
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lust of the Kobolds

An erotic fantasy short story




Part IV: The Council


WARNING: THIS IS EROTIC FICTION




Subject matter: Fantasy creatures, F/M, F/M/M/M, sex as duty, group sex, size differences, 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 she’s assigned to a new role…



















CHAPTER I







Summoned to Qrul




OUTSIDE THE COUNCIL TOWER

KOBOLD city of Emparsdon

The underground




Two and a half weeks after Lust of the Kobolds, Part III




It felt strange indeed to be walking toward the council tower, alone, instead of reporting to Syral as I usually did after laying. This time my child was a red, fiery egg; entirely expected, since it was sired by Ix, one of Syral’s guards.

I saw him many times since the breeding, his lustful eyes upon me. He wanted me again, I knew, but…both he and Syral kept their distance, as did Jeruth. This was disappointing to me; I had learnt many ways to experience pleasure since I had started breeding, but my commands were clear.

Qrul the Dragonwise, member of the council, had told me that I was not to breed with anyone until I saw him first. I could imagine the three of them would not treat that threat lightly.

So, here I was. The Council Tower.

Even though I had been inside before, the massive stone spire—the home of the council members of Emparsdon—was still an intimidating place, especially for a nobody like me. The guards let me into the foyer without saying a word. I was obviously expected…worrisome, but Qrul had told me to come. I made my way to the stairwell, climbing up the steps slowly and carefully, expecting to be stopped or opposed at any moment, but I reached the top without incident.

The door guards didn’t react as I came into view. They were white-scaled kobolds, sharp looking longspears in hand. Why didn’t they say anything? They just looked at me, scowling slightly.

“I am Taeni,” I said at last, shuffling my feet nervously. “I believe I am expected.”

“Stay still.” The leftmost guard regarded me, and then raised his hand. He chanted softly, and the palpable aura of magic filled the small lobby; a faint blue light shone over me.

I had never seen anyone cast a spell before. I flinched reflexively, squinting at the bright glare. It didn’t hurt, though my whole body tingled. That might have been the guards, though. They were strong…

“No magic on her,” said the guard, and they both seemed to relax slightly.

This was a new thing for me. “Last time I wasn’t checked,” I said, more nervous now. I couldn’t help it. I was just a bug farmer—or at least, I had been, before I’d become a breeder. I wasn’t a warrior. I wasn’t brave.

“Yes, well, things have changed,” said the guard. “New protocols, because of our…visitors.”

I had no idea what he was talking about.

“So I’m okay to go in?” I asked, meekly.

The two guards exchanged a look. “We should check her for weapons,” said the spellcaster with a strange smile.

I slowly turned around, letting the guards eyes roam over me. I felt them drawn down my body, toward my backside and my nethers, and when I turned back to face them I could see that each of their shafts had come up, firm and throbbing in the air. Males were so strange.

“We should check her very throughly,” said the spellcaster, casually leaning his spear up against the wall and stepping toward me. “We can’t be too careful.”

That seemed entirely reasonable. I lifted up my arms, and my tail, waiting patently for the guard to inspect me.

He slid up to me, his smile growing as he got closer. His hands moved to my shoulders, patting experimentally, then sliding down my chest, down my belly, and along the outside of my legs. He stroked all the way down to my toes, then back up the inside of my thighs, his claws scraping against the soft scales there. Up, up, up…then his hand brushed against my nethers.

I squeaked loudly, cupping my maw with a spare hand to try and stifle the noise.

“Ix told me she squeaks,” said the spellcaster, chuckling lowly as his finger stroked over my entrance, curling slightly in a manner that was most distracting. “I wonder what else he said is true.”

“He told me that the inside of her body is like the kiss of a Celestial,” said the other guard. That made sense. The guards would no doubt talk amongst themselves. “He wouldn’t stop raving about her…and now she’s standing right there, I can see why.”

Slowly, gently, the spellcaster slid his digit inside me. The feeling of the blunt nub of his claw gently scraping against my inner walls caused me to shiver slightly, my tailtip curling around itself. It felt pleasurable, relaxing, and a shiver ran from the tip of my tail right to my backside. It felt good. The finger slid a little deeper, right up to the second knuckle. Squeak.

“She really does squeak,” said the spellcaster, casually slipping his digit free of my sex with a wet pop. “Well, no weapons here.”

I had absolutely no idea how I could have possibly stored a weapon in there. For a moment I guessed that the inspection was over, but the guard’s finger slowly slid around behind me, sliding up under my tail.

“Got to check here too,” he said, pushing against me. I wasn’t prepared for him to do that; my tailhole was still tight.

Check me…there? For what? I began to suspect an ulterior motive. Still, I had to comply. I tried to relax as much as I could, but nerves made things…tight. Think happy thoughts, Taeni…

I thought of Jeruth and the time I had crept into his breeding chamber, and he had taken me under my tail. How thick and heavy his member was, and how deep he had laid his seed…I’d been bruised and sore for days, but it was worth it.

Slowly, slowly, my tailhole allowed the guard’s digit entrance.

“There we go,” he said, his finger worming its way inside me, dull claw tip scraping against the inner walls of my tailhole. “Very nice…!”

“Nnnf,” I murmured, taking in a deep breath as he slid his finger in all the way to the hilt, curled it slightly, then withdrew, dragging against my tender flesh the whole way out.

“Looks clear,” said the guard, standing back up to my eye level, his nose close to mine. He leaned forward, pressing his lips against mine, his tongue flicking into my mouth. Then he broke the kiss, wiped his mouth, and gestured for me to continue.

The last time a guard had touched me like that, it was Ix, and I had laid his egg because of it…I studied the white-scaled kobold curiously. He was strong and handsome, and if I was assigned to breed with him, I wouldn’t mind that at all.

I moved forward to the door, and the other guard stepped in front of me, similarly bumping his nose against mine. He, too, got a kiss, somewhat longer and more forceful than the first, and then he too moved back, pulling open the door with him, revealing the Council Chamber; a long, narrow room with an onyx chair perched on a raised dais.

I swam in memories as I saw it. The last time I had been here, the five of us had been commanded to mate: Syral with Kayeli, and Jeruth to her mouth, with Ix behind me and Qrul taking my mouth. I swore I could still taste him.

Qrul was there now, his red eyes glowed in the dark, green scales glinting. Between his legs was the curved, white backside of a female kobold. One I recognised. Kayeli, my friend, her face stuffed with Qrul’s shaft.

He smiled widely as I entered, eyeing me off with obvious interest despite the wet slurping coming from Kayeli’s mouth. His hand rubbed over the top of her head, just as it had, a month ago, rubbed over mine. Given his eagerness, and their…activities…there was no mystery as to why he’d called me here.

