
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lust of the Kobolds

An erotic fantasy short story




Part V: The Mistake


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 when she makes a serious mistake and falls victim to her desires…



















CHAPTER I







Mistaken Identity




BUG GRAZING CAVERN

FARMERS QUARTER

Kobold city of Emparsdon

The underground




Three weeks after Lust of the Kobolds, Part IV




Another day, another service to the community. After Modoc and the diplomats had been…entertained…I had laid another egg, dark black like their leader. No doubt as to which one’s seed had taken root in my body. I felt a distinct sense of pride at seeing the matrons carry it away; I had done my duty, and although I’d been quite sore afterwards, it had felt good to please so many.

But I had other duties other than to be the pleasure-toy of visiting ambassadors, no matter how much I had enjoyed it. My herd of glowbugs—those which were my responsibility, anyway—had seemingly not been troubled by my absence, chewing on the underground moss and lichen which covered the floor of this particular cavern, set aside for the insects that were both our food and light source.

Each of them had a thin chain around their neck attached to a stake driven into the ground. Around each bug, they had eaten an almost perfect circle; consuming the food, and I was glad that I had returned as soon as I could after the laying. Soon they would be hungry.

I pulled up their stakes, each in turn, holding onto the dozen or so creatures as they meandered the tiny distance it took to reach new, uneaten moss. All around me the bugs of other farmers, likewise guiding their charges to new territories, jostled against my own, a living carpet creeping over the cavern floor.

Finally I settled my bugs into an area which seemed mostly uneaten. The bug farmers around me, likewise, found spots for their bugs, and then the hardest part of my job was done.

I was surrounded by bugs on all sides, each one of them coming up to my waist. I leaned up against one, and stifled a yawn, letting my mind wander. The ambassadors from Azvagardon had been rough with me, but I had rather enjoyed being taken over and over by the three of them. I’d done as Qrul had asked…tired them out completely. Then Kayeli had licked me clean after.

That had been strange. My friend seemed to take a great deal of pleasure in licking the seed off of, and out of, my body, but why exactly eluded me. It was tasty, certainly, and the foreigners had a strange, pleasant musk about them that I quite liked, but I couldn’t possibly explain her motivations beyond this. It was a mystery.

As I was pondering this, I felt something take hold of my leg, and quickly pull me down. I barely had time to squeak out in surprise as I found myself face down on the lichen, almost swallowed up by the carpet of bugs around me, and someone climbing up over my back.

I glanced over my shoulder and my eyes met a strange male kobold I hadn’t seen before, with rusty scales and a surprised, almost terrified, look on his face.

“I’m—I’m sorry!” he said, his voice hushed, staring wide-eyed down at me, his chest almost touching my back. “I…”

“Who are you?” I asked, surprised, my tail twitching against the lichen. “Why did you—”

He spoke over me, voice rising in panic. “I’m sorry, um. I’m…I’m Hazken.”

“Okay,” I said, cautiously, looking over my shoulder at him. “Why did you pull me down, Hazken?”

The male bit his lip, seemingly unwilling to answer. I glared at him, my tailtip bouncing against the moss. The movement caused me to feel something; the thick length of his kobold shaft, nestled up under the base of my tail.

“Speak,” I warned him, “or I’ll call for the warriors.”

“I-I though you were Kayeli!” he hissed, obviously scared. His squirming caused his shaft to bump up under my tail. “We-we sometimes meet here for, you know…”

I had long suspected Kayeli was doing…something…when she should have been working, during the downtimes when the bugs were eating, and I suspected that might have been a someone, but it felt strange to have my suspicions confirmed. “For putting your seed in her?” I asked, a confrontational edge to my tone.

His eyes widened like saucers. Breeding outside of the roster, the schedule, was punishable by execution. “N-no!” he stammered, shaking his head. “Nothing like that, never! J-just…” he hesitated, although I could already sense the truth the way his shaft was nestled up against my tailhole. “Just…in other places. They don’t count, right?”

That was actually a good question and one I didn’t quite know the answer to. The details were not exact. “Get off me,” I said, shoving him away. I sat up.

“Okay,” said Hazken, scrambling off me, his firm kobold cock bouncing as he did so. He held up his hands. “I’m sorry. I really thought you were Kayeli.”

“We don’t look anything alike,” I said, but before I could argue the point any further, a familiar head poked up from the bugs.

“Hey,” said Kayali, beaming widely as she looked between the two of us. “Were you two—”

“No!” I insisted, feeling warm on my face. “We were…he was waiting for you.”

“Oh,” said Kayali, crawling over to us on all fours, grinning crookedly. “Well, don’t mind if I do!” She squirmed over to Hazken, burying her face into his groin, her tongue sliding out and lapping at his kobold shaft, quickly sliding it into her mouth and suckling on it, making gentle slurping noises.

Hazken grinned at me, putting his hand on the top of Kayeli’s head, fingers idly playing with her spines. The two of them slid down below the layer of eating bugs, and judging by the lewd noises coming from the two of them, there was no reason to disturb them further.

I tended to my bugs, trying to ignore the distractingly sexy slurping noises happening only feet away.

What a weird day.




In the morning, it was time for me to report to the Breeders Quarter instead of bug farming.

The Breeders Quarter was on the opposite side of the city from the Farmers quarter. Every month, every female kobold in Emparsdon would have a male lay their seed in them. My time was due again. A crowd of kobolds moved with me, and we were funnelled into a narrow street between structures, all heading towards the large stone building where they would do their duty.

“Hello Taeni,” said a familiar voice to my side. My eyes met Jeruth’s. “Fancy seeing you here!”

I couldn’t help but smile. He had been the first male to plant his seed in me. “Hello, Jeruth,” I said, my tail swishing slightly behind me as I walked, a little extra bounce in my step as the crowd moved down the narrow, cramped street. “How are you doing?”

“A lot better now that we have a chance to catch up.” He genuinely seemed to mean it, although there was a little nervousness in his voice, too, as though he were excited to see me. “This is a very pleasant surprise.”

A very pleasant surprise…he had used the same phrase the last time we’d met up, where he had taken me under my tail. My tailhole tingled pleasantly at the memory, and his words made me feel good; it was good to be valued. “What are you doing here?” I asked, suddenly…strangely eager to please him.

“We haven’t spoken in a while,” he said, his tail twitching happily. “I thought I might see you here. It’s your day to breed, after all.”

It was true. Today was my day to breed. Yet I hadn’t found time to catch up with Jeruth. Between…entertaining…a diplomatic group from a foreign land, and tending to my bugs, I hadn’t found the time to talk to him. “Most unfortunate,” I said, giving him a playful nudge in the side with my elbow. “I missed you.”

He nudged me back, and, laughing like an idiot, I almost stumbled into a nearby alley. It was cramped and narrow, no more than a few feet across. It was clean, though, as all kobold streets were. Free of litter. Free of junk.

Jeruth stumbled in after me, grinning playfully. I giggled and grabbed his tail, pulling it. I felt vaguely intoxicated. Wild. Teasing.

He returned the favour, grabbing my tail in return. We tugged, laughing like idiots, and then he fell over, pulling me over with him. My face fell into his lap. There was a weird moment where we just kind of looked at each other; me up at him, him down at me, his kobold shaft almost touching my chin.

I looked up at him, grinning cheekily. “Remember this?” I said, casually flicking out my tongue and slurping at his groin, dragging the tip of my tongue along his shaft. The taste felt so familiar, musky and strong without being overwhelming. 

Jeruth shivered slightly, his hand dropping to the top of my head, rubbing between my spines. “I didn’t think you wanted to do that anymore.” His shaft firmed up underneath me, swelling and growing, throbbing invitingly.

