A little nudge stirred Leif from their sleep. Little motivation needed to get Leif awake, yet as they made a small grumble and grasped at the small expanse of mattress beside them, the first thought arose ‘That’s right...Kabbu doesn’t share a bed...why did we…?’.

A second nudge made Leif shift up from the covers, the sheets slipping down their chest and over their legs. One Chomper clambered up their knee, their floral teeth hanging open as though to signal a silent bark. 

“Chompy…?” Leif whispered. Maybe she needed a walk, Leif reasoned.

Batting her head against their knee, she almost seemed to steer Leif towards what she wanted. Leif nearly rolled to the ground as she pushed them to the bunk. Ah. The bunk below had vacated, cleared out—empty. Kabbu’s bunk. Vi still rolled and buzzed contentedly in her bed. Chompy made a combination of clacking and hissing noises. 

Leif glanced at their shared home. No sign of where Kabbu had gone or what he had planned. Some would say ‘Kabbu wouldn’t do this!’ when Leif knew a bug like Kabbu had plenty of surprises. Sometimes he had pleasant ones, sometimes he had unpleasant surprises. That did not reassure Leif. The one priority now meant finding Kabbu. 

Gently the moth took their Chomper and set them at the foot of the bunk bed. Leif instructed Chompy with the upmost seriousness, “Look after Vi. You have full authority of the house while we are gone.”

Chompy made another quiet bark.  Leif nodded, knowing Vi would be in good leaves.

First thought that crossed Leif’s mind as they slipped into the sparkling dark outside? Secret deadly request. The beetle’s selfless yet dangerously reckless streak had a way of seeping in like a slowly bleeding stain. Kabbu’s habits had improved since their major excursion yet...Leif always worried when Kabbu went off on his own like this.

Leif picked a vantage point from the Ant Inn balcony, a wing-cloaked shade among shadows. An =occasional ant tried to wave hi at the pair of icy white eyes before fleeing back into the nightly doldrums. 

One body made their way at the king’s edge, a round little figure very familiar to Leif. The moth’s keen eyes centered on the one headed toward the tunnels, drawing conclusions: Kabbu!

Their wings packed tight like a cloak, Leif went after the wayward beetle. Into the tunnels they traced Kabbu only a step behind with the beetle already gone through the fresh network of ant tunnels. They asked the ants working the network which way a green bug went. Down the Termite Kingdom? 

Leif, now less concerned and more bewildered, had to follow this odd thread Kabbu inadvertently lead them on. What business did Kabbu have in the Termite Kingdom? So much to leave in the middle of the night? The isolated, technologically advanced underground kingdom made an odd destination for a seasoned explorer like their Kabbu.

Luckily going past the massive sealed gates made less fuss than before, with the guards now apologetic for how they handled Team Snakemouth last time the now infamous team arrived.

(“You won’t tell the king and queen about that, right?”

“Hmmm thinking about it.)

The guards dropped another helpful clue in this now mystifying game of Kabbu Hunt: seemed the bug had been seen wandering to a common termite dive “The Chew and Swallow.”.

“Hmm, must be a new place,” Leif said to themselves. Leif paused, wondering what they were truly doing, following around Kabbu like some suspicious ant guard. All this time Kabbu just wanted someplace to grab a snack and clear his head—aka alone time. Leif would admonish themselves further for not thinking of that sooner but they were never quite the normal or functional team. Leif sighed, “...we are feeling peckish. Let us eat before going back.”

Two leaf nachos later inside the ‘Chew and Swallow;, a termite waiter cast Leif a worried and perplexed frown, “Please, those are meant to be shareable appetizers, do you really need a third?”

Leif aggressively crunched down on a gooey mushroom leaf, “Another, right now.”

The unfortunate termite waiter gave a high-pitched groaning noise as they walked away, helpless but to carry out the hungry moth’s order.

Leif noted to themselves mid-crunch, “Hmm. Sure Kabbu must have gone home by now.”

A termite speaker crackled to life over the establishment, adding to the musty chaotic atmosphere to the dingy chaotic dive, “Freaks and paying customers, direct your eyes and wallets to our revue foster for e evening! You know him from the hit show, ‘Bug Rangers’, now he’s here for your own audiovisual pleasure. Bugs and creatures of the legged persuasion, give it up for the GREEN RANGER!”

