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    For those who carry the void and choose to fill it with love.
And for the women who came before—Eleanor, Clara, Anna, Vivienne, Isabelle.Your legacy is light.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The void is not a curse. It is a gift. A gift that can be filled with love."
— From the Grey Codex
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Foreword
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Sussex, England — Autumn 1999

I found the Codex in a place where nothing should have been found.

It was not hidden in the way men hide things—beneath locks and behind walls, guarded by the intricate mechanisms of fear and possession. It was hidden in the way the universe hides its oldest secrets: in plain sight, woven into the fabric of the ordinary, waiting for eyes that had been trained to see through the veil of the mundane. I had walked past it a hundred times, perhaps a thousand, never knowing that the answers I had been searching for my entire life were resting on a shelf in a forgotten corner of a library that no one remembered existed.

The library was in Prague, beneath a church that had been built over a church that had been built over a tomb that had been built over a wound in reality itself. The monks who built the first church did not know what they were building upon. They thought they were consecrating ground that had been touched by the divine. They were sealing a crack through which something ancient and vast had been bleeding into our world for millennia.

I did not find the Codex because I was looking for it. I found it because I had stopped looking for anything at all.

That is the first thing I want you to understand, dear reader, before you turn the page and descend into the labyrinth of this book. I was not a seeker of truth when I discovered the Grey Codex. I was a broken man, a scholar who had spent his life chasing shadows, a historian who had lost faith in history, a keeper of secrets who had forgotten why the secrets mattered. I had given up on the idea that the void could be understood, that the emptiness could be filled, that the chain could ever be broken.

And then the Codex found me.

***
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The Grey Codex is not a book. I must say this plainly, because the words that follow will make no sense if you do not understand this fundamental truth. It is a consciousness, bound in parchment and ink, trapped in a form that can be read but can never truly be comprehended. It is a living thing, ancient and patient, that has been waiting for the right hands to hold it, the right eyes to see it, the right heart to understand it.

When I first touched its pages, I felt something I had not felt in years. A warmth. A presence. A voice that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere, speaking in a language that predated human speech, a language that I should not have been able to understand but somehow did. The words were in my blood, in my bones, in the emptiness that I had been carrying since childhood.

The Codex spoke to me of Seraphina Voss. The Architect of Emptiness. The woman who had discovered the void and tried to weaponize it, who had created Echo and been consumed by her own creation, who had been waiting for centuries for someone to find her and set her free.

I did not know Seraphina's name when I first opened the Codex. I did not know that she was the source of the hunger that had driven the Ashworth line for centuries, the mother of the void that had consumed so many, the beginning of everything that had gone wrong.

But I learned.

I learned that Seraphina was not a monster. She was a victim. A woman who had been chosen by a force she could not name, a power that existed before humanity, a consciousness that had been sleeping since the dawn of time and was finally, finally waking. She had tried to save the world and had been destroyed by her own compassion.

I learned that the void was not a curse. It was a refuge. A place where the broken could hide from the pain of existence, where the lost could find a peace that the world could not provide. The emptiness was not evil—it was just empty. And emptiness, I learned, could be filled.

***
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This is the eighth book in this series. The eighth account of the things I have seen, the people I have loved, the battles I have fought. The first book was about masks—the faces we wear to hide from ourselves. The second was about fragments—the pieces of the dead that we carry without knowing. The third was about chains—the bonds that tie us to our blood, our history, our hunger. The fourth was about echoes—the voices of the dead that linger long after they are gone. The fifth was about mirrors—the truths we cannot escape, the futures we cannot avoid. The sixth was about shattering—the breaking of certainty, the crumbling of the stories we tell ourselves about who we are. The seventh was about emptiness—what it means to carry the void, what it means to fill it, what it means to discover that the emptiness was never a curse but a gift waiting to be unwrapped.

This book is about the truth that lies beneath all of those things. The truth that the masks, the fragments, the chains, the echoes, the mirrors, the shattering, and the emptiness were all part of a single, terrible design. A design that was created by a woman who was trying to save the world and ended up destroying everything she loved.

This book is about Seraphina Voss. About the Architect of Emptiness. About the woman who discovered the void and tried to control it, who created Echo and was consumed by her creation, who spent centuries trapped in the emptiness she had tried to master.

