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Dramatis Persona

 


Queen Illyana – Exiled ruler of the kobold
realm

Sir George – former knight of King Roland,
now Queen Illyana’s champion

Mahrina – a serving girl in Illyana’s
home

Honoria – another serving girl

King Roland – ruler of the human realm

Queen Lenore – Roland’s wife

Duchess Carmin – Roland’s mistress

Earl Edmund – Carmin’s husband


Part Three

The Next Day

 


When George awoke the next morning he felt
Ilyana’s warm body next to his. He didn’t move, not for fear of
waking her, but for fear of the pain that would surely accompany
the morning. He had been in enough battles, been wounded and
battered enough to know that the day after a fight was often more
painful than the previous day, after the excitement and bloodlust
had faded there was little more than pain and aches that would only
abate with time.

Except that wasn’t the case this morning.
When he cautiously moved his limbs, slowly at first and then with
increasing incredulity, George discovered the aches weren’t there
and he could move freely. Upon inspection of his body he noted that
all the minor wounds, the little cuts, the scrapes and abrasions
were gone but for a minor reddening of the skin. Most of the
bruises had also vanished. The worst of it was some minor soreness
about his torso where he was certain the Beast of Regnar had
cracked a few ribs.

“Are you pleased?” Ilyana asked as she woke
up and stretched, letting the bedclothes fall from her body to show
off her full breasts.

“How did you do this?” he asked, already
knowing the answer.

She lightly ran her hands down the sides of
her tits. “My milk, what else?”

Seeing her engorged breasts was all George
needed. He fell upon them, taking a nipple into his mouth and
sucking if fiercely. It squirted a sweet mouthful down his throat
and automatically his cock became harder than the stones of
Ilyana’s fortress. He felt the tightness of the golden band cinched
behind his manhood but that didn’t stop his need. Her milk flowed
and he drank deeply from her. Ilyana even did him the favor of
closing her thighs around his rampant cock to give him the
sensation of actually fucking her. He wasn’t fooled but he
appreciated the gesture because he knew her cunt was protected by
the integrity of the four rings sealing her shut.

All too quickly Ilyana’s breasts were empty
of her milk and George came up for a full breath of air. “Let me
give you a second reward,” Ilyana told him and slipped her way down
his body. She drew his cock into her mouth and sucked with the same
eagerness he had shown to her tits. George arched his back and
groaned. He tried to thrust deeper into her throat, but she
controlled his body and used her hand on his cock along with her
mouth. It didn’t take long before he was right on the edge. She
sensed his need and paused a moment in her ministrations to grab
the stone bowl from the bedside before resuming and bringing him
off as he let out a strangled cry.

She allowed him to cum in her mouth. He had
become so accustomed to cumming from the attention of just her hand
and depositing his spunk into the stone bowl that it was an
indulgence to finish in her mouth. Even as he was pumping spurt
after spurt between her lips, he noticed she wasn’t swallowing.
When he was done she simply spat his leavings into the bowl.

“Why did you do that?” he asked. He had been
curious as to why she was making him cum into the bowl and taking
it away. He figured she was using his cum in her activities in the
laboratory, but in truth he was too frightened to ask what exactly
she wanted it for.

“Save your cum?”

“Yes. You spit it out, but before you always
made me cum into the bowl. Or you swallowed it.”

Ilyana dragged her finger through the mixture
of George’s semen and her saliva. “There are certain needs that
must be fulfilled. I need your essence for my magic, to sustain
this tiny empire I have maintained. Occasionally I need to actually
consume it,” and with that comment she smiled at him. “But usually
I just need the seed you produce for me. It isn’t nearly as potent
when mixed with my saliva, but since you put forth such a wonderful
effort yesterday, I decided you needed an additional reward.”

What she said made very little sense to
George, but he simply went along with it. All he understood was
that she needed his spunk and she had addicted him to her milk. Her
milk was the perfect food and was so potent—presumably because of
her magical nature—that it made him incredibly strong. He healed
quickly. It gave him strength enough to battle supernatural beasts
in other realms. It was a trade-off he was happy to make.