“Close the door,” he said to the guards, and I heard it slam shut behind me. Kayeli raised a hand to wave at me, slurping lewdly.

This was okay. I had taken Qrul’s seed in my mouth already; to have it inside my belly, growing another egg, would be fine. He was strong, tall, and in a position of power. I only hoped Kayeli left some seed for me, when she was done suckling him.

It was tempting to just begin, but there was protocol to observe. Qrul was one of the Council members, the leaders of our city. I slid down onto my knees, throwing myself out onto my chest, lowering my head down as far as I could go. “I came,” I said, “as you commanded.”

“Not yet you haven’t,” said Qrul, cupping his hand over the back of Kayeli’s head, pushing her down toward him, the full length of his shaft disappearing into her mouth. He leaning forward expectedly. “But I intend to fix that. Have you bred since the laying?”

“No,” I said, trying not to stare at my friend’s backside as it rocked back and forth, seeming almost to thrust toward me from across the hall. “Just as you commanded.”

Qrul beckoned me to approach. I did so, crawling on my hands and knees, wiggling forward across the stone. I slid myself in between Qrul’s thighs, one shoulder up against Kayeli’s, my side snug up against her, and my other shoulder pressed in against Qrul’s knee.

She had been very busy. Her face was splattered with a spiders-web of sticky strands, seed plastered all over it, dribbling down from her chin and onto the floor. How long had she been here? Was this all Qrul’s seed, or was he merely the most recent one to…contribute?

Kayeli smiled at me with her eyes, her cheeks puffed out with the effort. Qrul bobbed her head rhythmically, and I patiently waited my turn. The wet slurping of Kayeli’s administrations filled my earholes.

“My dear Taeni,” said Qrul, a slight hiss of pleasure in his voice, “I have a problem.”

“Only one penis?” I guessed.

He laughed at that, and Kayeli did too, the noise heavily muffled by her full mouth.

“No,” said Qrul. “Well, perhaps. But there is another problem.” His spare hand drifted to my face, cupping my cheek tenderly.

I had no idea what he wanted me to do so I sat quietly, listening to the gentle bump every time Kayeli’s mouth fulled up with his shaft. I waited, and I waited, and still the two of them kept at it…I knew I always seemed to be able to make males finish quickly, but listening to Kayeli work so hard without result drove this point home for me.

“Did you want to mate with me?” I finally asked, worried she might exhaust him, given how splattered her face was already.

“Of course I do. Every kobold male does…and some of the females, I suspect.” Qrul slowly stroked my cheek with his hand. “The problem I have, my dear, is diplomatic. The kobolds of nearby Azvagardon contest one of our ore claims. The conflict has lead to many deaths. To resolve the issue, the Azvagardonites have sent ambassadors to us—three of them, plus their retinue, all male—and it is the will of the council that they are…appeased during an interlude in the discussion.” Qrul traced a claw down my chin, to my neck, then back up again. “I’m sure after you have tended to them they will be most…amicable and eager to reach a resolution.”

I shuffled nervously. “Me?” I asked, my tail drooping. “I am no diplomat. What do I know of ore claims and intercity politics?”

He made a soft tsking noise, although it pitched upward at the end, as he lifted up Kayeli’s head and began bobbing it up and down on his shaft. “You need not worry about such things. Instead, use your special talent to force a resolution. Breed with as many of them as you can. Excite them. Tease them. Wear them out, and let them have you in whatever way they wish. Drain every drop of seed from them…such a pleasant experience will enhance our bargaining posture.”

What good would that do? Did the kobolds of Azvagardon not have females of their own? “If that is the will of the council,” I said, “of course I will do my duty.”

 “I know you will,” he said, gently pulling Kayeli’s head off his shaft and shifting it over to me, the tip pressing against my maw.

Kayeli smacked her lips, her face splattered with his seed, and gave me a playful smile.

I knew what to do. I leaned down and enveloped his shaft, taking its girth into my mouth, the tip tasting of both his seed and Kayeli’s lips. His hand pushed my head down until I took the whole shaft, my throat opening up to accept it.

Almost immediately, a thick glob of warm, salty seed splashed into my throat, almost too deep for me to taste. I could feel it, though, the gooey fluid clinging to the walls of my throat, splattering against me in pulses. Qrul pulled my head up, dragging his shaft from the very back of my throat across my tongue, until the tip kissed my lips, spurting in little jets of his familiar tasting seed. Salty. Musky. Rich.

As quickly as it came, the fluid flowed to a trickle. I swallowed it all easily, gulping firmly, expecting more than I had received. He must have spent so much on Kayeli’s face…and I immediately understood.

His actions were deliberate. He had bought Kayeli to him first to exhaust himself, so that he would not make a total mess of me, and I would go to the guests clean. More or less. The inside of my maw was painted with the stuff, and as much as I swallowed, I wasn’t sure I could get the taste out of my mouth if any of them kissed me. Maybe they wouldn’t mind. I hoped. Would it be bad if they could taste it?

Slowly, Qrul pulled himself away from me, and Kayeli immediately leapt back upon the tip of his member, taking it into her mouth once more. “I’ve had many females swallow my seed,” he said, “but none were able to draw it out so quickly, so pleasurably, and in such great volume as you, little Taeni.” His smile turned playfully wicked. “Those three won’t know what hit them.”

Kayeli mumbled something that was entirely muffed by Qrul’s shaft.

“Where are they?” I asked, wiping my lips with the back of my hand, hoping it didn’t get too gooey. I was not sure about how I would handle three kobolds at once, but I would have to try. Maybe if they all took turns…

“The wall to my left is an illusion,” he said. “In the passage beyond, you will find your task.”

Steeling myself, and swallowing the last of Qrul’s seed, I climbed up to my feet, dipped my head, and turned to the leftmost wall in the chamber. It was just like all the others; seemingly hard stone, of the type common to Emparsdon.

I walked toward it, leaving Kayeli’s lewd suckling behind me, and puckering up my nerve, strode right through the wall.



















CHAPTER II







The Ambassadors




THE MOMENT I STEPPED THROUGH the invisible wall, I found myself in a short corridor with a bend at the end. I heard shouting from beyond; I’d heard nothing before I entered. Instinctively I glanced behind me; the wall I had just passed through was transparent on this side, and I could still see and hear Kayeli suckling Qrul from beyond, almost as though the noise were amplified by some magical means. What was the purpose of such a wall?

Did someone watch my last breeding session here?

I couldn’t think about that, not that the idea disturbed me much. Kobolds were very public. I did not mind being observed as I mated. Instead, my mind was on the here and the now. I wiped my mouth again, just making sure as much of Qrul’s seed was gone, and then I turned my eyes to the short tunnel and walked forward.