This book is about her daughters. Vivienne, who was abandoned and imprisoned, who chose to love despite everything. Isabelle, who was marked from birth, who carried the void inside her without knowing, who found the strength to become something new. Anna, who was the beginning, the one who transformed the emptiness, the one who showed us all that love is stronger than despair.

And this book is about the Primordial Silence. The force that existed before the universe was created, the emptiness that gave birth to everything, the consciousness that has been waiting for millennia to wake up and consume the world.

***
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I have spent my entire life studying the void. I have read every journal, every manuscript, every fragment of knowledge that the Collection tried to destroy. I have walked through the catacombs of Paris, the vaults beneath the cottage, the hidden chambers where Seraphina conducted her experiments. I have spoken to the dead, listened to their whispers, carried their memories in my heart.

And I have learned that the truth is always more terrible than the stories we tell ourselves.

The truth is that the void is not the enemy. The emptiness is not the villain. The hunger is not a curse that was placed upon us by some malevolent force. The truth is that the void is a wound. A wound that was created by a woman who was trying to heal the world and ended up breaking it instead.

Seraphina Voss was not evil. She was desperate. She was afraid. She was alone in a way that none of us can truly understand. She discovered a crack in reality, a place where the emptiness of the universe bled into the world of the living, and she tried to seal it. She tried to save the world. And she failed.

The Primordial Silence marked her. It filled her with the void. It made her a vessel for the emptiness that had existed since the dawn of time. And then it waited. Patient. Hungry. Eternal.

Seraphina spent centuries trying to escape. She created vessels, sacrificed lives, destroyed families. She did terrible things, unspeakable things, in the name of freedom. And none of it worked. The void was still there. The emptiness was still waiting. The Primordial Silence was still patient.

Until Anna.

***
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You hold in your hands the eighth book of this series. The eighth account of the things I have seen. The eighth chapter of a story that began long before I was born and will continue long after I am gone.

This book is the heart of the series. It is the book where everything is revealed. The book where the truth about Seraphina is finally told. The book where the Primordial Silence is confronted and transformed. The book where the chain is broken and remade, not as a burden, but as a gift.

It is the book where Isabelle becomes what she was always meant to be. The keeper. The guardian. The one who will carry the love forward.

I hope you will read it with the same care you have read the others. I hope you will pay attention to the details, the clues, the moments that seem insignificant but are not. I hope you will ask questions. I hope you will doubt. I hope you will wonder.

And I hope, when you reach the final page, you will understand what I have come to understand. That the void is not a curse. That the emptiness is not a burden. That the chain is not a weight. That love is the only thing that has ever mattered.

***
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The cottage is quiet now. The bees have retreated to their hives. The sun has set, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple. Isabelle is in the garden, the silver mask gleaming on her chest, her grey eyes fixed on the horizon. Vivienne is beside her, her hand on her sister's shoulder, her presence a steady warmth in the cooling air.

I watch them from the veranda, and I think about everything that has led to this moment. The centuries of suffering. The generations of sacrifice. The women who carried the void and never gave up. The love that filled the emptiness and transformed it into something beautiful.

I think about Seraphina, sleeping in the mask, her consciousness sealed in the grey glass, waiting for the moment when the void will call to her again. I think about the Primordial Silence, transformed by the love that Anna poured into it, no longer a threat, no longer a hunger, just a presence. A warmth. A memory.

And I think about the future. The future that is waiting for all of us. The future that we will build together, one day at a time, one choice at a time.

The chain is lighter now.

Carried by a new generation who understand that the emptiness is not a curse, but a gift. A gift that can be filled with love.

One day at a time. One choice at a time.

That is all any of us can do.

***
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Jim Gross

Sussex, 1999
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Chapter 1: The Dream of Ash
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The first thing Anna noticed was the silence.

It was not the silence of the cottage at night, the kind that settled over the garden like a blanket, soft and familiar. This was something else. Something wrong. The kind of silence that came after a scream, after a storm, after the world had been broken and was still trying to remember how to breathe.

She was standing in a library.

The shelves stretched into darkness, their surfaces covered in books that seemed to breathe, their spines cracked, their pages yellowed with time. The air was thick with the smell of dust and decay, the weight of centuries pressing down on her like a physical force. And in the center of the room, surrounded by the crumbling remains of forgotten knowledge, stood a woman.