This was a bad idea, and I knew that. Kobold females were inspected before we were bred. This was extremely dangerous, but I felt a rush of energy come over me that washed away my caution. I pushed his shaft into my mouth, slurping it lewdly.

“T-Taeni…!” Jeruth groaned, biting his lower lip and nervously glancing over his shoulder. The crowd of kobolds walked past us, nobody caring to look down our little alley.

I didn’t care. This was fun. I suckled his shaft, eagerly pushing it in and out of my mouth, pressing my lips in tight to make a firm seal, nudging it up against the back of my throat with each movement.

Jeruth rubbed at my head, stroking gently at my scales, groaning softly as I worked at his member, closing my eyes a moment and just basking in the moment, enjoying it.

But it wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I slid his shaft out of my mouth with a wet pop and slid up him, crawling up on top of his body, pressing my chest down against his. It felt so strange to be laying this way, but I didn’t waste any time; I wiggled my hips about, blindly feeling around with my crotch until my nethers aligned with his thick, glistening shaft.

He kissed me and that stole away any hesitation I might have had. Eagerly, I kissed back at him, pressing my hips down against his body, pushing his slick shaft into my sex, into my body, taking it within me until our groins were pressed flush.

Squeak. I clapped a hand over my mouth, trying to keep the almost unconscious sound from getting out. If any of the passing kobolds heard it, they didn’t react. Nobody looked into our alley.

Jeruth’s koboldhood throbbed in my insides. I flexed my inner muscles, squeezing him tightly. Jeruth really seemed to like that. He arched his back, whimpering in pleasure. I made a similar kind of noise, my claws digging into his chest.

“This is nice,” I cooed to him, dropping my voice to playful whisper. And it was nice, too…naughty, sneaky, and intense.

“We shouldn’t,” he whispered, his hands firmly grasping my hips, holding me down against him, his body defying his words. “We…we shouldn’t…not like this. It’s not allowed.”

It was true, and I knew the risks, yet…I wanted him to breed me. I rolled my hips, rocking back and forth atop him, kissing him some more. I felt his thick shaft inside me, throbbing with eagerness.

He pushed up at me, the tip of his member nudging against the roof of my sex. I tilted my head back, biting down on my lip. We couldn’t make a sound…I had to be quiet.

Jeruth knew it too. He scrunched up his face, biting down on his lower lip, trying to keep quiet.

I rocked back and forth on top of him, grinding my body down against his. It felt like an age since I’d had a male inside me; how I’d missed it. The feeling sent tingles up my spine, running all the way from the tip of my tail, up my back, then to the base of my neck, causing my spines to wiggle.

Jeruth seemed equally pleased. His claws slid around my waist, tugging me down against him. I bounced happily in his lap, moving back and forth atop his body, suppressing—with some limited degree of success—the urge to squeak and generally express my pleasure audibly.

“We shouldn’t,” Jeruth said again, but his voice was barely a husky whisper at this point, his hips rocking firmly, thumping up against me, his groin slapping against mine, each movement driving himself into my body, hilting inside me, a familiar and most welcome feeling. One I knew would be soon followed by his seed…

I leaned down over him, pressing my chest against his and kissing him, muffling the loud squeak I couldn’t suppress. My claws scratched against the stone as I pushed forward and back, rocking my whole body, taking him into me deeply and firmly, rolling my hips as I basked in the pleasure.

And then it came. Or, more specifically, he came; Jeruth’s shaft twitched inside me, pulsing as it flooded my insides with warm, sticky seed, his whole body shuddering below me as I felt gooey ropes of his life-giving fluid gush into me.

“Nnnf,” Jeruth groaned, a little too loudly.

Careful! I reached up and put my finger into his maw, curling it and letting him bite down. I pressed in tightly against him, whimpering, as more of his seed filled me, biting down on my own lip to keep myself as silent as possible.

Which wasn’t very silent at all.

Finally, the flow abated and Jeruth lay still underneath me, panting softly around my finger. I slowly slid the digit out from him, grinning a little bit.

“Ow,” I said, shaking my throbbing finger and giving my hips a little wiggle on top of him.

“Sorry,” Jeruth said, panting breathlessly. “It was…it was just too good.”

I could feel his thick, happy shaft still throbbing within me, my whole nethers sticky and leaking onto the stone floor below. I snuggled down against him, enjoying the warmth of his seed into my body, the touch of his claws around my hips, and the gentle wash of his breath on my face.

This was nice.

“Hey,” called a voice from down the alley, angry and confused in equal amounts, “what are you two doing?”



















CHAPTER II







Making A Deal




OH SHIT.

I SAT BOLT upright. At the other end of the alley, the one that faced away from the road, a lone red-scaled city guard stood, spear in one hand and tower shield in the other, glaring at us through his leather helmet.

Jeruth stammered something unintelligible. I largely did the same, words punctuated by occasional squeaks.

“I asked you a question,” said the guard, eyes fixating on me. “What are you doing?”

Through the slit in his leather visor I recognised him. Ix. It was Ix! He was one of Syral’s bodyguards. He had bred with me, once, at one of our leader’s insistence.

He knew me. He also knew the rules, and knew Syral.

This was very bad.

“N-nothing,” I stammered, Jeruth’s seed dripping from my body, his shaft still firmly lodged within me. “Just…laying here. Sharing body heat.”

“Sharing body heat,” asked Ix, eyes flicking to my groin, Jeruth’s sticky shaft clearly stuck into my nethers. “In an alley?”

I had nothing to say. Quick, Taeni, think of a lie…think of a lie before it’s too late!

“Stand up,” commanded Ix, waving the spear at us, his shield tucked in close against his body.

I slid off Jeruth, his shaft sliding out of me with a lewd, too-loud slurping noise. White trickles of seed dripped out of my body, running down my legs and making little moons on the stone floor. Jeruth stood beside me, his shaft similarly dripping.

“Explain yourself,” said Ix, glaring between the two of us. “You know the law.”

“I…” I hung my head. “I’m sorry. I don’t have any excuse.”

Ix’s eyes widened in recognition. “You’re…you’re Taeni, aren’t you?”

He probably didn’t recognise me right away because he hadn’t exactly had a great deal of time to study my face before he bred me, and what time he had been looking at me, my face had been covered in seed. “Yes,” I said, risking a little glance to Jeruth and then back to Ix. “Greetings again, Ix.”

That knowledge seemed to mollify him. His eyes lingered on me, eyes flicking down to my dripping, sticky sex. “This is the second time I’ve caught you like this.”

Was he…following me? Making sure I didn’t do exactly what I had just done? “It was my fault,” I said, as firmly as I could manage. “I was on top of him. I initiated it. That’s…it’s my fault.”

“No,” said Jeruth, wide eyed. “I made her do it!”

“Liar,” said Ix, his upper lip curled back into a sneer. “She’s was on top of you. What, did you slide yourself underneath her? Force her down on top of you? That’s not how it works.”

Jeruth stammered for an answer, half-formed words tumbling out of his mouth as jibberish.

“Return to your post,” said the guard, gripping his spear tightly. “She will pay for what she has done.”

“But it was me,” protested Jeruth.

Ix lowered his spear and I knew in my heart it was pointless to argue. He would be throwing away his life needlessly…it was, after all, really my fault.

“Go,” I said, gently. “There’s no need for us both to pay. I want you to go.”

Jeruth looked as though he was going to actually do something very stupid but, with an apologetic look in his eyes, he nodded. “Okay.” With that, he slipped out of the alley and into the crowd.

Ix glared at me stoically. “Taeni,” he said, shaking his head. “There’s no need to take you to the council this time. I can administer kobold’s justice here and now.” His grip tightened. “You know the punishment.”

I did. Summary execution. Our species could not tolerate disorder, and our breedings were tightly controlled. I grimaced. “I…I do.”

