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Part 3

By Obsidian

Copyright 2026 Obsidian

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.

———
[image: ]


Thaelia, Nyana and Aurel stayed in the city for a few more days while the princess set her affairs in order and collected everything she wished to take back with them. It was lucky the princess wished to resolve things quickly and be off, because in just those few days her belly started to bulge, a clutch of kobolds on the way as with Nyana before her.

While both her lovers had warned her about the possibility, it still caught Thaelia by surprise, leaving her quite distraught. Thankfully, Nyana and Aurel's loving support soothed her worries, and she was shortly after getting comfortable in the Lair with them. There, Nyana excitedly introduced the princess to her own clutch of kobolds, her infectious love and enthusiasm melting away Thaelia's remaining concerns.

Now settled in her new home, the princess spent the remainder of the two weeks of gestation resting while getting smothered in love and cuddles from her mates. Despite carrying fewer eggs than Nyana had, her frame was so small she was immobilised by her growing belly even faster than the sun elf. At first the princess was annoyed by her convalescence, but the long hours of kissing and snuggling with Nyana while Aurel lovingly licked her belly quickly won her over, and she spent her days in a happy warm haze.

Finally delivering the eggs was a long and exhausting process, though as with Nyana it had been mostly painless thanks to the draconic power flowing through the princess. Thaelia could scarcely believe that those three enormous eggs had come from her body, and while shocked, her eyes couldn't hide a smidge of pride. The Lair's kobolds settled the eggs in with their own, where they quickly grew in size as they matured.

Nyana prepared yet another “Happy Hatchday” celebration for the Lair's new inhabitants, with everyone happily accepting that this was now an official tradition for them. Thaelia was at first hesitant to meet her kobolds, but when they were introduced to her at the party, the princess broke down in tears while hugging and kissing the trio. Her life had been dangerous and confusing, and she couldn't quite process the joy she was experiencing that day.

Their new kobolds hatched and named, Nyana and Aurel went back to their research, ploughing through information once more to find who and where another of the missing pieces could be. Thaelia joined them in the room they used as a study and library, initially simply to enjoy their company while they worked. The princess arranged for herself a small cosy corner with pillows, wine, and a pile of less academic books. Nyana took to calling it the “kitten's corner,” and a blushing Thaelia never complained nor corrected her.

After one of Nyana's particularly mischievous moods and a passionate night together, Thaelia blushed red when she found the kobolds had installed a dancing pole in her corner. At first, she avoided it, giving it timid looks with her silver eyes, but eventually curiosity and boredom got the better of her, and Aurel and Nyana caught her trying some moves on it.

In just a few months she was dangling and spinning from it like a professional, adapting many of her existing dances for the pole. Nyana and Aurel often had to take a break from their research, utterly mesmerised by her movements. The princess was thriving on their attention, and it gave her a thirst to perform that she hadn't felt since her youth. 

Aurel found the whole thing enormously amusing, when he had first met Nyana, something about her had made him picture her on a dancing pole like this, yet it was the otherwise demure Thaelia she had got into it instead.

While Thaelia had assumed she wouldn't be much help with her mates' research, the wealth of knowledge and rumours she had absorbed through years of courtly intrigue proved invaluable. Aurel had deduced that the next easiest piece to find would be from the dark elves. They were secretive and lived in remote underground cities, but at least they kept records the traditional way, unlike sylvan elves.

Once, at a royal ball, while politely listening to a man trying to impress her with his portentous knowledge of elven genealogy, Thaelia had heard something useful. Amidst much boring fluff, the man mentioned that one of the last remaining underground cities of the dark elves had fallen to magical abominations. One of the last daughters of the priesthood had been evacuated and placed in the care of a surface temple.

This was the clue Aurel needed, and in no time the three of them were visiting different cities, collecting books, making notes and questioning clergy about this mysterious dark elf. At a remote temple in the countryside they finally found confirmation of what they were looking for. A dark elf woman of mysterious origins had been left there as a child, raised as part of the clergy until she eventually took her vows as a paladin.

