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Part Two

Day Six

 


George encountered his first kobold in
Ilyana’s stronghold when he was walking the corridor that
paralleled the cliff face looking out onto the forest. One of the
servant girls had arrived with a note from the queen informing him
to meet her in the dining room for midday meal. He knew he wouldn’t
be eating, of course, but she would and he presumed he would be fed
at the same time. Since he had been given freedom to of her home,
George decided to explore.

He could sense activity deeper within the
hold, but opted to stay near the cliff face windows. The only
people he saw were a pair of older men, also mute as far as he
could tell, that walked briskly down the stone hallway, nodded to
him once, and continued on their way. George knew he could
leave—escape—if he wanted to. He was also certain that even without
Ilyana’s milk he would survive. He could drink water and certainly
his body could last a month before dying of starvation. It was only
a seven day ride from the cliffs to the closest outpost controlled
by King Roland. From there it would be easy to find a wizard who
could cure him if his body simply couldn’t pass the poisons of
Ilyana’s milk without help.

He was physically strong, he knew he could
survive. But he knew that his spirit was weak; he was enjoying the
queen’s milk too much.

The kobold was hurrying along the corridor.
George had seen them before, of course, in battle, both dead and
alive. They were fierce warriors and one could easily stand up to a
man in single combat even though they barely reached four feet
tall. As a race they were lean and wiry with leather-like skin,
bat-wing ears, huge eyes, and wide mouths full of tiny, sharp
teeth. There are many definitions of ugly and kobolds filled many
of them, but this one that George saw was decidedly ordinary and
unremarkable. It wore a loose gray robe hiding its long, thin limbs
which was a contrast to the ones George had seen in battle with
their mismatched armor and crude war paint covering exposed skin.
It barely looked at him, made a noise of greeting or
acknowledgement, and then continued on its way.

Unable to help himself, George followed. If
the kobold knew it was being followed, it didn’t show or care.
George was quickly lost in the complex of hallways but eventually
the kobold opened a heavy wooden door and closed it behind him. He
paused at the entrance, considering what he might find, and then
shrugged. His curiosity got the better of him.

Inside was a combination of a library, a
blacksmith’s shop, and a brewer’s workroom. There were vats
bubbling, hammering sounds filled the air, kobolds busied
themselves in front of small forges and cookpots. The smell was
stifling and he was nearly blinded by the bright, unsteady flashes
of light. And in the middle of it all was Ilyana directing the
action

When she spied him Ilyana put down the stone
bowl she had been holding and marched around the long bench to
confront George who allowed his eyes to wander over the strange
scene. It was strange enough in the first place, but the workers in
the strange laboratory were kobolds, not humans, and they were
speaking to each other in their strange hissing language.

Ilyana spat some words at a kobold who
trailed behind her. It quickly turned and scurried back to its
work. She then stalked up to George and shoved her finger in his
chest. “Leave. Now.”

“What’s going on here?” he asked, curious
despite her anger.

“It doesn’t matter. Leave or I’ll put you
back in the dungeon and let you starve to death this time.”

He was about to protest his treatment but
then a quartet of armed kobolds suddenly materialized behind her
holding their crude, but sharp, weapons. “I was just about to
leave,” he said and backed toward the door. Ilyana watched him go,
her eyes never leaving him even as the quartet of guards followed
him. She tried to convince herself what he had seen wasn’t
important. He didn’t know anything and he was all but completely
under her control.

 


“What was that all about?” George asked later
when he was brought to the dining room where Ilyana was already
eating. Even though it was noon, light in the room was limited
because the cliff windows were in the wrong position to admit
sunlight from directly overhead.

“None of your business,” Queen Ilyana
informed him as she continued to eat. He lazily sprawled himself in
the chair opposite her and sullenly waited. She was drinking wine,
he noted, when there was nothing but an empty stone bowl and goblet
in front of him. He sighed and poured some water.

“How does a woman like you become Queen of
the kobolds?” he asked, bored with her silence.

The blonde woman tore her eyes away from the
windows and glared at him. “What type of woman is that?” she
asked.

