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WARNING: THIS IS EROTIC FICTION
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Creatures involved: Kobolds.

 

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

 

 

 

 

 

 

What are Kobolds?

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

Not a bad life, really.

 

- Dervin the Bard

 

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

 

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

 

Our story today concerns a kobold named Taeni and what happens to her after her lust for breeding gets her into big trouble…

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter I

The Southern Tunnels

 

Breeders Quarter

Kobold city of Emparsdon

The underground

 

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

 

“Well done Taeni,” said Syral, cooing admirably as he picked up my just-laid egg, cradling it in his hands. It was tinged with blue, the colour of Beloth and Xael’s scales; my last breeding partners. My egg was still wet, freshly laid in the breeder’s quarter, in a vast, hundred foot square room dedicated to the purpose. He handed it off to a nurse. “This is a strong egg, indeed.”

“Thank you,” I said, my breath coming in ragged gasps. I straightened my back. I’d been here before. My second time. I thought I knew what to expect, but I hadn’t anticipated Syral watching me lay. He was in charge of assigning females to breeding studs. It was…odd to see him here. “I was simply doing my, nnf…duty.”

He smiled at me, his red tail swaying behind him as his eyes roamed over my body. “I am pleased to see that your previous breeding parters were able to fertilise you. Although I do wonder which one it was…Xael and Beloth. Identical, as you well know, so who could truly know.”

“Who could know?” I echoed, nodding in agreement. One of the nurses handed me a vial of water and I drank it eagerly. The laying was an effort, painful, but it was done now and the soreness receded. “Does it matter, terribly? The both laid their seed in me, so…I do not know enough about the process to say.”

“I wish I could have seen it,” said Syral, licking his lips idly. “Although, that is why I am here…”

“You wish to see me breed again?” I scrunched up my face in confusion. “Now that the laying is complete, my next session will be shortly, but I don’t think I can take you away from your duties for too long.”

He chuckled lowly. “I would much rather breed you myself. You have acquired quite the reputation, young Taeni…the council are interested in you, and I council them on matters of breeding, so I imagine I will see you soon enough.” His hand reached out, settling on my hip. “Or even take my turn with you.”

“If that is the will of the council,” I said, tilting my head to the side. “I farm food for the community, and I breed with who they tell me to breed with. If it’s your turn on my breeding day, I’ll happily comply.”

Syral’s claw slid over my hip, sliding around my body, settling on my backside. “Alas,” he said, and he did seem truly remorseful, “the council has other plans for your next session.”

He certainly did seem to like touching my backside. “Can you tell me?” I asked. “I…confess I don’t know much about what the council plans.”

Syral squeezed my rump firmly, considering, and then he nodded his head. “Meet me by the lesser used southern tunnels,” he said, taking his hand away from my backside with some reluctance.

“When?” I asked.

Syral considered. “After your work shift,” he said, and then without elaborating, he slipped away, back to his duties.

*****

I went back to work, Syral’s words playing in my head. What would he tell me? What kind of things were the council planning for someone as humble as me?

It felt strange to be thinking I was important in any way as I methodically scraped up the day’s discarded bug shells and threw them into the city’s furnaces.

Many males watched me working. I had seen it more and more of late; male eyes drawn to me as I performed my tasks. They liked to see me walking, eyeing my backside, my tail, everything.

I didn’t mind, but it certainly was very strange, and I didn’t want to disturb them from their work. I tried not to distract them, with limited success.

When my shift was over, I headed south, into the more narrow tunnels which never seemed to get used these days. Whatever valuable minerals that had once been there had all been mined now; they stood, empty and abandoned, and the further I went away the quieter it got. The farmers, craftsmen and workers of the city were quickly replaced by miners, working to shore up tunnels which lead deeper into the ground, or to sQrulge construction material from those about to be collapsed. Here, too, the males amongst them stopped to watch me pass. I was well used to it by now though.

Deep in the southern tunnels, I caught sight of a red-scaled kobold, clean and quite out of place in the dirty tunnels. Syral. He was flanked by two other males, also with red scales. Bodyguards, most likely, given how far away were from the city.

Syral smiled widely as I approached, his shaft firm and erect, something that caught my eye for a moment. It was probably a coincidence that it seemed to grow a little larger when he saw me.

“Ahh, my dear Taeni,” he said, almost purring as he slid up to me, quite close to me, his eyes roaming over my body. “It’s very good to see you. I didn’t think you would come.”

I smiled back. “Of course I would,” I said, trying hard not to look down at his shaft, only a few inches away from me. “I want to know what the Council has planned for me.”

Syral nodded understandingly, and then he raised his voice to the pair of kobolds behind him. “Inspect her,” he commanded.

I knew what to expect. One of the kobolds stepped up to me and hooked a hand underneath my tail, lifting it high; I bent forward, hands on my knees, exposing my hindquarters. My mouth was right next to Syral’s shaft, the throbbing tip right up against my nose. The proximity seemed deliberate on his part.

Being inspected at this juncture was odd. Normally Syral did the inspecting, not his minions. Maybe he wanted…no, surely. It wasn’t my season, this wasn’t The Hall of Breeders. Neither the time nor the place.

The first of the males dipped his maw down toward my body, flicking his tongue out and dragging it tongue across my sex, slurping me lewdly. The sensation caused pleasant tingles to jump up my spine, and the tip of my tail curled around itself as the strange male’s long, thick tongue ran across my entrance.

Then the other one took his turn, the first continuing to hold my tail up. Another tongue brushed against my entrance, leaving a thin glistening trail of saliva as it ran along. More happy-tingles ran along my body.

“She’s not ready yet,” said one of the attendants. I could have told him that.

“As I expected,” said Syral. “Leave us.”

They bowed their heads low and, after they each gave my exposed hindquarters a lingering look, they left back towards Emparsdon. I straightened my back, bringing myself back up to a standing position.

“You didn’t have to stand up,” said Syral, his smile widening. He stepped a little closer to me, his hands sliding around my middle. “Especially now we’re alone…”

I waited for him to tell me what he had promised, but instead he leaned forward and kissed me, pressing his lips firmly to mine.

Surprised, I could do little but kiss back. His hands wandered around my body; one slid down between us, casually slipping between my legs, the other settling on my backside, cupping one of my rumpcheek and giving a tight squeeze. I emitted a muffled squeak as he touched my damp, saliva-slick entrance. Was he intending to breed with me? No, I must be imagining it…

“Is this okay?” I asked, breaking the kiss, curious, my voice seeming too-loud in the quiet. “I’ve never been this far away from the city before.”

“It is fine,” Syral said, bumping his nose against mine and inhaling gently, his finger brushing against my damp sex, pressing against me. “I often bring choice females here when I need some…alone time with them.”

“Well,” I said, smiling lopsidedly as I rested my chest up against his, my tail swaying gently behind me. “We are definitely alone.”