The moment I got away from the wall, the noise behind me faded. Odd. I wiped at my mouth some more, trying to get the salty taste off my tongue. I liked it, but I didn’t think the visitors would…

Around the corner there was a room; little more than a small-ish chamber, the only feature a round table with nine chairs on it. Three kobolds sat on one side of the table, loudly arguing. They were, as Qrul had said, all males; one black, one red, one green. They were like a kobold rainbow. The black one had a thick pair of horns protruding from his head, and he sat at the middle of the group. He wore long black robes gilded with gold, the first kobold I had ever seen wearing clothes outside of tapestries and drawings.

“We should annex their city and take the ore we need!” said the red one, pounding his fist on the table. “Their demands are ludicrous!”

“Wait and see,” said the black scaled one, his eyes flickering to me, eyeing me with a curious stare.

The three outsiders noticed me enter. One by one, their voices quietened.

“Who are you?” asked the black one, his accent clipped and foreign. He drew himself out of his chair, sliding his hands across the table as he did so, leaving faint scratch marks on the surface.

My voice caught in my throat and the only words that came out were a startled squeak. There really were three of them…all of a sudden, standing there, my task seemed so much more daunting.

“Out with it,” he said, an edge of frustration growing in his voice. “Who are you? Speak, Emparsdonite.”

“I-I am Taeni.”

The red stranger glared at me. “And Taeni, are you here to negotiate with us? We have been waiting for some time. I had anticipated Qrul the Dragonwise of the Council would be leading the talks.”

I did not know how to say that Qrul was merely around the corner, his shaft at the back of my friend’s throat. “Um,” I said, “I think-I think he is busy. He sent me to…entertain you.”

The black one’s eyes narrowed dangerously. “Are you a bard? You have not the look of one about you. No instruments. Do you use your mouth?”

Ironically, sometimes? “No,” I said, trying to muster as much strength as I could. “I’m not a diplomat. I’m a breeder.”

That caused his eyeridges to shoot up. For a moment nothing was said, and then he gave a low chuckle. “Well, Azvagardon’s female shortage is hardly a secret.” Slowly, the black kobold moved around the table, to where I stood. “Unless our Emparsdonite friends are mocking our deficiency, I fail to see precisely what purpose bringing a breeder to these conversations serves.”

I shuffled nervously but held my ground, giving my best smile. It was critical to the diplomatic status of Emparsdon that I impress him. “I would have thought that my purpose here was obvious.”

For a moment he considered me, his eyes roaming over my form. I found his robes distracting. What purpose did they serve? The stone was cool and comfortable, the air fresh…why did he dress himself? None of the others were wearing clothes, nor was I. Very few kobolds did.

“I am Modoc,” he said at length. “I thought you should know my name, at least.”

“Thank you,” I said. “As I said, I am Taeni.”

“So,” said the red one, a lecherous smile on his face, “you’re here to fuck us all then, are you?”

Very direct. “I am,” I said. “If that is your wish.”

Modoc slid closer to me, sliding his hands around my waist, settling them on my hips and giving a firm squeeze. His snout drifted close to mine. Worry ran through me. If he could smell the seed in my mouth…

He leaned forward and kissed my nose. I rubbed my nose back against his, churring fondly in my chest. He kissed down to my lips. I kept them tightly closed. He pulled me close against his chest, mine bumping against his, his tongue trying to push into my mouth.

What could I do? I let his tongue in, tilting my head slightly, pressing my lips against his. I felt his tongue explore my mouth, bumping up against mine.

He broke the kiss, his nose touching mine, and he raised an eyeridge curiously. “You taste as though you’ve been…busy…already. Why would they send us a breeder already full of seed? To insult us?”

My stomach dropped into my tail. “I—” I didn’t know what to say. “It was…uhh, an accident. On the way here. I just—”

“Accidentally let someone plant their seed in your mouth?”

Dragon’s teeth. I had to figure out some way out of this and quickly. “It was…just practice,” I lied. “See, um, breeders in this city are expected to be excellent at their craft, and that requires, uh, practice. So the breeders, we’re allowed to, you know, use our mouths and—” I stopped myself.

“And what?” asked Modoc, confused. But also suspicious. I had to alleviate that suspicion.

“And…their tailholes,” I admitted, feeling hot all over my face. “We are allowed to let males practice with us…there.”

All the male kobolds exchanged incredulous stares. “You let a male breed with you in that manner?” asked Modoc, curiously. “Why?”

I had, actually. It was…strange, and not what I’d been ordered to do, but it was true. “One of our males, Jeruth, mated with me under there. Because he wanted to.”

Modoc stared at me. “This morning?”

“No!” Dragons teeth! I was blowing it. I quickly turned around, holding my tail up with my hand, showing him my tailhole. I twisted around to look at him. “See?”

He definitely could. Cautiously, Modoc moved behind me, slipping his hand under my tail, lifting it up a little higher. I bent myself even further forward, touching my toes and displaying myself to him, lifting my tail. Modoc stuck a digit in his mouth, slurped it loudly, and then extended it to my tailhole. I squeaked softly as he touched it, probing around, and then slipping inside. 

I bit my lower lip to silence another squeak. His finger reminded me of Jeruth’s thick, throbbing kobold shaft, pushing inside me, the seed of his previous matings the lubricant…it was slicker than I expected, and nicer, too. Probably best I didn’t think about how I enjoyed it too much.

Modoc slipped the digit out of me with a wet pop. “Looks clean,” he said in his strange accent.

“Like I said.”

Modoc grimaced, settling his hands on my backside, spreading my rumpcheeks and inspecting my tailhole visibly, stretching it out. Squeak. “So,” he said, “if males are allowed to put their seed under your tails…how did this accident happen in your mouth?”

I squirmed a little in his hands. “It’s allowed in my mouth too,” I protested, trying to come up with a suitable lie. “But, um, yes. There was an emergency. A miner. Got his tail stuck in the, um, rocks, and couldn’t be saved, so I…extracted his seed using my mouth and transfered it to a nearby female.” I had absolutely no idea why I thought they might believe my story. “We don’t have many males, so, um, every drop we can save is important.”

“You have a male shortage?” asked Modoc, the topic seemingly of great interest to him.

“She splat seed into another female’s slit?” The red one laughed. “I would love to see that.” I had no idea why.

“Yes,” I said to Modoc, lying through my teeth. “And yes,” to the red one, similarly.

Modoc narrowed his eyes skeptically at me. “Tell me more about this male shortage.”

