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Part II: The Indiscretion

WARNING: THIS IS EROTIC FICTION

 

Subject matter: Fantasy creatures, first time, F/M, F/M/M, sex as duty, group sex, oral, breeding, anal, voyeurism.

Creatures involved: Kobolds.

 

If you’re faint of heart, now is a good time to turn back.

 

 

 

 

 

 

What are Kobolds?

Kobolds breed like rats. It’s all they seem to care about apart from killing.

Not a bad life, really.

 

- Dervin the Bard

 

Standing less than three feet high, reptilian and covered in scales, kobolds are the bane of every low level adventurer. They appear as small, humanoid dragons; they are hairless and have scales, spines on their heads and necks, and a long thick tail.

 

As reptiles, a kobold come into season once a month and lay an egg shortly after. Breeding is highly controlled, with a large register and scheduled partners. Females are fertilised communally, and each female is assigned a new male every month.

 

Our story today concerns a kobold named Taeni and what happens to her after her first time breeding…

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter I

Day to Day

 

Bug Farmers Quarter

Kobold city of Emparsdon

The underground

 

Three weeks after Lust of the Kobolds, Part I

 

“I know,” I said, facing my friend Kayeli, “I know. But I still miss him.”

There was no day or night in the underground darkness, but this was rest time, the end of a day’s labour tending the bug herd. It was the same every day. I woke up, tended to the bugs, then at night went back to the simple one-room dwelling that served as the home for a dozen of the herders, including my friend, Kayeli. She had moved in with me after my first breeding. All the kobolds slept in a big pile on the floor. It was very comfortable.

My life was good, now that I’d been inducted into the breeding roster and had my first egg, but I was distracted. No matter how hard I worked, no matter how much I tried not to, I couldn’t help thinking about Jeruth and his beautiful green scales. His strong arms. The way his seed had flooded my body, giving me a strong, healthy egg. I had not been the only female he had bred that day, but I had completely drained him.

The egg Jeruth gave me was a solid, large one which I had been assured was healthy. I had laid it with all the other females who were due at that time, and then gone back to work. Yet all I could think about was him, about the breeding rooms and having him bend me over once more.

Kayeli smiled kindly and squirmed closer to me, accidentally kicking someone. “It’s okay to miss someone you’ve had breed you,” she said, cuddling up to my front, reaching around my middle and cupping my backside, as she had started to do more and more of late. “You miss their seed in you, and the feeling that comes with the relief of your season.” She leaned forward, giving me a firm kiss on the lips. She’d been doing that more and more too. “It’s not really them you’re missing, though. It’s just the seed. It doesn’t matter where it comes from.”

Maybe. Kayeli did know more about this than I did. “So you’re saying that the male who breeds me tomorrow…I’ll miss them too, just like I miss Jeruth?”

“Yup,” said Kayeli, her hand snaking around my backside, slipping a digit between my rumpcheeks, rubbing it up my cleft and settling it under my tail. “Don’t you worry, my gorgeous little friend. You’re going to feel a lot better in the morning.”

I hoped that I would. Ever since laying the egg, I had felt the urge to breed rising up again. Now that I knew what it entailed, and how pleasurable it could be, I wanted more. “If you say so,” I said. “I really need it.”

Kayeli’s finger wiggled against my tailhole, teasing me a little. I relaxed my muscles and felt her press it within me. Jeruth had done that; Kayeli knew it made me feel good to do it. “I know you do,” she practically purred, pressing her finger in deeper. “A nice strong male is going to bend you over and breed you, and all your worries are going to go away.”

Nnnf. She was pushing in deeper. I arched my back. It felt good, having her inside me…even if she was a female. “I hope so,” I said.

Kayeli reached up behind my head, cupping it with her hand, and she kissed me, pressing her face against mine. I returned the gesture, feeling her finger squirm inside my tailhole, teasing me, working me…it was nowhere near as good as when Jeruth had done it, but it felt vaguely nice.

She sighed and pushed away. “I should let you sleep,” she said, smiling at me. Her finger slipped out from my body. “We’ve both got a big day tomorrow.”

This was true. I nodded understandingly, and I tried to sleep…but all I could think of was Jeruth and his giant, throbbing cock.

*****

“Next,” said Syral, the manager of the breeders, a smallish kobold with dark red scales, crouched behind his large desk at the end of a long hallway. Beside it was the pillar of inspection; a place where I would be checked to verify I was in season and be assigned my breeding partner. Kayeli was behind me.

It was just like last month. Almost. Last year I had been an absolute nobody and none had paid attention to me; this time I was receiving a lot of attention. Hushed whispers. Side glances. Occasional of my backside for good luck. Apparently the other females thought I was a good breeder.

I stepped up to Syral’s desk. Kayeli gave me a gentle swat on the rump as I did so.

“I am Taeni,” I said.

His face lit up in a wide smile. “Well well, young Taeni. I had heard your breeding last year was quite…remarkable.”

“Everyone keeps saying that,” I said, my tail swishing around behind me. “I’m glad I was of service to the city.”

“And now it is your time to be of service again.” Syral gestured to the pillar. “You know what to do.”

I did. I stepped over to the stone pillar. There were grooves before it for my feet; I settled into them, leaned forward, and put my hands out against the stone. I heard faint murmurs and whispers behind me as I raised up my tail, in full view of all.

