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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.

_________________________________________________________________________

Princess Nessandra politely followed the group of kobolds that had come to greet her by the entrance of the lair.

When her mother had told her that she had a new job, a diplomatic one at that, she did not expect that a dragon’s lair would be her destination.

The idea had outraged her. She was a sun elf of high lineage, groomed to be meticulously educated in the arts of diplomacy and entertainment. Her place should have been in a renowned eleven court, not a magical beast’s grotto.

Despite her complaints, her mother made it clear it was a valuable role for their realm's influence, for the dragon that resided there was powerful, and having one of their family as part of his retinue would help keep them safe in a world in which they had less and less influence.

Knowing there was no way to get out of it, Nessandra took to studying her charge, and what she read didn't really settle her fears.

The dragon, one called Obsidian because of the color and texture of his scales, had apparently been raised by humans years before her own birth, and after a long career of adventuring he had settled in a mountain by the coast, keeping all the surrounding region as his unofficial domain, making sure no one threatens it's peace, and also patronizing other up and coming adventurers so they may explore the world as he did.

If rumors were to be believed, he hoarded not jewels, or antiquities nor other common draconic hoards, but he had grown a plentiful group of lovers and wifes.

Nessandra had rolled her eyes. An adventuring brute that later settled and collected pretty women as some kind of barbarian king. She was disgusted by the idea.

Nevertheless, she departed to what she had read was a surprisingly accommodating lair, yet nothing she could have read could have prepared her for the reality.

Atop a small mountain that once was home to a volcano, with a beautiful view by the coast, the dragon and his followers had carved nothing less than a palace from the rock.

While from the outside it was difficult to see, except for a domed area in the summit that apparently was quite new, everything was hidden under the rocky exterior.

Under that outside shell, majestic polished hallways, illuminated by everlight lanterns and sunlight squeezing in via meticulously planned deep holes through the soil, criss crossed the length and depth of the mountain, it's halls busy with the clicking claws of cute kobolds working as if it was a mix of a small city and a palace’s court.

And the small dragon-like creatures were not its only inhabitants, with random members of many other species mixing in with the scaley crowds and sometimes waving at Nessandra and her small welcoming party.

She caught glimpses of comfortable and clean common rooms, kitchens, living spaces and even a bar and what looked like a theater.

One such as her would never have said it was equal to an elven palace, but she had to quietly admit to herself that she was impressed.

After walking for a substantial amount of time from the entrance, they finally went up some stairs and reached an engraved entryway that Nessandra suspected to be some kind of audience room.

A couple of the kobolds in her entourage knocked on the gorgeous double doors that closed off the room, and exchanged some excited phrases in draconic between themselves and those on the other side.

Finally, one of them came over to her, she had a lovely set of pink scales, bright ruby eyes, and wore a rather daring maid dress. A fancy collar with a heart seal was tight around her neck, yet it didn’t seem to bother her whatsoever. The air with which she carried herself made her think she was probably the head of the dragon’s household, his head maid.

Nessa found her rather cute, and it had taken some of her restraint to not pet her between her tiny horns. She had read in her books that kobolds were dirty cave dwelling lizards that worshipped dragons like gods, but she had obviously been wrong, for the cleanliness of their scales and diligence of their work definitely made them efficient, and really cute.

“Our Master will see you know, my lady,” she said with a smile and a little bow.

“Thank you so much to you and your people guiding me here,” she said while responding to her bow by grabbing her long silken red skirt and doing a little curtsy.

Something like a happy chirp came out of her small snout, and she accompanied her to the doors, which were being slowly opened from the inside.

Nessa wasn’t quite ready for the other side of the doors. The room she stepped in was big, as big as some dwarven halls she had visited during her training with her mother. 

It had a wonderful dome carved out of the mountain itself, and instead of decorations it had a regular pattern of lines that had been hollowed out till sunlight could bathe the room from all angles.

The left side of the huge chamber was decorated with what seemed to be gifts from around the realms that the dragon had received through his life. Such as banners from far away kingdoms, paintings, statues and many such other items.

On the other hand, the right side sported a massive set of windows that gave view to the coast and the sea, currently glistening under the midday sun.

Ahead from her, was a set of stairs into an elevated floor but which ended in a big balcony, with enough room for a whole set of dignitaries.

And its purpose was obvious from looking further beyond it, for the dragon Obsidian sat on the other side, looking at her with keen and burning eyes the color of magma.

He was big enough that his head was visible above the platform, which raised to a height almost like that for a first floor. She couldn’t see much of his body because of the obstacle in her way, but she clutched the silken red top over her chest instinctively, as if the idea of seeing him fully made her heart jump, for some reason.

She quickly regained her composure and smiled at her host, who smiled back at her with his lizard-like face, a row of sharp ivory teeth as long as short swords visible right under his lip.

“Ah, my dear princess Nessandra!” he said with a voice that sounded like the rumbling of a volcano, “please come close and up the platform my lovely kobolds installed for visitors, that way we can converse at equal height.”

Nessa took a deep breath before smiling and giving him a bow from the other side of the room. His words had gone through her flesh as if tingling every single fiber, his power palpable.

She truly understood now why her mother wished to have someone here to have the dragon’s ear.

“Thank you for your courtesy, lord Obsidian,” she said in her best tone before following the kobold maid up the stairs.

Said marble stairs had been decorated with a lovely red carpet that ended just before the balcony. 

As soon as they arrived Nessa locked gazes with Obsidian, now so close she could see the beautiful crystalline gloss of the scales that gave him his name.

The swirling magma-like color of his eyes seemed to drag her into him, as if the dragon was about to suck out her soul.

It took her a moment to notice that her kobold guide had brought her a chair and was inviting her to sit close to the edge of the balcony, and thus able to talk with her host comfortably.

She did so with courtesy, straightening her loose skirt with her hands as she sat down.

“Would you like something to drink, princess?” Obsidian said, his words once more going through her as if a warm gust of wind had blasted through a piece of fabric.

“Thank you for your hospitality, my lord,” she said, trying to stay focused, “may I have some water or something not very strong?”

Nessa hoped that wasn’t rude to his host, but the last thing she needed was alcohol considering how light her head was feeling all of a sudden.

Obsidian nodded at his kobolds and in what felt like an instant a small coffee table was resting next to Nessa’s chair, and on it was some water, some juice and a couple of glasses for her that the cute scaly creatures were filling for her.

She took up the glass of juice and tried to drink it as demurely as possible, for she found herself almost wanting to inhale it because of how thirsty she was.

“Thank you so much to you and your servants, my lord,” she said, putting the glass down, “and apologies if that was rude.”

He shook his huge head and smiled once more at her.

Nessa took this moment to take a good look beyond the balcony, her view no longer obstructed by it.

Obsidian’s huge body, bigger than an elephant but built almost like that of a great feline, laid on a massive pile of cushions, the dragon lounging almost like a cat in their basket.

Around him were several other people, all of them women, or so it seemed at first glance, and not two of them similar, for they all appeared to be of different species and traits.

Some laid against and cuddled the dragon with longing in their eyes, as if utterly transfixed by him. They wore few clothes except for what comfort required and jewellery to
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