéanna, said the small plaque—Mirror of the Tides. The mirror held the room; it held the hearth; it held Oisín’s reflection and Étaín’s beside him, their hair the color of storm if storms had warmth.

Past their shoulders, rain beat the windows. In the mirror, the rain was not there. The windows showed only a gray calm, as if the sea had exhaled and never inhaled again.

“Odd,” Étaín murmured, stepping closer. She raised a hand; her reflection raised its, true to every nook in her knuckles. She smiled a little, relieved, then tilted her head. “The rain.”

“It’s only a mirror,” Oisín said, and realized his voice had the roughness of someone trying to gentle a horse that had already decided whether it would bolt. He couldn’t shake the old child’s memory—his father’s hands lifting him out of water that went on forever under the skin.

The desk had a book on it, bound in leather softened by use. Leabhar an Bhrú—The Pressing Book. When he drew nearer, the ledger did what no ledger should do: it flipped open, not in clumsy, wind-tossed protest, but with a precise, patient rustling like pages turning themselves to the place they were always meant to go. The spine settled. The paper smelled faintly of salt.

CHECK-INS and CHECK-OUTS, written in a hand that looked like spray on rock. At the bottom of the Check-Ins column, two blank lines waited. Space laid out like two pebbles ready to be skipped across water.

Serve who knocks, something seemed to whisper, not in his ear, but in the way the room held its silence: a guidance more than a voice, like wind taking a sail.

“‘Unknown benefactor,’” Étaín said, quoting the solicitor’s letter with that soft irony she used when the world teetered between gift and trap. She touched the leather. “I can’t help thinking of a trap you’d want to open.”

“We can lock it again,” Oisín said, though his hands were already ungloving themselves. He reached for the quill in the small porcelain cup, found it freshly trimmed. An ink bottle sat with its stopper loosened, its surface moving as if something breathed beneath it. He looked at Étaín. “If we sign... it’s ours. Yours. Ours.”

Ours. It felt like stepping onto a boat together. It felt like taking hands on a dance neither of them knew the steps to, trusting the rhythm to teach them.

“Together,” Étaín said. “We keep this together.”

They wrote their names. The quill took the ink with a thirst like sand. It sank, swirled—a tiny whirlpool at the tip—and dried with an edge like salt crystals. Beside their names, the ledger wrote the date in its own hand, the numbers shaped like waves.

Somewhere beyond the walls, a bell in the distance rang twice. Not the town’s—this was a ship’s bell, the sound coming back off stone. The hair rose along Oisín’s arms. He looked through the paned glass of the front door and saw the light beyond the cliff, way out on water—Teach Solais Bréige, the ghost-beacon the letter had mentioned in passing as if it were weather.

The beam swept the horizon. It reached the inn and paused, as if the whole sea had come to the threshold and held its breath to listen.



They stood a long time like people in a church who have already said yes and are not yet certain what they’ve married.

Étaín squeezed his hand again. “Fire,” she said with the practical tenderness that saved him from drowning in thoughts. “You build?”

He nodded. He knew fires. He could stack kindling into a small cathedral and make it light with one match. He knelt, folded paper, split slivers of dry wood from the rack. When the flame took, the inn sighed—no draught, not a wind complaining under doors; more like a throat releasing a held note.

On the mantel, two portraits watched them: a man and a woman in old dark wool, their faces not stern so much as spent. Conall & Deirdre, read the card. Oisín lifted a hand, an unconscious hello. The varnish made a shine across their eyes as if they had been crying and were now long done.

Étaín went exploring in the measured way she always did—eyes first, then fingertips on wood grain, on the cool rim of the bell, on the edge of a dish that had once held something sugared. She read the nameplates for herself, for him. Scáthán na gCéanna. Leabhar an Bhrú. When she stopped at the glass case labeled FOUND AT LOW TIDE, he joined her. Inside lay a tangle of old keys, no two alike, each tagged with a strip of paper fledged with salt. Some were shaped like fish, some like plain warded keys, one like a gull’s beak.

“Did the solicitor say anything about... magic?” Oisín said, making the word a joke because that was sometimes the easiest way to offer it a seat.

“No,” Étaín said. “Just the deed, the key, and the note that storms call it.”

“And we’re here in a storm,” Oisín said.

She smiled without mirth. “So we are.”

He set another log in the fire. The ledger on the desk made a soft noise—pages expanding as they took the room’s humidity, or another breath.

Keep the door when water walks, the air whispered, the language made of drafts and settled ash. Serve whoever knocks.

As if to answer, a gust rattled the knocker, or perhaps the knocker moved first, asking the wind to try.

They looked at one another. Oisín found his fear and held it like the weight inside a net: useful if you carried it right. “Together,” he said again, because saying it out loud felt like lighting another match.

“Together,” Étaín echoed, and went to the door.

When they opened it, there was only the rain.

But somewhere out on water, the ghost-lighthouse turned its pale eye their way and stopped. In that pause, Oisín felt something begin to count them.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Rules of the House (POV: Étaín)
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The first thing she noticed was the handwriting. It had an old patience to it and a way of spacing the lines as if breath and ink shared a rhythm. The letter sat on the lobby desk where a hotel would have put a small sign asking for manners.

Caretaker’s Letter, written in neat block at the top.

Étaín broke the red thread and unfolded the thick paper. It had a smell like linens out of storage, like pressed time.

To the New Keepers,

If the storm has brought you, it has already chosen. Be gentle with it. Be firmer with yourselves. The rules are these:

	Open only during storms.

	Serve whoever knocks.

	Never seek reflections after midnight.

	Never erase a name from the ledger.


You will find the keys that volunteer. You will hear the house when it speaks. Write in the margins if you must; the book takes counsel, not commands.

— C.

“C?” Oisín said over her shoulder. He was drying the bell with the corner of his sleeve as if it were a head he had patted. His voice had the careful brightness of someone keeping balance. “Conall? Caretaker? C for a cautious man who wrote rules because he did not trust his future self to be brave?”

“Or Deirdre with a crooked D,” Étaín said, and smiled without thinking. She swallowed. The air felt like pears on a cold day—clean and too clear. “I like the way it says ‘serve,’ not ‘save.’”

Before he could answer, the bell answered for them. Not the mantel bell. The ship’s bell over
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