Syral slid down from his desk, practically skipping as he made his way over to me. “Just as I remember you,” he said, settling his hands on my hips, staring longingly at my presented body. “Perfection in form. How I would love to breed you myself.” I thought, for a moment, that he had frozen in place, just staring…then, with almost palpable regret, he lowered his maw to my nethers, extended his tongue, and dragged it across my entrance.

It felt better this time. Even better than last time. Perhaps I was simply more accustomed to sexual things, but Syral’s attention made me shiver.

He did it again, and again, his damp tongue dragging across my sex, each lick firm and lingering. I kept my tail nice and out of the way for him, letting him sample me as much as he needed to. It was his job after all. Syral’s tongue probed me deeply, pushing aside my lips and slipping inside me, squirming slightly as it stroked my inner walls.

Syral was licking me a lot more than last month, but I didn’t really care; I was enjoying the sensations a great deal. Everyone was looking on, and that didn’t bother me either. I was just glad to do my duty. I stifled a little squeak as Syral’s attentions on my nethers intensified. Squeak.

He stopped, raising his head back up, and I almost stood back up again—but he moved behind me, his groin near to my backside. A slight twinge of panic rose in me. Was he going to breed with me? I didn’t mind that notion at all—he was handsome, and red scales were quite lucky, but there was a register. There were rules. He would have said if he was assigned to mate with me, surely.

I risked a glance behind me, over my shoulder. Syral’s red shaft was held in his hand and he was stroking it; I could see a bead of seed forming on the head. Maybe he was going to put it in me, and breed with me.

Instead, he groaned slightly, shuddering as his shaft throbbed, spraying out thick, gooey ropes of his white seed onto my back. The stuff splattered against my scales, soaking into the cracks, easy to see against my rust-coloured scales. The musky scent of seed filled my nostrils.

Unsure of what to do, I slipped my tail down, sliding it between his legs, stroking it against his shaft as the last of his fluid flowed out over my back.

The crowd of females behind me erupted in loud cheering. The loudest of which was Kayeli. I smiled across at her, a little sheepishly, and she bounded up to me.

“And I thought Syral liked you last year,” she said, beaming at us both. She put her hand on the base of my tail, running up it slowly, all the way to Syral’s sticky member which she gave a gentle stroke, too.

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I instead just flicked my tail over my back once more. “Is this okay?” I asked. “Going to a breeder all…sticky?”

The two of them considered, Kayeli gently stroking Syral’s thick member.

“It is less than ideal,” said Syral at length. “Taeni, if you could clean me up, then your friend here could clean you up, and all would be well. Just stay there.” He moved his way around to me, moving between myself and the pillar.

That seemed fair. “Okay,” I said, raising my hand so he could come around to my front. “Did any get inside me?”

“No,” said Syral, regret tainting his tone. “Alas, I was careful.”

That was annoying. I wouldn’t have minded Syral’s seed fertilising me, but at the same time, I had been assigned a breeder. Could one breed with two males? It seemed okay, if inefficient. I could only lay one egg from it. Then again, Syral dumping his load on my back was also pretty inefficient.

Syral presented his shaft to me, thick and heavy and red, dripping with white seed. I dipped my head down, flicking out my tongue, giving it an experimental taste.

He was different to Jeruth. Saltier, and a little more fluid-y; less heavy. I carefully lapped up all the seed that was beading on the tip of his shaft, although more came almost immediately to replace it. I lapped that up too.

Kayeli seemed so happy. She grabbed hold of my hindquarters, stepping around behind me. Although Syral had asked her to clean me, she didn’t do that right away; instead, her tongue found its way down to my nethers, licking at the same place Syral had done, slurping at my sex eagerly.

Nnnf. I half closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation, the tip of my tail twitching. “I thought you said nothing got in me,” I asked, pausing a moment at licking Syral before returning to work.

“Just making sure,” mumbled Kayeli.

I wasn’t quite sure I believed her, but all the sensations around me were too distracting for me to put too much thought into it. I took the whole of Syral’s shaft into my mouth, disappearing the thing down my throat, feeling warm, salty fluid trickle onto my tongue. I slurped at it noisily, swallowing occasionally as the fluid in my mouth got too much.

Kayeli moved up from my nethers, licking her way eagerly across my backside, up past my tail, and onto my sticky back. Her tongue ran between my scales, cleaning up the white seed that Syral had left there, leaving only glistening saliva. “You’re tasty,” she said to Syral.

He certainly was. Syral was no Jeruth, of course, but he was delightful. I bobbed my head, working at his shaft, cleaning it up the best I could; I ran my tongue in a swirl around it, slurping up any stray seed, and giving the tip another lick.

With a shudder and a groan, Syral’s shaft sprayed into my mouth, a salty, musky jet that coated my maw with its fluid. I kept my mouth firmly around him, trying to keep it all within me; I had failed with Jeruth, but I did better with Syral, and only a modest amount trickled out from the edges of my lips, running down my chin in a gooey line.

I figured that was normal. Still, I swallowed eagerly, trying to keep it all within me. Syral’s hand touched the back of my head, helping guide me as he emptied himself into my mouth.

“Ahh, ahh,” he groaned, as the flow of his seed ebbed. “Wonderful…”

 Jeruth had said the same thing. I wondered if he thought of me, as I did him? Maybe I’d start to think of Syral in the same way. I carefully raised up my head, keeping the tip of his tongue against my lips, making sure that I got all of his seed as it dribbled out, swallowing infrequently.