I didn’t quite know what to say. “We lost many of our males a year ago, due to drow raids. Many of the survivors were pressed into breeding duty. Plus the losses in our…conflict. These have been, uhh, trying times.”

Modoc squinted. “We too lost many to the drow, but only females. Always captured alive.”

It made sense to me. “They are probably breeding them,” I said. “Females from one city, males from another. To prevent inbreeding.”

Modoc considered this, his scaled brow furrowing, tail swishing behind him. “That seems likely,” he said, considering. His attention seemed drawn away, and then back to my body. “So, this dead miner’s seed, you only got it on your tongue?”

“That’s right.”

I wasn’t sure he believed it. His fingers moved down my backside, pressing against my sex, sliding into my warm depths. I could barely repress a soft squeak. Another went in, working with its pair to spread my folds. “Looks clean,” he said, and I felt his warm breath over my sex. “I can’t smell any seed in there.”

“Let’s change that then,” said the red kobold, smirking widely, his tail swishing behind him.




The red kobold slid his chair back with a squeak, coming up to his feet. He practically jogged toward me, his thick shaft bouncing as he moved, and I straightened my back. I knew what to do.

Modoc wiggled out of his robes and them into a corner, seemingly more comfortable when he was as naked as the rest of us. He kept my tail held high, slowly moving up behind me, until his chest pressed against my back. I squirmed against him, getting settled.

The red kobold thrust his hand down between my legs, fondling firmly up at my sex, stroking at my entrance. I raised myself up onto my tip-toes, squeaking softly.

“What’s your name?” I asked the red kobold, feeling two of his digits thrust their way into me, driving up to the hilt of his palm. Nnnf! It felt wet and slick and good.

“Shut up,” said the red one, kissing me firmly, his fingers wiggling inside my sex, squirming against my inner walls. If he wouldn’t give me his name, Shut-Up would do. And he knew what he wanted.

It was okay. I was experienced. I could handle a little roughness. It was actually kind of nice; he pressed his chest against mine, sandwiching me up against Modoc as his fingers corkscrewed around inside me, twisting this way and that, the red one’s tongue slurping at the inside of my mouth. He grunted, grinding himself up against me, his shaft nudging to my belly, leaving a thin trail of white goo.

“Slow down,” said Modoc. His firm shaft nudged up under my tail. “Dragongod’s sake.”

Shut-Up broke the kiss, growling in pleasure. “I want her,” he said over my shoulder, pulling his digit out from my sex with a wet slurp and sliding it down my thigh, lifting up my leg.

“You should take your time,” said Modoc. “There’s no time limit on this one’s company…if you seed her right away, you won’t fully enjoy her.”

That wasn’t what he wanted to hear. Shut-Up glared over my shoulder at Modoc, eyes occasionally flicking to me. “Fine,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I’ll have her maw then.”

That was good. My mission here wasn’t just to breed, it was to wear them out. I had to drain them of everything they had…I smiled over my shoulder at Modoc, trying to make him see how thankful I was.

Modoc leaned forward, kissing me gently, and then his claw slid down my back, the palm of his hand gently pushing me forward.

Shut-Up stepped back as I slid my chin down his chest, all the way down to his shaft, thick and throbbing and eager. I gave it a sniff; it was more musky than I was expecting. It reminded me of edible moss or bug meat, salty but delicious.

I prepared for Modoc to enter me but nothing came. I glanced over my shoulder, concerned. Did he not find me desirable? That would be bad for my city…

I shouldn’t have worried. He was staring at my exposed backside, letting his eyes trace the contours of my rumpcheeks. He extended a hand, cupping each cheek and giving them a firm squeeze.

“So this is what the Emparsdonites have to breed with,” said Modoc, shaking his head in amused bewilderment. “They have so many attractive, fertile females that they allow visiting kobolds to have their way with them…”

I shuffled slightly, extending my hands to brace myself on Shut-Up’s hips. I couldn’t tell him the truth of course—that I was being sent to distract and exhaust him—but a good lie didn’t come easily to me. Our kind were not deceitful by nature, and tended to be obedient above all else. “I have bred as often as I can,” is all I said. “As do most of our kind. Nearly nine in ten of our population are female.”

“As you have said.” Modoc leaned closer to me, bumping his nose to my slit, dragging it up and down. He inhaled, taking in my scent—the touch was subtle and gentle to me, and I could barely suppress a soft squeak of pleasure.

Shut-Up laughed at the noise, sliding his hand to the back of my head and cupping it, his clawtips scraping against my scales. “She’s cute,” he said, his other hand reaching around and settling on my shoulder, giving a firm, tight squeeze. “We should take her back with us.”

Modoc’s tongue flicked out, dragging across my slit, teasing my nethers with its warm, firm, damp length. “I hardly think,” he said between licks, “that Emparsdon will give up one of their prized breeders.”

I shivered as Modoc’s tongue played with me. I had not had anyone but Kayeli lick me there; it felt strange, but also exciting. “I-I’m not sure what the council’s thoughts on that are, bu-but…but I am their loyal servant.”

Shut-Up, seemingly possessed of a desire to do more than simply watch Modoc lick me, pushed my head downward. I found my nose barely an inch away from his shaft, crimson and throbbing. Stifling a squeak summoned by one of Modoc’s particularly strong licks, I pursed my lips, kissing it gently, sampling the taste, dragging my tongue across the tip of his shaft, slurping up some of his leaking fluid. Hopefully the stuff would more permanently hide the taste of Qrul’s seed.

The taste was definitely different from what I was used to. This one was sweet and light, as though it were more watery than the others I’d tasted. I smacked my lips, rolling a small drop of the fluid around on my tongue. Overall it was quite pleasant. It was difficult to focus with Modoc licking me as he was, firmly and rhythmically, his tongue pulling apart my sex lips and flicking into my passage.

Shut-Up seemed a lot more eager than his leader. His shaft nudged at my lips needfully, his hand pushing down on the back of my head. I opened my mouth and accepted his shaft into my mouth; I could still taste Qrul’s seed as this new member slid into my throat, my nose bumping up against his abdomen.

“Deep,” the red one observed, stroking the back of my head, his claws playing with the gaps between my scales. “She takes it like a professional…nnf. And so readily as well…”

I pulled back, leaving about half of his shaft inside my mouth, then I pushed forward again, taking it up to the hilt once more. Behind me, Modoc licked more at me, and one of his digits explored, moving up my backside to my tail, stroking around the base. I squeaked a muffled squeak into the red kobold’s groin.

The green kobold, his eyes narrowed with suspicion, glared at the three of us. He had barely said a word but apparently that was about to change. “We shouldn’t be enjoying this,” he hissed, sliding his hand across the table. “It might be a deception. Some trick to lure us off our guard.”