Crunch. Ah, that must be the reason Kabbu came to such a dive. Leif sighed, “Why were we worried? He’s just a dork.”

Artificial smoke piped in, causing several of he patrons to cough as hard throbbing techno music piped over the crackling speakers. Leif thought to themselves, Kabbu really shouldn't have fallen for such a scam at least…

Their thought trailed off as the curtains opened. Several of the wily and riled up patrons gave a rowdy holler at the stage’s star. Leif wished they had a jaw at this moment, if only to drop it.

The ‘Green Ranger’, the oh-so illustrious hero, decked out in frilly translucent nightwear and panties? Strutting out with the delicate grace of a seasoned dancer? None other than Kabbu.

“Venus,” Leif swore.

An avid fan of Green Ranger Leif knew Kabbu was, but this certainly took his fandom off the charts. The beetle swayed pulling at the hem of his negligee as e made typical Green Ranger poses to the audience below the stage. Kabbu had moves. 

Stunned by the raw footwork and showmanship of his sensual teasing, Leif stared, quietly hiding their features behind the fresh plate of leaf nachos as Kabbu took to the lone pole center stage. Leif chomped, stunned as Kabbu threw off his pink transparent negligee to a hungry audience member tossing berries to the stage.. 

Leif never realized how ice a lone set of panties filled out Kabbu nicely. Sometimes one needed a change in perspective to appreciate nuances:  Kabbu’s thick back-end shell with panties threatening to come apart as Kabbu jiggled what he got around the dance pole offered such a perspective change. And did the bug twirl and bounce well. His mass had such an airy quality, Leif could say Kabbu went above most lithe dancers in his sensual versatility.

The moth had to quell their appetite, biting loudly into the nacho leaves as they watched Kabbu dance and teas the waistline of his panties 

Their vision came upon a hooded figure another table over. Seemed Leif wasn’t alone in admiring Kabbu’s hidden talents. Leif felt something sly rise up in their mind. They saw this figure before, didn’t they? Had they not spied such a familiar hooded stranger with delicate yellow fingers somewhere before? In oh say, a back alley plushie transaction.

Very casually Leif took the spare seat next to them, leaf nacho plate slamming to announce their presence. Even as the hooded figure Leif remarked, “Some Green Ranger, huh?”

“What are you doing? You can’t sit wherever you like!” the voice sounded real familiar…

“We wanted to get a better look,” Leif chomped with a hard crunch and crackle, “He’s real good isn’t he?”

Kabbu hooked his leg about the pole, swinging in perfect circles. The hooting from the audience nearly drowned out the tinny music.

Disarmed by Leif’s brutal honesty, the hooded figure slid downward in their seat, “Yeah-yeah...he is the Green Ranger after all!”

“Why doesn’t he take off the armor?” Leif queried

“Every Bug Ranger fan knows the appeal is the armor”

Leif propped themselves with one hand, practically beating back a grin, “Why of curse every fan. So you must be the biggest Bug Rangers fan?”

“No—no…” the hooded ‘stranger’ glanced and fretted nervously, “I’m just--! Very knowledgeable!”

“Oh yes,” Leif snacked between words, “They’re way better than that Mothvia anyway, right?”

“You take that back.” hissed Zasp before the wasp recoiled in horror at his own mistake. 

The wasp nearly fell out of his seat trying to make a dramatic flee when Leif caught his wrist, “If you fall over yourself trying to escape mid dance, Kabbu will definitely know it’s you.”

Zasp glowered under the cowl of his cloak, “Did you follow me just to humiliate me? Blackmail me and Mothvia?”

“Following Kabbu, actually.” Leif said casually.

The wasp did a double take between the moth and the beetle currently wobbling his thick backside against the pole, “...that’s Kabbu?!”

Leif frowned, unimpressed by this display of ignorance, “You didn’t know it was him?”

“He looks a lot like the Green Ranger with the lingerie on.” Zasp weakly defended

“And how long have you been seeing him perform?” 

The hooded wasp leaned back, “...a few nights.”

“More than one for an excuse,” Zasp’s antics aside, Leif couldn’t believe it. Kabbu, a double life as a burlesque performer? He must have his reason for not revealing, thought Leif, yet the moth could scarcely believe it.