Kayeli continued to clean me, dragging her tongue across my scales, tracing down the little rivers of fluid that ran down my body. She seemed to take to her task with relish; slurping messily whenever she scooped up some of the stuff and swallowed it. Given how tasty it was, and given Syral’s seniority and authority, it made sense—I would have done the same thing in her position—but she really seemed to enjoy all of it.

“You should go,” said Syral, panting softly, the tip of his shaft throbbing against my lips. “Your very lucky breeder awaits. Door 100.”

The whole crowd of females, most notably Kayeli, were staring at me with eagerness. With a smile and a wave to all of them, I stepped through the open door to the long corridor beyond.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter II

This Month’s Breeder

 

Who was it going to be this month?

That question consumed me as I walked down the corridor, wiping the edges of my mouth, cleaning away most of the mess that had come from Syral. Try as I might, there was some seed that had stubbornly refused to be swallowed, and unless I worked at it, it threatened to trickle out.

I felt many eyes upon me. Males poked their heads out of their chambers, watching me walk by, and females reached out to touch me, as though I were a good luck charm. Their hands typically came away slick with Kayeli’s saliva and the faint remnants of Syral’s seed. The latter seemed particularly of interest to them; if any were discovered, it was slurped up eagerly, although I was relieved to find none of them putting it between their legs. That I could see.

They wanted the seed in them, and I knew that as keenly as any, but rules were rules. Such a small amount would produce a poor egg, so it was forbidden. Unless they were out on a raiding party, on a patrol mission or otherwise unavailable, a female could only breed with their assigned breeder. It was to keep our linage strong and prevent inbreeding.

It also gave the noble and most senior kobolds access to the best breeding females. As was their right, of course.

That thought stuck with me. Maybe I’d be bred by one of the council members of Emparsdon. Normally a bug farmer like me would have no hope of ever having their seed put in them, but everything was all weird now. Everyone was paying me such attention, and Syral had been so eager to spill his seed on my back…

The doors counted up. 97. 98. 99. I was getting close to the exit.

I stopped where the door labelled 100 should have been. Instead, a long passage stretched out, perpendicular to the main hall. I hadn’t noticed this before; last time I’d walked down this corridor I was basking in the afterglow of my first breeding. I hadn’t exactly been taking in the scenery.

The next door along was the main exit. Where-ever the rooms bigger than 100 were, they were probably down this corridor.

Sure enough, the next room was labelled 100. The plaque above was a black metal, adamantium, rare and expensive; as were the ones further down the little side passage. The earlier ones had all been iron. Why were these rooms different?

101, 102, 103…Before I knew it, I was standing outside the door labelled 109. I could hear voices on the other side. Two of them, talking in low tones.

I waited patiently. 

And I waited.

And waited.

What was wrong? Nobody else came down the little side corridor. It was just me. I tapped my tail on the stone with growing impatience. 

Finally the door swung open, just a crack. A head popped out; a male kobold with blue scales, sharp, angular features, and a strong jawline. His face lit up when he saw me.

And below him, an identical head popped out, similarly regarding me.

Identical twins were remarkably uncommon. What were they doing here, both of them? Why were there two males waiting in the chambers assigned to me?

“Greetings,” said the top one, his maw splitting in a wide smile. “You must be Taeni.”

“I am,” I said, and shook my head sheepishly. “I’m sorry, I was assigned to room 109…there must be some mistake, if it’s already occupied.” Especially by two males…

“No mistake,” said the bottom one. “You’re assigned to us.”

“Us?” I inclined my head in confusion. “You’re both to breed with me?”

“Yes,” said the top one. “That is correct.” The door slid open a little. “I am Beloth. This,” he said, indicating to the kobold below him, “is Xael.”

Beloth and Xael. I had heard whisper of them throughout Emparsdon; they were two of our finest warriors. The Claws of the Council. This was quite an honour, although I still wasn’t sure two of them were necessary or practical. Still, I dipped my head low as I stepped forward, pushing open the door and stepping into the room.

This place was different to the bare stone walls where I had been bred previously. The floor was square tiles of red stone, held together with mortar. At the centre of the room was a small pool of water. Each of the four walls was draped in a thick square of cloth, each depicting heroic scenes from kobold history. One showed the massacre of the gnomes of Silverlight, another the almost-successful attack on the drow city of Delosar, the third a tapestry depicting the one thousand kobold slaves of Cenolth’franae The Red Wing, a massive dragon.

The final tapestry was one familiar to me: The Tribute to the Breeders. A huge image of thousands of multicoloured kobold females in various stages of breeding. Some were crouched on all fours, tails raised high; others with a male mounting them, their bodies pressed together…others were splattered in white fluid, happily celebrating another season’s breeding. The edges of the tapestry were gilded with eggs.

Strange, though, were some of the pictures on the outskirts of the tapestry. Images of three kobold males onto one female; the first taking her mouth, another under her tail, and the third breeding her. I wasn’t sure what to make of them, or why I had not noticed this particular thing before. Perhaps it was added to this copy.

“Very pretty, aren’t they?” said Xael, resting a blue hand on my backside and giving a firm, lingering squeeze to one of my rumpcheeks. “The Tribute to the Breeders is my favourite.”

“Mine too,” said Beloth, cupping and squeezing the other side of my hindquarters. “The females all look so happy.”

They did, too, and I could understand why. I raised up my tail, curling it up against my back. “I’m ready to do my duty, but I have to ask…why are there two of you?”

Beloth laughed at that, sliding a digit up under my exposed tail, stroking around my tailhole in small circles. “The council has sent us to evaluate you,” he said.

