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Tea with the Goodknight

 

It’s twilight hour in the forest, nearly nighttime.

Two elven pretty boys walk the usual forest path,

a blonde brother and a white haired brother,

with dragon scales dotted along their arms. 

the two young men are holding empty baskets that will soon be full of fruit.

 

The blonde twin hops, skips and twirls often as he walks,

the two of them chatting about tomorrow’s party.

 

“Do you think Pirra will be there?” Asks the white-haired twin.

The blonde twin shrugs, “I don’t know, Ellie. She’s always alone, don’t count on it.”

“Why must Lavenrace be so difficult? Pirra should be there.”

“Ellie, I cannot fathom your love for fairies like her. It’s… strange, but aren’t you excited regardless?”

The blonde-haired twin was so excited for the party,

his dark haired younger brother was scared

being around that many people is not his intent

 

“No… too many people without Pirra…”

 

Their path is blocked when they happen upon a knight,

sword in hand and a bloody body at his feet.

this wasn’t just any, he was a Goodknight,

meant to service the royal elven family and leave civilians unharmed

unless they approached the palace.

 

His head turns slowly,

looking back at them

 

The white haired twin gasps and hides behind his brother,

but the blondie…

 

He steps close.

 

“What did you do here?”

 

The knight turns his sword on the elven boy,

the tip pointed at his neck,

craning it to get a good look at him

 

The boy remained stoic, resolute.

he had a certain glare in his eyes,

a determined glare. 

 

“You’re looking pretty good. Big ol’ knight, ready to kill a pair of beautiful, innocent twins.”

He speaks in a provoking manner,

Unknowingly feeding a little bit of lust to the knight

(That’s why people say watch your backs around these elves)

 

“Goodknights aren’t supposed to kill civilians. You’re supposed to be at the palace gates.” The blonde elf smiles, “I should introduce us. My name is Elphii and my scared little brother is Elohim.”

“Or,” the knight’s sword pressed harder against the elf’s neck, “you are both dead.”

 

“Hold on, now,” Elphii raises his hands in a surrender, “we aren’t typical witnesses. You should keep us alive for a good price.”

The knight scoffed, “I kill all witnesses. What could you tricksters offer me?”

Elphii’s lips curl into a wicked smile. He’s got something he hopes this man can’t resist. Slowly, he turns around and bends over on the grass. He pushes his ass out, and spreading his cheeks apart, the delicate cloth of his pants straining.

“We’ll keep our mouths sealed for this price.”

Elohim gasped, soft and shocked, “Elphii, not us.”

“Quiet,” Elphii snaps back in a whisper. His eyes dart back to the knight, “can’t you see? He is considering my proposal.”

Elphii’s voice darkens, “think about it, brother. Something big like that, wouldn’t it be great inside you?”

Elohim glances at the knight, shuddering a little. The man was definitely one of those supersoldier humans, but there’s no draconic features on his face. 

“He’s so… big…”

The knight sighs, wiping his blade with a spare cloth and sheathing it. This clear action was silent reassurance he had taken their offer. He looks to Elphii, on the grass, and then to the shocked, quivering Elohim.

“So, I get both of you?”

“Both of ussssssss,” Elphii’s snake tongue hisses, a pleasantly soft sound, his pointy ears twitching, “and we hail from draconic bloonlinesssss, so, we are always wet and aroused.”

Elohim is concerned for his brother. “Elphii, your tongue—”

Elphii clicks his tongue, signaling for Elohim to shut up.

The knight nods slowly, removing his scabbard and belt. “Then turn over, and let’s see if this price is worth my time.”

Elphii squeals happily, overjoyed to be getting some proper action, and pulling Elohim down with him. The party elves could never sustain him.

Elphii yanks off his pants and places his hands between his knees, lifting his legs up and presenting his dripping hole, ready for the human to enter. Elohim closes his eyes, embarrassed at his brother’s indecent enthusiasm.

The knight paid him no mind, directing his kiss to Elohim’s lips. The moment upon first touch, Elohim knew his name: Cynric. He relays this to his brother, but the kiss is distracting, nearly scrambling his thoughts. 

Cynric felt the elf shiver in his arms, but he kept the kiss going, overpowering Elohim’s tongue and forcing his way deeper into his mouth. He kept kissing until Elohim was but an exhausted heap of gasps, moving to Elphii next.

Elphii had watched them with a pout, but once it was his turn, he met the kiss with his own ferocity, his tongue fighting against Cynric’s. He had wrapped his arms and legs around the knight’s frame, slowly grinding his body up and down against Cynric’s armor, up and down, a perfect mimic of the act he wishes to do. 

Cynric drops Elphii when he’s finished, his attention back on Eoholm. 

“Eh?? Sir…” Elohim looks away, his face flushed red from embarrassment at this—at how he’s about to be giving his body to keep a secret.

Cynric’s warm tongue glosses over Elohim’s hole, so sudden and out of nowhere, causing Elohim to cry out. He felt pleasure zip through his entire spine. Cynric didn’t stop, he made a feast of eating Elohim’s ass, of tasting a dragon’s treat; his tongue fucking in and out of Elohim’s tight hole, lapping up the arousal juice that made everything sweet and slippery. Elohim’s hips involuntarily rock against Cynric’s face, his voice a melody of moans.


OEBPS/images/IMG_1767.jpeg
TEA WITH THE
600

AN EMPIRE OF DRAGONS STORY
BY DRAGONPERSON





OEBPS/images/Tea_With_The_Goodknight_Cover.jpeg
TEA WITH THE
600

AN EMPIRE OF DRAGONS STORY
BY DRAGONPERSON





OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





