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Capter 1: The Steeped Sigh




One of the most basic questions that can be asked is… “why?”

That is, of course, a very broad question, and the answers can be as difficult to define as the question itself. That does not mean, however, that the question shouldn’t be asked, or answered. In the Realm—that shimmering, twilight dimension where the sky bled from violet to indigo and the air tasted of ozone and jasmine—the "why" was often buried under layers of ancient tradition and the immediate, pulsing needs of the present.

To be clear, not everything—or everyone, for that matter—has all of the answers. The universe is a vast, messy tapestry, and most of its inhabitants are too busy untangling their own threads to look at the larger pattern. There was, of course, the possible exception of Lilith and her Eternal. They sat at the very center of the weave. But the thing of that is: one cannot give the answer if the question isn’t asked.

From that realization comes the explanation of why it is that Lilith always, in all ways, makes time when someone in the Realm poses a question to her. To the Queen, a question was a spark; to ignore it was to let the light of the Realm go dim.




The Afternoon Rush




The tea shop was a riot of color and sound, nestled in a district where the buildings seemed to grow from the earth like crystalline mushrooms. It was called The Steeped Sigh, and it was the primary social hub for the local succubi and incubi who preferred the slow burn of conversation to the more kinetic energy of the dance halls.

Sybil, a purple-tailed succubus who had called the Realm home for just over two millennia, was currently navigating the narrow aisles with a tray held aloft. She was a being of delicate proportions, her skin a soft lavender and her eyes the color of deep amethysts. Today, however, those eyes were clouded with a contemplative fog.

“Lilith? Umm … Why are we?”

The question was blurted out almost before Sybil could stop it. She was leaning over the table, carefully placing a cup of amber tea—a special blend that smelled of sun-warmed peaches—in front of the Queen of the Realm.

In the background, the atmosphere was chaotic in the way only a midday rush could be. Two black-tailed succubi at the corner booth were talking loudly over a shared plate of cloud-berry pie, their wings fluttering with emphasis as they debated the merits of a recent arrival from the mortal plane. The clatter of porcelain and the low hum of magical lanterns provided a rhythmic backdrop to Sybil’s sudden existential crisis.

Lilith didn’t look up immediately. She sat with a poise that made the simple wooden chair look like a throne of ivory. She wore her power like a silk robe—obvious, yet deceptively soft. She let the question hang in the air, vibrating against the steam of the tea. Finally, she looked up, her eyes dancing with a familiar, playful light.

“That sounds like how I would ask a question,” Lilith noted, her voice a melodic purr. “Have you been taking lessons from me, Sybil?”

Sybil felt a warmth crawl up her neck that had nothing to do with the steam from the tray. Her purple tail gave a nervous, involuntary twitch, nearly knocking over a sugar bowl. “Uh … a little? Kind of cute, you know. I thought it might be more effective than just asking what’s for lunch.”

Lilith’s smile widened, a slow, radiant expression that seemed to draw the light of the room toward her. “Yes, you are. Come and sit with me for a bit. I’m sure that will not be a problem.”




The Order of the Queen




Sybil’s eyes darted toward the kitchen door. “Lilith, I’m right in the middle of my shift. Ester and I have three more tables to clear, and the two incubi by the window have been waiting for their scones for ten minutes. They’re starting to look… hungry.”

But Ester, an orange-tailed succubus who was currently balancing three teapots with practiced ease, was already watching them from across the room. Ester was the pragmatist to Sybil’s dreamer; her orange tail was thick and muscular, and her eyes were a sharp, observant gold. She didn't say a word, but she caught Sybil’s gaze and gave a single, sharp tilt of her head toward the empty chair across from Lilith.

The look was unmistakable: “Dummy, she’s the Queen. Sit the hell down before you offend the woman who literally keeps the sky from falling.”

With a resigned sigh and a quick apologetic glance toward the scone-less incubi, Sybil pulled out the chair and sat.

Lilith regarded her for a moment, the silence between them stretched thin and fine like spun glass. She began to trace a fingertip around the rim of her cup, the movement slow and hypnotic. Sybil found herself focusing on that finger, the way the light caught the slight shimmer of Lilith’s skin.

“You ask ‘why?’” Lilith said, breaking the silence. “My first answer is … ‘Why not?’”

Sybil let out a long, weary sigh. She leaned her elbows on the table, her purple tail curling around the leg of the chair. “Lilith, please … I know you love to do this. I know you love the mystery and the way you can turn a conversation into a riddle that takes three centuries to solve. But I’ve been a succubus for two thousand years, and today… today I just need to know. Could you just answer the question?”

Lilith took a small, dainty sip of her tea, her gaze never leaving Sybil’s face. “It is a bit difficult when you aren’t exactly sure of what the question is, dear heart. It reminds me a lot of how the answer to the meaning of life is forty-two. We have an answer, but we don’t truly have the question.”

Sybil smirked, her natural wit momentarily overcoming her existential dread. “Okay. What’s the question if the answer is ‘forty-two’?”

Lilith lifted her tea cup back to her lips. Just before the porcelain touched her skin, she replied with a devious glint in her eyes: “How many licks does it take to make Sybil—”




The Crimson Blush




“No! Stop!” Sybil’s hands flew up in a frantic wave, her face turning a shade of magenta that almost matched her tail. She shot a panicked look over her shoulder at Ester, who was "polishing" a nearby table with an intensity that suggested she was listening to every single word.

That was a specific bit of data Sybil was not prepared to have quantified, especially not in front of her partner. She’d been on the receiving end of many of Ester’s licks—Ester was nothing if not thorough and enthusiastically dedicated to her craft—and Sybil did not, under any circumstances, want Ester to know what forty-two licks would do. Or maybe she did. She’d have to think about that again later, preferably when her heart wasn't trying to beat its way out of her chest.

Lilith sipped at her tea, her own tail swishing behind her slowly, a rhythmic metronome of amusement. “You asked. I was going to answer. That is what you wanted, is it not? Clarity?”

Sybil shook her head, trying to fan her face with her hands. “Lilith, you know full well it isn’t. You’re being… you.”

Lilith shrugged, looking entirely unrepentant. She turned her attention to the rest of the shop, her eyes lingering on the two nearby incubi who were now staring quite openly at Ester. Ester, for her part, was playing the role of the oblivious server perfectly, though the occasional twitch of her orange tail suggested she was enjoying the attention more than she let on. Lilith smiled to herself, a private, knowing expression.




The Problem of Evil




After a bit of time, the humor faded, and the air around the table grew a little more somber. Sybil leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper that barely carried over the clink of spoons.
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