Syral’s tail lashed eagerly behind him. “Indeed we are,” he said, his lumpy groin nudging against mine and, ever so subtly, the tip of his finger wiggled against my entrance. “You are very beautiful, Taeni.”

It was nice being so close to him. Syral was handsome, even if he was a little strange. I didn’t really think about many males as attractive or not, except possibly Jeruth. “You’re going to tell me about the council’s plans for me, right?” I asked.

“Of course,” said Syral. “I said I would.” He kissed me again, his tongue brushing against my lips, his voice muffled as he spoke. “But first we can have a little fun.”

“Fun?” I asked, barely able to get the words out through the kissing.

Syral used his grip on my backside to push my groin to his, and I could feel the tip of his shaft rubbing against my belly. His finger slipped into me, sliding against my inner walls, stroking gently.

 “What are you doing?” I asked, fighting down a squeak. It definitely felt good, but it was odd…

“I’m just…inspecting you.” Rub, rub, rub. I could feel him stroke within me, quickening my breathing.

“W-with your finger?”

“Different inspections require different tools,” he said, his maw widening in a playful smile. “And while you don’t have draconic blood, you certainly seem to be a sorceress of an entirely different sort…the males you’ve bred with rave about your talents. Xael and Beloth in particular. Both of them tried to convince me to let them breed you again.” He continued to stroke within me, twisting his claw against my inner walls.

I nibbled on my lower lip. The feeling of Syral stroking my insides was good, very good, but this was a strange line of questioning. “You said n-no, right? It’s against the rules…”

“It’s against the rules,” Syral echoed, his other hand sliding under my tail. A probing digit explored, settling against my tailhole, rubbing that in concert with the stroking inside my sex. “Speaking of, someone’s had you under your tail before, haven’t they?”

Memories of Jeruth and our ‘encounter’ the last breeding season, after Beloth and Xael had mated with me, rushed back to me. After I’d done my duty with the two blue twins, I’d stumbled upon him in a breeding chamber…I had let Jeruth take my tailhole. I had quite enjoyed it, and memories of the firm, hard mating flashed into my mind. I remembered him entering me, and the firm thumping against my body… I’d planned on doing the same thing again, after this season’s mating, if I could.

The thought of it was exciting. I felt my face get all warm, the flesh under my scales flushing with blood. “I…” How could he possibly feel such a thing? “H-how did you know about that?” I asked, fearful of the response.

He shrugged playfully. “A female walks in a certain way after breeding, and a different way after…other activities. Many eyes saw you limping away from Jeruth’s chambers, your whole body dripping seed…” Perhaps sensing my concern, his tail swayed behind him. “Oh, don’t worry, it’s a good thing. You were bred nicely, both of your sessions, there’s no problem with having a little fun.”

“That’s a relief,” I said, biting down on my lower lip. Syral stroking of my sex was incredibly distracting.

Syral tilted his head, curiously, feeling around my tight entrance. “My, my…Jeruth really did quite the number on you.” He felt around, his finger pushing a little in, up to the first knuckle, the tip of his blunt claw scraping against my insides.

I stifled a soft squeak. “H-he was quite big, yes. And one of my assigned breeding partners.” True, even if it was in the past, and I wanted to emphasise that part of it. “There was plenty of seed so, I-I didn’t think it was a problem…”

“It’s not a problem,” he said, curling his digit inside me, scratching at the roof of my passage with the blunt tip of his claw. “You’re far from the only one who enjoys such things.”

“I thought I was the only one,” I confessed. “Apart from Jeruth of course.”

“The council might disagree with that,” said Syral.

Mention of the council made me remember that, despite how nice it was to have Syral fingering me like that, I had another reason for being here with him. “Is that what the council want from me? To mate with me?” I wanted to serve them in any way I could, even if all they wanted was to use my body for whatever purposes they desired.

Syral emitted a low chuckle. “I know at least some of them they absolutely will, Taeni my dear. Them and others. You see, the council not only need special kobolds to relieve their various…needs…but your body will serve others’ needs as well, believe me.” He eagerly slid his finger out of my sex and away from my tailhole. “We can start with my needs, now you’re warmed up.”

I wasn’t imagining it: he definitely wanted me. Being honest with myself, I had kind of suspected it, what with him asking me to meet him out to the middle of nowhere. I wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with doing things with him; during our inspection he had spilt his seed on my back, and leaked a small amount into my mouth, and although I had not been against such things—images and memories flashed back into my head, of his taste, his scent—that was different. That was part of inspection. Just an accident. “I can’t,” I said, shaking my head. “The rules don’t allow it. You’re not my scheduled breeding partner.”

He clicked his tongue. “Interesting you should say that,” he said, resettling his digit over my tailhole, pressing it against me once more. Squeak. “Many other females have said the same thing, standing right where you’re standing now.”

I nodded, fighting the urge to squirm as his finger worked inside me. “That’s wise of them,” I said. I really wanted to know more about what the council had planned for me, but…I simply could not give Syral what he wanted. “The rules should not be broken. If the head of the breeders found out, they would have me executed.”

“The head of the breeders,” said Syral, his finger curling inside my body, “who is me.”

That was an excellent point. I squeaked softly again. It felt good, him touching me like that, and I had liked how Jeruth had taken me there. Plus, I was intensely curious about the council’s plans for me, and we were alone in these tunnels, nobody would ever know…

“B-but…”

“I think,” said Syral, leaning forward to kiss me again, “you should make sure that my piece is ready.”

That was how things were done. “Okay,” I said. That could do no harm. I slowly wiggled my hips around until Syral’s finger slid away from me—the wiggling seemed to excite him, however, and his shaft left a thick trail of white seed on my belly. I slid down, resettling myself on my knees, giving a cautious look over my shoulder. If anyone saw us…

“Nobody’s coming,” said Syral, cupping my chin and turning it back toward his thick, throbbing shaft. “Don’t worry.”

I couldn’t help but worry a little bit. “What about your assistants?”

Syral grinned down at me. “One day they might earn the right to have a little fun with you,” he said, “but for now, they will ensure we are not interrupted.”

I trusted his guarantee and this wouldn’t take long. I shuffled forward, bumping my nose to the head of his shaft, thick and throbbing out in the air. I kissed the tip, pressing it against my lips, savouring his familiar, salty taste. Last breeding session I had tasted his seed, this time was no different. Musky, salty, but attractive.

Syral slid his hand to the back of my head, gently nudging me down. I took the hint, opening my maw wider, pushing my lips down over his shaft, sliding it against my tongue until it filled my mouth, my nose snug up against his belly, his shaft throbbing slightly against the inside of my maw.

“Nnnf,” said Syral, rubbing the back of my head, stroking a digit between my spines. “Dragon Gods alight, Taeni…I swear you’ve gotten even better.”