His reluctance was palpable. “A pity,” he said, eyeing off my body, his eyes lingering on my obviously dripping nethers. His shield shook slightly. “Breeding with you was exquisite. I had hoped Syral would have me do it again.”

Being perfectly honest with myself, I had quite enjoyed having Ix’s seed in me. Not as much as Jeruth’s, but it was still very good. “Me too,” I said, genuinely. “I mean, are you sure you don’t want to take me to the council? Qrul the Dragonwise might have you breed with me again.”

Obviously he wanted to, but something told me that, if that happened, it wouldn’t end so…messily. There was obviously something else going on, something I didn’t know about. After all, if Ix could have taken me to the council to…take me, he seemed like he really wanted to.

We stood there, awkwardly, as Ix stared at me, obviously trying to decide. His eyes kept drifting over my body, especially to my nethers. His own shaft seemed to perk up, responding to the sight.

I waited to get speared to death. It didn’t happen.

“I’m…guessing,” I said, raising my tone hopefully, “that maybe you don’t want to kill me after all?”

“It’s the rules,” said Ix, obviously struggling. He, like all of us, was a lawful sort who did was he was told. But he also knew Syral broke the rules. Frequently. I couldn’t remember if he had been one of the guards who had escorted Syral out to the lesser used tunnels so I could swallow Syral’s seed.

Maybe he had been? Maybe?

If so, I had a chance.

“Rules,” I said, deliberately adding a little tease to my voice, “are made to be broken. Do you remember the last time you caught me? I offered you my tailhole, in order to forget what you’d seen…maybe something like that could work?”

Grunting, Ix shook his head, as though trying to clear away dizziness. “Tempting now, as it was then…” his tone firmed up, adjusting his grip on his shield. “But no. Syral will smell me when he inspects you. Your friend might be doomed by your actions, but I’ll not die with him.”

That was a good point. I gave a little waggle of my hips to try and convince him. “Maybe I could clean myself, somehow?”

“How can you get clean here?” he asked, gesturing around him. “We’re almost at the Breeders Quarter. There’s nowhere to go.”

Also a good point. “Maybe,” I said, quietly, slowly stepping toward him, “I could use my mouth instead? Swallow the evidence down. They don’t inspect our mouths, after all.”

That seemed to be sorely tempting him. He whimpered softly, eyes flicking between my still-dripping groin and my lips. “It is…I might…”

I needed to give him more. “Here’s the deal. I’ll do this for you once a breeding cycle,” I said, actually finding that notion quite appealing. “Or…any time you really need it. Just come find me. We’ll…sneak off somewhere and I’ll pleasure you using my mouth. Once a month. Forever.” I held up a finger. “But you can’t tell Syral. About what happened here today, or, obviously, about my…gratitude.”

That obviously pushed him over the edge. “That depends on how good you are,” he said, huffing quietly and removing his helmet, setting his spear against the alleyway wall. “But we’ll need to hide better than this.”

No question about that. I grimaced down at the little pool of Jeruth’s seed on the stone ground, and at the few drops that had gathered under my body, dripping down from my sex. How I was going to clean up in time for the inspection—and pass it when I got there—was a problem for the future. For now, I had to take care of Ix. “Where should we go?” I asked, eyeing his large tower shield. “I could hide behind that?”

Ix considered, then moved over to a door in the alleyway, softly pulling it open and stepping inside. Within was some kind of small, cramped storage area full of jars. I cursed my impulsive need. If Jeruth or I had seen that in the first place…

Still, the past was the past. I didn’t waste any time. I scurried over to the storage room, Jeruth’s seed dripping onto the stonework, and slid inside. There was barely room for one kobold within, let alone two. Still, I wiggled down onto my knees, lining up my nose to Ix’s familiar shaft. It smelled musky and was fully erect, throbbing just like Jeruth’s had. It was enticing, just there, and I nosed it happily.

Ix reached out and shut the door, sealing us inside. Then he reached down, patting the top of my head. “This is still dangerous,” he cautioned.

“I know,” I said. The tip of his shaft had a bead of clear fluid on it; I flicked my tongue out and gave the tip of his shaft a lick, slurping up that drop. I looked up at him plaintively. “But…a deal’s a deal, right?”

He whimpered softly, his red kobold shaft throbbing eagerly as it rested up against my nose. “It’s a deal,” he said, rubbing his thumb over the spines on my head. “Once a month.”

That definitely seemed like a win-win to me. I gave the tip of his shaft another little lick, lapping at it with my tongue. Every time I did so another droplet appeared. He tasted salty and lewd, almost like seed, as though the mere idea of breeding with me again was exciting him.

As well it should, I supposed.

“Mmmph,” murmured Ix, his claws scraping teasingly against the back of my head, tracing the tiny gaps between my scales. “That is…very good.”

I hadn’t even put him fully into my mouth yet. “Thank you?” I asked, slowly dragging my tongue across the tip of his shaft, opening my mouth and sliding the tip in.

Ix’s whole body stiffened and his grip on the back of my head tightened. “Nnng…”

His enjoyment was clear, and that was good. I had to make him want to keep my secret…I lowered my head, taking the full length of his shaft into my mouth, letting it slide up to the back of my throat. I had done this enough that it was easy for me, even in the cramped confines of the storage cupboard.

With a sharp hiss, Ix tilted his head back, groaning softly. His tail trembled against the pottery jars, knocking some of the smaller ones over with a clatter. Fortunately they didn’t break. “Dragongod’s sake…!”

Why he liked it so much was a mystery to me. He hadn’t reacted this strongly when he’d bent me over and bred with me…and then he had put his seed in me. Maybe he was nervous, or maybe I was getting better at this breeding thing. Either way, I suckled his shaft eagerly, slurping lewdly. It was important that I made him happy.

Maybe I was putting in too much effort. He twitched again, his shaft throbbing needfully in my mouth. He pushed on the back of my head, trying to push himself in deeper, but I’d already taken every bit of his member. I ran my tongue around the length of the shaft, lapping at what I could, stroking at his inner thighs with my hands.

Warm fluid splashed against the back of my throat. I didn’t want him to finish so quickly, so I pulled back, resuming licking at the tip of his shaft.

“Oh Dragon Gods, Taeni,” he huffed, his body twitching. “That is…amazing. I know why Qrul wanted to take your maw now.”

“You haven’t even laid your seed yet,” I pointed out, licking gently. “And…anyway. I thought the guards had preferential matchmaking when it came to females? Don’t you have plenty of breeding opportunities that are…you know, actually breeding?”

“Of course.” Slowly, Ix pushed on the back of my head again. I eagerly opened my mouth, letting the whole thing slide back in once more. “Nnnng…! It’s just that, well… you know.”

With a mouth full of kobold dick I had absolutely no way of answering him. I just slurped lewdly at his member, feeling it nudge against the back of my throat. I pulled back for a moment. “I know…what?” I asked, before slipping his koboldhood back into my mouth.

“Just—” Ix shuddered in pleasure. “Just, well, none of them are you.” He whined happily, shifting and bumping into a huge jar that wobbled uncertainly before settling. “And, nnnf. Everyone wants to breed with you, Taeni…”

I had no idea why this was. I bobbed my head, letting my lips form a tight seal around his shaft, massaging it all the way up to the red tip, then down right to the base. I pulled off again. “Why?” I asked, flicking my tongue out again and lapping at his tip.

Ix stroked the back of my head. “I guess you wouldn’t have heard about the scandal.”

I wanted to ask about this but I knew he wanted my mouth doing other things. I slid him back into my maw, looking up at him curiously, hoping my eyes would ask the question for me.

Fortunately they seemed to. “Everyone wants to breed with you,” hissed Ix, his words coming out through teeth clenched in pleasure. “There was an…incident. Several males broke into…nnng…Syral’s chambers and tried to assign themselves to you for the next few round’s breeding. They are dead now.”