Nnnf. His motion was nice. I tried to remain still. “Evaluate…me? For what purpose?”

Twin hands stroked over my backside, rubbing my scales. “The council,” said Xael, “has very specific needs regarding its breeding females. They have to be more than simply skilled in the arts of pleasure, as you are. They have to possess a certain stamina that only a few do.”

To breed with a member of the council would be a high honour. I nodded enthusiastically. “Certainly,” I said. “I am to please the council in all matters.”

“I’m sure you do,” said Xael, casually slipping his hand around the back of my head.

I knew what this meant. I quickly dipped my head low, bending right over, letting Xael guide my head down to his crotch. His shaft, thick and blue and pulsing slightly, was ready for me; I nosed forward, licking at it carefully, giving an experimental lick with the tip of my tongue as he stroked the spines on the back of my head. It tasted nice.

No, this was no time for caution. I opened my mouth and took him completely into me, swallowing his shaft right up to the base, my tongue brushing against it all the way down. Wetly, I raised my head, slurping loudly as I squeezed its length with my lips, until just the tip remained. Tangy, but not unpleasant.

“Dragon Gods alight, she could suck the horns off a minotaur,” said Xael, breathlessly. I wasn’t sure how that was possible but it certainly seemed to be a compliment. “Her lips are like velvet…”

“Let me see,” said Beloth, sliding a scaled hand under my chin and lifting me off, guiding me over to him. “I want to take her muzzle.”

“Here you go,” said Xael, helping move me. Guiding me to his identical copy.

Their shafts looked identical. But did they taste identical? I lowered my head down onto Beloth’s member, kissing it before engulfing it fully, dragging my head up after a brief moment’s pause. Identical tasting. They reminded me of Jeruth in a way, but not quite so good. Not nearly as sweet…

“You’re right,” said Beloth, scratching under my chin affectionately. “She’s perfect. The council will adore her.”

That sounded positive. I happily pushed his shaft back into my mouth, slurping wetly. His member throbbed against my lips, eagerly, 

Xael moved around behind me. I knew what was coming. Carefully, I lifted my tail up over my back, resting the tip above my neck. He wasted little time settling in behind me, and I felt his thick shaft nudge against my nethers. Xael’s hands stroked up my body, over my hips, travelling up my sides, but he didn’t enter me right away.

“You smell of seed already, little one,” he said, idly flicking his finger as though some might have gotten on it. Given Syral’s mess, it probably had.

I slid Beloth’s shaft out of my mouth, nudging it against my nose. “Syral spilt his on me,” I admitted, although I knew it wasn’t my fault at all. “During the inspection. None got inside.” Well, except for my mouth that was, but I didn’t mention that.

“That dirty little red kobold,” said Beloth. I didn’t want him to be angry, so I quickly pushed his shaft back into my mouth, silencing his grumbling.

Xael’s shaft nudged at my entrance needfully. I arched my back, adjusting the angle, giving him plenty of access. I didn’t have long to wait; he pushed forward, parting my sex, his thick, eager shaft sliding forward into me, pressing forward until his groin pressed flush with my backside. Squeak!

A now familiar sensation, having a male inside me. It had been too long; a month had passed so quickly since Jeruth had planted his seed inside me, and I longed for it again. I pushed back against Xael, my tailtip twitching eagerly.

“This is great,” Xael murmured, pushing me forward with his hips, Beloth’s shaft disappearing further down my throat. Beloth pushed too. It felt like they were trying to meet in the middle of me, their thick, eager members throbbing against my flesh. My whole body tingled with pleasure and I emitted a muffled squeak.

Slowly, with palpable reluctance, both of them eased back. I ran my tongue over Beloth’s tip as he slid back; he seemed to like that, not pushing in once more, but Xael had other ideas. He slid forward, pushing himself into me once more, stretching my sex lewdly as he filled me up, his groin pressing against my backside.

Despite my efforts, the force of the motion pushed Beloth further into my mouth again. I didn’t mind this at all—and he most certainly didn’t, a soft moan escaping his lips, his grip on the back of my head tightening. He seemed to especially like that.

Xael leaned over me a little, his back curving. He pushed off with his legs, thumping firmly at my backside, each stroke pushing his shaft deeply within my sex, his groin slapping against my rump. Each motion pushed me forward onto Beloth, who in turn, rocked his hips, pushing me back onto Xael. They worked together as a team, pushing me back and forth between the two of them, thrusting into me alternately.

Clearly, they’d done this before.

I wanted to say something, to compliment them on their successful efforts, but my mouth was full. Instead, I chose to say it the only way I could; a little adjust of my position, a squirm of my hips, and a tightening of my lips around Beloth’s shaft. I was careful to keep my sharp teeth away from his flesh; I did not want to injure him.

Thump-slurp, thump-slurp, thump-slurp. My body bounced between the two of them; a push of Xael’s hips hilted himself within me, and then Beloth would push back, driving his shaft right up against the back of my throat while Xael backed up for another go.

It felt amazing. Lewd, more than the previous effort…much more sexual. Before was just work, my duty, but this was something more. I wasn’t sure exactly what, but I was enjoying it wholeheartedly. I pushed back as much as I could, swinging my tail to get a little more momentum, bouncing back and forth between the two. It felt like the two of them were trying to meet in the middle; each pushing hard toward each other, with only my body stopping them. They went deep. They went hard. They went over and over and over.

