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Foreword
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Magic is more than spells and ancient legends—it is a force hidden in the shadows, waiting for the right moment to reveal itself. Sometimes it comes quietly, a whisper on the wind. Sometimes it arrives as a storm that changes everything.

Livia had no sense of the power in her blood until an old book called to her. A legacy preserved across generations, filled with secrets never meant to see the light of day. Fate knows no rest. With every page she turns, she draws closer to the truth—and to the enemies determined to erase magic forever.

On her journey, Livia must learn that the greatest danger does not always come from outside. Magic demands sacrifice. And sometimes the greatest sacrifice is oneself.
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Chapter 1: The Farewell
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Rain fell in fine, cold threads from the leaden sky, laying an invisible veil over the small village gathered at the cemetery. Livia stood at the edge of the crowd, her shoulders drawn up beneath an old black coat, her fingers tugging nervously at the edges of the scarf her grandmother had once knitted for her. The fabric was soft; the comfort it usually brought did not reach her that day.

Before her stood the plain, dark wooden coffin that would sink into the muddy ground, taking with it the last tie to her family. Her grandmother had been everything—stubborn and loving in equal measure. Her words were often sharper than a winter blade, and she radiated a warmth Livia had never found anywhere else. Now she was gone, and the house at the forest’s edge, once so alive, stood empty and still, a shell without a soul.

“Witch,” someone whispered in the crowd. Livia felt the hard stare of an older woman whose worn gloves clamped around an umbrella. It came as no surprise. Rumors about her grandmother had always moved through the village—herbs that healed beyond a doctor’s explanation, strange chalk patterns drawn on the porch under a full moon. Livia had always ignored the talk. Now the words seemed to whirl around her like shards of glass, each one a small sting to the heart.

The priest droned on, his voice a distant blur that barely reached her. Livia’s eyes stayed on the coffin. She wanted to cry; no tears remained. The pain sat too deep, too fresh, to break into a flood of feeling. A dull pounding filled her chest, a weight that nearly drove her to her knees.

A gust of wind pushed through the mourners, set the branches of the old trees to complaining, and swept a scatter of withered leaves across the ground. It felt as if the forest itself had come to say farewell. A chill moved over Livia that had nothing to do with the weather. For a moment she thought she saw a shadow between the trees, a motion that made no sense. When she looked closer, nothing was there. Only the soft rustle of leaves, almost a whisper.

When the final amen faded, the crowd began to thin. No one spoke to Livia, and she made no attempt to meet a gaze. She waited until she was alone, then stepped forward to the grave.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” she whispered, her voice unsteady. Her fingers ran along the coffin’s cold wooden rim, as if she could feel again the warmth of the hands that had once held hers. “Why do I feel you kept something from me?”

The rain grew heavier, drumming against the umbrella she had not opened. She should have left; something held her there. A pull, a sense that the moment was not finished. Then, very softly, she heard a whisper. A whisper threaded the rain—a voice.

The rain hammered harder against the soft ground, smearing the few flowers the villagers had brought into pale stains. Livia stayed at the edge of the grave, unable to move. Her hands gripped the old handmade scarf at her throat—a gift from her grandmother, knitted from dark red wool that had once felt warm and alive when her grandmother was still alive.

Memories came sudden and sharp, a dagger cutting through the dark of her grief. She saw her grandmother: bent, yet strong, gnarled hands sorting herbs with precision or stirring the heavy kettle over the fire. She smelled the familiar blend of lavender and rosemary that filled the air whether remedies were brewing or only tea.

“You are stronger than you believe, my child,” her grandmother had often said, brushing Livia’s unruly curls aside with a crooked smile. That strength felt far away now. All she felt was loss, a cold fog wrapped tight around her until she could scarcely breathe.

The village had never understood the old woman who lived alone at the edge of the forest and cared nothing for their opinions. They called her the herb woman; the word often tasted of mistrust and fear, a whisper in the wind that never quite died. Children were warned away from the forest house, and when her grandmother came to town with her basket of herbs and salves, conversations dimmed and eyes sharpened.

As a child, Livia had never understood. To her, her grandmother had been the one person who loved her without condition, the one who understood her. Now, in this moment, the rumors weighed heavier. Perhaps there had been truth in them. She remembered the strange signs her grandmother scratched into the earth and the words she murmured on nights of the full moon. She had taken them for quirks, the habits of an eccentric old woman. Now the whispers of the villagers pressed harder in her mind, boring deeper.

Another gust made Livia shiver. The forest—endless and dark, the rim of her world since childhood—seemed more threatening than ever. The trees stood like silent wardens, their branches like gnarled fingers reaching toward her. In childhood the woods had offered comfort, full of secret paths and small wonders. Today they seemed different. Deeper. Darker. Alive.

Her grandmother’s stories stirred—spirits hiding in the mist, creatures that showed themselves only at night. “The forest is always watching,” she had said once. Back then Livia had laughed; today the warning carried a new weight.

