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Claudia put The Book of Fate aside, sighed, and pulled her red fox fur coat more closely around her. Then shook her long strawberry blonde hair around her for another layer of warmth.

Sure, it was nice enough, high up in the mountains, the air crisp and clear, and you could see for miles and miles around you.

As long as you didn’t mind that the view was mainly snow, that the air was cold and crisp against your cheeks, and that the chill seeped into your bones no matter how many layers of clothes, or hair, you piled on.

Even the sound of birds flying overhead, and animals scurrying along the ground fell like stones; with a thud, disappearing into the snow’s silence.

The two-room chalet she and her sisters lived in was mostly sealed against the wind, just the odd squeal as the wind gusted at speeds almost impossible to comprehend.

One of the rooms was full of Books; the sacred records of people’s lives - past, present and future, this universe and all the others.

They lived in the other room.

Their beds were tucked under the eaves, closed in by doors that made the room look neater, kept the beds warmer, and provided an added layer of insulation.

Inside each cupboard, storage shelves were built into the walls at the end of the bed, and drawers for storing clothes underneath them.

The wooden walls and ceiling were dark with centuries of soot, waterproofing and use. The tiny windows set high in the walls.

In the centre of the room, was a fire.

Not like in the old days when the smoke from the open fire hung in the ceiling, but in a proper steel stove with a proper chimney that drew the smoke up and away.

Upon which a pot of venison and vegetable stew gently simmered filling the air with a delicious savoury fragrance.

Which almost completely hid the smell of dried apples, sultanas and cloves gently reconstituting in another pot of water.

It was almost exactly perfect for a romantic getaway.

Aside from the never-ending presence of her sisters, and the complete absence of, well, a man.

Claudia allowed herself to dream a little about that nice blonde boy. Wherever it was he’d turned up. Somewhen in the middle of a dead-end red desert.

And then she looked at her sisters... No matter what, they couldn’t compare.

Claudia was the youngest, Laura the middle, and Agatha the eldest. Though given they’d all been alive longer than time, that wasn’t saying much.

Laura, her long black hair neatly pinned up and out of the way, currently dressed in black wolf skin, was polishing the measuring stick she used as a walking stick.
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