Why? I wanted to ask, but my mouth was stuffed full of kobold. I slurped noisily, looking up at him.

Unfortunately, this time it didn’t seem to take. Ix huffed, arching his back, groaning loudly as his whole body reacted to the pleasure. I knew what was coming. Ix stood up on his tip-toes, arching his back, pushing his shaft deep into my mouth. I tilted my head, trying to get him as deep as he could…and almost instantly, I felt an explosion of warm, salty fluid burst into my mouth. The taste was strong, saltier than most others I’d had, and heavy. Thick. I swallowed it down as quickly as I could, careful not to spill any.

Ix panted as he drained himself into my maw. I slurped the salty treat down, slowly bringing my head up until the tip was pressed against my lips. I kept it there until the warm trickle stopped.

“Worth it,” he said, grinning down to me.

I stood up and, using the back of my hand, wiped my lips clean. “So,” I asked, my mouth full of the salty taste. “Why does everyone want to breed with me? So much that they risked execution?”

Ix just shook his head, smiling widely. “After that…well. It’s difficult to describe.” He clicked his tongue, settling against the wall of the storage chamber. “Taeni, I’ve bred with eighteen females, fourteen successfully. Eighteen females. The process of laying my seed in them was enjoyable, of course it was, but not one of them came close to how you made me feel, during or…” There was a slight hesitation in his voice. “Since.”

It made no sense. I shuffled nervously in the cramped quarters, my chest pressed up against Ix’s. “But I’m not special,” I said, staring at him. “I’m just a bug farmer doing her duty.”

“You’ve inspired the lust of the kobolds,” said Ix, smiling a strange, half-smile as he leaned forward and kissed me. “Doesn’t matter if it’s your nethers, under your tail, or in your mouth; everyone wants you. Syral babbles endlessly about wanting to put his seed in you. In your mouth, under your tail, and in your nethers. He doesn’t care. And he’s not alone.” He kissed me again. “They want you like that kobold you were with wants you, like Syral wants you, like I want you.”

“And you’ll have me. My mouth, at least. Once a month.” I was unable to keep a little smile off my face. This little adventure had been quite fun—and tasty!—but I still had to be inspected. My tail drooped. “Assuming I live that long.”




I slid out of the storage room. Ix went one way and I went the other. Jeruth’s seed had stopped overtly dripping from me—did he have to make so much of it?—but I was still nervous. I could feel its warmth inside me, and I had wasted a lot of time pleasuring Ix. The longer I waited, the more likely he was to impregnate me. That would be a disaster.

By the time I got back to the street that lead to the Breeders Quarter, it was empty.

I was late.

Perhaps it was my paranoia but expected something unusual to occur. For messengers to come and instruct me to breed with someone strange, for guards to arrest me, but instead, nobody came to meet me. Instead, I came to the long building in the Breeders Quarter that served as the breeding chambers.

Normally, the long hallway leading to our individual rooms was full of kobold females, waiting to be serviced. Now there were only three. At the end of the hallway I could see a familiar stone pillar, a familiar stone desk, and a familiar face sitting behind it.

Syral. The manager of the breeders, someone who had taken a particular interest in me since we had met, months ago in this very room, on my first breeding session. His eyes flicked to me, his maw splitting into a wide, happy smile.

I scurried forward and took my position in the meagre queue.

One by one, the three kobolds moved forward. Each one bent over by the pillar, exposing their nethers. Syral would consult his book, then move over and inspect each of them, licking them to ensure they were ready for breeding. Then they were assigned to a room and Syral would check his book once more.

My tail tapped on the ground nervously. How could I fool him? How could I pretend my belly was not full of Jeruth’s seed?

 Nobody arrived behind me; I was the last to arrive by a long way.g

“Next,” said Syral, seemingly very pleased to see me again, his head poking over his large desk.

“I am Taeni,” I said, stepping forward. “Hello again, Syral.”

Instead of consulting his book, Syral pushed back his chair and hopped down, making his way around the desk to me, an eager smile painted on his face. 

“Good morning, Taeni,” he said, his voice a low, eager purr. “How are you?”

“I-I am well,” I said, nervousness rising in my throat, turning my voice into a hoarse squeak. “I am ready to receive the seed t-the community has chosen to plant in me.”

Syral seemed genuinely envious at my mentioning this. “Such a good breeder,” he said, sliding a little closer to me. “Always happy to do her duty.”

“As are we all,” I said, carefully. I had to sound natural. Not frightened. “I, uh…I don’t think we need to perform the inspection.” I gave my best smile. “It’s just you and me. You know I’m…good.” I inwardly cursed myself. I needed to lie better. “How about you just tell me what room I’m in, and I’ll go straight there?”

Syral frowned ever so slightly. “The inspection is mandatory,” he said.

Hopeless. I wouldn’t be able to bluff my way past him. I needed to try something else. Ix’s words echoed in my mind. Everyone wants you…Syral babbles endlessly about wanting to put his seed in you…

“I…” I swallowed nervously. “I want to breed with you.”

Syral’s eyeridges shot up and he stared at me, his face a mixture of bewilderment and what I dared to believe was hope. “You understand,” he said cautiously, “that such are thing is forbidden unless I am your scheduled mate.”

“I understand,” I said, with growing confidence, “that during my second meeting at that very pillar right there—” I pointed to it. “You spilled your seed all over my back. Not exactly a routine inspection. And then, later, you took me way, waaaay past the bounds of the city, and you put that seed in my mouth.” A coy smile grew across my face. “I think you’re okay with breaking the rules occasionally.”

His nervousness was palpable, but fortunately it was just us alone in the huge corridor. “You should not be speaking of these things in such a cavalier manner,” he hissed, faintly. “Who have you told of this?”

“Nobody, of course,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “But in exchange…I want to breed with you this time.” Lying came easy when it wasn’t really lying. The taste of his fluid in my mouth had been quite agreeable. “I want your seed in me.”

Just as Ix had done, I could see the gears spinning in his head. Evaluating if it was worth mating with me outside of the schedule, knowing the risk it would be. He said nothing, eyeing me over. Between his legs, his kobold shaft swelled, obviously enjoying the sight of me.

“C’mon,” I said, giving a playful wiggle of my hips. “I know you want to. It’s like you said when I suckled you…you’re the head of the breeders. You’re the one in charge here.”

More gears turning. More hesitation. More growing of his shaft. Slowly, Syral moved towards me, moving to hug me, and I knew I had to act fast. If he knew I’d already bred with Jeruth…

I bent right over at my waist and I intercepted his shaft with my lips, slurping the whole thing down my throat in one smooth motion.

“Hnng!” Syral’s whole body jerked as I swallowed him. His thick shaft throbbed against my lips, obviously eager to spill itself. But I couldn’t let him. I didn’t bother stifling a loud squeak of pleasure; there was nobody in here but us.

Quickly, I slid my lips up the length of his dick and stood back up, giving my best seductive smile. I moved until my chest was pressed up against his; I could feel his damp, lumpy groin nudge against mine.

Syral looked at me quizzically—breedings generally involved the female bending over for better access—but I couldn’t let him think about it too much. Slowly, deliberately, I hooked my leg around his middle, pressing my groin to his. I could feel the tip of his shaft nudging against my nethers, but it didn’t go in. Not yet.

“Someone is eager,” he breathed, his maw barely an inch from mine. There was suspicion in his eyes. Maybe I’d gone too far…

“I want you to breed with me,” I said again, and I moved my hips, pushing myself down on him, on his shaft, gently pushing it past my sexlips and into me, the tip sliding easily—perhaps a little too easily, I was still a little messy in there—into my body. Squeak!