Not even knowing her name, but wanting to be respectful of her lineage, the temple had given her the rather common dark elven name of Umbrel. She had been a devoted student, and while it had been almost a century ago, many people in the surrounding lands still sang her praises and recounted her adventures.

Following the old trail left by the paladin, the trio discovered that some years ago a still-wandering Umbrel had found the city she had been born in. Moved by the discovery, she had set out to explore its corridors in search of an ancient artifact, the Hallowed Circlet.

The quest attracted little interest from most, for the city ruins had been plundered many decades ago, with the sole exception of some very dangerous areas. The Circlet itself held no arcane or mystical power, being merely an important cultural relic, for its wearer had always been the matron high priestess of the dark elves. Dejected but determined, Umbrel embarked on the quest alone, and was never seen again.

This is where the trail ended. Despite it feeling like a dangerous fool's errand, the trio decided to follow this last clue and venture forth into the ruined city in search of the lost paladin. Elves had absurdly long lives, so there was a remote possibility she was still down there, stubbornly searching for the lost Circlet where most would have long since given up.

Having never gone on an adventure like this, the three of them took every necessary precaution, using what resources they had to equip themselves with supplies, potions, and some magical equipment. 

Nyana threw herself into her spell casting with even more enthusiasm, learning as many offensive and defensive spells as she could. 

Thaelia at first wasn't sure what she could contribute, but her lovers quickly pointed out that her expertise in evading spurned admirers and escaping the dungeons of scorned monarchs could be invaluable in the depths.

Aurel, meanwhile, trained with the kobolds in the castle dungeons and surrounding caves, learning how to best use his natural size and physical prowess in enclosed spaces, and when to hold back.

After a couple of weeks of training and preparation, the trio set out for the ruins, trepidation filling their hearts like never before. Finding their way there was not troublesome, for others had mapped the area thoroughly years prior. Getting through the ruins was a different story. Crumbling infrastructure, labyrinthine streets, and more disturbing things blocked their way.

While humans had only recently started integrating minor magics and arcane flows into their cities, elves, dwarves, and other older species had been doing so for millennia. Everbright lamps lit streets with ethereal glows, purifying engines filtered water through pipes, so homes always had access to it, and so on with other mundane yet immensely useful devices. The counterpoint was that if these devices and arcane flows were left to rot, the ambient power eventually caused things to materialise from it, arcane abominations.

These creatures were incredibly dangerous, though not living creatures in the traditional sense. While they lived and died like most others, they lacked almost any emotion or instinct a regular creature might have. The only exception was a ravenous hunger for arcane power to sustain their existence. Most were little more than mindless hunger, but even the smarter and more powerful ones, capable of speech, lacked even the most basic empathy for other beings, including their own kind.

Because sapient beings were walking batteries of arcane power, even if untrained in its use, abominations were drawn to populations, which they sought to devour. Their rampages never stopped unless they were destroyed or ran out of sustenance. When the latter happened, they turned on each other, devouring their kin until only the strongest remained, which would normally die from hunger all the same.

This ancient city had once been filled with arcane amenities, and their withering, broken systems had created and attracted hordes of abominations. All the surrounding areas had done their best to isolate them here, but the rotting arcane flows still created more. Wherever possible, the trio had opted to avoid direct confrontation with abominations, but it had not always been possible.

It had been almost a week since they started slowly moving through the ruins, trying to find any clues that might direct them to Umbrel. Knowing she was searching for the Circlet, they focused on anything that shed light on its location, thinking they might find information on her whereabouts by following that trail. What they had found indicated the Circlet may be secured in the deepest levels of the Grand Temple, one of those areas never fully explored due to the powerful abominations residing there.

Thaelia was currently crouching by a gateway, carefully examining it and what lay beyond before signalling to the others that it
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