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Thank you so much for purchasing this short story, I sincerely hope you like it.

While I try my best to clean up the text and avoid any typos or errors, sometimes they do sneak through, as I’m basically a one-person team. If you spot any mistakes, please let me know, so I may correct them for the future.

Furthermore, if you find any of the content offensive and believe I’m missing some warning tags from it, please notify me, so I can fix that as soon as possible.

Enjoy!

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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The dusty steps were cold under Aswan’s padded feet; they hadn’t been disturbed for a long time, perhaps centuries, if the stories around this underground lair are to be believed.

He carefully stopped a moment and offered his hand to Vati, who held it with a smile as she continued up the stairs, her now noticeable baby bump not slowing her down in the slightest.

When they had both learned of this location via some friendly wandering priests, Aswan decided that he wanted to check it out, for if what they told them was true, there was someone here they had to meet.

While the warrior had planned to come alone, Vati had made it abundantly clear that she was coming too, danger be damned. She really wanted to stretch her legs, and the household was in good care with the others.

They were not expecting a fight, but had brought protection spells and amulets just in case, not to mention a quick recall to their teleportation circle at home.

Because they were hoping to fix things via dialog, Vati was wearing just a comfortable and loose fitting white robe that only reached her knees, while Aswan just wore his usual plated kilt.

After a long trek up these annoying long staircases, they finally reached what seemed to be the main chamber or this space.

A gorgeous wooden door stood ahead of them, its flower-like patterns worn away with time but still keeping with a hint of their beautiful colours.

Long strips of paper marked with symbols of arcane power had been plastered all over it, closing its gaps and crevices, as if whatever was inside could escape via the smallest of cracks.

They had however, lost most of their power, and some were peeling off altogether, giving Aswan the impression that a simple strong pull of the handle would just break whatever enchantment held them in place.

After regaining their breath and sharing some water from his canteen, Vati nodded at Aswan, who moved closer to the door and gripped the handles with his big strong hands.

As he had suspected, with a firm pull, the door flung open, and the outside air rushed into the isolated chamber.

It was a round room, its walls and ceiling lined with wood panels engraved with similar flower designs to those outside, except these had not lost even a fraction of their colour, radiant as if they were painted last week.

Intermixed with them, more words of power and arcane symbols, which gently glowed in the dim light of the big yet mostly barren room.

In the centre of it there was an arrangement of furniture on top of a somewhat square shaped arrangement of tightly woven mats, with only the barest of essentials for someone staying here, such as something resembling a closet, a silken bed at floor level, a dresser and a inclined desk filled with filled calligraphy practice and rolled up scrolls.

Standing in the middle of this arrangement, and looking at them with confused yet hopeful eyes, was a woman.

She was of average height, taller than Vati, though as always that wasn’t particularly hard, but shorter than Aswan, and she had a very slim and slender build.

Her body was wrapped in a gorgeous white kimono criss-crossed with beautiful red patterns, and despite it covering her completely from next to ankles, it was so tightly fitted around her that it left little doubt of her figure.

Especially since her rather slender figure was broken by a surprisingly ample chest that her kimono was struggling to keep covered.

Her long straight hair had been styled in long flowing waves and it was a striking shade of chestnut that looked almost orange.

From the sides of her head, a pair of fluffy and attentive fox ears peaked out, and her demi-human appearance was completed by the incredibly bushy and fluffy fox tail showing behind her kimono.

Quickly assuming a more demure and noble pose, she took a couple of steps closer to them, her dainty feet making no sound in their silken white socks.

“Welcome, my dear guests, I’m afraid I haven’t had company in a really long time...” she said, covering her mouth with a beautiful fan as she peeked at them with her vulpine eyes.

Vati and Aswan did a curtsy and a bow respectively. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” said Vati with her best diplomatic voice, “I am the priestess Vatiana and this is my husband, Aswan.”

The lady in the chamber allowed a peek of her smile behind the fan, quite glad to have such polite guests.

“It’s so nice to hear voices in this chamber once more, especially from such polite guests...” she said as she beaconed to come forward, “I am Rin, the sorceress, please be welcomed.”

“I’m afraid I do not have much to offer after such a long time being a captive here,” she said, inviting them to sit on the mat with her.

Aswan followed Vati’s cue and moved over to sit on the mat, helping his wife first make herself comfortable before sitting himself.

“My magic is much diminished in this space, but I can at least summon us some tea...” Rin said as she made a wave with her delicate and carefully manicured fingers, making a warm brew materialise in front of her guests and herself.

Vati and Aswan politely thanked her for the drink, and took a sip each. It was a lovely brew with a fantastic aroma, and it made them feel at ease despite the reputation and power of their host.

“Pray tell, my dear guests, what brings you to my chamber?” she asked them as she made herself comfortable on the mat.

“We heard of you and the promise you made when you were placed here... and we are thinking of releasing you,” Vati said, placing her tea cup delicately on the tray.

A sparkle of hope appeared on Rin’s eyes, though she tried to hide it, keeping her stoic and polite pose.

“I would be eternally grateful to you both if you were to accomplish such a feat, though I must warn you, many have tried and none have succeeded,” Rin said to them.

Vati gave Rin one of her playful cat-like smiles, her blue eyes radiating confidence.

“Please trust us, Lady Rin, I think we will be up to the task,” Vati said, trying her best to not sound smug, “however, before we may take on that challenge, we would like to ask you some questions.”

Rin placed her fan on the mat next to her legs and crossed her hands on her lap.

“While I am very much keen on getting out of this chamber, you are the only ones that have come in... gods know how much time, so I am at your mercy,” she took a deep breath, “ask your questions.”

Vati and Aswan looked at each other, here is where it would be clear if they had done their homework.

“Please, tell us the story of how you ended up here...” asked Vati, fully knowing this was going to be a touchy subject for her.

Rin looked to her side as she remembered bitter times.

“Are you concerned about what I will do once released?” she asked, pointedly.

“We would just like to hear about what happened from you, if you may,” Vati said, being as diplomatic as possible.

Rin took a deep breath and sighed.

“Very well,” she said, picking her fan up and holding its handle with both hands, as if it was some kind of safety blanket.

“I don’t know how things have changed while I was gone, but when I was young, the only way for a woman to gain any kind of power or respect in the empire, specially for a demi-human like me, one had to be in the court,” she said as her eyes faded back to times gone.

“From travellers and priests I learned that what the then emperor craved the most in his court, was spellcasters of any kind, for he was fascinated with magic; and since it was something that came naturally to me, I undertook that route studying and practising as hard as I could for years until I had become one of the most powerful sorceresses in the empire.”

“Confident in my power, I approached the court and tried to insinuate myself into it, but I was constantly stone-walled by those already inside, who accused me of being an uncouth commoner regardless of what power I had.”

“However, one day I was so incensed by those denying me an audience, that my power flared up like a lighthouse all across the palace compound, and luck had it... the emperor saw it...”

A sad smile crossed her face before she continued.

“I was brought forth to meet him, for he had been impressed by my display, and asked me for a full demonstration of my studies and powers...”

Her hands tightly clenched her kimono.

“What started as a public demonstration extended late into the night into his private  quarters, where we spoke till dawn, before finally embracing each other...”

Rin used her fan to cover her face while she cleared a tear.

“It was there he requested I not just become his court magician, but also one of his wifes...” a long sigh mixed with a swoon came out from her chest, “it was the happiest day of my life.”

“The emperor was a gentle and smart man, crushed by the pressure and responsibilities of his position, and strangled in a crazy web of conspiracy within the palace,” the sorceress looked at both of them with an intense gaze, “I swore to become the perfect wife for
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