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Bowing to my Mistress I tapped the side of her mug and let my magic enter it. A moment later, steam drifted up, smelling of mint and chamomile. My magic wasn't good for much. Five degrees from the current temperature was all I could do. But it pleased me to use it to make my Mistress comfortable.

I bent down to grab the waste bin – the reason I had entered the study in the first place. But my Mistress stopped me, putting a hand on my arm.

"Sit down, Sam."

Obedient, but confused, I knelt on the floor next to her.

She muttered something I couldn't understand, than turned to face me. Her short, dark brown fingers were tapping the arm of her chair, as they did when she was agitated about something. I tried to think of anything I might have done to upset her, but nothing came to mind.

She took a deep breath and said, "I made you a promise when I bought your service."

I nodded, vaguely concerned. Mistress had been a friend of my parents. When they died, leaving behind debts I had no way to pay, she had offered to pay off the debts, buying the lifetime of my service.

I had agreed. Partly because the alternative was so much worse. Partly because I trusted her. Trust she had repaid far beyond anything I expected.

She said nothing now, and I found I needed to fill the silence. "You promised that you would take care of me and make sure all my needs were seen to." And she had. Not just my physical needs. My small cubby was stacked with books so I could continue my education. She ensured I had time and energy to spend with friends...

She nodded as if she was following my thoughts. Perhaps she was. My mistress was an empath, and a strong one.
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