Syral, if he noticed that there was already seed in me, gave no sign. He trembled against me, eyes closing happily as he sank into my sex, his groin coming to rest against mine. His claws cupped my backside, squeezing tightly.

That would help disguise it, a lot, but I still had to get his seed into me. I rolled my hips, clenching at him with my inner walls, gripping his shaft and massaging it firmly. “Breed with me,” I insisted, leaning forward and bumping my nose to his, giving him a firm kiss. I really needed him to…

Fortunately Syral seemed to really want to do that as well. His grip intensified on my backside, grinding himself against me firmly, rocking his hips back and forth, each motion nudging his shaft in and out of my sex, bumping up against the roof of my insides with each thrust. I moved with him, pushing back against his eager body, wrapping my arms around his shoulders.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I cooed, giving him a squeeze with my inner muscles, tightening my body’s grip around his shaft inside me.

“Nnnf, better than I ever imagined,” he said, leaning forward and kissing me firmly, his claws digging into my backside. “Taeni…”

It was good. It was very good. But I had a goal, a goal of disguising my…mistake with Jeruth. I pressed my body close to his, kissing at his cheek, then down his neck, my tail snaking out and winding around his ankle, slowly curling up his thigh.

Syral’s thrusting intensified, growing with his need. He nipped at my neck, teeth scraping against my scales, his tail jerking slightly with each movement. I could feel his warmth within me, sliding back and forth, the tip thumping against the roof of my sex as he took me, over and over. Each time I gave out a loud squeak, as though the noise had spent far too long stuffed down my throat and longed to get out.

It was good. It was deep. It was exciting and risky and lewd. Thump, thump, thump went his groin to mine, standing up in the middle of the hallway, my insides slicked up with Jeruth’s fluids, my belly full of Ix’s…

I really didn’t want it to end, but based on the times I’d had him in my mouth—and how eagerly he’d spilt himself on my back that one time—Syral was not a kobold with a vast degree of endurance. “Just do it,” I whispered to him.

He gripped me tightly, not seeming to need any convincing. He buried his shaft deep into my body, moaning softly as his shaft sprayed out thick, gooey ropes into me, splashing against my inner walls, mixing in with those already there—a fact I hoped Syral was a little too distracted to notice. I gripped him tightly, holding my body against his, letting him fill me up with his juices and basking in the pleasurable sensation.

“There we go,” I said, grinning at him, feeling warm trickles of juices leak out of me, biting down on my lip to keep a somewhat embarrassing squeak to myself. “That was fun.”

Syral panted as he leaned up against me, obviously exhausted, his shaft still stuck in me, dribbling in seed. Given how stuffed I was, the stuff just ran right down the insides of my thighs, or dripped right onto the floor, making an uncomfortably wide puddle between my legs. Most of it was supposed to go inside me…but enough had that I wouldn’t arouse too much suspicion.

“You made a mess,” I observed, grinning cheekily at him and slowly unwinding my tail from his ankle.

“Strange,” said Syral, still panting, glancing down between my legs at the puddle. “I would have thought—” I cut him off, squeezing his shaft with my inner muscles. “Nnnf!”

“Don’t worry about it.” Slowly, carefully, I lifted myself off Syral, and shuffled back until I stood a foot away from him, grinning sheepishly. “I guess we can skip the inspection now, right?”

“Definitely,” said Syral, breathing roughly through his nose. “There is little point performing such a thing when I am well aware of your…” he smiled impishly. “Condition.”

I needed to keep him on side, so I did a little twirl, raising up my tail so he could see the results of his handiwork. I smiled at him over my shoulder. “So I guess I should head home now, right?”

Syral smiled, eyes falling to my backside, admiring my dripping body. “No,” he said simply. “You still have to breed.”

My face fell. “But—”

“But it obviously cannot be with someone who understands such things,” said Syral, turning and making his way back to his desk, climbing back into his chair. “Not one of our more seasoned breeders…no.” He scrolled through the registry, muttering to himself, until his eyes lit up. “Ah, perfect.”

I turned back to face him, eyes wide. “But I’m covered in seed,” I said. Technically, two lots of seed… “Your seed, Syral. I can’t just show up to my breeding chamber like this!” This was a mistake…what had I done?

“It will be fine,” said Syral, eyeing me affectionately. “My dear little Taeni, I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.”

Easy for him to say. I glared at him, folding my arms.

“Door 16,” said Syral, nodding behind him. “Go.”

With little choice, grumbling loudly, I stomped down the hallway, feeling Syral’s eyes on my backside the whole time.



















CHAPTER III







Doing it Wrong




STUPID DUMB SYRAL, FILLING ME up with his jizz and then just sending me off to my breeding partner like nothing had happened. I stomped down the corridor, passing the first few doors without even looking at them. They were closed anyway.

Didn’t he realise that my breeding partner would probably report me?

As I passed door 10, I noticed it was open. I wasn’t sure why I glanced inside but I did. My eyes met Xael’s, a blue kobold who—along with his brother—had been my second breeding partner.

He had a red-scaled female kobold bent over against the wall, his shaft positioned halfway into her nethers.

“Taeni?” asked Xael, grinning happily my way, ever-so-casually sliding the last of his member into the female below him. “Mrrm! Is that you?”

His partner turned at me, her eyes curious. “Hey, is that Taeni?” she asked, excitement in her voice, which peaked up in pitch as Xael’s shaft filled her up. “Oh wow! Hi! I’m Saeki!”

I shuffled awkwardly, standing out in the corridor, my sex dripping with seed, unable to tear my eyes away from the two kobolds mid-mating. “Y-yes,” I said, biting down on my lower lip. “It is me.”

“Looking great,” said Xael, glancing down to my sticky nethers with a wide smile of approval. He began rocking his hips back, then forward, thumping his groin against the female’s backside.

“Nnf, it’s so good to meet you,” said Saeki, staring at me happily, arching her back as Xael mated with her, driving his shaft lewdly into her sex. She looked at me with clear, unbridled excitement, despite the rough humping she was taking from Xael. “Uff, nnf!” Her eyes slid down to my groin. “Ooh, she got seeded good…”

I squirmed slightly, hoping it wasn’t that obvious.

“Heard a lot about you, Taeni!” said Saeki, Xael thumping against her roughly. “Hhf! 

“O…kay.”

It seemed so odd to be having this conversation so I, awkwardly, reached out and slowly closed the door, leaving the two to their duty.

With the anger drained out of me, and replaced by confusion, I made my way over to door 16. Without thinking—and without remembering that I was dripping with Syral’s and Jeruth’s juices—I pulled open the door and stepped in.

The breeding chamber was just like all the others I had been in. It was a small stone room with a bare floor, a pool of water in one corner and a set of grooves set like a kobold’s foot in the walls and floor to one side, where I was to present myself. In the corner of the cramped room was a wide-eyed kobold male, nervously waiting with his hands folded in front of his groin. I instantly recognised him, suppressing a groan.

“Hello,” he said, his voice a nervous titter.

Slowly, I pulled the door closed behind me. “Hello again, Hazken,” I said, barely able to contain my surprise. The kobold from the bug farm.

He stared at me, wide-eyes somehow getting even wider. “T-Taeni?”

“That’s right,” I said, regarding him curiously. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for breeding,” he said, shuffling his feet across the stone. “It’s my first time, uhh…” he hesitated, then as though remembering, let the words spill out. “Doing it properly.”

“Last time we met,” I said, folding my arms in front of me, “you tried to stick your cock up my butt. And then you put it in my friends mouth.”

He whimpered slightly. “I know, but—” Hazken almost seemed to choke. “Are…are you going to tell anyone? Tell…Syral?”