He gestured purposelessly with the water
goblet in his hand. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he said.
“I meant a human woman. How does a human become leader of the
kobolds?”

She smiled thinly at him. “Who says I’m
human?”

George blinked and nodded at her. “Good
point. I don’t know what you are.”

“Are the king’s advisors still calling me a
whore or have they changed to some other slur?”

“I think the current term popular in court is
witch,” George replied.

“Hmm.” George couldn’t tell if she was
offended, amused, or encouraged by the epithet.

“Why do you ask?”

“I’ve always preferred the term enchantress,”
she mused.

“Is that what you’ve done to me,” George
asked. “Enchanted me to be your champion?”

She sniffed. “I merely encouraged you along.
You saved yourself by giving into the temptation that you
desired.”

“Oh, I doubt that. I broke an oath to my
king—”

“Your former king,” Ilyana interjected.

“Former king,” George spat back at
her. “And the only way to save my life was to serve you because
whatever is in that milk spewing from your tits keeps me under your
sway.” He wasn’t sure where the anger was coming from, but he let
it out all too easily.

“Do you wish to leave?” she asked him and
didn’t wait for an answer. A small bowl in front of her contained a
mashed apple. The queen opened up her informal dress, exposing her
breast, and squeezed it in the exact same manner as a farm’s
milkmaid. A few long squirts of her milk covered the mashed fruit.
Shoving a spoon into the small bowl she marched around the table,
her breast still exposed, and served it to George, depositing it on
the table in front of him. “Your weaning begins now. The milk will
leaven the apple. You’ll be able to digest it. Eat!” she
commanded.

George glared at her and picked up the spoon.
He brought it to his mouth, but the scent of the sweet milk mixed
with the apple soured his stomach. Dropping the utensil, he grabbed
Ilyana, pulling her tightly to him as he sat in the chair. His
mouth went directly to her bare breast and he latched on, sucking
her precious milk from her. At first she struggled a bit, but it
was nothing more than a show to appease her need to feel like she
was in control, but once her milk started flowing and George
settled down to drink her exquisite fluid, they both came together
in a melding of bodies.

She ran her fingers through his hair and held
his head as he nursed from her. Being nursed directly was so much
better than hand expressing or using one of the many machines that
had been made for her. A human mouth latched on to her breast was
the best way to fulfill her need to lactate. She lifted up one leg
and placed her knee on the chair between his legs, pressing it hard
into his crotch. He was already erect and ready. That didn’t
surprise her. She liked controlling him that way. George certainly
noted what she was doing, but at the moment her breasts interested
him more than the needs of his cock.

They clung together tightly as he fed from
her body. Time dilated and they lost themselves in each other and
in the world. Only when her milk flow abated and George broke free
of her body did the realities of the moment return to them.

“I want to fuck you,” he panted. He still
held her body, but had dropped one hand to her ass while keeping
the other on her back.

“You can’t,” she told him. “You know
that.”

“In your ass, in your mouth, it doesn’t
matter,” he begged.

She shuddered, wanting to give in to him, but
remembering her place in the universe. “Not now,” she put him off.
“You may come to my rooms tonight,” she promised and broke free of
his grasp with surprising strength. She buttoned up her dress as
she all but ran from the dining room leaving George vexed with a
hard cock. He groaned in frustration.

George hid in his room for the rest of the
day. He had never been so grateful to have windows. Suddenly the
oppressive weight of the rock above the kobold’s home was almost
too much to bear. He didn’t know what was going to happen to him
but when a heavy pounding came at his door he wasn’t the least bit
surprised to find the now familiar quartet of kobolds waiting for
him.

“How can I help you gentlemen?” George all
but sneered at them.

The leader hissed something between his teeth
and gestured that George should follow. While he knew they were
only being polite—apparently kobolds could be taught human
manners—that didn’t change George’s attitude.

“Oh, is Queen Ilyana summoning me?” he
asking, feigning innocent stupidity. “How nice of her to invite
me.”

Now the leader gestured with the curved sword
in his meaty hand.

“Okay, okay,” George acquiesced as he raised
his hands and moved through the
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