Had I? That seemed unlikely. I slowly raised my head back up, kissed his tip once more, then bobbed my head back down. As his shaft disappeared into my throat he shivered, a pleasured sensation that ran from his tail up his spine. 

Bob, bob, bob. Each time I went down, the tip of Syral’s shaft nudged up against the back of my throat, probing deeply, but I was used to that sensation by now. I kept my lips wrapped firmly around his shaft, leaving it slick with my saliva. 

“Good, good,” said Syral, tilting his head back, his tail lashing faster behind him. “Good…”

It felt good to be appreciated. I moved a little faster, curling my tail up under my knees, using it as a cushion. I put my left hand at the base of his shaft, spending a moment making little strokes with my hand, my lips pressed against the tip of his member, kissing it again and again.

Syral seemed to like that. His tail twitched in pleasure behind him, and his shaft pulsed against my lips and my hand, a sure sign he was enjoying it all. He scraped a claw across my scales, stroking firmly.

I released his shaft, taking in his whole shaft once more. It sank eagerly into my mouth despite the size—perhaps he was right, and there was some part of this that relied on practice and skill, because it did seem a little easier than in the past. The join between my lips and his flesh made a wet slurp as I came up, and I felt his shaft stiffen, throbbing gently.

I knew what was happening. Syral always seemed the excitable sort—he once emptied his load over my back just from licking me a few times. He pushed down on the back of my head and I quite eagerly took the hint, slurping up his shaft, taking it into my mouth as deeply as I could, the swollen tip nudging against the back of my throat.

“Nnnf,” said Syral, gasping softly, his breath coming through his nose. “Oh yes, Dragon Gods…” He shuddered, the motion moving from his tail up his whole body, and I suckled as firmly as I could, ready for what I knew was about to come. 

Thick, warm ropes of seed splattered into my mouth, rich and salty, spraying in deep. Syral’s load was impressive—not quite as much as Jeruth’s, of course—but it was still a welcome feeling after being without for so long, and try as I might, I couldn’t possibly swallow it all. A thick, gooey trail of the stuff ran down from the corner of my mouth, dribbling down to my chin. No matter what I did, I could never seem to contain it all. Kobolds were messy breeders. I tried to swallow as much as I could, each effort making wet slurping noises.

“Ahh, ahh, ahh…” Syral pressed his hand to the back of my head, rubbing along my spines, keeping my head firmly planted on his crotch. I didn’t mind, and it helped the seal a little as he filled my mouth with salty fluid.

Eventually, after a few moments, I felt the splattering against my mouth ease to a trickle. Drops of seed splattered on the stone below me, dribbling down from my chin. I kept myself pressed down as deeply as possible, slurping lewdly and swallowing, all to try and keep as much of it inside me as I could. This was the first time I’d had a full load of his inside my mouth, and I had to admit, it tasted nicer in a great volume.

Or maybe I was just getting more used to having kobolds lay their seed in my mouth. Either way was fine.

“That’s very nice work,” said Syral, grinning widely down at me. “I’ve never had a female suckle me to climax so quickly. And you took almost all of it, too…”

“Mmmph.” I tried to smile up to him in return, as best I could, his firm, throbbing shaft still deeply lodged in my mouth. Another trickle ran down my lips. “Mmm hmmph.”

“You did well,” said Syral, finally easing up the grip on the back of my head. “Sincerely incredible. I see what the others were ranting about now. You have a gifted tongue.”

I raised my mouth up, keeping my lips pressed against Syral’s tip, kissing it gently, each time taking away a thick glob of his seed and swallowing it. I set my hand on the base of his shaft, stroking gently, each motion bringing up a thick glob of the stuff. “That’s a good thing, right?” I asked between slurpy-kisses.

“It is for me,” said Syral, lifting his hand up away from my head, stretching his hands above his head, his back emitting a soft crack as he did so.

“I bet,” I said, the flow from his shaft ebbing to a trickle. I looked up at him expectedly. “So, about the council…”

Syral smiled and cupped his hand under my sticky chin. “Oh Taeni,” he said, the edges of his mouth turning up. “You’re going to be made into a full-time breeder and…diplomat.”

I was a bit confused. I gave Syral’s tip one more kiss, swallowed, then clambered back up to my feet, my mouth full of his sticky fluid. I clapped my lips together a few times, working out the stiffness. “Full time?” I asked, “but how would that work? I can only carry one egg at once…”

“It’s not about eggs,” said Syral. “Not for full time breeders, and certainly not for diplomats. There’s no schedule; you’re just required to entertain visitors whatever way they please. And, of course, any council members who might need their particular needs serviced…”

“Visiting kobolds?” I asked, curious. The whole thing sounded like an easy life; much easier than farming bugs. And, of course, if I was ordered to, that would be my new task.

“Often,” he said, “but not always. Visiting kobolds bring new blood into the community; there is a breeders exchange, so be prepared for that, but I suggest that at least some of your eggs in the future will be sired by the council.”

That was agreeable to me. More than agreeable. I barely felt worthy.

“Thank you,” I said, not sure of what else to say.

Syral smiled amusedly. “She lets me fill her mouth and then thanks me.” He gave my backside a firm swat. “The council are going to love breeding you, little Taeni, and so will I.”

Squeak. It felt good to have him touch my backside like that, but his words got my attention. I tilted my head. “You’re part of the breeding that happens there?”

“Of course,” said Syral, emitting a playful chuckle. “You’ll have my seed in more places than your mouth, little one. Soon enough.”

Soon it would be my turn to breed again, as was my duty, but I had missed the feeling of the stuff in my mouth. I wiped the salty goo from my lip and smiled widely. “I think I’d like that.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter II

Breaking the Rules

 

Syral sent me back to the city alone. He said he had important business to attend to and that I should return to my duties. After a short walk, I came upon his two bodyguards, standing watch at the only tunnel that lead to where I’d knelt and suckled their master.

They both watched me with an eagerness I found fascinating. Unlike before, when I had arrived, now they too were fully erect, their red shafts throbbing in the open air.

I felt like it was some kind of distress signal. As though their loins were aching and only my mouth could give them the relief they craved. They probably imagined themselves in Syral’s place, my lips wrapped around their kobold-hoods, struggling to keep their seed in my mouth…

They didn’t move out of the way. The tunnel was narrow. I turned sideways, squeezing past them, smiling lopsidedly as I—for a brief moment—was pinned between the two of them, one shaft nudging at the base of my tail, the other poking at my belly. I was a rusty kobold pinned between two bright red ones.

It would be an absolute lie to say that I didn’t stay there just a fraction of a moment longer than I needed to, before I wiggled past them, casually bumping each of them in turn with my tail.

“Sorry,” I said, giving a playful half smile.

One of them grinned at me, his eyes flicking down to my backside. “Not a problem,” he said, glancing to his companion before returning his gaze to my body. “I’ll accept your more formal apology later.”