It seemed highly hypocritical of me to do that, especially as Syral’s juices were literally dripping down the insides of my thighs. “No,” I said, parting my legs a little so he could see. “And are you going to tell anyone about this?”

His eyes flicked to my nethers, surprised, obviously, at the dripping revelation, but…seemingly not nearly as interested as others had been. “No,” he said. Slowly, deliberately, he moved his hands, revealing his own groin…and his kobold penis, not quite as large as Jeruths. Or Ix’s. Or anyone’s I’d seen, really.

Relief. The tension flowed out of me and my shoulders stooped. I saw the same thing happen to Hazken. Our eyes met, and for a brief second, there was silence.

Then we laughed.

“Oh wow,” he said, cackling and pointing at me. “I thought—I thought I was dead!”

“I thought I was dead too,” I said, sliding up to him and giggling. “I had to let Syral mate with me so I could get past him without being inspect.”

Hazken chortled in amusement, his maw splitting. “That stuff’s Syral’s?” he asked, pointing to my dripping sex. “And you had someone else mate with you before that?”

“Yes,” I said, breathing heavily with relief. It felt good to be honest. “And I got caught the first time, so I suckled one of his guards to get out of that.”

He laughed, shaking his head. “My my, you have had a fun day.”

I grinned a little. “Well, it’s not over yet,” I said, pointing down to his groin. “We still have to breed.”

He winced visibly. “I know,” he said, clicking his tongue and, for a second, avoiding my eyes. “It’s just…”

“What?” I asked, curious. “You don’t want to breed with me?” That would be a first.

“I do,” he said, nervously. “I just…want to do it another way.”

When I had first met him, he thought I was Kayeli, and had tried to put it under my tail. I narrowed my eyes. “Lemme guess…”

Hazken grimaced sheepishly, shifting from side to side. “I mean, it would be really nice if you could…”

Tempting. I had really enjoyed Jeruth and others laying their seed in my tailhole, but the reality of the breeding session was that we were supposed to produce an egg. Granted, Jeruth and Syral had probably done that for me, this time, but… “Ugh. Fine.” I turned toward the grooves in the wall. “Just…make sure you finish inside my nethers.”

“Aww.” Hazken whined softly. “Do I have to?”

“Yes,” I said, grimacing over my shoulder. “And be gentle.”

He rubbed his hands together eagerly, moving over behind me. “I will, I’ve done this before,” he said, smiling like a hatchling being given a whole bug to eat by themselves. “Don’t worry.”

I rolled my eyes and settled my toes into the grooves, my claws settling into them perfectly. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the wall, settling them into the worn grooves provided. I raised up my tail, exposing my sticky hindquarters, my tail laying over my back.

Hazken moved up behind me, admiring my backside. He slid his hands around my waist, tugging me close against him. I felt his shaft nudge up under my tail. My tail jerked up, almost instinctively. I tried to relax…that would make it a lot easier. Relax, relax…

He slid his hand around my body, reaching down between my thighs, running his fingers along the messy goo trailing down from my sex. I squeaked softly as his finger touched my sex.

“What—what are you doing?” I asked.

“Just getting a little help,” he said, moving that digit of his under my tail, dripping with Jeruth and Syral’s seed. He probed at me gently, pushing his claw into my tailhole, spreading the warm, gooey mess inside. “Making things easier.”

“Nnnf…” I squeaked softly, whimpering a little as I felt him move within me, smearing the combined juices of two kobolds deep into my tailhole. I knew what he was trying to do. “Careful…”

“It’s okay,” said Hazken, wiggling his digit inside me in an entirely lewd fashion. “Kayeli told me how to do this.”

The idea that this bug farmer had been putting his dick under the tail of my best friend irked me a little. I mean, certainly she had suckled him—and I could hardly fault her for that, given the deal I’d struck with Ix—but the point was, that was something a little more. “Oh, really?” I huffed, whimpering softly as Hazken’s probing digit scraped at my inner walls. “And just how did you convince her to do that?”

“It was her idea, actually,” Hazken said, slowly dragging his digit out from my tailhole and spending a moment admiring his…handiwork. The cool air on my exposed tailhole made me shiver slightly. “Kayeli knows the penalty for unregistered breeding, so she’s worked out a…” the tip of his claw teased at my tailhole once again. “Loophole.”

I wanted to say more, to complain about him fucking my best friend in the butt, but I felt the thick, throbbing head of his shaft nudge up under my tail. My claws dug into the stone. Slowly he pushed into me, the head of his koboldhood stretching my tailhole as he eased inside. I relaxed my muscles, focusing on calming thoughts, letting him slide in, his passage made slick by the seed of other kobolds…

“Ahh!” Hazken hissed faintly, his voice painted with pleasure. “Oooh, Dragon Gods…Taeni!”

I arched my back and sucked in air, a tingling running up my tail and travelling over my back as his shaft slid into me, a lot more smoothly and more easier than others I’d taken. Probably due to its size…I felt his groin come flush with my backside, his shaft nudged firmly inside my tail. “Sounds like you’re enjoying this,” I huffed, biting my lip as the pleasurable sensations tingled again, a soft squeak findings its way to my lips.

“Definitely,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. Hazken pulled himself back, only to thump forward, taking me deeply, his groin slapping against my backside as his shaft hilted itself inside my tailhole. “O-oh!”

Squeak. I wiggled about, my tail twitching against my back, standing up on my tip-toes.I kept myself nice and presented for him, his shaft firmly lodged in my tailhole. My mouth dropped open, my tailhole stretched lewdly, my body full of his shaft. He wasn’t quite as large as the others, but his…equipment…seemed perfectly suited for the job of filling my tailhole. It didn’t hurt, it only felt good.

“Someone’s done this before,” said Hazken, sliding back and filling me up again, groin slapping to my backside. “Nnnf…”

My face got warm. Although this was objectively true, there was just something about that observation that was embarrassing to me. A strange thought to have with his cock stuck into my tailhole. “Y-you’re the expert,” I stammered, stifling a loud, eager squeak.

Hazken’s claws dug into my hips. “B-by all accounts,” he said, forcing the words out between excited pants, his body rocking against me, “that’s you, nnnf, my dear…”

Squeak. “I know, I know,” I said, huffing through my nose as I felt his shaft slide back and forth inside my tailhole. “Everyone wants to breed with me…”

Thump. Thump. Thump. “I can see why.” Hazken tugged me back against him with each thrust of his hips, his panting intensifying, claws scraping my scales. “I’ve never—I’ve never felt anything this good before…!”

The idea that there was something special about my body was weirdly strange and unsettling. All my life I had been raised to believe I was nothing special. One kobold in a city of ten thousand. Just a bug farmer.

A bug farmer who was really enjoying having her tailhole drilled in by Hazken. I arched my back, my tongue dangling out of my mouth, eyes closing. “Hnnfeek,” I said, the noise much more of a loud chirp than anything else. “Ahh, ahh…”

I hadn’t really been satisfied by everything that had happened before. Although seed dripped from my body, I had become accustomed to multiple kobolds at once during a…session. Having Hazken pound at my tailhole was something triggered deep within me.

I wanted more.

“Harder,” I said, the words practically falling out of my open mouth. “Do it…do it harder.”

Hazken hardly needed encouraging. He leaned forward over me, whining happily, pushing with his legs, his groin slapping against my backside, each action driving his shaft deep into me. Only now did it start to sting a bit, a little burning sensation as he stretched me, but it felt so good I could hardly complain.

I pushed back against him, feeling him plunge himself well into me, throbbing against my tight inner walls, driving his shaft right up to the hilt. A shudder ran through his whole body that I felt, as well, and then suddenly, with a powerful force, a jet of hot, sticky fluid sprayed into me, the force enough to make me jump. The jet sprayed in deeply, tickling my insides.