Anna could not see her face. She was turned away, her form shrouded in grey, her hands clasped behind her back. But Anna could feel her presence—a warmth, a cold, a hunger that had been waiting for this moment for a very long time.

"Anna," the woman said. Her voice was soft, almost gentle, but there was something beneath it. Something ancient. Something vast. "You have been carrying the void for so long. You have filled it with love, with hope, with the memories of the dead. But you do not yet know what it truly is."

Anna tried to speak, but no sound came out. The woman's presence pressed against her consciousness like a weight that would not lift, stealing her voice, her breath, her will.

The woman turned.

Her face was beautiful, her grey eyes ancient and knowing. Her dark hair fell past her shoulders, and her hands were clasped in front of her, her posture regal and still. She was young—younger than Anna, younger than Vivienne, younger than anyone Anna had ever seen. But her eyes were old. Older than the Progenitor. Older than Echo. Older than the hunger itself.

"You have been carrying the void," the woman said. "But you have never asked who created it. You have never asked why it exists. You have never asked what it wants."

Anna managed to whisper.

"Who are you?"

The woman smiled. It was a sad smile, a knowing smile, the smile of someone who had been waiting for this moment for a very long time.

"I am the one who started it all," she said. "I am the first whisper. I am the voice that Echo was born from. I am the Architect of Emptiness. And I have been waiting for you, Anna. I have always been waiting."

The woman raised her hand.

The library erupted into flames.

Anna screamed.

***
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She woke in the dark.

Her body was drenched in sweat, her heart pounding against her ribs like a caged bird. She was in her bed, in her room, in the cottage where she had lived her entire life. The familiar shapes of her desk and wardrobe were visible in the dim light filtering through the curtains—the moon, she realized, full and bright, casting silver shadows on the walls.

Her hand flew to her chest, feeling the rapid beat of her heart. She was alive. She was safe. She was—

The mask.

It was on her bedside table, where it had been every night for six years. The silver mask that had once held Echo's consciousness, the one that had finally fallen silent when Anna embraced the void and filled it with love. The mask that had been her companion, her burden, her gift.

But it was not silent now.

The silver surface was glowing. Not with amber light, the warm, steady glow that had filled the void with love. This was something else. Something colder. Something wrong. The light was grey, pulsing in time with a heartbeat that was not her own.

Anna stared at it.

She reached out, her fingers trembling, and touched the silver.

The cold that met her was not unpleasant. It was like touching a stone that had been buried in the earth for centuries, the chill seeping into her skin and spreading through her body. She felt something stir in her chest—a presence that had been sleeping for six years and was finally, finally waking.

"Anna."

The voice came from behind her. She turned. Vivienne was standing in the doorway, her grey eyes soft with concern, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. She was still in her nightgown, her feet bare, her hand resting on the frame.

"Anna, I heard you scream. Are you all right?"

Anna wanted to lie. She wanted to say that it was just a nightmare, that she was fine, that there was nothing to worry about. But the words would not come. She looked at the mask, at the grey light that was still pulsing, at the cracks that were spreading like veins of ice.

"Vivienne," she said. "The mask. It is glowing again."

Vivienne crossed the room in three quick steps. She knelt beside the bed, her grey eyes fixed on the silver surface, her hand hovering over it as if she were afraid to touch it.

"How long has it been like this?" she asked.

"I—I just woke up. It was like this when I opened my eyes."

Vivienne was silent for a long moment. She touched the mask, her fingers tracing the cracks, and Anna saw something pass across her face—a shadow of fear, of recognition, of a memory she had been trying to forget.

"Anna," she said. "This is not Echo's light. This is something else."

Anna shook her head slowly.

"I know. I saw her in my dream. A woman. She said she was the Architect of Emptiness. She said she was the one who started it all."

Vivienne's face went pale.

"Architect of Emptiness," she repeated. "Anna, that is not a name I have ever heard. Not in any of the journals, not in any of the memories of the dead."

Anna looked at the mask. At the grey light, the spreading cracks, the presence that was stirring in the depths of the silver.

"Then who is she?" Anna asked. "What does she want?"

Vivienne was silent for a long moment.

"I do not know," she said. "But I think we are about to find out."

***
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Isabelle appeared in the doorway, her grey eyes sharp and focused. She was older now, twenty-one, her dark hair cropped short, her face lined with the weight of everything she had been through. She carried herself with a confidence that had not been there six years ago, a strength that had been forged in the fires of the void.