Footsteps crunched on the wet gravel behind her. Livia turned slowly and met the stares of several villagers who had lingered at a distance. They were the elders, the ones who had known her grandmother best—or believed they had.

An old woman in a thick coat held Livia’s gaze, eyes sharp enough to cut. “She was not like us,” the woman murmured, low and clear. “Be careful, girl. Sometimes blood remains, and it draws things.”

Livia’s throat tightened. She turned away, the words beating in her head. The blood remains. What did that mean?

The rain had turned the ground around the grave to mud. Livia paid it no mind. Her gaze drifted back to the forest. Something inside her leaned toward it, a quiet whisper that came from neither people nor wind.

“Grandmother,” she breathed again, almost a prayer. “What did you keep from me?”

She felt it once more—the whisper flowing from the trees. Not sound, more a thought that was not her own. Her grandmother had often spoken of the “language of the world,” a voice heard only by those who listened with open eyes and an open heart. Back then Livia had taken it for a story. Today, here at the grave, she felt there was more to it.

Slowly, she crouched and pressed her hand into the sodden earth. The soil felt strangely warm, almost alive, as if it pulsed. Then her fingers struck something hard beneath the surface—something that did not belong.
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Chapter 2: The Old House
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That day, her grandmother’s house felt more foreign than ever. Livia stood on the porch, staring at the weathered wooden door, its surface marked by time. The rain had eased; the sky remained heavy and gray, as if it meant to warn her. She hesitated to pull the key from her pocket—she had to go inside. The house that once smelled of herbs and warm bread now felt cold—not only because her grandmother was gone. A silence lay within, almost tangible.

When she slid the key into the lock, it caught at first, as if the door refused to open. With a slight jerk, the mechanism yielded and the door swung inward with a creak. A breath of stale air met her, threaded with the familiar scent of dried lavender hanging in small bundles above the windows. The fragrance made her heart ache.

In the half-light, everything looked unchanged; nothing was the same. The old wooden bench by the door, the embroidery over the hearth, the countless shelves of books—each stood where it always had. The warmth that once filled the rooms was gone.

Livia closed the door behind her, the echo of the thud rolling through the stillness. Her fingers drifted over the furniture as if she could feel the last traces of her grandmother there. Tiny nicks in the dining table spoke of years spent chopping vegetables and crushing herbs. The old wall clock ticked softly, as though unaware its owner had died.

Something was different. A feeling. A presence. The house seemed to breathe—quiet, barely perceptible, and still real. Livia shook the thought away. She had come to look for answers—answers to the questions that had raged in her head since the funeral.

Her grandmother had often said that everything had its place—every book, every glass, every jar of herbs. As Livia moved through the rooms, a strange disorder met her that did not belong to her grandmother. A drawer in the kitchen hung half open, as if someone had rifled through it in haste. A few books lay carelessly stacked on a chair, as though someone had been searching for something specific.

“Who was here?” she whispered, her voice scarcely louder than the wind seeping through the leaky windows.

She felt it in the living room—the pull. A gentle urging gathered in the room, a hush that drew her to one spot. The old wardrobe in the corner, a massive piece of dark wood, suddenly carried weight. She had passed it a thousand times without a glance; today it seemed to wait for her.

Her steps slowed as she approached. The wardrobe was locked; when her fingers touched the door, the latch released with a soft click, as if it had expected her. Inside lay nothing remarkable—only old blankets and cushions that smelled of dust. She pushed them aside and saw a small door set into the back panel.

Her fingers trembled as she opened it. A narrow, shadowed chamber waited behind it, barely larger than a cupboard. What lay inside stole her breath: a book.

It was old—very old—bound in dark leather worn by time and use. Golden patterns ran across the cover, and they seemed to shift, alive in the dim light. Livia lifted the book with care, and at once a low hum rose from its pages.

“What are you?” she whispered, holding it to her chest.

The pages were unusually thick, almost like parchment. When she opened the book, she thought she heard a faint whisper. Words formed and dissolved again, as if the book wished to speak and did not yet command the language.

Then the pages changed before her eyes. Lines and symbols appeared, shaping themselves into patterns she did not understand, and they stirred a strange sense of familiarity. It felt as though the book recognized her—and had been waiting.

The air grew heavier, denser. Shadows in the corners lengthened, and the hum deepened, beating like a heart that fell into rhythm with her own.

Then she saw it—a drawing on one of the pages. A map, or something close to it. The chart remained incomplete; the lines moved slightly, as if redrawing themselves. In the corner stood a single word, seared into her mind like a brand: Guardian.

A cold shiver ran through her, and she snapped the book shut. The hum fell silent; the sense of being watched remained. Livia closed her eyes and


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

BOOK OF
HIDDEN
MA/GIC

?)

,J///

A NOVEL
Tamara Weber





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