He didn’t have a massive cock like most of the other kobolds I’d bred with, but he had something else.

Hazken whimpered loudly as he emptied himself into me, pumping my tailhole full of sticky goo. His claws scratched at my hips, frantically trying to push himself even deeper, to lay his seed as far in as he could.

Lay his seed…

In the rush of pleasure, I had forgotten. “W-wait,” I said, barely able to form the words over my own loud, pleasured panting. “The b-breeding…”

If Hazken heard me, he gave no sign, his trembling body continuing to pump into me, claiming my tailhole with his powerful spray. Then, just as quickly as it had begun, it ended.

Huff. Huff. Huff. I grimaced over my shoulder at him. “The breeding!” I implored him, trying to forget the sensual, warm feeling of his seed dribbling out of my tailhole, wasted.

Some semblance of sanity came back over him. Urgently, he pulled himself out of my tailhole, slipping free with a sticky pop!, and then clumsily aligned himself with my sex. I rocked my hips, pushing him into me, parting my sex lips and filling my poor, sticky nethers, his shaft sliding in as far as it could go.

Nothing. It just kind of sat there, its load spent.

Shit.

I knew this was bad. I knew it. But it felt so good to have Hazken inside me…and to have his fluids trickling down out of my poor, bruised tailhole. I’d have thought it would have gotten used to these kinds of punishments by now, but it burned a little. Maybe less than before.

“Maybe it’s okay,” said Hazken, shuffling nervously behind me. “Maybe a little will, uhh…”

I knew it wouldn’t. I squeezed him using my inner muscles—he arched his back and hummed happily, clearly feeling it—but if the effort drew forth any seed, it was a tiny amount indeed. It couldn’t possibly overwhelm that which I’d already received.

“This is bad,” said Hazken.

Then, slowly, the door to our breeding chamber slid open.



















CHAPTER IV







Unexpected Guests




THE DOOR TO OUR BREEDING chamber opened. Xael’s blue head appeared, closely followed by the head of Saeki, his female breeding partner. Both of them had idiotic smiles on their faces. Xael’s cock was slick with seed, dripping onto the stone floor, and Saeki’s groin was slathered in the stuff.

“Going for round two?” asked Xael, nodding approvingly at me. The two of them barged into the room, giggling like idiots.

“Looks like they just finished,” said Saeki, gripping Hazken’s backside and giving a firm squeeze. He jumped. I felt him move within me.

Curiously, I looked at the two of them, frowning slightly. “What are you doing here?” I asked, squirming slightly. Both Saeki and Xael were examining me with a profound eagerness. “Xael, shouldn’t you be waiting for your next parter?”

“He’s done for the day,” said Saeki, casually hooking her hands around Hazken’s tail, cheekily pulling him away and out of me. He slid free with a wet pop, stumbling backwards and nearly falling over. With a coy smile, Saeki slid her tail around his waist, pulling him up against her back. “So we came to see you, of course.”

It felt strange to be bent over like this in front of three other kobolds, dripping from my nethers and from under my tail. I stared at all three of them over my shoulder. “So, uhh…”

Saeki slid in beside me, bending over just like I was, her side pressed up against mine, her tail still wound around Hazken’s waist, pulling his groin up against her backside. She smiled widely at me, leaning over and giving me a firm kiss. “Fancy seeing you here!”

“You knew I was in this room.” I grimaced at her, then over to Hazken. He shrugged helplessly, his shaft nestled up under her tail. “Wait,” I said, eyes widening as I realised what he was going to do. “I need that—”

“Oohh,” Saeki said, her eyes rolling back into her head as Hazken’s shaft slid into her tailhole. “That is nice…”

Dragon Gods. Didn’t Hazken know how serious this was?

Xael’s hands found his way around me, down to my backside, cupping my rumpcheeks and giving a firm, tight squeeze, the blunt nubs of his claws digging into my scales. He leaned forward, bumping his hip against Hazken’s. “I want you,” said Xael, almost purring. “Again.”

I wasn’t naive. I wanted him too, but…I was already in so much trouble. “We cannot,” I said, shaking my head, the words seeming silly with Hazken’s shaft firmly embedded in his breeding partner’s tailhole. “I mean, I want to! But that is not the schedule. I have already bred today.”

“A few times, by the look of it,” said Xael, eagerness in his voice, his firm shaft nudging against my backside.

Ugh…it was true. I’d had so much seed in my nethers, and none of it was the right stuff. Hazken, that idiot, had put his load into my butt. Sure, it had felt good, but I needed him to breed with me. I glared over my shoulder. Hazken seemed pretty happy, driving himself up into Saeki’s tailhole as deeply as he could go. I gave him my nastiest stare, but he was…distracted.

There were a million reasons why I should have said no, but I wanted Xael again. “Fine,” I said, hiking my tail up. “I’ve come this far, might as well get everyone in troub—” Xael slid his shaft into my sex, taking the words from my mouth. Squeak!

Saeki’s side rubbed against mine. She grinned over at me, bouncing with each of Hazken’s thrusts. “Nnnf! Cute!”

I didn’t think my squeaking was cute, more embarrassing. Still, I did my best to smile at her.

Xael filled me up with a firm thrust, driving his groin against my backside. And again, and again. Normally kobolds were more gentle, they waited, but he was rougher, more needful…strange, how he had only just bred with Saeki. She, for her part, didn’t seem to mind at all, groaning lewdly as Hazken pounded her tailhole.

Squeak. I clenched my hands tightly as Xael began to work at me, driving his thick, blue shaft deep into my body. The various seed-loads I had taken helped make things slick, and his passage easy, and I felt a distinct pulse of pleasure as the tip of his shaft hilted inside my slick, sticky insides. I huffed through my nose, feeling my pleasure rising.

Xael thumped against me. Hazken thumped against Saeki. Granted, their aims were different, but their actions were much the same; thrusting themselves, over and over, into my body and the body of the almost-total-stranger beside me.

“Can we,” I huffed, the rhythmic thrusting into my backside making it hard to talk. “Just, nnf…swap for a bit? I want—ngg!—I need Hazken’s seed…”

“Don’t be greedy,” chided Xael, grunting quietly as he filled me up, each thrust bumping up against the roof of my sex. “Hhhf!”

It wasn’t about that! I wanted to protest more, to try and convince Hazken to spill his seed in my nethers and breed me, but for some reason, my brain wasn’t working well. I just kind of emitted a loud, pleasured squeaking noise that spiked in tone as my whole body shivered, as though little warm lights were dancing all up my spine. My insides quivered against Xael’s probing, deep, rough thrusts.

“Nnnf…!”

It was distracting, intense, and it lasted only a moment. As it faded, I felt Xael bury himself in me up to the hilt, and his sticky seed sprayed into me, joining with that which was already there, flooding my sex and spilling out down my thighs, as several other loads had already done.

Almost at the same time, Hazken groaned and trembled, obviously laying another load, this time in Saeki’s tailhole instead of mine. Yet when he’d been inside my nethers, nothing had come out. Maybe he just wasn’t into that part of me.

My arms trembled against the walls. It was still difficult to focus. That had felt so good…breeding had gotten easier, and a lot more pleasurable. This was nice. This was very nice. And I wanted more of it.

“Ahh,” said Xael, flopping over my back, his chest snuggling in against my back. “Just as good as I remembered.”

“And just as messy,” I said, feeling the warm trickle down my thighs. “You know it was meant to be Hazken, right?”

Xael playfully clapped Hazken on the shoulder. “He had his chance.”

Slowly, I stood up, my back emitting a soft crack noise. I bought Xael up with me, until the two of us were standing in the breeding chamber. Saeki still remained bent over, with Hazken lodged up her tailhole. From my vantage point I could see seed dripping from both of her holes. She caught my eye and winked.