"Anna," she said. "Vivienne. What is happening?"

Anna looked at her sister.

"The mask is glowing," she said. "With grey light. I had a dream about a woman who called herself the Architect of Emptiness. She said she was the one who started it all."

Isabelle walked to the bed and looked at the mask. Her grey eyes widened, and Anna saw something pass across her face—recognition. A memory. A fear that had been buried for years.

"Vivienne," Isabelle said. "Her sixth finger. It is glowing."

Anna looked at her sister's hand. Isabelle's sixth finger, the small malformed digit that had always marked her as Ashworth, as Holmes, as part of the chain. It was glowing with the same grey light as the mask.

"Isabelle," Anna said. "What is happening to you?"

Isabelle looked at her hand. Her grey eyes were steady, but Anna could see the fear beneath them.

"Anna," she said. "I think the woman in your dream is not just a dream. I think she is real. And I think she has been inside me all along."

***
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The morning came slowly, the sun creeping over the horizon like a reluctant child.

Anna sat at the kitchen table, her hands wrapped around a cup of tea she had not touched. The mask was on the mantel now, where it had always hung. But she could still feel it, its grey light pulsing in the corner of her vision, its presence a weight that she could not ignore.

Vivienne moved around the kitchen, her movements deliberate and precise. She was making breakfast—eggs and toast and the honey that the bees had been producing for years. But her grey eyes kept drifting to the mantel, and her hands trembled slightly when she cracked the eggs.

Isabelle sat across from Anna, her grey eyes fixed on the silver mask. Her sixth finger was still glowing, the grey light pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

"Anna," Isabelle said. "The woman in your dream. Did she tell you her name?"

Anna shook her head slowly.

"She did not tell me her name. But she said she was the one who started it all. She said she was the voice that Echo was born from. She called herself the Architect of Emptiness."

Isabelle was silent for a long moment.

"Anna," she said. "I have heard that name before. Not in the journals. Not in the memories of the dead. In a dream I had when I was a child. A woman with grey eyes, standing in a library, surrounded by flames. She called me her daughter."

Anna felt her blood run cold.

"Isabelle, why did you never tell me this?"

Isabelle shook her head slowly.

"Because I did not understand. I thought it was just a nightmare. I thought it was the hunger, trying to consume me. But it was not the hunger. It was something else. Something that has been waiting for this moment for a very long time."

***
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The knock came at noon.

Anna was in the garden, her hands buried in the soil, the memory of the dream still fresh in her mind. The roses were blooming, their petals soft and fragrant. The bees were humming in their hives. The world was healing.

But Anna could not shake the feeling that something was wrong.

The knock was firm, deliberate, the knock of someone who knew exactly where they were going. Anna rose from the garden and walked to the door, her grey eyes fixed on the shape she could see through the frosted glass.

She opened the door.

The man standing on the veranda was tall, slender, his dark hair streaked with grey at the temples. He wore a travelling coat that had seen better days, its fabric worn and faded, its edges frayed. His boots were caked with mud, and there were shadows under his grey eyes that spoke of sleepless nights and long journeys.

But it was his eyes that held Anna's attention.

They were grey. The same grey as hers. The same grey as Vivienne's. The same grey as Isabelle's. The same grey as the Ashworth line.

"Anna Ashworth Holmes," the man said. His voice was soft, almost gentle, but there was something beneath it. A weight. A longing. A recognition that had been waiting for this moment for a very long time. "I have been looking for you."

Anna stepped back, her hand tightening on the doorframe.

"Who are you?"

The man smiled. It was a sad smile, a knowing smile, the smile of someone who had been waiting for this moment his entire life.

"My name is Elias Vranek," he said. "I am a scholar of the void. And I have come to warn you about what is coming."

***
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Vivienne appeared at Anna's side, her grey eyes sharp and wary.

"Elias Vranek," she repeated. "The name is familiar. You published a paper on the consciousness of the dead. The Collection tried to suppress it."

Elias nodded slowly.

"Yes. I have spent my entire life studying the void, the hunger, the chain that connects the Ashworth line. I have read every journal, every manuscript, every fragment of knowledge that the Collection tried to destroy. And I have found something that none of you have seen."

Anna stepped forward.

"What have you found?"