Syral surely wouldn’t mind. With a little smile, I slipped further down the tunnel and away from them, thinking delightful thoughts.

Slowly, slowly, my mind returned to normal.

What was I thinking?! I wiped at my lips. Taking Syral’s load into my mouth was one thing; it had felt good and I’d gained a lot of useful information about what my future might hold, but…the things I’d said to the guards. How I’d teased them deliberately. I’d wanted to suckle them, too, and they were offering me nothing but a lot of risk—not only from the rules of the city in general, but from Syral, too, if he didn’t like that.

I got the distinct impression that he wanted my body all to himself.

Stupid Taeni, stupid! I’d been high on the mating scent, on the taste of Syral that I’d let my brain run away from me. Stupid bug farmer, getting a belly full of seed and letting it mess with her common sense.

As I got closer to the city I suddenly felt in way, way over my head.

What was I doing here?

“Taeni?” A familiar voice caught my attention, jerking me out of my thoughts. Jeruth, standing there with his miners pickaxe, a disbelieving look on his face. “What in the name of the Dragon Gods are you doing down here?”

I bounded up to him happily, my tail swishing behind me. Suddenly, all the plans and schemes of the council—and Syral—vanished from my mind. “Surprised to see a bug farmer this far down in the mines?” I asked, grinning at him.

He grinned right back, setting his pickaxe down on the ground and wrapping his arms around me. “Yes, but it’s a pleasant surprise.”

I snuggled up to him as much as I could. “I haven’t seen you in a while,” I said, bumping my nose to his.

To my surprise, I felt his hand settle over my backside, giving a firm, lingering squeeze. “Believe me, your presence has been sorely missed.”

“Y-you as well,” I said, barely suppressing a soft squeak. My face suddenly felt very hot.

Jeruth pressed his chest against my front, his snout barely an inch away from mine, hands snugly around me. “How did the egg laying go?” he asked, his other hand also settling itself on my backside, a finger of his sliding under my tail. It quickly found its way to my tailhole, nudging pointedly.

I buried my face into his shoulder, giving off a muffled squeak. There was just something intensely lewd about all of it; any kobold could come around the corner at any point and see us. “I-it was good,” I said. “I did my d-duty…”

“I’m glad you did,” said Jeruth, pressing his digit against my tailhole, pushing it against me, slipping the tip inside my body, stretching my entrance slightly. “And I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

I jumped a bit as I felt his finger wiggle against my inner passage. It felt nice—it reminded me of pleasant things—but I wasn’t really expecting Jeruth to do this. To be truthful, I did want him, but it was against the rules to breed with anyone outside of their assigned partner.

The penalty was execution. For being aberrant. For refusing the lawful commands of the city rulers.

But…I really wanted to.

“We shouldn’t be seen,” I said, breathing through my nose as Jeruth’s digit pressed into me a little further.

“So let’s not be seen,” he said, casually stepping back, walking with me, his finger still lodged within me, until we came to a small alcove that lead to an air shaft. It was little more than a nook; a space barely big enough for the two of us. “Nobody comes in here.” Jeruth smiled playfully, wiggling his finger a little more. “Except me.”

Then the room seemed like it was ideal. I bit down on my lower lip to stop myself from squeaking, and then wiggled around until my chest was against the rock of the cavern and Jeruth’s chest was against my back. I made sure to keep my legs together, but my tail lifted up and out of the way. 

Jeruth’s finger continued to explore inside me. “Beautiful,” he said, pressing his chest against my back. I heard a wet slurp as he licked several of his free fingers, then reached down and touched his shaft, wetting it with his saliva. “I’ve been wanting this ever since…ever since I last saw you.” 

“Ever since then?” With my chest still firmly pushed against the stone, I twisted around to look at him, raising an eyeridge. “I would have thought you’d have forgotten about me…”

“How could I forget you?” Jeruth nudged the swollen tip of his shaft up into my rumpcleft, sliding it back and forth against the cheeks of my backside, his hands sliding to my hips. “Having you only fuelled my desire to do it all again,” he said, sliding his finger out from my tailhole, but almost immediately himself up until his shaft nudged up under my tail. The tip was damp, cool, glistening with his saliva, my entrance exposed because of his finger work.

I sucked in breath as the tip of Jeruth’s shaft pressed to my tailhole. I’d felt him there before…that had been remarkably pleasurable. This would be no different, I was sure. Slowly he pushed forward, spreading me lewdly, the thick member pushing past my tight entrance, the tip sliding into my body. I squeaked loudly, biting down on my lower lip. “A-are you sure this is okay?” I barely managed, a strange question to ask with half his cock inside me.

Jeruth didn’t answer. His claws dug into my hips as he slid forward, pressing his thick, eager shaft into my tailhole, until his backside was flush against my rump. His strong hips pushed me up against the cool stone of the alcove. I could feel him inside me, the thick length of his shaft throbbing against my inner walls, a pleasurable sensation to be sure. It was in deep…much deeper than his finger had been.

Concerns about what we were doing danced in my head. I felt his warm breath on my neck. I pushed back against him, curling my tail around his waist, tugging him in closer. I squeezed my muscles around him, running my claws against his sides. It hurt feeling his large, throbbing shaft inside me, but less than it had the first time, and as I started to relax and enjoy it, the painful sensation started to fade along with my worries.

Slowly, slowly, Jeruth slid himself almost completely out of my tailhole, leaving just the tip of his shaft within me. Then he pushed back in, hilting himself within my body. His groin hit my backside with a gentle bump, pushing my chest against the stone.

I squeezed him with my tail, arching my back slightly, feeling the change in posture adjust him inside me. It felt so strange to have a male inside my tailhole, but it also felt good. Not quite the same way that breeding was, but this was…something else. Something different. Something exciting.

Jeruth kissed the back of my neck, delivering little smooches to my spines, working up the back of my neck to my head. I could feel him wanting me; he wanted to go deep, go hard, and I wanted him to as well.

“Just do it,” I breathed, rubbing my tail around his middle.

Thump. Squeak! He pushed into me firmly, deeply, his groin slapping against my backside, his thick, heavy shaft stretching my tailhole. I pulled him close with my tail, arching my back, desperate to take him in deeper. He pushed with his hips, each rough thump pushing me up against the wall, his thick shaft driving deeply into my body.

There wasn’t much I could do but press back against him when I could, squeezing his middle with my tail. Each thrust, deep and raw, felt amazing; it was even better than the first time he’d taken me there. Lewd and strong. Deep. Punctuated with a soft squeak.

“Harder,” I whispered, closing my eyes, pushing my backside back against him as much as I could manage. I squeezed him using my inner muscles, tightening my tailhole around his shaft.

