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Eleanora Wells crawled forward through the rubble, her once-immaculate dress now torn and stained with mud. Each movement sent fresh pains shooting up her scraped palms and bruised knees, but she ignored them, as she had learned to ignore so much pain in her life.

The remains of the caved-in temple loomed around her like some kind of shadow, and there was a palpable sensation of darkness flowing through the air. Crumbling stone walls rose on either side, barely visible through decades of accumulated earth and debris. Sunlight would never be able to penetrate this deep, not past the collapsed ceiling above, and the only lighting that existed came from a small amulet around her neck, a light that was almost ethereal in its glow.

A voice in the back of her head told her to leave this place and never return, but she couldn’t do that. The coin she had gotten from the valuables she had stolen many years ago was spent, the last of it to hire the mercenaries that had brought her this far. Not that they had been that useful. Sure, they had gotten her past the first traps in the temple ruins, but most died in the process, and most of those that remained had fled.

The last ones ended up losing their life as well, and only she remained.

Her thoughts drifted back to the estate of her youth, to the times before bitterness had become as much a part of her as breathing. She remembered her mother’s gentle touch, the soft scent of flowers that always surrounded her. Those hands would smooth Eleanora’s hair when she cried, would bandage scraped knees with infinite patience. Her mother had been warmth in a world that seemed increasingly cold.

Then came the sickness. The slow wasting away that took her from them when Eleanora was barely more than a child. 

Eleanora’s father had been a strong man, a confident man, respected throughout their region. But grief had hollowed him out, leaving behind a shell who spent his days staring into nothingness, drinking himself to oblivion each night.

His second marriage should have been a blessing. Instead, it became the final nail in Eleanora’s coffin of happiness. Lady Agnes was everything her mother hadn’t been. Cruel, manipulative, and utterly devoid of warmth. Her stepmother had taken pleasure in making Eleanora’s life miserable, finding new ways to punish her for imagined slights. And her father, in his misery, had been unable to stop her.

Agnes took control of everything, and he let her. The woman would hiss at Eleanora, fingers curling around the jewels that had once belonged to Eleanora’s mother, making the blonde’s life a living hell. Her home stopped being a home, and it became her prison.

The memories made Eleanora’s blood run hot despite the coldness of the ruins. 

It all became worse when her father died. He passed in his sleep, and the young woman couldn’t even be certain if it had been a natural death or not. Her stepmother wasted no time taking control of everything that had belonged to her father and trying to make Eleanora’s life even worse.

The final straw came when she found Eleanora crying at her mother’s grave, a simple bouquet of wildflowers in hand.

Agnes had called her an ungrateful child, spitting at her, telling her she should have gotten rid of her once her father died. Eleanora had been thirteen, but that night, she decided it was enough.

The young blonde had packed what valuables she could carry and fled. Years of drifting followed, working odd jobs, stealing when necessary, living on the fringes of society where no one would recognize a fallen noblewoman. There was pain, there had been hurt, and above all, there was anger. Anger at the world, anger at her father, anger at herself.

Over the years, Eleanora had learned.

Power was all that mattered. Power to live her life as she wished, and to ensure she could never be hurt again. She would get all she deserved from life, even if she had to drag it out of fate itself.

That was why she was among those ancient ruins, in a forgotten temple deep in the jungle, because power lay there. The power of wishes. From what she had been able to glean, there was a genie on those ruins.

If she could find it, if she could make it hers... then maybe, just maybe, she could finally have the life she deserved.

Not that it would be that easy...

Wishing on a cursed lamp was a dangerous thing.

Eleanora’s fingers trembled as she brushed aside another layer of stones and mud, shifting forward a bit more. The temple had swallowed her whole, but she was close to her objective. She could almost feel it. It was as if the air was getting thicker, as if something vibrated through her existence. A cursed lamp was a very powerful relic, and it warped the magic around it. Eleanora didn’t possess any magic of her own, but anyone could feel it when it displayed its presence like this.