“Amazing,” Xael panted, his hands stroking over my hips, tugging me back against him. “Nnnf, ahh…”

“We should switch,” said Beloth between breaths, “you need to feel this…ahh!”

“In a moment,” said Xael. “Just going to…j-just going to…”

I squeezed Beloth’s member with my lips. His groin thumped against my face. Both males quickened their breathing, their bodies shivering slightly, and I knew what to expect. I could barely contain a muffled squeak.

Then I felt it; the warm, sticky splattering of seed into my nethers, coupled with a similar salty, sticky jet into my mouth. Xael shuddered behind me, his shaft throbbing inside my body as it emptied its load into me, warm ropes of gooey fluid splattering against my inner walls. At the same time, Beloth’s shaft splashed his seed against my tongue, salty and sticky, and I closed my lips tight to stop it escaping.

Most of it stayed in. There was so much that I couldn’t hold it all, and just as it typically did, I felt thin trickles leaking out from the sides of my mouth, running down my chin. A similar flow gushed down my legs, twin rivers of white fluid flowing over my scales, trickling down past my knees.

Xael pulled me in close to him as he planted his seed within me. I pushed back against him as hard as I could, almost letting Beloth’s shaft slip out of my mouth. I wanted it all in me, as much as he could give…but then Xael pulled himself out, splattering my backside with warm fluid. The second time today that had happened…I was getting pretty used to feeling the warm, thick splatters on my body. I’d hoped for more inside me, however.

Over so soon? I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I had hoped it would continue. A little disappointed, I twisted around to look at Xael, careful not to let Beloth fall out of my mouth. Xael’s motion had felt so good…I didn’t want him to stop.

Finally, the spray in my mouth subsided. I felt Beloth was holding back, for reasons I could only speculate. I slid him back a little, keeping my lips kissed to his tip, but giving myself enough room to talk.

“Is everything alright?” I said, voice muffled by Beloth’s member pressing against my lips, watching over my shoulder as Xael pushed himself forward once more, driving his shaft back into my sex, thumping into me, more of his fluid splattering into my body.

“Mmmph,” Xael said, squeezing my hips with his hands, another sticky wave of fluid splattering into me. “It’s fine.” That was good to hear, and it was even better to feel.

“Okay, okay,” said Beloth, moving away from my front and sliding around behind me. “That was really good. But now it’s my turn with her front.”

“Just a second,” Xael said. I felt as though he wanted to get as much of the stuff in me as he could, and I was totally okay with that.

Beloth gave him a playful shove and, with palpable reluctance, Xael slipped out of me with a wet splat. Then, his intentions rather obvious, slowly moved around in front of me, his thick shaft glistening with fluids. 

I reached up and wiped my lips with the back of my hand, trying to clean up at least a little. Not that I thought either of them minded, but, well…it seemed polite. I swallowed firmly, trying to get as much of the stuff down as possible, but it seemed to cling to the inside of my mouth. That was potent seed…it felt strange to waste it like that, but I enjoyed the salty taste.

“Here we go,” said Beloth, sliding his hands onto my hips, staring at my hindquarters. “Dragon Gods, you made one hell of a mess of her back here…your seed is everywhere.”

“I’m an artist,” said Xael, his gooey member nudging against my nose, a thick, gooey trail running from the tip. “The bodies of adorable females are my canvases. Painting them is my calling.”

I carefully opened my mouth, sliding Xael’s shaft into my maw. He hissed pleasantly, sucking in air, and a thick splash of seed burst against my tongue. My lips made a firm seal as I lowered them down, sinking his thick, glistening shaft into me, until my nose was nudged firmly up against the base of him.

“It would help,” said Beloth, “if you got at least some of it inside her. We do have a job to do, you know.”

“Always with the complaining,” said Xael, resting his hand on the back of my head, gently nudging me down further. I complied as much as I could, jamming his shaft into my mouth as far as it would go, the tip scraping against the back of my throat.

Beloth used his hands to part my rumpcheeks. I could feel the warm trickle of Xael’s fluid flowing down my small scales, flowing down the cleft in my backside and running down my body. I thought, for a moment, the he might want to clean me, but instead, he simply slid himself forward, his own member—wet and glistening from the application of my tongue—nudged up against my sticky nethers, the tip of it throbbing needfully as it pressed against me. “Don’t you worry, little Taeni,” he said, his hands squeezing my rump tightly. “We’ll breed you yet.”

Xael lifted up my head. His shaft slid free of my mouth with a wet pop. I began to drop my head down again, to take him once more, but he held up my head. Instead, he lifted my chin up, up, up, until my mouth was equal to his.

I could still feel Beloth nudging up against my sex. Confused, I went to bend forward and allow him inside, as I had done in the past, but Xael slid forward, pushing his front up against mine. We were snout to snout.

“Is…everything okay?” I asked, as the two of them nestled up against me, Xael’s chest to mine, Beloth’s against my back.

“Perfectly fine, my dear,” said Beloth as he nudged the tip of his member inside me, my wet and sticky nethers parting easily to allow him in. Strangely, I felt another presence—Xael’s shaft, too, nudged up against my entrance, trying to squeeze in alongside its companion’s.

I needed to take in the seed of my assigned breeding partner in order to fulfil my duty to the community, and to help create the generations of the future. If I was being assigned two breeding partners I should accept both their seed. That was the only thing that made sense to me. The two of them were identical, after all…but at the same time? I was ready and willing to let them take turns with me, but this?

Maybe the council didn’t believe I could breed again. Why else would they instruct these two to do this? To make certain? Had I not already laid an egg already?