Jeruth seemed to like me squeezing him; he groaned softly, his strong hands gripping my hips, using the grip for leverage. Then he went harder, just as I’d asked; his body pressed up tightly against mine, sliding back and forth, pressing me against the alcove’s wall. It felt good to be sandwiched between hard, unyielding stone and Jeruth’s firm chest.

I bit down on my lower lip to muffle my squeaking. Damnable squeak! Yet I could barely help it; every one of Jeruth’s rough, eager thrusts excited me, tingled my whole body in a way that nothing had ever done before, not even him. There was just something different about it all…either the way he was doing it, or something about the area.

Or maybe it was me. I was changing. I was becoming more and more engaged with mating, and enjoying even having males in my tailhole.

Jeruth worked faster and faster, harder and harder, deeper and deeper. The more he worked me, the greater my excitement grew. Soon my breathing came in ragged gasps, and my tail trembled around his body. I couldn’t stop squeaking; I just felt the pleasure grow and grow, my whole body tingling with joyous energy, as though pleasant sparkles were dancing along my spine.

I reached behind me, gripping his hips, holding him close. My claws dug into his scales, scraping along them, gripping him tightly and holding his thumping, rocking body close against mine.

Jeruth drove his shaft deeply into my tailhole, burying his member right up to the hilt, and I felt waves of hot, sticky seed spray into my body, splashing in waves, lewd ropes of the stuff splattering against my insides.

It felt amazing. I whimpered happily, squeezing Jeruth’s throbbing member with my tailhole, milking as much of his seed into my body as possible. 

I wanted it all to stay within me but it just wasn’t possible. Jeruth’s load was so much larger this time than even his first in me; wave after wave splattered into my tailhole, utterly drenching it with his seed, multiple trickles leaking out of my body, running down each leg, creating white, gooey rivers slowly trickling down towards the stone floor.

“Ahh, ahh, ahh,” I gasped, Jeruth’s chest pressed tightly up against my back, his shaft throbbing and pulsing within me, relentlessly pumping even more of his seed into my body. My tailhole was stretched and raw, bruised and pounded roughly, but full of Jeruth’s delightful seed. It soothed the ache. “That was…that was…”

“That was amazing,” said Jeruth, smiling over my shoulder at me.

I smiled back, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement.

One of Syral’s bodyguards, staring right at us.

“Wait!” I said, trying to talk to him before he raised the alarm. “It’s not what you think!”

Jeruth jerked himself out of me, twisting around, trying to hide his crotch—but the bodyguard saw everything. Saw Jeruth’s shaft, dribbling down onto the stone, and my exposed tailhole absolutely dripping with seed. He saw and he knew.

For a moment, for a brief moment, I thought the guard would not say anything. His own shaft was firm and tall, and he had followed me after all—maybe he would accept some kind of trade. He could have my tailhole too, in exchange for his silence. He looked at me with a pronounced eagerness, a distinct longing, and I had teased him earlier…maybe it would be okay. I arched my back a little more, showing off more of my seed-splattered tailhole, trying to silently tempt him…

“You’re both coming with me,” he said, his eyes affixed on my tailhole, his reluctance palpable. “You’ve broken the rules.”

*****

We were obedient kobolds. Jeruth and I went with him.

It was difficult to walk as I was, my tailhole bruised, sore and dripping. I had to keep my tail lifted up high to keep it from stinging as I moved. The guard walked behind us and I felt his eyes on my hindquarters the whole way back to Emparsdon. He seemed to really like watching me walk; we accidentally took two wrong turns and had to backtrack at length, either because he was too distracted, or because he deliberately wanted to watch my dripping tailhole for as long as possible.

“It’s not what you think,” said Jeruth. “We weren’t—”

“Shut up,” said the guard.

“No, it—”

“Shut up!” The guard clicked his tongue angrily, his tail lashing. “No more talking.”

That was all the protesting we could manage. He walked us through the main bazaar of the city, a huge open space packed with kobolds. My…condition…drew many curious eyes, almost all male. My exposed, dripping tailhole seemed to be utterly alluring to any male who saw it.

My heart sank when I saw where we were being lead.

The Council Tower. A huge spire in the centre of the city which housed our people’s leaders. The tip was the the main council chambers. I had never even been inside the building. Jeruth wouldn’t have either. We exchanged a brief, fearful look.

This was bad.

Right before the door, a familiar white-scaled face burst out of the crowd, her face worried and confused. Kayeli.

“Wait,” she said, her eyes also drawn to my hindquarters. “Wait…where are you taking my friend?”

“Your friend,” said the guard through gritted teeth, “was found mating with this male in the corridors. I’m taking them to the council for judgement.”

Kayeli’s white eyes widened. “No, you can’t! They’ll kill her!”

“Such is the punishment for those who breed out of order.”

Kayeli folded her arms. “I’m coming with you,” she said. “I’ll talk to them, convince them to let you go!”

“No!” said Jeruth. “You can’t, it won’t work!”

Too late. The guard grabbed Kayeli’s arm, pulled open the door, and pushed us all through.

On the other side of the door was a wide stone spiral staircase. Each step was marked with the seal of Emparsdon, our city. Two dragons chasing each other. The Council used it for their official communications and marks.

“Up,” said the guard.

“Wait,” I said, holding out my hands and trying my best smile. “What’s your name?”

He glared at me. “Ix.”

“Ix, Ix…you-you don’t have to do this, you know.” I spun around, sliding a hand under my tail and lifting it, wiggling my hips. “You can have my tailhole if you want. Just let us go when you’re done.”

Ix’s eyes were drawn to my tailhole, still dribbling stickiness. Almost subconsciously, it seemed, his hands extended for me, claws gripping my backside and giving a tight, lingering squeeze. One of his digits found its way to my sticky tailhole, rubbing lewdly…the stretched, bruised flesh opened easily for it, and he pushed his digit into the sticky mess.

I bit my lip and arched my back a little, trying not to look at Kayeli and Jeruth. We needed him to accept…

“No,” said Ix, seeming to pull out of the trance, pulling back his sticky hand. “No.” He reached out and wiped his hand clean on my back, leaving thick trails of goo on my scales. “It’s against the rules. Up. All of you.”

It was worth a try. Jeruth went first, then Kayeli, then me. Ix came last, his eyes transfixed on my hindquarters as I climbed.

Up and up and up and and up. The stairs seemed endless. We passed stone door after door; to where each lead, I had no idea. 

Finally we reached the top, to a large set of ornate steel double doors, each with a dragon’s head for a handle. There were two guards there, spears in hand.

Ix approached one and whispered to him.

“Wait here,” said the door guard. He knocked on the door, listened a moment, and then pushed it open a crack, slipped inside and was gone. Ix followed him inside.

“Well,” I said when we were alone, “I think this is…bad.”

Kayeli managed a little smile. “I’d kind of hoped we’d meet again, Jeruth, but under somewhat different circumstances.”

