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The Empty Book


Lucia Thorne stood in the doorway of her mother's bedroom, taking in the familiar sights and scents. The antique vanity with its collection of perfume bottles. The four-poster bed with its intricately embroidered quilt. And everywhere books — stacked on nightstands, overflowing from bookshelves, piled neatly on the hardwood floor. 
It had been months since Marchell Thorne's passing, and the Thorne sisters had put off sorting through their mother's belongings, so soon after the passing of their father. But the mourning rites had been completed and the task could wait no longer.
"Where should we start?" Anna asked softly, her pale hair glowing in the morning sunlight streaming through the windows.
Vivien strode through the room, throwing her fiery locks over her shoulder. "Anywhere. Everywhere." She picked up a stack of books from the floor next to the vanity and deposited them on the bed. "How did Mother ever find anything in here?"
"She had her system," Lucia said, tying her long, dark hair back to keep it out of the way. With a sad smile, she ran her hand along the spines of the books lining the back of the vanity. Many of them were old grimoires and spell books, their leather bindings cracked with age. "We just have to figure out what it was."
The sisters set to work, sorting items into piles — what they wanted to keep; what would be donated to the coven; and what would have to be carefully eliminated. Lucia took charge of deciding which magical texts and artifacts should be preserved in the family library. Vivien focused on gathering up their mother's extensive collection of plants and herbs. And Anna, with her gift for sensing energy and memories attached to objects, helped determine which personal mementos held the most significance.
As the morning wore on, the piles grew. Lucia marveled at the sheer volume of magical knowledge their mother had accumulated over the years. "We're going to need to expand the library," she muttered, adding another stack to the "keep" pile.
"Ooh, look at this!" Vivien exclaimed, pulling an ornate copper watering can from a shelf in the closet. "I remember Mother using this to tend her night-blooming plants. The handle is inscribed with a moonlight gathering spell." She pressed it against her chest, eyes closed, lost in memories of midnight gardening sessions, and whispered spells among the flowers. "I can still feel traces of her magic in it," she said in a low voice.
"She always had a way with plants," Anna said. "Remember how the conservatory would glow on full moon nights when she'd tend to her lunar herbs?" She smiled at Vivien. "I think she'd want you to have that."
Lucia felt a lump form in her throat. Their mother's absence still felt raw, like an open wound that refused to heal. "We should take a break," she said, her voice rougher than she intended. "Get some lunch."
Vivien's stomach growled loudly. "I vote we order pizza. I'm starving."
Anna wrinkled her nose. "Pizza? I think we need something fresher." She headed into the corridor. "How about a salad?"
"Too green," Vivien groaned as she followed Anna.
Lucia sat on the edge of the bed, listening to the warm banter of her sisters as they went down the stairs. But her mind was still among her mother's belongings. So much knowledge to be sorted and preserved. So many memories. She stood and picked up her mother's jewelry box from the vanity. The box was an ornate masterpiece of dark, polished wood inlaid with intricate silver filigree depicting twining vines and blooming flowers, its hinges whisper-quiet and enchanted to open only for those of Thorne blood. There were no diamond rings or gold necklaces concealed within its velvet-lined interior, only an amethyst pendant on a silver chain.
Lucia's fingers lingered on the cold stone, so similar to her own. It was more than just jewelry; it was a symbol of her mother's sacred duty as a Ferien — a guide for souls crossing from the world of the living into the realm of the dead. She picked it up, thinking that the weight of the pendant in her hand was nothing compared to the weight that had settled on her shoulders. As the next Ferien, it now fell to her to take up the mantle. 
The thought both thrilled and terrified her. To be a Ferien meant walking the knife's edge between worlds, ushering the deceased to their final rest while protecting the living from wandering spirits. It required immense magical skill, unwavering compassion, and the strength to face the unknown without flinching. Lucia wondered, not for the first time, if she was truly ready for such a monumental responsibility. The power of a Ferien was great, but so too was the burden. As she closed her hand around the pendant, Lucia felt the enormity of the role wash over her. She only hoped she could live up to her mother's legacy.
After a light lunch of salad (to Anna's satisfaction) and grilled cheese sandwiches (as a compromise for Vivien), the sisters returned to their mother's room. They spent more hours sorting through drawers and boxes. As the afternoon sun began casting long shadows across the floor, Vivien pulled a faded black leather trunk with brass latches from the back of the closet. A seal symbol gleamed dully above the handle — a ward that had ended at their mother's death. The sisters opened the trunk cautiously. Inside were photos of Thorne ancestors, letters, journals, and rare books of magic. Lucia's fingers brushed against a slim volume tucked between two heavy tomes on soul wizardry. The book was bound in black leather with silver symbols on the cover, but no title on its worn spine. A tingle of energy passed into her as she pulled it free.
"What's that?" Vivien asked, peering over Lucia's shoulder.
"I'm not sure," Lucia replied, turning the book over in her hands. "But there's definitely magic bound to it." She tried to open it, but it remained stubbornly closed. "It won't open." She looked at her sisters. "I think it's spell sealed."