Uh oh. I didn’t want them to think that. I had to make them like me, and all get involved…

Shut-Up lifted up my head, perhaps suspicious, although his shaft—the tip glistening with my saliva—still stood firm and erect. He clearly wanted to continue. I pushed my head back down, once more enveloping his shaft, the effort eliciting a faint grunt of pleasure from him.

Modoc stopped licking me. “What kind of trap can come from breeding?” he said, eyes drifting between the red and the green companion, tongue playing over his lips.

“Then why don’t you have her, Modoc,” said the green one, his tail sweeping across the floor. “If she’s so safe.”

I kept bobbing my head, each time nudging Shut-Up’s shaft against the back of my throat, squeezing it with my lips. This talk was dangerous…

Modoc rolled his eyes. “Viran, you’re always so suspicious.” He leaned forward, lewdly slurping my sex again—squeak!—and then stood up, standing behind me, his groin aligned to my backside. “What say you, Suven?”

Suven. That was Shut-Up’s name. Viran. Suven. Modoc. They had weird, foreign names.

“She’s a pretty one,” grunted Suven—or was it truly Shut-Up?—his red shaft throbbing inside my maw. “It’s been, mmf, far too long since I planted my seed in a female. Hurry up, Modoc, so I can have my turn.”

Apparently he didn’t need much encouragement. Slowly, Modoc slid forward, his groin nudging against my rump, the thick head of his shaft bumping against my nethers. I felt him push forward, sliding into me, stretching my entrance lewdly, his thick shaft parting me and pushing inside. His passage was eased by the thick saliva he’d left there, and my growing need.

My grip on Shut-Up’s hips tightened, my claws digging little scratch marks on the surface of his scales. Modoc’s thick member throbbed against my insides. “Nnnf…” I gasped. It felt good. Different. Were their koboldhoods different shaped? I wasn’t sure, but I liked it. I closed my mouth around Shut-Up’s shaft, pushing it deeper down my throat.

Modoc’s groin met my rump with a firm thump, his shaft pressed into me snug and tight. “Seems safe,” he said. I could feel his thick member throbbing against my inner walls, the tip pressed right up against the ceiling of my sex.

“I still don’t trust her,” said Viran, although his eyes were joined to the union of Modoc and I. He clearly liked seeing it.

“Maybe you should take her tailhole then,” said Modoc, easing himself back and then pushing into me again, his groin thumping against my backside, rocking me forward. Would that be okay? I guess it would. That was my mission after all…to tire them all out. His claws scraped over my back, dragging along my scales, down to my tail. Squeak!

“Perhaps,” said Viran, regarding me with a curious, but still suspicious, gaze.

I lifted my head up, smiling to Viran, trying to entice him to join us. Unfortunately, Shut-Up’s red claw found my chin again, guiding my maw to his shaft. That was okay…plenty of time left. I eagerly licked at his member, slurping along the tip, playing with the tip with my tongue. “She’s good at that,” Shut-Up said, a wide grin on his face.

“I try,” is all I said, and I pushed my head forward, taking the whole thing into my mouth once more.

Shut-Up lifted my hand off his sides, and set them down on his legs. I stroked down his thighs, then teased along the insides. For Modoc I arched my back, making sure the angle was good; Modoc continued to rock slowly behind me, pushing his thick shaft deeply into my sex, each push moving me toward his friend. 

Modoc’s claws scraped up and down my back, grunting quietly as he took me, and I for my part squeaked faintly every time he plunged his thick shaft into my sex.

Shut-Up put his hand on the back of my head, helping me push himself into my maw. I dragged my tongue across his shaft as it slid back and forth inside my mouth, feeling him nudge up against the back of my throat with each movement.

Then, much quicker than I was expecting, I felt him shudder, groan, and splatter the inside of my mouth with his musky, salty seed. That foreign seed with its foreign scent…light and watery, but with more salt than I was anticipating. It was still pleasant, especially in such volume. I gulped it down as quickly as I could, swallowing the second load I’d taken in only a few minutes.

Unlike Qrul, however, Shut-Up was carrying a full load. Was. Far too much of it splashed out of my mouth, splattering against his groin and dribbling down onto my chin. Fortunately, more of it went in, warm spurts of his goo splattering against the insides of my mouth—fortunately they would hide any last vestiges of Qrul’s seed!—and I swallowed eagerly, trying to catch it all. Slurp, slurp, slurp…

“Nnnf, that was quick,” said Modoc behind me, his groin still slapping against my backside, each motion sending a pleasurable spike up my spine.

Shut-Up laughed playfully, his cock throbbing against my cheeks. “I’m always fast, but…she’s something else.” He shivered in pleasure, slowly pulling himself away from my lips, his shaft dribbling seed onto the stone floor. “Your turn, Viran.”

The green kobold met my eyes. I could see the desire in them; he wanted to have my mouth, too, or perhaps more. Every time Modoc thumped against me, driving his groin against my backside and pushing his shaft deep into my body, I could sense Viran’s will crumbling.

“No,” he said, and he stood out of his chair. As he did so, it revealed his firm, throbbing member, somewhat undercutting his point. “It could be dangerous. If I put my koboldhood in there…”

“She might bite your dick off?” said Shut-Up, grinning happily.

I tried to smile reassuringly at Viran, but apparently the image of my teeth dripping with his fellow’s seed did not help matters. Nor did the rocking as Modoc thumped rhythmically against my backside as he thrust himself into me, each thrust pushing me forward.

“Bah,” said Shut-Up as he moved away from my front, cupping my cheek with his hand and giving it a playful patting, “if Viran’s going to be a big green wimp about it, I’ll do it myself.”

Suven was ready to go again so soon? That was a problem. Or was it? It was hard to think with Modoc pounding away behind me, his thick shaft thudding against the ceiling of my sex. He’d been there a while. Normally males were faster than this…why hadn’t he put his seed in me?

And then it happened. Modoc drove his shaft deeply into me, rocking me forward with the force. His shaft swelled up inside me, stretching my insides lewdly, and then I felt the first spray of his sticky seed pump into my body, splattering down against my insides, filling me up. It came in waves, each splashing against the insides of my sex, coating me with the sticky stuff. A lot of it. It just kept coming.

I bit my lower lip, waiting for it to finish, barely suppressing a loud squeak. It felt nice to have so much flow into me; warm, sticky, and comforting.

But all good things ended. The flow ebbed to a trickle, sticky globs dripping out of my sex onto the floor, making little spots on the stone.

“Feeling better?” I asked Modoc, grinning cheekily over my shoulder. “You must be exhausted…”

“It’s been a while,” he admitted, slowly pulling himself out with a lewd pop. His eyes were drawn down to his handiwork, my dripping sex. “It’ll take more than that to wear me out.”