“Mmm?” asked Jeruth, smiling a little too, reaching around and giving my sticky backside a playful squeeze. “Jealous?”

“Of course!” said Kayeli, folding her arms. “It’s a crying shame that we’re going to be killed before you put your seed in my tailhole.”

I wasn’t quite sure what to say. “I don’t think there’s time, unfortunately,” I said.

“Such a shame,” said Kayeli, tsking quietly. She leaned over and kissed Jeruth, grinding her front up against his for a moment, and then she turned and kissed me as well, similarly moving herself against my front. Which felt odd.

Then we stood around awkwardly for a moment, and the door opened.

“Enter,” said a deep voice from the other side.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter III

Punishment

 

The three of us stepped inside. I tried to keep my tailhole clenched as tightly as possible—not that it would do any good. So much had spilt down my legs already. Jeruth had really done a number on me. We briefly exchanged a look; he knew we were all in big trouble.

But we deserved it. We all went to our fate.

The room was narrow and long, the floor worked stone and the walls draped in tapestries. Up against the far wall was an elaborate onyx chair, perched upon a raised dais. Sitting in the chair was a tall, muscular kobold with broad shoulders, green scales, and bright red eyes. He regarded us with curious, interested eyes as we entered.

I knew this kobold. Lord Qrul the Dragonwise, one of the members of the council. A lower ranking one—the lowest, probably—but still more than qualified to deal with us and what we had done.

All of us fell on our faces; Kayeli, myself, and Jeruth. Ix and the door guard remained standing but dipped their heads reverently.

We were doomed. 

“So,” said Qrul, his voice deep and commanding, eyes affixed on me. “What have we here? Rust coloured scales, beautiful face, attractive tail…you must be the infamous Taeni.”

I could barely manage the courage to look up at him. He was so intimidating; so strong and tall and powerful, not only physically, but politically, too. He could have us all killed with a word. “I-I do not think I am infamous,” I stammered out. “I am nobody.”

That seemed to amuse him. He leaned forward in his chair. “Hardly,” said Qrul. “Syral will hardly shut up about you. About the lips he so admires, the tailhole he wants to claim, the eggs he wants to put in you…Dragon Gods, I can see why.” He made a slow, ‘approach’ gesture with his claw. “Come. Let me take a better look at you.”

I crawled forward on my hands and knees. I could feel the eyes of the others on my behind, on my sex, on my tailhole, on the goo that still leaked from the latter. There was no point in trying to hide it any more. I crawled closer to the large elevated throne with as much humility as I could muster, and as I reached the dais, I stopped.

“Closer,” said Qrul, grinning eagerly at me. “Stand.”

Meekly I slid onto the stone dais and clambered to my feet. I was ready for his punishment, whatever it would be.

Qrul’s eyes ran over me, from my snout, down my chest and abdomen, to my sticky groin, and my feet, then back up again. Slowly, he twirled his claw, and I obediently turned. I felt his eyes drink in the sight of my backside—how I wished I could hide it!—splattered with Jeruth’s seed.

My face felt hot when I finally came to face him again.

Qrul said nothing for a time, looking at me, a wide, eager smile on his face. Then he looked past me to Ix. “Guardian Ix, what crime did this kobold commit?”

“I would imagine her crime is plain,” said Ix. “Her tailhole has been…used. Without authorisation, against the schedule. By the male.”

“Fetch Syral,” said Qrul to his door guard, then turned his attention back to Syral’s man. “How did you discover this?”

“I discovered them in the line of duty.”

Qrul considered, placing his chin in his hands. “And the female? What crime did she commit?”

“She wanted to plead Taeni’s case.”

That gave him pause. “Then she will share Taeni’s fate.” His eyes returned to me. “Well then,” he said, his words slow and deliberate, “your friend will share your fate.”

I did not know what to say.

“Tell me of your breeding history,” said Qrul, a pointed edge to his tone. “And not what I can read in Syral’s tomes. The truth. Everyone who’s ever laid their seed in you, on you, around you…and where.”

A difficult question to answer, not because I didn’t know, but because it might…implicate me. “I-…”

“The truth,” said Qrul. “Tell me.”

“J-Jeruth was my first,” I said. “He…he laid his seed in my mouth, in my sex…I laid a strong egg for the community.” Maybe mentioning that would help.

Qrul gestured for me to continue.

“Syral, was next—on my back and in my mouth, as well. During the inspection.”

“Naughty naughty,” said Qrul.

I fought hard to continue. “Kayeli cleaned me up, and then…Beloth in my mouth, and Xael on m-my…” I felt hot all over, discussing all this. “On my backside as well. Then I tasted Xael, just a little, and bred with them both. I don’t know which one fertilised me, but again, I laid.”

“But those were all authorised,” said Qrul, “more or less.”

“J…Jeruth.” I tried to keep the stammer out of my voice. “After they had bred me, Jeruth t-took my tailhole.”

“Mmm.” Qrul seemed interested in that, eyes flicking to my groin. “And then?”

“Then n-nothing until today. Syral laid seed in my mouth, and Jeruth in my t-tailhole.”

“Fairly experienced, I see. Good.” Qrul digested that for a time. “Well then,” he said, the tip of his tail twitching. “We should get on with your punishment, shouldn’t we?”

I swallowed and nodded. “Of course, Lord Dragonwise.”

Qrul’s strong, clawed hands reached out for my throat and I closed my eyes. I felt his fingers slide around my tender flesh, stroking against my scales; the scales of the neck were weak, thin, to aid mobility…slowly he pressed the tips of his claws against me, and slowly…slowly…pulled my head down.

I opened my eyes to find my head placed right into his lap, Qrul’s limp shaft in front of my nose. It smelt musky and strong, masculine. Powerful. He gently pulled me down to my hands and knees.

“I want to see for myself,” he said, “the kind of talent Syral would risk his neck for.”

Was this the punishment? I wasn’t sure. I nosed at Qrul’s green shaft; it swelled slightly, responding to the touch. I carefully flicked out my tongue, licking his shaft from the base to the tip. It grew before my eyes and a shiver of pleasure from its owner jostled it. I bit my lip to keep a squeak in, and when I was sure it was gone, I licked again, slowly and deliberately.

Qrul gently nudged my head down; I complied, opening my mouth fully and accepting his thick, throbbing shaft against my tongue. It nudged up against the back of my throat, sliding in deeply. Squeak!

“Good,” hissed Qrul, keeping one hand on the back of my head, his emerald shaft throbbing against my cheeks. He reached around behind me, taking a hold of the tip of my tail, dragging it up along my back, exposing my hindquarters to Jeruth, Ix and Kayeli. “Very good.”