“At least I know my teammates enough to sense they’re leading a double life as an erotic dancer.” Zasp folded his arms haughtily.

“So does Mothvia know you’re here?” Leif teased.

The wasp shifted uncomfortably, “Y—it’s complicated.”

“So no,” Leif looked unbearably smug.

“It’s not cheating,” Zasp asserted, “It’s only looking!”

“Tell that to Mothvia then.”

Zasp paused, “In due time. When we’re...at that point.”

“Hmm so you aren’t even together,” Leif said with a disappointed chomp, “Doesn’t warrant all the secrecy, does it?”

The wasp brought his head to rest on the table, “It’s complicated.”

Both bugs watched Kabbu attempt to scale the pole upside down—a move he never tried before as he only slid back down on his back, his fat legs kicking in the air as he played off the return to his feet with a sexy flair.

“Cute,” Leif said. They turned to Zasp, “You like Kabbu don’t you?”

Offended by such a point blank question, Zasp pushed the leaf nachos aside, “What about you?”

Leif gave n icy noncommittal answer, “Kabbu is our friend, we care about him.”

“That’s not an answer.”

The moth frowned, “We’re both here, secretly watching Kabbu dance without him knowing, we believe the intent is very clear.”

A huff shot out from under the wasp’s hood, “You’ve been on the same team for awhile, everyone could see there’s some kind of feeling involved.”

“Everyone. Didn’t know you had time to poll the entirety of Bugaria about our love life,” Leif’s expression looked incredulous if not weary.

“We’re both here,” Zasp huffed, folding his arms, “There are some feelings involved.”

“You’re very observant tonight,” Leif teased.

“I know enough we’ll be fools if neither of us make our feelings clear,” the wasp said.

Leif’s mouth scrunched. The rest of the club had burst into applause as Kabbu took a bow before taking off the stage. Zasp had a point. They hated it, but Zasp had a point. They must never let Zasp know that he had a point, “Are you a gambler—of course you are.”

“What are you talking about?!”

“One of us should go up there and show him our how we feel—the best way I can imagine is arranging a one-on-one in this seedy club’s VIP room.”

“That's the way?” Zasp snorted incredulously, “It’s a little demeaning to him to pay for him with money isn’t it?”

“Wouldn’t it be demeaning to ask for his services for free? He enjoys this but he clearly wants compensation for it.”

“You have a point,” Zasp admitted with a fold of his arms, “He might think we see him as cheap if we just walked up there and asked we had private time for free.”

“The question is which of us will go first and get their chance at...proposing to Kabbu.” Leif folded their arms back.

“How many berries you got?”

“Enough. And you.”

Zasp shifted in their seat, “...enough.”

Leif dragged the seat forward, “Liar.”

“If anyone’s bluffing it’s you.”

Pause, “...what if we pooled our berries together and asked for a session with Kabbu together.”

“You were talking about not demeaning him,” Zasp snorted, “How do you think he’ll feel if we double team him?”

“Heh,” Leif chuckled.

“What?”

“Double teamed.”

Zasp had to take a moment before the realization of his unintentional innuendo washed over him, “Real mature. We should be--” Zasp rose from his seat.

“What?” Leif tilted his head.

“Is that fucking Neo?”

“What.” Leif repeated with disbelief.

Zasp pointed, “Turn around, but not too obviously.”

“You’re standing and pointing in the creepy cloak.”

“I’m inconspicuously obvious.”

“Oh OK,” Leif rolled their eyes as they glanced back. Over by the employee and sound equipment area, where other employees milled about, Leif spotted from the corner of their eye one characteristic moth holding conference with a much shorter beetle in stretched out panties. Leif whipped heir eyes forward, “That’s Professor Neo.”

“What is he doing here?!”

“Taking our idea, obviously.”

Zasp hit the table, “How dare he steal Kabbu!”

“Yes clearly he read our lips and went ahead with our shoddy plan,” Leif intoned sarcastically, “As expected from a devious mind that nearly fainted from a run in with wasp soldiers.”

“That bastard,” Zasp hissed.

Leif continued, “They have a history together. If anyone would know about Kabbu’s...double life. It would be him, we guess.” The moth tried playing it logically but there was no hiding the subtle betrayal in their voice.