Damn. I didn’t have much time to think about it. Shut-Up stepped around behind me and gave Modoc a firm shove out of the way.

“My turn,” said Shut-Up, resting his right hand on my backside, idly flicking at a scale. “I’ll show Viran there’s no traps under this one’s tail.” He stroked along his sticky shaft with his left hand, wiping some of the remnants of his seed and my saliva on his thumb, then he pulled up my tail.

It was strange to be so exposed, so obviously being held up, but I kind of liked it.

Modoc moved to my front, his hand on my shoulder, keeping me bent over. His shaft was tantalisingly close, but out of reach of my tongue.

Shut-Up shuffled forward, pressing his groin against my rump. I tried to relax my tailhole, expecting him to choose there, but instead, he jammed the tip of his shaft against my still-dripping sex, pushing forward with a firm thrust, his shaft parting my sticky lips, sliding into me with a firm thud.

Squeak. I hadn’t anticipated that at all; my nethers were still dripping with Modoc’s seed, and now traces of Shut-Up’s were in there too, still clinging to his shaft, mixing with the rest of the stuff in there. He pulled out, thumped in again, twice, three times, and then slowly, almost teasingly, pulled himself up and nudged his shaft at my exposed tailhole.

I was honestly glad that he had chosen to lubricate himself, even if the manner in which he’d done it was remarkably lewd.

To tell the truth, his method actually made it even better.

Shut-Up pushed himself forward, stretching my tailhole. I tensed up slightly feeling him stretch my entrance, but forced myself to relax. I’d swallowed one load, taken another in the sex, and both of them were still going strong. I needed him to take my tailhole too.

Fortunately he didn’t need much encouragement. He pushed himself into me, stretching me tightly, painfully almost, but the thick layer of seed coating his shaft lubricated things. His shaft slid into my tailhole, lodging firmly inside me, throbbing against my stretched inner walls. I whimpered, emitting a loud squeak, biting down on my lower lip again. It felt so good…

Shut-Up didn’t waste any time. He pulled himself out, almost all the way, leaving just the tip inside, then thrust back in, the tip of his sticky shaft nudging up deep within my body, the force rocking me forward. His claws dug into my hips as he used them for leverage, thumping into me deeply, lewdly, his thick shaft stretching my poor bruised tailhole. It stung but it felt good at the same time. My tail curled above me, laying over my back.

I reached out for Modoc’s shaft, still firm and glistening with a mixture of my juices and his sticky seed. I ran my fingers along the length, causing a slight tremble in him; slowly, teasingly, I began stroking along him as Shut-Up continued to work me from behind.

“See,” Shut-Up huffed, grinning to his green friend. “It’s perfectly…” he gave me a particularly deep, rough, eager thrust. “Nnnnsafe.”

He was doing my job for me, urging his friend to get involved, which made me happy—not only was I being useful to my community and obeying my orders, but the idea of more kobolds putting their seed in me made me…very excited. I could barely keep a soft, eager moan in my lips.

“She liked that one,” said Modoc, considering, his glistening shaft still firm. “She seems to quite like it under her tail…” It was true. I’d liked it when Jeruth had taken me there, and I was enjoying Shut-Up’s deep, rough probings as well.

Faster and faster he went, harder and harder, deeper and deeper. Shut-Up pounded at my tailhole, taking me roughly. I wanted him to keep doing it; to keep pounding away at me, just like he was, although I wouldn’t mind if Modoc had a turn as well…and Viran was an unknown element, maybe he could too—

My train of thought was interrupted as Shut-Up jammed himself into me as deeply as he could, his thick shaft spraying deep into my body. The sensation made me tingle right down from my tail to my snout. I could feel it dribble out of my tailhole, running down to my sex, mixing with the leakage there too.

Shut-Up pulled out of my tailhole, thrusting himself into my sticky sex, driving in deep. The last of his load went into and mixed in with Modoc’s seed, splashing against the roof of my sex, causing more of the stuff to leak out of me.

“Feeling better?” I asked him, using the exact same tone I’d asked Modoc.

“Oh, very much,” he said, giving my rump a firm slap with his palm, my scales absorbing most of the swat. “Nnnnf. The female shortage means getting to breed a female is a rare treat for us diplomats; even rarer for the workers. The last female I put my cock into was a bug farmer. And she was nowhere near as good as you were, Taeni.”

I didn’t mention that I was a bug farmer. Didn’t seem right.

Shut-Up still had himself firmly stuck in me. I was dripping from my nethers and my tailhole, my butt splattered in Shut-Up’s seed and the taste of it still on my lips—along with Qrul’s—but I was ready for more.

“I won’t bite,” I promised.

Shut-Up gestured to Viran, withdrawing his shaft, a thick glob of his seed splattering on my rump. “Come on, you big green coward. It’s your turn.”



















CHAPTER III







Kobold Diplomacy




I’D FINALLY WON OVER VIRAN. The sight of my seed-splattered, bent over, exposed body was clearly too much for him. He came around to my front, green shaft pointing toward the roof.

“Hello,” I said, not sure what else to really say.

Viran looked at me with narrow eyes, glowing coppery-green. “My turn,” he insisted, giving the Shut-Up a shove on the shoulder.

Well, he took that pretty well. Instead of a fight, Shut-Up just shuffled up to his seat, slumping in it proudly, his cock limpening, dribbling seed onto the ground. “Fuck her nethers too,” he said, grinning with half his mouth. “She can take it.”

I could. It would be okay.

“No,” said Viran. “I’ll have her tailhole. Much safer.” He held up a claw. “But she can kiss it, first.”

Being honest with myself, Shut-Up had not been gentle. My tailhole tingled painfully, but my duty was clear. I arched my tail up, exposing my dripping little pucker underneath. “Okay.”

Viran moved around beside me, settling his hand on my cheek. I twisted my head around, entirely unsurprised to find his thick, emerald shaft positioned right in front of my nose. I gave it a kiss, and found it shared the same sweet, light taste. Perhaps it was something that the community had bred into their linage…

Modoc moved up to the other side of me. I turned my head the other way, giving the tip of his shaft a kiss, too. It tasted salty and warm, which was unsurprising given where it had recently been. I could taste his seed, I could taste myself…

I wasn’t sure how this was going to happen, given Modoc was behind me now, but the answer was given to me. Modoc’s claws on the back of my head, pushing his shaft past my lips.

Viran’s tail swung eagerly as he waited for his turn for a kiss on his shaft again. I wasn’t sure it was going to happen. Modoc seemed eager, and worst of all, I was really starting to like it. “I want you to put your seed in me again,” I said, my voice muffed by his thick kobold shaft. “Do it, do it, do it…mmph.”