I bobbed my head, slowly suckling his shaft, barely able to keep half of it within me. I liked its feeling; it reminded me of Jeruth’s one, thick and heavy and full of promise. Warm, salty fluid leaked onto my tongue as I suckled. Every time his shaft nudged against my throat I squeaked faintly.

“You too,” he said over my shoulder, to Kayeli. “Time for you to be punished as well.”

My friend scurried forward, settling herself in beside me on all fours, her side nudged up against mine. We exchanged a brief, cautious glance.

Qrul lifted my head, his shaft slipping free of my lips with a wet pop. He let go of me, moving his hand over to Kayeli’s head, pushing it down on her as he had to me, the thick head of his shaft parting her lips and pushing into her mouth. His other hand lifted her tail, as well, draping it across her back as mine was.

Despite her eagerness she didn’t seem as capable as I could. Barely half of Qrul’s shaft managed its way inside her before she choked, eyes going wide.

Qrul reluctantly let her up. “Not so good,” he said, returning his hand to the back of my head, rubbing fondly. “But this one…this one is very talented.”

Kayeli rubbed her mouth, looking distinctly disappointed. Her tail curled around mine, squeezing gently.

He glanced to Jeruth. “Tell me, what was her tailhole like, to fill? Her sex? What was it like to take her, to breed her, to lay her seed in her as you have done?”

“It was divine,” said Jeruth, sincerely. “The absolute best I’ve ever had, bar none.”

“Intriguing,” said Qrul.

Faint shouting reached my ears. The door swung open, revealing the two door guards and Syral. Kayeli bumped against me as she turned to look as well.

“Release me!” shouted Syral, struggling and kicking. “I am the leader of the breeders! There has been a mistake!”

The guards roughly threw him on the floor. He hissed and rubbed his elbows.

“Welcome Syral,” said Qrul, gently pushing my head down against his lap once more. “You’re just in time.”

I took Qrul’s shaft back into my maw, thick member throbbing against my lips as it pushed past, into my throat once more. I could taste Kayeli’s scent on him as his member slid back and forth. Her tail squeezed mine.

Syral, realising now that he was in serious trouble, cowered on the floor. “A thousand pardons, but…time for what, Lord Dragonwise?”

Qrul stroked the back of my head as I suckled his shaft, twitching in pleasure as his shaft bobbed in my mouth. “Enjoying the view?” he asked Syral, a faint purr in his voice. “Two females, presenting their hindquarters to you, my cock in the maw of your favourite?”

“It is extraordinary,” said Syral. I felt his eyes on the pair of us as I slurped noisily. “Exciting. I am full of envy.”

“Do you desire only Taeni, or her friend as well?”

“For both,” admitted Syral. “But long have I lusted for Taeni—”

Qrul cut him off. “I do not care.” He turned to Ix. “And you, Guardian who did his duty and reported her crimes, do you enjoy the sight too?”

“Of course,” said Ix, sincerity and excitement dripping from his words. “When it comes next time for me to mate, I hope I can breed with either one so beautiful.”

Qrul laughed playfully as he pushed my head down even further, the thick head of his shaft pressing to the back of my throat, a wide smile on his face. I squeaked a muffled squeak. “Why wait? Guardian Ix, you did very well to bring this one and her friend to me. Claim your reward. In the name of the council, I order you to breed with Taeni.”

Ix barely hesitated a heartbeat, scrambling forward, his claws scraping against the stone. He slid up behind me on the stone dais, quickly standing behind my exposed hindquarters.

I kept my tail up nice and high, squeezed around Kayeli’s. This might be our only chance to redeem ourselves…I slurped at Qrul’s thick shaft, taking it as deeply as I could into my mouth.

“And you,” said Qrul to Jeruth, shivering slightly at all the attention I was giving him. “You…come and take the other’s mouth, as Syral breeds her. I shall enjoy watching you both have her.”

Jeruth hesitated, claws shuffling on the stone, but he knew better than to disobey. He moved up beside the throne, in front of Kayeli’s head, and knelt, his tail curling around his feet. “Hello again,” he said to her.

“Hi!” said Kayeli, eagerly stuffing Jeruth’s shaft into her mouth. Syral moved up behind her, rubbing his hands eagerly, although his eyes flicked to my exposed nethers as he did so. I knew he wanted me.

I felt Ix’s hands stroke over my backside, his claws tracing the curves of my rear, using his grip on my rumpcheeks to ease them apart, then squeeze them together. It felt good. I wiggled a little, using my gums against Qrul’s shaft, slurping it noisily.

Kayeli pushed Jeruth’s shaft in as far as she could handle it, then slid it back out. Syral slid his groin up against her backside, seeming to waste little time; Kayeli jerked in pleasure as he pushed himself into her, their bodies melding.

Ix slipped one of his fingers under my tail, touching my tailhole, stroking in slow circles. The digit moved against my tender flesh, prodding teasingly at my sticky, seed-dripping entrance. For a moment I thought he might try something there, but he clearly knew better. Ix shuffled forward, nudging the tip of his swollen, eager shaft up against the only part of me that hadn’t had seed in it today—my sex.

Squeeeak. The lewdness of it all was almost too much for me, but the high pitched, embarrassing noise was muffed by the thick meat of Qrul’s shaft in my maw. I kept bobbing my head, gripping his member with my lips, feeling more of that warm, familiar, salty taste on my lips. His was saltier than others I’d tasted, but its musk was…enticing. I flicked my tongue against the head and was rewarded with a little more.

Ix’s shaft pressed against me, gently spreading my nethers, his firm, hard tip pressing into me, stretching my passage lewdly. The force of his entrance pushed me further onto Qrul; I could barely move my head back, only feel Ix push in deeper, until his groin pressed up snug and tight to my damp, sticky backside, his shaft firmly lodged within me.

 It had been too long since some kobold had bred me. It felt like an age, even though I knew it had only been a breeding cycle. Still, I relished feeling Ix inside me; his strong member throbbed against my inner walls, scraping them teasingly as he withdrew, only to plunge back in, his groin slapping against my rump. The force of the impact pushed Qrul’s member deeper into my throat; I tilted my head back, letting him go as deep as he could.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Syral bucked against Kayeli, his body meeting hers, member driving in deeply. Simultaneously, Ix pounded at my body, driving me forward as well. Kayeli took Jeruth’s shaft into her mouth with much more grace than she had Qrul’s, while I…I seemed to be able to handle it just fine. Kayeli’s side rubbed against mine, scales scraping against my own every time her body was pushed forward by Syral, then back by Jeruth.

Kayeli’s tail gripped mine like a vise, squeezing it and holding it high over my back, giving Ix plenty of access to me and Syral to her. She and I slid back and forth, all six of us working together; Syral and Ix driving their cocks into her sex and mine, respectively, while the two of us took them in our mouths. Soft moans echoed throughout the council chambers as the four males worked against us, their hips sliding back and forth, their eager shafts taking us deeply.