Logic failed to satisfy a knight like Zasp. The wasp grasped Leif’s wrist, “No! We aren’t going to run away from this fight! One of us will confess to Kabbu if I have to fight everyone in this seedy dive.”

“He doesn’t mean it literally,” Leif assured passerby patrons, “He’s quite delusional.”

In vain n Leif tried to cover their face as Zasp dragged them to the employees section where Kabbu had picked up in pleasant conversation with Neolith.

“Anyway I really think it’d be cool if we arranged the books by color for at least a day.”

Neolith disagreed, “Kabbu that sounds fun but the toll. Think about the emotional toll.”

“Oh well think about i--”

Zasp nearly flung Leif right into Kabbu’s unprepared face before demanding, “Hi we wish to discuss business with you! But because we respect your autonomy and not because we see it as demeaning!”

Leif stared downward at the small beetle, managing a minuscule, “hi.”

Kabbu’s dancing confidence had now eroded under an avalanche of new information, “LEIF?! WH-WHAT?! SWEET VENUS, HOW DID YOU FIND THIS PLACE?!”

Leif shuffled embarrassed, “We were...worried. You were gone and we didn’t know what happened.”

“Um well...I guess you know,” Kabbu gripped his forehead in despair, “...is that Zasp?”

Leif tugged the cowl down revealing the wasp’s scarred yet poignantly elegant face, “Yep.”

“The bot of you followed me together?!” tears streamed out of Kabbu’s face.

“I really don’t know what to say,” Neolith gasped, “It’s shocking.”

“Actually,” Zasp defended himself, “I’m a regular.”

The beetle stared dumbfounded, “...hoe many of my shows did you see.”

Zasp’s confidence shrunk, “...if I admit a number it’ll seem like I’m obsessed.”

“You mean you aren’t?” Leif cast a disbelieving face.

Kabbu sank to the ground, covering his face, “This really too much for me...I can’t believe you all saw that...what will everyone in Bugaria say about me now?”

“Why is he okay to see you?” Zasp pointed at Neolith.

“I suggested the pastime as a way to relieve stress and gain confidence,” Neolith, “It did wonders for me!”

Zasp folded his arms, glowering, “Is everyone a burlesque dancer at the Termite kingdom now?”

The moth gently nudged Zasp aside, “Kabbu...no one has to know. If you want your identity respected, we will keep doing so.” Leif affirmed this with a silent ‘or else’ as they stabbed Zasp with their own elbow, “Won’t we?”

Recoiling in pain, Zasp growled, “I would have said yes without the coercion.”

“As long as it makes you happy, you’ll remain Green Ranger.” the blue moth nodded.

Kabbu grasped Leif’s outstretched hand, “Le-leif that...means so much., “...what was this about demeaning? I swear I heard the wildest thing come out of Zasp’s mouth.”

“Oh well….that was raving.” Zasp quickly wormed out.

“Glad we can agree there,” Leif snarked, “—Kabbu actually...we wished to approach you...ourself. You see…” They never felt so wilted and bare with Zasp and Neolith surrounding them, “We wished to...negotiate a private meeting with you.”

“Not just them!” Zasp butted in, piggybacking off of Leif’s timing to turn the already developing mess into a wreck, “You were inspirational as the Green Ranger! I can’t let this sit on my chest anymore...but despite your irritating ways you’ve somehow bewitched me with your charms.”

“Yes well.” Leif’s deadpan voice could smash Zasp like a cast iron skillet, “You already have prior engagements with Neolith and we have no interest in wasting time any further. We just wish to let you know we’’re happy you’re enjoying yourself.”

Zasp mentally prepared for the long trek back after such a crushing defeat. Both he and Leif failed, who could predict such a harsh loss?

“Actually…” Neolith started, “You really like Kabbu that much?”

“This...is very much to take in yes,” Kabbu looked like a decorative egg as he huddled to the ground, blown back by not one but two extremely awkward confessions.

Though their manner fidgeted and fought every word clawing its way from their head, Leif relinquished the last shred of dignity, “Of course we do—we cannot speak for Zasp, but Kabbu is our constant companion.”

“As hard I find it myself,” Zasp turned his back, “I uh...you are quite fascinating.”

Neolith hit the trio with a simple cheerful proposal, “I was about to go to the VIP room with Kabbu, but why don’t we pitch our berries together and share Kabbu?”