Elias reached into his coat and pulled out a small object—a book, bound in grey leather, its pages yellowed with age. The cover was blank, but Anna could feel something coming from it. A presence. A warmth. A voice that had been waiting for her.

"The Grey Codex," Elias said. "It predates the Progenitor. It predates Echo. It contains the true origin of the hunger, the emptiness, the void that you have been carrying for six years. And it reveals the name of the woman who created it all."

Anna stared at the book.

"What is her name?"

Elias was silent for a long moment.

"Her name is Seraphina Voss," he said. "She is the Architect of Emptiness. And she is your ancestor."

***
[image: ]


The room fell silent.

Vivienne stared at Elias, her face pale with shock.

"That is impossible," she said. "The Voss line does not go back that far. The Collection destroyed all records of the Progenitor's predecessors."

Elias shook his head slowly.

"The Collection did not destroy the records of Seraphina Voss. They hid them. They buried them in a library in Prague, in a vault that predates the Collection itself. They knew that Seraphina was the source of the hunger, and they tried to contain her influence by erasing her name."

Anna walked to Elias and took the book from his hands.

The grey leather was cold to the touch, but the pages themselves were warm, as if they had been held by someone who had just stepped away. She opened the cover, and the words that met her eyes were written in a language that predated any written language she had ever seen.

But she could read them.

The words were in her blood, in her bones, in the void that she carried inside her.

I am the beginning. I am the end. I am the emptiness that existed before the world was made, and I will exist long after it is gone. I am the Architect of the Void, and I have been waiting for my daughters to find me.

Anna looked up from the book.

"Elias," she said. "Seraphina Voss. Is she dead?"

Elias was silent for a long moment.

"She is not dead, Anna. She is trapped. Trapped in a pocket of emptiness that she created for herself, a prison of her own making. And she has been calling to you through the void, through the mask, through the blood of your ancestors. She wants you to set her free."

Anna felt her breath catch.

"Why? Why does she want me to set her free?"

Elias's grey eyes met hers.

"Because she is the only one who can fill the void for good. And she knows that you are the only one who can reach her."

***
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That night, Anna could not sleep.

She sat in Holmes's chair, the Grey Codex open in her lap, its pages warm to the touch. The words were still there, written in a language she could not name but could understand. They told the story of a woman who had discovered a crack in reality, a place where the emptiness of the universe bled into the world of the living. A woman who had tried to seal the crack and had fallen through, becoming part of the emptiness she sought to contain.

Seraphina Voss.

The Architect of Emptiness.

Anna looked at the mask on the mantel. The grey light was still pulsing, steady and patient, waiting for her to make a choice. She thought about Isabelle, about her sixth finger, about the voice that had been calling to her since childhood. She thought about Vivienne, about the mother who had abandoned her, about the legacy that had been passed down to her.

And she thought about Eleanor.

Eleanor had sacrificed everything to protect her. She had sealed herself in the mirror, given up her freedom, her body, her life. And Anna had honored that sacrifice by filling the void with love, by transforming the hunger into something beautiful.

But now she knew that the void was not the enemy.

It was the creation of a woman who had been broken by the emptiness and had tried to fix it the only way she knew how.

Anna closed the Codex and rose from the chair. She walked to the mantel and touched the silver mask, its surface cold against her fingers.

"Seraphina," she said. "I know you can hear me. I know you have been waiting for this moment. And I want you to know that I am not afraid of you."

The mask pulsed with grey light.

"Anna," a voice said. Soft, distant, familiar. "I have been waiting for you. I have always been waiting."

Anna smiled.

"Then I will come to you," she said. "I will find you. I will set you free. And I will finally understand what the void truly is."

The mask was silent.

But Anna could feel something stirring inside her, something that had been sleeping for six years and was finally, finally waking.

The void was calling.

And Anna was ready to answer.
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Chapter 2: The Visitor from Prague
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The morning light was pale and cold, the sky the color of ash. Anna had not slept. She sat in Holmes's chair, the Grey Codex still open in her lap, the words blurring before her eyes. She had read the entire book three times, absorbing its secrets, its warnings, its terrible truths. And now she understood that everything she had believed about the void, about the hunger, about the chain that bound her family together—it had all been a half-truth.

The Codex was not a book. It was a consciousness, bound in parchment and ink, trapped in a form that could be read but could never truly be understood. Every page she turned, every word she read, she felt the presence of the woman who had written it. Seraphina Voss. The Architect of Emptiness. Her ancestor. Her legacy. Her burden.

