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

A huge thank you to my good friend GetWhimsical for her help editing this work. However, if you find any typos and wish to let me know, you can contact me via my socials at the end of the text.

Furthermore, if you find any of the content offensive and believe I’m missing some warning regarding 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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Seated in an abandoned castle sat atop a mountain pass, Aurel rested, contemplating his first move.  Having recently left his father's halls and wandering far and wide, he found these dilapidated and ancient walls, admiring them and their tales of old. Sunlight filtered through broken windows, reflecting from his golden scales to throw out a cascade of shining lights across the cracked masonry.

He had made the decision to depart from his family on his own, not partaking in any of his father's many resources. The young dragon had not even brought kobolds along to handle the manual labour. Not that he was powerless, of course. He was still a dragon, and not merely a creature with some draconic ancestry or traits. He was an eldritch drake, as those with in-depth knowledge of arcane creatures would say, or a true dragon in more common parlance.

His kind was incredibly rare, with only a few individuals existing at any given time in the material realm. It was rumoured that the way their very beings were connected to the arcane currents of the cosmos made it impossible for one to be born unless an existing one either passed away or moved to a higher realm of existence.

Due to this, Eldritch drakes often boasted a body with power beyond that which their size and build would imply, and Aurel was an exemplar of his species, or so his mothers would say. He was a lithe creature despite being between a huge horse or a small elephant in size, yet almost feline in shape and posture. Unlike a cat, he was covered in small, overlapping, golden scales, smooth as soft leather yet sturdier than steel. They radiated a metallic gold in the light with crisp obsidian black highlights as though nature sought to better define the contours of his body.

He rested upon the floor with his hind legs drawn up against his body, while the front reached out idly tapping razor sharp talons lightly against the broken chair he held, fingers wrapped dexterously around the wood as one of his thumbs trailed slow circles upon the seat. A rustling noise in the forest below the walls got his attention, and the dragon arched his long neck sideways while his deep blue reptilian eyes focused on the space. Something was moving down there.

Not wanting to startle whatever was below, the dragon coiled his long dexterous tail around the old chair he was mindlessly playing with and carefully placed it behind him without making a sound. Aurel instinctively bared his sharp dagger like teeth, their ivory white gleaming under the sunset. The rustling continued for a few moments before dying down completely.

For a moment the dragon thought to focus on the arcane currents of the area, for Eldritch drakes had a preternatural understanding the arcane, and both learning and casting spells came with ease. The older he got, the easier it got for him, and at this young age he was already as talented as many veteran sorcerers. Yet in the end he didn't bother to do so, thinking it was probably just a deer or a boar minding it's own business in the forest.

From the sides of his head grew a pair of thick dark horns with golden highlights that curled around it like a crown before their tips bent upward to an impossibly sharp point. While currently folded neatly against his back, an 

The dragon stretched like a cat on top of the wall as the sun finally sunk bellow the horizon, unfolding an enormous pair of leathery, scaled wings that grew from behind his shoulders. They were so massive he could wrap himself twice over with them should he wish to, and could carry him long distances. Despite this, he didn't really needed them for flight, as he could use the arcane power in his blood for that, but it always felt glorious to soar through the sky with the wind under his wings.

He stared at the starry sky for a moment, thinking of what to do now that he was on his own, before smiling to himself and jumping off to the courtyard, his claws making a soft clicking sound on the weathered cobbles that betrayed his real weight. Aurel preferred to walk on all fours with the gait of a feline predator, but like all eldritch drakes he could stand on his hind legs and move like any biped. Yet, moving on all fours allowed him to get around faster and fit more easily into spaces not designed for his considerable standing height.

The crumbling walls and towers were too small for his size even before falling to ruins, so he had made himself comfortable in the old basement, using some minor transmutation magic to make himself at home. The original stairwell had been expanded as if temporarily made of putty and stretched to the sides, allowing Aurel to descend without having to squeeze his frame through. Inside, broken brick and plaster had been smoothed out into an almost pristine gloss, and a series of skylights allowed the moonlight from the courtyard to slip through, giving the space an ethereal look.

Aurel made his way to the small nest he had made for himself here. Using a few more spells, he had transmuted some trees and bushes from the nearby forest into a comfortable round bed of soft fibres, and while there was nothing to display on it yet, he had also made himself a small bookcase.

The dragon curled himself in his massive bed and stared at the moon through one of the skylights. He had been here for a few weeks, yet had been so busy exploring the area and learning of it's surroundings that he hadn't bothered to do more work in his new home. It didn't feel urgent, if he got bored or wished for more comfort he could always morph into a human or similar and stay in a comfortable inn, but something inside him itched to start doing more with his now independent life.

He didn't know how long he had been lost in thought while fixated on the night sky, but after a while a shadow in the corned of his eye alerted him of an intruder in his space. Keeping his head stationary, he flicked his eyes towards the movement. the movement without moving his head. He say a blurry figure tip-toeing around his lair with almost comically long steps, almost as bard in a pantomime play.

He saw vague outlines, like the shadow of a tree waving in a strong breeze. His eyes narrowed slightly, unable to fully make out the slender frame fully... perhaps it was someone attempting to magically obfuscate themselves from the eldritch drake's magically attuned eyes. Whomever it was, they had a feminine frame and gave the impression of not being used to this sort of skulduggery.

With a smirk curling on his lips, Aurel moved his head slowly until it had fully locked in position with the moving shadow, a small grin curling on his lips. "How strange... my eyes must be tired, for I thought I had seen something but there is naught but shadows..." the dragon's voice was deep like a rumbling cavern yet oddly melodic.

There was a soft, almost giggling sound briefly emanating from the shadowy blur, either playing along or oblivious to the dragon's sarcasm. The figure continued to creep closer and closer to the nest, until it almost in front of the dragon. With a casual flick of a hand, Aurel instantly dismissed the interloper's invisibility, the power unravelling in a moment under his gaze.

With the shadowy blur dissipating from around her, the now revealed woman stopped in her tracks like she had been frozen in place.  Her green eyes stretched wide and her rosy lips let out a soft gasp.  The woman's entire body tensed up as she slowly turned her head to look up at the golden behemoth now staring down at her.

The interloper looked nothing like a thief or a assassin... if anything she reminded the dragon of those exotic bards that dance by spinning around metal poles while making sensual poses, a look enhanced by the twin tails of bright pink hair that flowed from her head, cascading down her shoulders like a gaudy, pink fountain.

Even her clothes felt out of place, as if she had swapped a fancy outfit for a pair of nondescript brown shorts and top that were clearly designed for someone a different size, specially around her chest. Apart from the way-too-tight top and her shorts, she only wore a mismatched pair of stockings, one white and one black, neither of which reached her shorts, and pair of well worn hiking boots.

Pointy ears, bright hair, tanned looking skin an effortlessly stunning beauty by human standards... A sun elf, Aurel thought to himself.

A teasingly predatory grin curled on the dragons lips, flashing his sharp shiny teeth at the woman. "Well... hello there..." he said almost like a playful kitten. The woman's green eyes widened in a panic as she let out a cute yelp and carefully started moving backwards.

"Now, now... stop and stay awhile, my cute little guest..." the dragon said, his words laced with power as he locked eyes with her, gripping her gaze like iron. She stopped, her body shuddering softly as she found herself stuck in place. The woman's gaze was lost in the dragon's blue eyes almost as if they were a whirlpool sucking her in.

Aurel smiled, the most feared power of an eldritch drake was their overwhelming aura, and for good reason, even being in the presence of one caused mortals to drown in powerful emotions. Some cowered in fear, others fell to their knees in awe, while others had their rage incensed into
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