Anna stepped closer, her brow furrowing. "The energy coming off that thing is... strange. Old. Powerful." She shivered slightly. "Maybe we should leave it alone."
"Are you kidding?" Vivien exclaimed. "A mysterious, magically sealed book left behind by our mother? We have to know what's inside!"
Lucia bit her lip, considering. Her practical side agreed with Anna — some magical knowledge was best left undisturbed. But her curiosity, piqued by the mystery, aligned with Vivien's eagerness. "We should at least try to open it," she decided. "If we can't break the seal, we'll take that as a sign to leave it be."
Vivien bounced on her heels impatiently. "So, what do we do? There has to be a way to open it."
Lucia placed the book on the vanity. She closed her eyes, reaching out with her senses to probe the nature of the spell. It was intricate work, multiple spells of protection woven together with skill and purpose. Anna placed a gentle hand on the book's cover, her pale eyes unfocused. 
"The magic is layered," she murmured. "Like... like threads woven together."
Lucia nodded. "This feels like the work of more than one witch. I think it will take all three of us to unravel it."
The sisters formed a circle around the book and joined hands.
"Vivien, you start," Lucia instructed. "Find the vital threads of the spell."
Vivien closed her eyes, concentrating. A soft golden glow emanated from her hands, seeping into the book. "I can feel it," she said, her brow furrowed. "It's like... like roots tangled together."
"Good," Lucia encouraged. "Now Anna, identify the endpoints of the spell — where it's anchored."
A pale green mist flowed from her fingers, intertwining with Vivien's golden energy. "There," she whispered. "I can sense where the threads are tied off."
Lucia took a deep breath, channeling her own magic. Purple light joined the gold and silver, weaving between the energies of her sisters. The book began vibrating, the symbols on its cover glowing brightly.
Vivien muttered. "It's working! I can feel the spell loosening."
The magical lights swirled faster, the book's vibration intensifying. With a sudden flash and a sound like tearing velvet, the sealing spell shattered. 
The sisters stumbled back. The book lay still on the vanity, no longer pulsing with contained magic.
"We did it," Anna said softly, a note of awe in her voice.
Lucia approached the book cautiously, holding her breath in anticipation. With a soft sigh, the book's cover opened, and she turned the first page, eager to discover what secrets their mother had deemed important enough to seal away with such powerful magic.
Vivien leaned in eagerly. "What does it say?"
But as she turned the pages, Lucia's excitement turned to confusion. "It's... blank," she said, flipping through the book. Every page was yellowed, unmarked parchment.
"That can't be right," Vivien protested, taking the book from Lucia. She held it up to the light, squinting at the pages. "Maybe it's invisible ink? Or a concealment spell?"
Anna placed a hand on the open book, her eyes closing. After a moment, she shook her head. "I don't feel any hidden writing. It's just... empty." She pulled her hand back. "I don't like it."
Lucia frowned, taking the book back. "But why would mother seal away a blank book with such powerful magic?"
"Maybe she meant to write in it but never got the chance," Vivien said, though she sounded unconvinced.
"Maybe mother isn't the one who sealed it," suggested Anna. "Perhaps we should take this to the coven."
Lucia ran her fingers over the empty pages, lost in thought. Finally, she sighed. "You're probably right. We'll put it in the library and ask Morgana about it the next time she visits."
They worked quickly to sort through the remaining items, each sister lost in thoughts of the mysterious book and its potential. As Anna placed the last of the books into a box, she suddenly stumbled, her face going pale.
"Anna?" Lucia rushed to her sister's side. "What's wrong?"
Anna's eyes were unfocused, staring at something only she could see. "I saw... I'm not sure. It was like a glimpse of… I don't know. Like a forest made of mirrors, covered in ice. Everything was... wrong. Twisted." She shook her head, trying to clear the vision, not noticing Lucia and Vivien exchanging worried glances. "It only lasted a second, but it felt so real." She looked at her sisters and exhaled. "It's all right. Everything's ok."
But they soon realized everything was not ok. As they went downstairs carrying boxes of books, shadows seemed to flicker and dance at the edges of their vision. The floorboards creaked beneath their feet, though they could have sworn the noise came from several steps behind them. And in the hallway mirror, their reflections appeared distorted for a heart-stopping moment — features blurred and elongated in a way that defied natural explanation.
"Okay, this is officially creeping me out," Vivien declared as they reached the library doors. "What the heck is going on?" she asked as she reached for a handle, only to snatch her hand back with a yelp. "It's ice cold!" She glared at the box in her arms. "The sooner we get these put away, the better."
Balancing her own box of books in one arm, Lucia touched the handle. The metal was indeed frigid to the touch, but she managed to turn it. As the door swung open, a gust of stale air rushed out, carrying with it the musty scent of old books and a whisper of something that sounded unsettlingly like distant, echoing laughter.
The library itself appeared normal — rows upon rows of bookshelves stretching to the high ceiling, comfortable reading nooks tucked into corners, the large oak table at the center of the room where generations of Thornes had pored
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