It was lewd, squelchy, and wonderful. Ix jostled me every time he plunged himself into my sex, the tip of his shaft nudging up against the roof of my inner passage, his claws digging into my hips. He leaned over me slightly, one of his thumbs exploring the cleft my backside, stroking up under my tail, teasing at my bruised, dripping tailhole. Slowly, gently, he began rubbing in circles around it, and in moments his digit was sticky with Jeruth’s seed.

Syral reached his climax first. I knew he would; he was always so much quicker than all the other males, especially when I was involved. He groaned and shuddered, his whole body twitching as he put his seed deep within my friend. Kayeli pushed back against him as much as she could, determined to get as much of it into her as possible, her tail squeezing mine tightly. I could smell, rather than see, seed pouring into her, filling her with wet splotch noises.

I was glad my friend would lay again. Before I could think too much more on this, I felt Qrul’s member throbbing inside my mouth. I’d had enough cocks in there to know what was about to happen. I wanted it to happen. I reached up with one hand, tracing it down his inner thigh, pressing him into my mouth as far as it could go. My nose bumped up against his belly as it slid in, and I could feel the tip twitching against the very back of my throat. It was barely enough to muffle the squeaking.

“Good,” he said, his voice quavering with pleasure. “Nnnf—very good…nnf-nnf!”

The first wave of his gooey seed sprayed into my mouth, a warm, exciting splash that gushed against the back of my throat. It was musky and salty, much like most others, but with a distinct tang to it. Did all council members taste this way, or was it a special quality of Qrul himself? A question for another day, and one I could spare no thought on as more of the delicious stuff poured into my throat. I took it in as eagerly as I could, gulping and swallowing as much as I was able with a thick slab of kobold shaft in my maw, each action accompanied by a soft squeak. But despite my efforts so much of it sprayed out, gushing over my lips and dribbling down my chin, warm, sticky and white.

“Take as much as you can,” Qrul said between groans, his hand trembling on the back of my head, keeping me pressed against him, his shaft deep down my throat. I was definitely trying. I wanted to say I will!, but there was no way I could do anything except gurgle in pleasure as he filled up my throat, spraying thick globs of seed against my mouth. “Swallow it all…”

Then Jeruth’s tail twitched and he, too, filled up Kayeli’s mouth with his fluid. I had tasted it before and knew it was good; Kayeli’s muffled moans were unsurprising as her cheeks bulged to contain the load. It sprayed out of her mouth, splattering onto Jeruth’s groin. He shuddered in pleasure, his shaft spraying onto her tongue.

I knew how she felt; when Jeruth had taken my mouth, I had made quite a mess. It was normal. I could see she was trying, but so much of it gushed out onto the stone floor. That was okay. Not even I could contain it all. It was okay.

And yet I felt…odd. I wasn’t exactly jealous of Kayeli. I had a mouth full of kobold seed as well, and Ix’s thrusting was getting harder, deeper, more erratic—soon I would have his seed in me, I knew—but…for some reason I wanted Jeruth to have my mouth instead of hers, even as my poor, bruised tailhole still dripped with his sticky juices.

Strange thoughts to be having as Ix drove himself into my sex up to the hilt, and with a low, eager groan, his shaft throbbed inside me, splashing out his own warm, sticky load into my sex, the fluid gushing against my accepting body. I clenched my inner muscles against him, trying to milk as much as possible out of him; I wanted him to breed me well.

And so he did. I think he did, anyway. Wave after wave of hot, sticky fluid gushed into my sex, filling me up, Ix’s swollen shaft stretching me lewdly. It was…less than Jeruth, even less than Xael and Beloth, but it was certainly pleasant and, I hoped, fertile.

The six of us panted and gasped—Kayeli and I with muffled noises, our mouths full of kobold—trying to get our breath back. Apart from that, the only noise was the gentle drip-drip of seed onto the stone floor from multiple sources.

“Very nice,” said Qrul, slowly rubbing the back of my head, another warm spurt of his seed splashing into my mouth. “Very nice indeed.”

I slowly, reluctantly pulled my head back from him, freeing my mouth. “Thank you,” I said, my words slightly distorted from a slight cramp in my jaw. Spittle mixed with seed dribbled from my lips, unable to be contained.

Qrul smiled down at me, his hand stroking my neck. “Return to me when you have laid,” he said. “I will have a very special task for you which will make use of your obvious…talents.”

“Of course,” I said, expecting—and desiring!—such a thing.

His tone became serious. “Lay your egg and return immediately to me,” he said, a dark edge creeping into his tone, his eyes flicking to Syral momentarily. “I will personally arrange the sire of your next egg.”

“I…will,” I said, not knowing what else to say. I had very few illusions about who that sire might be. “I’m sure I will enjoy you.”

The edges of Qrul’s mouth turned up. “Who said it would be me?”

Curious.

Ix withdrew from me, his red shaft glistening with seed, and Syral and Jeruth followed suit from Kayeli. She was a mess, glistening fluid splattered all over her thighs, backside, groin, face and lips—I could only imagine how I looked, since my tailhole had also been claimed.

The five of us—sticky, exhausted, sore kobolds—hobbled out of the council chambers without saying another word. Qrul watched me the whole way out, a huge smile on his face.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue

Dripping Wet

 

I could hardly believe we were alive. A gooey mess dribbling from three holes, but alive.

I hobbled back toward my home in the Bug Farmers Quarter, with my arm over Kayeli’s shoulder. I was definitely sore, and so was she, but against all odds, we were alive. I had been bred again, this time by one of Syral’s guards, and I looked forward to laying my next egg and contributing to the community. Ix would be a strong sire, and Qrul—I presumed—would be an even stronger one.

Jeruth had taken my tailhole, Syral my mouth, and it had gotten us all into a lot of trouble…but everything had turned out okay in the end.

I doubted very much either of them would settle with what they had enjoyed so far. Now both of them knew they could have me outside of the schedule, as long as they did not breed with me.

I had better get used to being so sore…and so happy.

 

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

 

 

 

 

 

 

Looking for more?

 

Want more sexy stuff?

 

Sign up to my mailing list here: http://eepurl.com/bRmjDL

Or email me here: danidundeeauthor@gmail.com

 

Other books by me:

 

Humans:

 

Kate’s Sexy Party

(gang-bang, college girls)

 

The Six Inch Deep Club

(virgin, first time, college girls)

 

Quinn’s Revenge

(oral, masturbation)

 

Dani’s Erotica Shorts Collection

All three of the above, now at a discount!

 

The Nun’s Lover

(nuns, oral, breeding)

 

Gender Studies 101

(student, dominant female, sneaky sex)

 

Monsters:

 

Lust of the Kobolds, Part I

Lust of the Kobolds, Part II

Last of the Kobolds, Part III

Last of the Kobolds, Part IV (coming soon!)
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