This was all very confusing, and difficult to think about sandwiched in-between two strong, eager kobolds as I was. I felt Xael push forward, stretching my entrance lewdly, his shaft nestling in amongst his companions. I felt myself stretch to accommodate him; it was a tight fit, and lewd, too. My tail twitched as he went further in. Stretching, stretching…

“W-wait,” I said, my sticky nose pressed in against Xael’s, “I don’t think it’s going to, fit—”

He pressed his lips to mine, stealing my protest, his hands settling on my hips, pushing me down against him. My tail curled around Beloth’s waist. The slick juices splattering my sex, along with the warm-up it had received, helped lubricate everything and—with a tauntness that bordered on the painful—both shafts slid into my body with a wet squelch, pressed tightly against each other inside me.

Nnnnnnf. The slightest motion solicited a muffled squeak that went straight into Beloth’s lips. I felt so full; not even Jeruth had been able to do this to me, to make me feel like I was going to explode from being stretched beyond what my body could allow.

Slowly, gently, the two of them eased backward, sliding themselves completely out of my body, firmly sandwiching me between themselves. I squirmed a little but I could barely move. My hands found their way around Xael’s body, hugging him around his middle, the tips of my claws scraping against his scales.

Then they pushed in again, filling me up so tightly that I thought I might burst. I gripped Xael, grinding my teeth together as they both hilted within my sticky sex, shafts pressing against each other.

It would have hurt had it not felt so good.

“She’s tight,” breathed Xael in my face, “but also…takes two.”

“The best take two,” said Beloth behind me, his hands tracing over my hips. He slid half out, then in again, bouncing me between the two of them.

Slowly, evenly, they began to work at me, their hips moving at opposite times. As one left my body, the other slid in, with a fair amount of overlap. I felt the tip of each of their members hilt within me, nudging up against the roof of my inner passage, and the moment it left its companion would take its place.

Thud-thud. Thud-thud. Thud-thud. The two of them worked together in tandem, thrusting in firmly and deeply, the two keeping me full almost all the time. Sometimes there would be a gap, and sometimes the two of them would slide into me together, stretching me out, twin tips of their shafts nudging against the ceiling of my sex.

There wasn’t much for me to do. I wiggled between them both, my hands snugly around Xael’s waist, gritting my teeth in pleasure as they took their turn thrusting into me. They went deep, their bodies pressed tightly against mine, ruffling my scales and sending the feeling of pleasant sparks flying up and down my spine.

Beloth’s pace changed, his speed and force picking up. He shivered against me, and I knew what was coming next. “Come on,” I said, between panted breaths. “It’s time…”

It was, too. Beloth buried himself into me, right up to the hilt, his groin pressed in snugly against my backside. I could feel him in me, deep and throbbing, as his eager shaft pumped out a wave of thick, gooey seed into me, the warm fluid splashing up against the roof of my sex. And then another, and another…unlike his friend Beloth seemed to only want to plant his seed as deeply into me as possible, an outcome I entirely supported. Outcome? Or income? Squeak. 

 Xael continued to thrust in and out as Beloth emptied himself into my body, the sticky stuff forming a slick coating on my insides, helping him work harder, faster, deeper. I reached down and scratched above the base of Xael’s tail, bumping my nose to his.

“No painting this time,” I said between laboured gasps, curling my tail around his ankle to emphasis my point.

Xael’s hands found my backside, squeezing it tightly as he drove himself into me, pushing in as deeply as his friend did, right up to the hilt, joining the other shaft inside my sex. He, too, shuddered and moaned as his member erupted, splattering another round of warm fluid into my body, mixing with the stuff that was already there, planting another round of his seed deeply.

I kept myself pressed up against each of them, taking wave after wave of their combined seed, way more than I could possibly handle. It gushed out of me, a sticky flow that ran down my legs despite my attempts to keep it within me.

And then something strange happened.

I felt really good.

My whole body tingled from snout to tail. I felt a powerful wave of pleasurable heat run through my whole body, like someone were igniting some kind of furnace in my nethers. It faded as quickly as it came, but it was palpable.

Panting, gasping, the three of us basked in a breeding well done. I stood sandwiched between the two of them until, finally, Xael slid himself out from my body, Beloth following soon after.

I could barely stand, but I put my hand on Xael’s shoulder, and that helped a lot. I felt sore and spent, tired in a strange way that I had not felt before. 

“How was that?” I asked, somewhat cautiously. “I hope your evaluation to the council will be…kind.”

“Kind?” Xael laughed, tilting his head and rubbing his cheek against my hand. “I think you’re the one that’s been kind, little Taeni. That was…incredible.”

The amount of seed they’d loosed spoke testament to their words. “Thank you,” I said. “As with all kobolds, I am to please our masters.”

“You will,” said Beloth, somewhat cryptically, “in time. I do not feel that the eyes of the council are off you just yet.”

With a smile, the two of them moved away from me. Each cupped cupped their hands and dipped it in the water, then drank. Cautious, I approached as well, taking a sip. It was cool and refreshing.

“I should get going,” I said, straightening my back and letting the cool water wash down the last traces of salt in my mouth.

“So soon?” said Beloth, smiling coyly.

“Our task here is complete.” I didn’t quite know what else to say. “If you think that more is necessary, I’ll remain, but…” I twisted around, showing him my wet, dripping backside. There was no way I was not completely bred by this point.

“Business is done,” said Xael, “but pleasure remains. If you wanted to, we could indulge ourselves for a time.”