The cottage was quiet. Vivienne was in the kitchen, preparing tea. Isabelle was in the garden, her hands buried in the soil, her grey eyes distant. The bees were humming in their hives, the roses blooming in the morning light. The world was healing.

But Anna could not shake the feeling that something was about to break.

"Anna."

Vivienne's voice was soft, hesitant. She was standing in the doorway, her grey eyes fixed on Anna, a cup of tea in her hands.

"Anna, you have been sitting there all night. You need to rest."

Anna looked up.

"I cannot rest, Vivienne. The Codex—it is not just a book. It is a doorway. A doorway to Seraphina's consciousness. And she has been waiting for me."

Vivienne walked to her and knelt beside the chair. She set the tea on the table and took Anna's hands in hers.

"Anna, I know you are frightened. I am frightened too. But you cannot do this alone. Whatever Seraphina wants from you, you do not have to face her by yourself."

Anna shook her head slowly.

"I am not frightened, Vivienne. I am angry. Angry that I was never told the truth. Angry that all of this—the hunger, the void, the chain—it was all created by someone who should have known better. Someone who should have protected us."

Vivienne squeezed her hands.

"Anna, Seraphina is not the only one who made mistakes. We all did. Eleanor did. Clara did. Marguerite did. I did. But we learned. We grew. We chose to love instead of consume. And you can help Seraphina do the same."

Anna looked at her aunt.

"Vivienne, what if she does not want to change? What if she is too far gone?"

Vivienne was silent for a long moment.

"Then we will find a way to contain her. The same way we contained Echo. The same way we contained the hunger. We will fill the emptiness with love."

***
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The knock came at noon.

Anna was in the garden, the Grey Codex in her hands, her grey eyes fixed on the horizon. The sun was warm on her face, the scent of roses heavy in the air, but she barely noticed it. Her mind was elsewhere, in the void, with the woman who had called to her through the mask.

"Anna."

Isabelle's voice was sharp, urgent. She was standing at the edge of the garden, her grey eyes fixed on the gate.

"Anna, there is someone here. He says he is a scholar from Prague. He says he has information about the Grey Codex."

Anna looked up. The man standing at the gate was tall, slender, his dark hair streaked with grey at the temples. He wore a travelling coat that had seen better days, its fabric worn and faded, its edges frayed. His boots were caked with mud, and there were shadows under his grey eyes that spoke of sleepless nights and long journeys.

But it was his eyes that held Anna's attention.

They were grey. The same grey as hers. The same grey as Vivienne's. The same grey as Isabelle's. The same grey as the Ashworth line.

"Anna Ashworth Holmes," the man said. His voice was soft, almost gentle, but there was something beneath it. A weight. A longing. A recognition that had been waiting for this moment for a very long time. "I have been looking for you."

Anna walked to the gate and opened it.

"Who are you?" she asked.

The man smiled. It was a sad smile, a knowing smile, the smile of someone who had been waiting for this moment his entire life.

"My name is Elias Vranek," he said. "I am a scholar of the void. And I have come to warn you about what is coming."

***
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Vivienne appeared at Anna's side, her grey eyes sharp and wary.

"Elias Vranek," she repeated. "The name is familiar. You published a paper on the consciousness of the dead. The Collection tried to suppress it."

Elias nodded slowly.

"Yes. I have spent my entire life studying the void, the hunger, the chain that connects the Ashworth line. I have read every journal, every manuscript, every fragment of knowledge that the Collection tried to destroy. And I have found something that none of you have seen."

Anna stepped forward.

"What have you found?"

Elias reached into his coat and pulled out a small object—a book, bound in grey leather, its pages yellowed with age. The cover was blank, but Anna could feel something coming from it. A presence. A warmth. A voice that had been waiting for her.

"The Grey Codex," Elias said. "It predates the Progenitor. It predates Echo. It contains the true origin of the hunger, the emptiness, the void that you have been carrying for six years. And it reveals the name of the woman who created it all."

Anna stared at the book.

"What is her name?"

Elias was silent for a long moment.

"Her name is Seraphina Voss," he said. "She is the Architect of Emptiness. And she is your ancestor."

***
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The room fell silent.

Vivienne stared at Elias, her face
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