“Thank you,” he said as his cock slowly
shrank back to its normal dimensions.

“You don’t know how much you are actually
helping me,” she told him and kissed his lips. He tasted the
faintest trace of his leavings.

 




Time Passes

 


It was so easy to let the days slip away in a
haze, one to the next without any examination of what was actually
happening. George spent his time in the training room exercising
and sparing against the kobolds that Ilyana sent to him. He put
together a better collection of armor from the bits and pieces
Ilyana had gathered over the years. They went on excursions through
Ilyana’s magical portal where he was made to fight and kill
monsters of ilk, but he could barely remember the battles. What he
didn’t forget was the ecstasy he experienced every time afterwards
when Ilyana rewarded him with her breast milk. Sometimes there was
an additional reward of her mouth and very occasionally her ass.
Even rarer still was the invitation of one of the female servants
into the bed George shared with Ilyana. She would watch
appreciatively while he fucked the servant who always remained
silent but participated willingly.

“What are you doing with my semen?” he asked
again one morning as she masturbated him and caught his leavings in
the stone bowl.

“Would you like to see?” she replied
abruptly. It was the first time she had offered him to see what she
was actually doing.

The half-request actually frightened him. But
in going through the portal he had faced monsters scarier than
anything he could have imagined. “Yes,” he said, swallowing his
fear. “I want to see.”

She threw on her robes and he pulled on his
tunic and breeches. She carried the stone bowl containing his semen
through the corridors, unwilling to delegate that task to him. In
the laboratory the kobolds looked up when they entered, but
immediately went back to their work. All through the lab there were
cauldrons slowly bubbling and liquids decanting and steaming. She
pushed past all this simple activity and went back deep into the
lab. George never realized how large the lab actually was. Strange
vessels and rows of glassware filled shelves and tables. Kobolds
scurried about, working on their many duties.

Ilyana paused briefly at one iron cauldron as
tall as a kobold, used a small ladder to look at the contents, and
then upended the stone bowl over the slowly rising steam. The
viscous fluid dropped in with an audible plop and Ilyana stirred
the contents with an iron ladle for a moment and then passed it to
one of her assistants.

“What’s that for?” George asked.

“Sometimes it’s better not to know,” she told
him.

“I want to know,” he insisted, but was
certain that he didn’t.

With a small shrug Ilyana beckoned him even
deeper into the lab. She pulled her glowing bauble from her robe’s
pocket. It lit the way, but only barely. In a small side room
George saw kobolds decanting the contents of another giant cauldron
into a series of glass jars the size of warrior helmets. Inside
each was a dark shape coalescing into a rough ball.

“What are they doing?”

“Keep following,” Ilyana said, leading him
deeper still into the lab.

Here the kobolds were incredibly busy, moving
the glass jars around, adding new fluids to the already cloudy
contents. It all passed by too quickly for George to truly follow.
Eventually they arrived at what George presumed was the back. Here
the jars were huge, nearly reaching the kobolds’ chests. They were
sealed but the contents were almost obvious at this point, under
the glowing yellow light from Ilyana’s bauble.

“Are there any ready?” she asked one of the
creatures who seemed to nominally be in charge. It hissed an answer
back at her.

“Open it then,” she ordered.

George watched, horrified, as the glass lid
was unsealed and the noisome liquids were dumped into a catch
basin. As the jar was upended a brownish ball came rolling out. The
kobolds grabbed it, hefted it up on a low table. Another kobold
appeared with a hammer and chisel. These he used to crack open the
ball much like a chef opening up a nut’s shell. When the halves of
the ball fell aside with a splash of liquid a half-sized version of
a new kobold let out a terrifying scream and thrashed about. The
experienced kobolds moved into welcome one of their brethren to the
world.

“You…make kobolds?” George asked Ilyana.
“They don’t breed like normal animals?”

“They are creatures created by magic and
alchemy,” she explained. “If I did not
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