I did actually want to stay, but the calling of my duty was a voice not easily ignored. “Another time,” I promised, and with that, I hobbled over to the door, pried it open, and stepped back out to the main breeding chamber.


 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter III

Encore

 

I walked toward the door that was the exit to this place. I was sticky and gooey—practically covered in the stuff, especially in my nethers—but I knew that this kind of stuff happened. It had done so last month, it would do so again…

The numbers restarted after 109. I counted them as I went. 110. 111. 112…As I hobbled down the corridor, I didn’t quite know why, but I glanced into one of the open doors near the end. 115.

Jeruth was there, resting on the stone floor.

Our eyes met and, for a brief moment, I didn’t quite know what to do. He took stock of my form—glistening with seed, sticky and dripping—and a warm smile formed on his face.

“Hello,” he said, the warmth in his tone palpable. “Here for your latest breeding, Taeni?”

I knew I shouldn’t do it, but I stepped through the door and into the area beyond. “Already done,” I said, unable to stop a similar smile from spreading over my face. “As you can probably smell.”

“Smell, see…” Jeruth reached out and touched my hip. “Touch. Quite an effort.”

“It was certainly voluminous,” I confessed, “although it is more than it appears. Two were present.”

“It takes two dedicated breeders to match me?” he asked, no small amount of pride in his voice. “Well. Breath of the Dragon Gods, wonders never cease.”

We exchanged a brief look—it passed almost instantly—but I knew, suddenly, that I wanted him. I wanted him inside me once more. I could tell by the way he looked at me, the smell of him, that he wanted the same.

“We…” I said, trying to find words. “We shouldn’t. I shouldn’t be here. I cannot breed with you again, not again, it’s against the rules—”

“The rules,” said Jeruth, the corners of his scaly mouth turning down. “It is. I know this.”

My body burned. I had been satisfied with the breeding. It should have been enough. It had to be. And the rules…

Silence.

“The rules…” even my own voice sounded feeble to me.

His hand stroked up my hip, then back down, and I could resist no longer. I pushed myself up against him, and he against me. I pressed my mouth against his, tightly, my hands sliding around his waist.

“Wait,” he said.

Although I didn’t want to, I did. “W-what?” I breathed, my mouth next to his.

He kicked the door closed with his heel. That was smart. Then Jeruth spun me around with those strong miner’s arms, so that his chest was pressed to my back, and pushed me up to the wall.

“Nobody must know,” he breathed right next to my ear hole, his groin snug to my rump.

“Nobody,” I echoed, and I raised up my tail, squeezing it between our bodies.

“We’ll have to be quick.” Jeruth pressed his body needfully against my back. “Very quick.”

“Very quick,” I said, nodding, my cheek pressed against the stone.

His fingers explored me, gripping my backside, squeezing tightly. Lingeringly. I felt his fingers stroke down to my nethers. This was wrong. Bad. I knew I shouldn’t be doing it but I let him, let his fingers slip into my sex, stroke…and withdraw covered in seed.

“Hurry,” I said, taking a shallow breath and closing my eyes.

Jeruth’s sticky fingers slid up the cleft of my rump, slipping underneath my tail. Wet, sticky with seed, they pressed against my tailhole, smearing the stuff inside me.

I knew what he was doing. Or a least, I thought I did. He was going to use his finger there—for what purpose, exactly, I wasn’t sure, but…

I was wrong. He adjusted his posture, shifting his body up a bit, and he pressed the throbbing head of his shaft—thick and heavy and eager—up against my slick tailhole.

Probably should have stopped him at that point—I had yet another opportunity to stick to the rules and not break them—but I realised that this was probably a good compromise. Jeruth would get to put his seed in me, and although it could never take root, we could both be rid of these…urges.

That line of thought was cut off by him pushing up into me, spreading my tailhole lewdly, spearing its way deeply into my body in a way I’d never felt before.

Squeak.

It was rough. Deep. A little painful, yes, but a passing made easier by the lubrication of the seed he smeared inside me, but above all else it was good.

“Missed you,” I gasped, feeling Jeruth’s shaft throb inside my tailhole.

“Nnnf, I missed you too.” Jeruth pressed himself even deeper into me, right up to the hilt. I had no idea my body could even take this thing, but despite some stretching it felt just fine. More than fine.

Jeruth quickly slid back, leaving just the tip of his member within me, then he pushed back in, his hands holding my hips, groin thumping against my rump in a way that made my tailtip tremble.

I grit my teeth. I’d asked him to be quick and he was. We needed to be done as soon as possible—the longer we waited here, the longer we risked being discovered. “Hurry,” I said again, inhaling through my nose.

Ker-thump. Jeruth drove into me hard enough to push me a few inches up the wall. I curled my tail around his waist, squeezing tightly, trying to keep myself pressed in as close to him as possible. Ker-thump. Ker-thump. Ker-thump!

I was worried, for a moment, that the sound might travel through the wall, but the stone was thick, and any kobolds outside were accustomed to—nay, even expecting—sounds of humping from within.

“Keep going,” I urged him, pushing back against his thrusts. “Take me…”

His strong arms held me tightly, and his strong legs pushed himself into me, keeping me pinned between the thick stone wall and his scaled chest, driving roughly into my body. I had not imagined that sex this way could feel good. It flew in the face of common sense, but as Jeruth’s thick shaft rammed up against the ceiling of my tailhole, filling me completely and stretching out my flesh with his girth, I could not deny the effectiveness of it.