“NE-NEO?!” the aura of befuddlement and awe radiated off Kabbu.

“You can’t possibly suggest sharing Kabbu like a plate of leaf nachos,” Zasp fumed, “That’s demeaning!”

Leif quietly stood back, their eyes lidded with a cloud of deep thought, “Why not.”

Bringing his head forward Zasp hissed, “You’re going to make Kabbu explode with your insatiable appetites both of you, look at him.”

Kabbu, rising as he rubbed both hands together shyly conceded, “Actually...I never thought all three of you would...want me that way but,” the beetle gripped his own hands together tight, “As Green Ranger! I’m just doing a public service, right?”

The moth smiled lightly, “Of course, our talented Green Ranger.”

“We didn’t want to actually devalue you,” Zasp over-explained, “So only take it if you want the berries—or don’t if you’re insulted—whatever.”

“Zasp!” Kabbu protested, “I do want this! But can I ask you one thing before we make our arrangements?”

“Yes, anything.”  nodded the wasp.

“Did you really come to y show every night?”

Zasp’s face went flush dark at the question, leaving a deafening quiet at the answer.

The VIP room made up a larger-than-average closet with curtains and a blush bench for the patron to enjoy their private show with their plus one—not so much for the uneasy alliance. Leif, Neolith, and Zasp crowded together on the bench, Leif and Zasp folding their arms as Neolith planted their digits right in his own lap.

“Can’t you move a little bit?” bemoaned Zasp.

Leif glanced with a coolly detached gaze, “All of our legs are closed. If anything, you’re taking up the seat by circumference alone.”

Zasp narrowed his eyes, “Are you saying my thighs are thick?”

“You can draw your own conclusions,” Leif grinned slyly.

Neolith added, “I think your hips and thighs look great! Everyone loves guys with thick thighs thee days!”

“...thank you, Professor…” Zasp wilted in defeated.

All three shot at attention ass Kabbu peeked from behind the gaudy purple curtains, “So are you three ready?”

“For you always--” Leif cut themselves short, “We mean we are always ready.”

“Ohh what routine do you have today?” Neolith clapped excitedly.

Zasp eyed Neo, “You’re quite used to this, like you’ve done this before.”

Kabbu gave a thumbs up before disappearing back behind the curtains. Leif would never know that the goofy endearing Kabbu somehow would double as the unusually confident and alluring Green Ranger. The power of pretend, they would guess.

The music started again. This time Kabbu stepped through the curtains donned in black skirt and midriff, complete with a translucent veil where Kabbu’s eyes peered at them. He sauntered at the trio as the music dispersed through the tinny speakers above. Leif could hear Zasp tense up, taken in by Kabbu’s charm. Such a fanboy, thought Leif. Neolith had the face of a giddy professor watching a rare animal out in the field.

And Leif themselves? They had to know the less-cold-than-usual temp in their chest as they kept an eye on Kabbu’s subtle come-hither sway of the shoulder. 

The ‘Green Ranger’ did a marvelous job of swaying this clothes like a pair of wings, showing off his plates and underbelly. Sure they had seen his body before, but the presentation and interplay of dress and undressing added a different understanding of sensuality to tit. Kabbu’s spins, his back rolls, his half-splits, all displayed his body as a gem under a lens of desire that Leif dared not peek through since…

Since…

Leif swallowed. Kabbu’s midriff came off, showing off his arms and dorsal underbelly. Neolith applauded. Zasp rolled his fists into balls. 

Emboldened by this reception, Kabbu danced closer to the trio, his moves taking on a greater tempo as he swerved and sashayed in moves that showed off his body from front to end. Kabbu danced to them so close, they could touch. Kabbu flipped around lifting his skirt to reveal a firmly in place thong. Like a quake, Leif could feel Zasp shaking with restraint. 

Kabbu swept backwards gesturing to his audience as though to urge them forward. His moves took on a molasses like slowness as he hooked the hem his skirt. He slid across the floor to his captive audience, teasing them with slow reveals of his waist—would he slip the skirt down further? Ah ah ah not yet!

All three winged bugs froze in their seats as though held hostage. With his skirt hooked with one hand and his veil hooked with the other, Kabbu slowly stripped off the last bits of clothing, revealing his thighs and face as though both carried the same sensual weight.