Then I couldn’t speak anymore. Only pant softly through my nose. Modoc’s shaft was right up against the back of my throat, and I suckled it greedily.

Viran still waited.

Unfortunate. I felt bad. The green kobold had not really had much attention from me despite my need to win him over; I slid Modoc’s shaft out of my mouth and turned my head toward him, kissing the green tip of his member as I pushed it into my mouth, sliding it in as deep as Modoc’s had been, feeling the tip nudge up against the back of my throat.

“Dragon Gods alight,” Viran said, his breath coming sharply through his flared nostrils. “You’re right, she’s delightful…”

“What about me?” demanded Modoc.

“You had your turn,” said Viran, hissing faintly.

I wasn’t sure what else to do, so I reached out for Modoc with my hands, blindly searching for his groin. I found it after a moment, sliding my hand around his thick, throbbing member and gave it a gentle stroking. That seemed to mollify him.

Slowly, gently, I suckled Viran’s shaft, slurping it with gentle noises, working back and forth, pushing it right up against the back of my throat with each motion, squeezing gently with my gums. He worked his groin against me, pushing himself deeper into my mouth, each motion threatening to summon more squeaks. I kept him in as much as I could, muffling the noises with thick kobold shaft.

Needfully, Modoc’s shaft throbbed in my hand, the tip dribbling onto my clawtips. I pulled back from Viran and twisted my head, and once again accepted the Modoc’s koboldhood. I moved my hands across to Viran, both of my sets of fingers stroking along the green length, teasing from the base to the tip.

Modoc whined in pleasure, black shaft trembling against my tongue. It leaked warm seed onto my taste buds, sweet and watery, and he pushed himself in right up to the hilt. I squeezed him with my lips, hands stroking a cock I couldn’t even see.

Warm, salty seed splashed against my mouth as Modoc took it, and I savoured the taste. It had already been inside me, in my nethers, but this way I got to taste him…and he was delightful. Rich and tangy.

“My turn,” murmured Viran, pulling me off Modoc’s shaft and turning my head. Before I knew what was happening, he had replaced his friend in my mouth, thick member throbbing against my lips. 

“Hey!” growled Modoc, his seed dribbling onto the floor.

I didn’t have a voice to answer, my throat being stuffed full of green kobold meat, and it was good I didn’t even try—another wave of sticky, hot seed sprayed into my mouth, splashing against the back of my throat. I gulped it down as much as I could, but just like usual, my small mouth couldn’t handle a full load; seed sprayed deep, in volume, stealing away everything except the soft squeaks I couldn’t keep within.

There was just too much. I coughed reflexively, and white globs of seed shot everywhere. My mouth was just too small for two loads. Viran me off him with a soft pop. 

“Nicely done,” said Shut-Up from afar, clapping approvingly. “She’s actually overflowing.”

I smiled at him, teeth dripping with goo.

“Mmm,” said Viran, his length nudging up against my lips, dribbling seed onto my tongue. “She really is good. Suvan is right, we should take her with us. What’s the worst that could happen?”

I wasn’t sure I was okay with that. But I didn’t have time enough to think about it. Before I could stop myself, I looked to Viran. “Is that all you have?”

His frown told me he’d taken what I’d said as a challenge. As it was intended. “Prepare yourself,” he said, pulling himself out of my mouth and moving around behind me. I kept my tail held nice and high, exposing myself for him.

“Fuck her tailhole,” said Shut-Up, his grin a mile wide. “Believe me, it’s worth it.”

“That is what I said I’d do,” said Viran, settling his claw over my sticky, gooey, leaking rump and giving my left cheek a firm squeeze. He used his thump to part my backside, examining me with a curiously sceptical eye, his thumb digging against my tailhole.

I bit my lip to avoid squeaking, trying to relax as much as I could so that it would go smoothly…I carefully moved my tail out of the way.

Viran shifted forward, aligning his saliva-slick tip to my dripping tailhole, and then—without any warning at all—he pushed forward, spearing his thick green shaft into my tailhole.

“Ow!” I yelped, tail jerking.

“Oh, stop complaining,” said Shut-Up, making soft tsk noises from his seat.

I grimaced as Viran pushed his way inside me, filling me up real tight. I let out a breath and, once he was fully inside me, felt a lot better.

He pulled back, then pushed forward, driving into me with a thump. Given how sticky and slick I was in there, it wasn’t a problem; I actually kind of liked it. It wouldn’t be long until Viran spilt his seed within me too…

For a moment I actually thought I’d done it. I’d worked out a way to satisfy three kobolds at once—Modoc counted, right?—and I had almost completed my duty. Then it all fell apart.

“I want a turn at her mouth again,” said Shut-Up, growling and pushing his way out of his seat.

“It’s my turn,” said Viran, his member throbbing in my tailhole. “You’ve already had two.”

“Share!” hissed Shut-Up. “She’s here for all of us!”

The two diplomats turned on each other, claws bared, snarling.

Modoc stood between them. “Behave yourselves,” he snapped. Then he took a breath, seeming calmer after he did so. “Let’s sort this out.”

Everyone else seemed to accept that. Such a strange discussion to be having while Viran still firmly lodged under my tail. 

“Here’s what we’ll do,” said Modoc, humming quietly to himself, finger on his lower lip. “Viran, you fuck her tailhole. I’ll have a go from underneath, and Suven, you can take her mouth again.”

“Again?” Shut-Up whined pathetically. “I want to breed her.”

“Well,” said Modoc, flicking his tail behind him, “too bad.”

To be honest, my mouth was getting pretty sore, but so was everywhere else. My whole body was a sticky mess; I’d had so much…Qrul, Shut-Up, Viran and Modoc had all put their seed in my mouth, while Modoc and Shut-Up had bred me, with Viran and Shut-Up taking my tailhole…with Viran still in it!

I was hurting, but I was enjoying every second of it.

Viran pulled himself back, and thumped into me again, rocking me forward. I kept my tail nice and high, balling my hands, taking a deep breath. Things were going to get stickier, but it was okay…it felt good.

Modoc wiggled himself under me, on his back, squirming up until he was facing up at me, his body in line with mine.

Confusion. Every time I had bred it had been with the male on my back, or otherwise accessing me from behind. I felt vaguely foolish with me bent over as I was, with him laying down. “Did you want me to lay atop you?” I asked, scrunching my face up. Then Viran drove himself deep into my tailhole again and I couldn’t help but squeak loudly.

“Well, of course,” Modoc said, staring up at me in confusion. His hands found my hips, gripping me tightly.