Years spent poring over forbidden texts and speaking with those who had brushed against such power had taught her that no wish came without a price tag. The stronger the wish, the higher the interest fate would demand upon repayment.

Wishes had a tendency to twist on themselves, making those who wished upon the cursed lamps regret ever making such wishes. There were many tales like that, some with a stronger basis in reality than others. There was the tale of Lord Harrow, who had wished for wealth beyond imagination and received it in abundance.

For years, he lived like a king among men. Yet over time, the wish twisted itself. The wealth of gold became a wealth of everything, from monsters and cursed artifacts to lands where madness grew like weeds. When he had been forced to make his final wish to undo what he had wrought, Harrow himself became trapped inside one of those very lamps, exchanging places with the being that had been imprisoned within the lamp previously.

There were other tales like that, tales where people always regretted their wishes or were foolish enough to waste them and saw themselves captured within the lamps they had found.

It made her realize that the power of the wish didn’t rest within the being trapped in the lamp – it was in the lamp itself. A cursed lamp was an instrument of ultimate control, and she intended to play it with precision. She had tried to figure out a way to avoid the consequences of those wishes getting twisted on themselves, and she was pretty sure she had figured it out.

The reason for the wishes getting twisted was the lamp itself. Power didn’t come from nothing, and the kind of wishes that cursed lamps could bestow...

They were too powerful, and Eleanora suspected that the reason for that was that the lamp feasted on the chaos its wishes provoked. Over time, it changed things just slightly, keeping in line with the wish, but twisting the fate it bestowed.

If she wasn’t wrong, if her suspicions were correct, then the destruction of the lamp would ensure the wish could not turn against the one who wished it.

With that thought in mind, she struggled on, moving forward, and eventually managed to access a less damaged area of the temple, an open space that seemed somewhat less affected by the collapse of the temple itself.

Her heart pounded as she spotted a faint pulse of ethereal blue light emanating from beneath a slab of stone. It was a glow that promised power beyond anything she had imagined.

Eleanora closed her eyes and breathed in, trying not to let her greed get the better of her. She reminded herself of the consequences of making a mistake. Almost certainly, if she made three wishes upon that lamp, she would exchange places with the being inside it. And the more time went by after making a wish, the more they would twist themselves.

Her path forward was clear. As the lamp was the center of all that power, it needed to cease to exist before it could ruin her wishes.

She would claim all its power and destroy it in one stroke.

The blonde crouched low, her muscles burning as she pushed against the massive stone blocking her prize. Sweat mingled with dust on her brow, but determination hardened every feature of her face. She would not fail. She would not lose the chance of getting all she deserved and lose her life in a ruined temple in the middle of nowhere.

She would not be another fool who had wished for what they wanted and lost everything they valued.

With a final, desperate shove, the stone rolled aside, revealing the lamp sitting atop an altar carved with intricate symbols. The blue light intensified as her presence drew near, and Eleanora felt the first stirrings of something ancient awakening within its brass confines.

A voice, soft and alluring, echoed in her mind: “Who dares disturb my slumber?”

Eleanora’s lips curved into a triumphant smile. “I do,” she whispered, reaching for the lamp as years of planning and pain coalesced into a single moment. It was time for her to take control of her own fate.

Her breath caught in her throat as the genie materialized before her with the suddenness of a star being born. The being that emerged was stunningly beautiful in a way that seemed almost painful to behold.

The elf-like creature stood taller than Eleanora expected, with pale skin like moonlight and eyes the color of a summer sky. Her form curved in all the right places, her features perfectly symmetrical, with full lips, high cheekbones, and hair that cascaded around her shoulders like spun silver. But it was her attire – or lack thereof – that truly captured Eleanora’s attention. The genie wore practically nothing, her voluptuous figure displayed proudly beneath sheer, flowing fabrics that left little to the imagination.

Eleanora had anticipated a creature of shadow and smoke, not this breathtaking woman who seemed carved from the dreams of kings. For a moment, she found herself mesmerized by the other female’s presence, her blue eyes meeting Eleanora’s with an intensity that made her
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