To Leif they did. Kabbu looked so beautiful, an emerald unveiled from the dark, They only time they ever felt this way about some was their...their…

“Please,” Leif choked out.

“Hmmm~?” Kabbu teased.

“Please,” Leif begged again, “We need to kiss you,.”

The rest of the gathered voyeurs sat dumbfounded. The air between Leif and Kabbu hung with a pendulous trepidation. Kabbu shuddered, “You-you--”

“We shouldn’t have said anything,” Leif cut themselves off.

Neo sighed, “Awww, don’’t be so hard on yourself!”

“As much as we appreciate unwarranted insight—no thanks,” Leif tried pulling themselves away when the digits of Kabbu’s hands wrapped about Leif’s wrist.

Kabbu squeezed, firmly begging, “No Leif...please if you really meant what you said...please say it again.”

Leif felt caught in the snare of Kabbu’s eyes—those damn eyes. Leif could drown in those eyes if Kabbu just asked. Here they sat at the end of the patron sandwich as they worked out their confession once again, “We...need to kiss you.”

Kabbu said nothing, merely crawled atop Leif’s lap—the sudden shift in weight making Leif groan, “Kabbu—this is sweet but please warn us next time—you’re heavy.”

“Sorry I was being spontaneous!” the beetle teared up apologetically, “I didn’t break anything, dd I? Let me get off--”

“Kabbu.” Leif smiled. There was the apologetic stressed Kabbu they knew. That nervous energy that let them know it was okay to care. Damn, they cursed themselves, they were smitten. Leif pressed their proboscis against Kabbu’s mandibles. Kabbu made a rising pitched noise before melting against the height of Leif’s body. 

The others kept silent—whether out of respect of jealousy Leif didn’t know. Leif paid little attention as their beetle and moth mouths interlocked and explored heir unknown geometries, sampling their oral cavities with fevered huffs and moans as Leif’s wings flitted. 

Both molded into each other’s touch for so long Leif scarcely recognized the weight against their lap--

Zasp had come from begin gently offering himself as support, “If I may, knight to knight?”

“Oh-oh!” Kabbu shuddered, looking guiltily at Leif, “...I’m still surprised you want…”

“I don’t know why either,” the wasp tried keeping his nettle persona on like a wall, “Your body and mind confound me.”

“Well—it--” the beetle shook his head guiltily, “It’s up to Leif.”

The moth gave a smile. Even when playing the part of a courtesan Kabbu remained Kabbu, “We pooled our berries together for a reason didn’t we?”

Taking Leif’s blessing, wasp and beetle locked their mandibles together to rove and explore long-hidden sentiment. All that passion once restrained now poured out as Zasp slid his palms beneath Kabbu’s haunches, locked in a slippery battle of mouths.

Entranced by the noises Kabbu made, Leif dipped their proboscis to Kabbu’s beck, tickling the poor beetle with their soft mouth. Zasp sucked the hefty moan from Kabbu’s mouth. The moth gently cupped Kabbu’s chest as they continued nibbling at his neck. 

The participant’s eyes wandered to Neolith as he tapped Kabbu’s shoulder and asked, “Can I join in?”

Breaking their kiss with a long string of spit, Leif wiped heir mouth, “You’re here for a reason aren’t you?”

“Well yes I just thought with mine and Kabbu’s history and both of your feelings it would--”

Impatient Leif took the librarian moth and guided him to an open space where Neo could enjoy the green centerpiece, “Pick your favorite part of Kabbu already.”

“Lei-leif!” Gasped Kabbu as the icy moth returned to his neck.

Neolith took the invitation with little convincing as Zasp took part in swapping oral heart, the brown moth knelt as he deviously nuzzled his head up to Kabbu’s underbelly, “Let’s see if this still is as sensitive as I remember~”

One kiss to that rotund undercarriage Kabbu quaked, his white eyes flaring as his hips jerked against Leif and Zasp, “V-VENUS!”

“Hmm,” Leif hummed amorously, “Thanks for the pointer, Neo.”

The moth dragged his mouth across the poor beetle’s shaking belly, “Collaboration is key in these little projects.”

“I’ll agree for once,” Zasp growled between nuzzling and gently nipping at the beetle’s shoulder.