Foreigners were so weird.

Straightening my back, I felt vaguely awkward with the eyes of the other four kobolds on me. I gingerly lowered myself down until my chest was against Modoc’s, and our noses touched. I felt his thick shaft, black and throbbing and eager, nudge at my belly.

I adjusted myself, getting comfortable atop Modoc, smiling down at him sheepishly. “I don’t have enough hands,” I said.

“No need to apologise,” said Modoc, leaning up and kissing me fondly. “These idiots will work it out.”

Viran and Shut-Up chattered for a moment in a dialect of Draconic I didn’t speak, seeming to carry on their argument. Finally, some kind of agreement I didn’t quite understand was reached between them. With palpable eagerness, Viran lay over me, his chest was snug against my back. Shut-Up moved around to my front.

It felt strangely comfortable to be snuggled up between the two kobolds. Modoc’s shaft slid down my belly, sliding up between my legs, the tip of his shaft nudging to my nethers. Given how much punishment that area had endured of late, and how sticky it was, it didn’t take much at all for him to push right in. Squeak.

Meanwhile, Viran’s shaft throbbed in my tailhole. I could feel the two thick hunks pressing against each other between the thin dividing piece of flesh. As they started to move, they moved against each other, and my insides, rocking back and forth inside my twin passages. Modoc’s hips bumped against mine, and Viran’s groin thumped against my battered backside.

Modoc kissed me again, sliding his tongue into my mouth, but I barely had time to register what was happening. Shut-Up cupped my chin and tilted my head back, aligning my head parallel to the floor, my lips right up against the tip of his koboldhood…which he wasted no time in pushing forward into my mouth, the tip bumping up against the back of my throat.

I was getting pretty good at accepting things into my mouth these days, so Shut-Up’s efforts were actually the easiest to deal with. I simply rocked back and forth—which, fortunately, helped both Modoc and Viran, pushing them both into me as I moved back, and withdrawing them as I slid forward.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. The two of them worked at me, leaking warm fluid into my body, stray traces of it mixed in with the seed already within. There was just so much…each thrust displaced gooey messes from within me, as Shut-Up pumped his groin against my face, driving his shaft in deep.

Three sets of clawed hands groped all over me, holding me, squeezing me, keeping me pressed in against them as they took me over and over and over. Despite all we had done, they seemed as eager as ever; their bodies moving against mine, taking me in firm, rough thrusts,each of the three shafts driving deeply into my body.

Thump-thump… Shut-Up put his claw on the back of my head, pushing me in deeper, and I was happy to oblige him, relaxing my throat and letting his thick shaft drive into it.

Viran was the first to give. His shaft throbbed against the insides of my tailhole. He groaned softly, his hands squeezing my hips and holding them tightly; I felt his want, his need, transferred to me. Deep and rough. The last of his seed, a warm splatter, flowed into my poor, roughly used tailhole. It tingled as it splattered inside me, mixing with the male-juices already there.

Next came Modoc, bucking against me roughly, his dark shaft thrusting in. I could feel his seed gushing into me, warm and sticky, mixing in with the…absolute mess that was already there. I wanted to accept as much of Modoc’s fluid as I could, but I simply couldn’t. It gushed out of me, sticky ropes of the black kobold’s seed dripping out of my body, running between the cracks of my scales and dripping down to the floor.

And finally, right on my tongue, Shut-Up dumped the very last spurt of his juices, warm and sticky and salty, his hand on the back of my head, keeping the thick shaft pressed right up against the back of my throat.

All three of them panted, groaning softly as they emptied the last of their reserves into my body.

Right at that moment, when I was getting pumped full of deed from three exhausted, worn out kobolds, Qrul the Dragonwise strode into the room. I wanted to greet him, as was required of me, but I could only mumble ineffectually around Shut-Up’s cock, dribbling white sticky fluid from my chin.

“Seems as though you’ve all had a bit of fun,” he said, eyeing the scene with an approving eye. His koboldhood dangled down between his legs, still slick from recent licking—what I presumed to be Kayeli’s work. “But we should get on to business, shall we not?”

I could say nothing and could barely move. The three kobolds around me, on top of me, below me, in front of me…all they could do was pant softly, fighting to get their breath back, their energy utterly spent on breeding the absolute hell out of me.

But slowly, carefully, the three of them disentangled themselves, pulling themselves out of me with a series of wet pop’s. Viran found a chair and slumped in it, obviously weakened. Shut-Up, the one who had done the most work, arguably, just lay on the floor, on his back, staring up at the ceiling.

Modoc slid out from under me, picked up his robe, and shrugged it on. He looked worn out, tail drooping, mouth open as he fought to get his breath back. We exchanged a brief look—perhaps he was concerned about me, perhaps he even regretted what had happened, getting so worn out as he was—and then slowly slid into a chair.

I clambered up to my feet, swaying slightly, my whole body numb. I was sticky all over, dripping from multiple points, and I could barely stand.

“Thank you, Taeni,” said Qrul, his tail swinging behind him as he took his seat at the head of the table. “You can go now.”

I did so, giving a fond glance over my shoulder as I did so, finding all four pairs of eyes watching me as I stepped out of the room and back from where I’d come.



















EPILOGUE







Getting Better At This




OW, OW, OW, OW, OW.

I winced with every step as I stepped past the guards, out down the stairs, and back to the main cavern.

The further I got away from the council tower, the more the aches set in. I was used to mating, and sometimes had bred more than one kobold at once, but this…this was something else entirely. To have three use me at the same time was just too much; perhaps one day I would be more accustomed to it, but at that moment, I knew I’d exceeded my limit. The last time this had happened I told myself I had better get used to it…this was true, but I would have to get used to it faster.

Next time, I doubted it would be just three.

My home in the Bug Farmers Quarter was not far, and when I arrived, Kayeli was there to greet me; her eyes lit up as she saw me, sticky and sore.

“Wow,” she said, her own nethers glistening with seed. “Someone had a good time.”

“I can barely stand,” I said, grimacing slightly. “But…it was enjoyable to do my duty.”

“With three of them? I bet.” Kayeli kissed me firmly. “Tell me all about it.”

I wanted to, but I shook my head. “Let me lay down first,” I said, reaching around and rubbing the base of my my tail gingerly. “Everything’s sore.”

“I bet!” she said with a laugh, giving my tender backside a firm swat. “C’mon. You talk, and while you do, I’ll lick you clean.”

“Okay,” I said, and I let her lead me into our tiny dwelling.




Taeni’s sticky, sexy adventures continue in Lust of the Kobolds: Part V! Sign up here to receive notification when it’s out: http://eepurl.com/bRmjDL
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