It was good.

Ï squeezed his middle with my tail, arching my back, changing the angle slightly. Jeruth kept pounding away, the pace becoming quicker, more frenzied, his shaft swelling inside me, making things even more tighter.

The faint scraping of claws on stone signalled that someone was walking past outside. Their footsteps approached, and then stopped for a moment right on the other side of the wall.

Jeruth continued to take me unabashedly, driving roughly into my tailhole. My chest scraped noisily against the stone, making a rythmic thump which would be passed along through the rock.

Would we be caught? If so I had no regrets--this was too good to pass up. My whole body was full of pleasure.

“Do it,” I said, closing my eyes completely. I didn't care if the city watch burst in and killed us both, as long as Jeruth's seed was put in me. “Do it…”

He gave me one last thrust, followed by a low, eager moan, and then I felt it; an eruption of fluid inside my tailhole, warm splatters against my inner walls, going deep, rough… splat, splat, splat...

The footsteps, mercifully, faded away. As Jeruth's seed flooded my body I realised that whoever was on the other side wasn't trying to catch us, they were trying to listen in on the sex, and possibly gain gratification from it.

That was okay with me, too.

Jeruth rested his chest against my back, his whole body trembling. I was trembling too; not as much as he was, but certainly a lot.

“Better?” I asked, but I wasn’t sure if I was talking to him, or myself.

“Definitely,” he said, breathing over my earhole. “Dragon God alight, Taeni…I’ve been wanting to do that since we first met.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

He slowly eased me back down to the ground. “I do hope it was enjoyable for you, too.”

“Very much,” I said, and I meant it.

Jeruth withdrew his shaft from my tailhole. A wet splat followed as, with the pressure released, the seed joined the rest of the mess on my hindquarters. At this point I was so sticky and seed-splattered that the leakage from even Jeruth’s considerable load was hardly noticeable.

I was a mess.

I tried to stand and nearly fell down. Between Xael and Beloth sharing my nethers, along with Jeruth taking me under my tail, I was…quite sore to say the least. It wasn’t a bad pain, but my muscles complained and ached when I tried to walk.

“That’s normal,” said Jeruth, giving my side a gentle pat. “At least, certainly, for your first time…”

“I know,” I said, forcing my legs to work as I hobbled toward the door. “I’ll be okay.”

Jeruth smiled warmly at me. “Take care,” he said, waggling his fingers. “I’ll see you soon.”

I hoped so. I cracked open the door, peeked out to make sure nobody was coming, and then slid out and quickly closed it behind me.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue

Dripping Wet

 

Drip. Drip. Drip. Each step on my journey down the rest of the corridor was punctuated by wet splatters of Jeruth’s seed leaking out of me and onto the stone floor. It was highly conspicuous to me, but if any of the other kobolds around me noticed it and thought it to be unusual, they said nothing.

Fortunately, I passed through the large set of double doors at the end of the hall without incident.

“Hey!” said Kayeli, her customary wide smile even wider as she bounded up to me. “Wow, you’re a mess!”

She, too, had been clearly well bred; her crotch was smeared with seed, and a glistening on the inside of her thighs indicated that she, too, had been well taken care of. “You’re in need of a grooming yourself,” I said, gesturing to her crotch.

“Yeah, but nothing like you!” Kayeli’s eyes nearly bugged out as she walked around me, inspecting me from foot to snout. “You’re limping like you got impaled. This is all from one kobold?”

Three, I almost said, but I was quick enough to keep my mouth shut. “Two,” I said instead, fighting the urge to tell the truth. Kobolds obeyed the rules and were not habitual liars.

Fortunately, my kind were also terrible at knowing when they were being lied too, as well. “You were assigned two kobolds?” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I’m jealous. I wish I could have two.”

“It was okay,” I said, “but I can barely walk and they made a mess like the Hells.”

“Let me see!” Kayali squeaked playfully and slid her hand between her legs, scooping up a handful of it and slurping it with her tongue. “Tastes great,” she said, moving around to my front again.

“Aye,” I said, “the taste was good.”

She smiled like a half-moon. “Wow, Taeni…you really know how to bring out the best in your breeding partners. This really looks like the work of three.”

“Thanks,” I said, desperate for a change in topic. “So how did you go?” 

“Oh,” said Kayeli, “I got assigned to Ilmoath. You know, that crabby red-scale warden from the sorcerer’s guild?” She scratched her head thoughtfully. “He’s not a spellcaster, but it’s nice to get the opportunity to breed with someone who’s close to the arcane, you know? Exciting! Apparently he was evaluating me for some purpose, to which I’m not entirely clear.”

“My breeders said the same thing,” I said, curiously.

“Really?” Kayeli hooked her arm around mine, helping me limp away from the breeder quarter, back toward the bug farmer’s area. Already the buzz of insects wafted toward my ears. “I’ll walk you home then I’ll give you a thorough licking to make sure you’re clean.”

She would enjoy that, I imagine. Maybe doing so gave her the tingly feelings that I’d experienced…I thought about asking her, but I didn’t.

“Thanks,” I said, keeping my questions to myself.

Kayeli hummed quietly as she walked. “Maybe the council are preparing us for some special task,” she said. “Something that needs special breeders?”

A special task. I had no idea what kind of job having two males breed with me at the same time might entail, but I was interested in finding out.

“Maybe,” I said, limping toward my home, letting Kayeli guide me there.

The next month couldn’t come quickly enough.
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