So strange.

“I, uh…” I stepped forward, pulling away from Xael, his shaft slipping out of me with a wet splorch. “I should go.”

Xael reached out and squeezed my backside longingly. “You sure you don’t want to have more fun?” he asked, grinning impishly. “Hazken can have another turn in you?”

I was feeling pretty sore under my tail and I knew, somehow, that Hazken wouldn’t be able to breed with me. “I…should go,” I said again.

Saeki whined sadly, tilting her head and reaching out with one hand, hooking it around my waist. “Lemme clean you up first,” she said, playfully, dipping her nose between my legs, sniffing at my sex. I uneasily parted my legs, letting her tongue flick out at me. “Tastes great,” she said, lapping at the dribbling goo running down my thighs.

It tickled, but I let her work for a few moments. A dozen licks or so. “I think that’s got the most of it,” I said, not believing a single word of what I was saying but also unable to suppress the urge to giggle from the tickling.

“Nyaw,” said Saeki, smacking her lips and obviously enjoying the treat…or, more specifically, where it had come from. “Well, if you really should go…”

I really couldn’t stay. With a polite nod, I stepped out of the breeding chamber, glancing over my shoulder as I did, just in time to see Xael manvouver around in front of Saeki, her maw opening eagerly to accept his shaft.

I slowly, reluctantly, closed the door.

What a day…



















EPILOGUE







Resolution




WHAT HAD I DONE?

I walked out of the hall of the breeders confused and angry with myself. Everything was messed up. This whole day had been a disaster. Everything that had happened was because, right at the beginning, I had a funny feeling and did something very stupid with Jeruth. Then there was Ix, then Syral, and just when I was getting things back on track…Hazken couldn’t perform. And then Xael had, well, been there right when I was in the mood for more.

Four kobolds had put their seed in me, and the fifth one—the only one who was supposed to!—had not.

It had been extremely enjoyable, but fraught with peril. My people had rules and I had disobeyed. As angry as I was, I knew it was my fault. I should have had a better control of my…urges. 

The exit to the hall of the breeders loomed in front of me. I wanted to just go home and pretend everything was going to be okay. I reached up and put my hand on the door, ready to push it open.

“Taeni,” said a voice to my side, through an open door. Qrul, a member of the council, stood inside the very last chamber of the breeders, casually leaning up against the wall at the back of the room. His thick kobold shaft stood ramrod straight, and he stroked it as he looked at me, his other hand beckoning me inside. “Come.”

He was flanked by two guards. One of them, I observed guiltily, was Ix. He had his spear and a strange, cold-blue potion. Our eyes met ever so briefly.

Worried, I dipped my head and stepped through the threshold, quickly throwing myself down onto the ground before Qrul, as befitted someone of his station. The room’s small size put my head almost between his legs. He stood there, his hand wrapped around his kobold shaft, stroking it slowly and purposefully. The thing was very familiar to me. I’d had Qrul’s seed in my mouth twice. I knew what to do by now. Seed dripped down from the tip, splattering against my nose. It smelled rich and musky and potent.

He would definitely put it in my mouth. Unfortunately, I couldn’t reach it with my head on the ground.

Silence, broken only by the occasional dripping of salty, rich fluid onto my nose.

“Stand,” he bade, finally, a faint hiss of pleasure in his tone. 

I did, climbing up to my feet, tail drooping behind me. My sticky, seed-covered body dripped onto the stone floor.

“Did you breed today?” asked Qrul, eyeing me approvingly, continuing to stroke himself. 

“Yes.” I was not sure why he was asking me questions to which he already knew the answer. “It was my duty.”

Another faint hiss of pleasure. As though he was close to release just from stroking himself. “Show me,” he commanded.

A surprising request. Confused and cautious, I did as I was commanded, turning my back to him, sliding a hand under my tail and lifting it up. I leaned forward in the doorway, exposing my sticky, dripping nethers to him, using my other hand to hold myself up on the threshold’s frame. “I did my duty,” I insisted, trying to keep an edge of worry out of my voice.

“Not yet you haven’t,” he murmured. I could feel Quel’s eyes on my nethers. “Ix, if you could…prepare her for me, please.”

Confused, I just stood there, bent over and exposed, waiting for what would happen. Behind me, more kobolds made their way toward the exit. A male walked past, eyeing me and my odd position curiously. I gave him a sheepish smile, half bent over in the door frame. He smiled back. 

Ix moved up beside me, removing the stopper on the potion and pressing it against my nethers. Cold, almost icy fluid trickled into me, and I couldn’t help but shiver with discomfort.

Before I could dwell on the sensation, the potion’s lip was removed and Ix moved away. Quel slid up behind me, the dripping tip of his member pressed, eagerly, to my entrance, slipping inside, filling my sticky insides up with a firm thump.

I whimpered happily as his shaft trembled inside me.

Almost immediately, I felt a familiar sensation. Warm, sticky seed, gushing into my body, but it was accompanied by a strange, chilly tingle that danced around in my insides. I bit my lip to stifle a strangled squeaking nose as Quel pumped his load into my body, my eyes flicking to Ix’s once more. He watched me get filled up, saw Quel’s shaft inside me, Quel’s seed leaking out down my thighs…joining with the mess of that already there.

“Ahh! Ahh…” Quel slumped forward, his hands firmly hooked around my hips. “That’s…a pleasure I’ve been chasing for some time, Taeni. To breed you, not merely spill my seed against your tongue.”

My lack of surprise at this revelation was complete. “Is this…okay?” I asked, timidly. “For you to…have me outside of the schedule?” Secretly I was so relieved I could barely keep myself propped up against the doorway. With Quel’s seed in me, I would have no issues with the breeding register.

I assumed.

“Of course,” said Quel, sliding himself free with a wet pop. “I commanded this to happen and it was done. The magic of the potion will ensure that your egg is mine.” He gave my rump a firm slap. A pair of females walked past the doorway, heading for the exit. I kept my eyes down so as not to bother them.

“You were perfect, my dear,” said Quel, an edge of admiration to his tone. “Absolutely perfect.”

I had no idea how he had drawn such pleasure from so brief a mating, but I wisely kept my mouth shut.

Quel stroked his claw over my sticky backside. “And never you worry about this…strangeness. I will arrange for an exception for your breeding records. The official record will show that your assigned partner laid his seed in you and the resultant egg was stolen by drow slavers.” His digit explored up to my sticky tailhole, touching it experimentally. “Dragon Gods, he really did a number on you, didn’t he? Didn’t think the young male had it in him.”

Squeak. My tailhole was still raw after Hazken had claimed it; Quel’s touch was…intense. “W-what will happen to the egg?” I asked, biting back a stammer and actually curious, eyeing him over my shoulder. Mostly so I didn’t look at Ix too much. It felt very strange to just get bent over and bred right in front of him, with him even helping in the process…

A smile crept over Quel’s face. “Don’t concern yourself with that. All you need to know is…when the laying comes, do not report to Syral. Come to the council chambers instead. See only me.”

Even though I faced away from him, I dipped my head once more. “As you wish,” I said, wondering how things looked back there. I must truly be a sticky mess by now…

With a firm swat on my rump, Quel pushed me out through the doorway, then closed it behind him, leaving me standing in the hall of the breeders, still feeling a little chill inside, with a smarting on my backside and fresh load of goo running down my thighs.

Wincing slightly, my tailhole still burning from Hazken’s administrations, I limped home, trickling gooey seed as I went. But, halfway home, a playful little smile crept over my face and, despite it all, I couldn’t help but laugh. And laugh. Laugh with relief. Laugh with genuine happiness.

I’d survived!

What a day.

What a quite pleasant, actually fun day.

Little did I know that it was the last day I would spend in Emparsdon for two years.




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