Watching their ‘Green Ranger’ kick and squirm in the trio’s grasp however gave Leif other ideas. Unsubtly they slipped their hand up the beetle’s meaty thigh, going up into one of this thong’s crevices. Kabbu sputtered, “Le-wait! This isn’t that kind of club!”

“Why not?” Zasp said with a low voice, “It’s just us right here.”

Neolith giggled, dipping his own hands to assist Leif in finding and fingering the site of Kabbu’s ovipositor, “With some convincing we might get it to be that kind of clove.”

“I beg of you please,” panted Kabbu as he writhed in their grasp, “Con-contain yourselves!”

“But we are,” teased Leif, watching the fabric stretch with Kabbu’s growing tent, “It’s you that’s getting excited.”

“My Kab-babbu getting’ all kinds of turned on, huh?” cooed Neo.

Zasp blinked, temporarily taken out of the moment, “...’Kab-babbu’?”

The Babbu at the moment had gotten too lost in the slender moth fingers keying up his arousal to contest his old nickname, “Hn-hnnngh!”

“That’s it...let all that tension go...,” Leif purred as the beetle’s arousal peeked at full mast. A glint formed in Leif’s deadpan eyes. To anyone else it meant nothing. To Team Snakemouth they knew Leif was up to something devious. Unfortunately Leif had reduced Kabbu to a drooling writhing mess of pleasure by the time they asked, “Want to see a trick?”

“...we’re kind of busy at the moment for magic,” Zasp deftly answered.

Ignoring him, Leif pulled the beetle’s thong to his thighs as the thick club of a breeding shaft sprung hard and free from the cloth. They shooed Neo’s hand away, “For safety reasons. Now watch.” With Kabbu’s loins free, Leif traced a delicate finger down the beetle’s shaft as they looked Kabbu in the eye. With a whisper a chill grew, soon growing to an icicle-like formation that ultimately encased and imprisoned the beetle’s erection.

Zasp blinked with shock, nearly dropping Kabbu, “...you froze his cock?”

“Fascinating!” exclaimed Neolith, “Kabbu, how do you feel?!”

The beetle himself had teared up—not from agony as he expected. No, Leif somehow attuned their magic to the perfect frigidity—not cold enough to cause any serious harm but cold enough to light his breeding shaft on a constant peak of over-stimulation. The pleasure had grown too much it made speaking a nigh-impossible task, when he screamed, “G-GOOD! GOOD!”

“I can’t tell if you’re a lunatic or not,” Zasp huffed in a daze.

Not to be done yet, Leif took their partner, flipping them around to grind the beetle’s rump against their lap as they showed off their icicle erection, “It will melt off in time...but we’re sure Kabbu would be grateful if you helped speed it up...right, Kabbu?”

“MMM! MMM!!” cried the beetle.

“...you want us to lick it? Like an icicle?” Zasp asked.

“You want us to let him die?!” Neo asked.

Leif sighed, “He won’t—sure if that’s what will motivate you.”

Motivate them both it did. Kabbu wiggled in bliss while both librarian moth and wasp knight got to work around the hunk of ice encasing Kabbu’s member, their oral parts massaging heaps of wet hot mutters and groans against the ice. The conflict between ice and warmth, intensity versus familiar warmth launched the beetle into a mental void, helplessly adrift in pleasure where only vowels made his language.

Leif tilted the beetle’s head, smiling as he babbled insensate, “You’re really cute this way…”

The ice moth inhaled the ‘Green Ranger’s’ cries and deep moans. Leif could feel the frustrated pleasure within Kabbu: the ice would prevent him from properly climaxing after all. The magician had experimented on themselves plenty of times, but only now did they truly get a chance to try it on the object of their affection. Leif hunched their hips into Kabbu’s rump, kissing him as though Kabbu had the only remaining oxygen in his body. The bug was too cute, it was too much to bear!

Below Neolith and Zasp fell to their roles well. If their attention were not occupied, Leif would have something to say about Zasp’s subservient ways with Mothvia. Despite his haughty attitude, the wasp truly felt at his highest when he went on his knees. 

Neolith opposite him lapped at Kabbu with the joy of hazy reminiscence tempered with a bookish curiosity. Not often did he get the chance to see an application of magic—on his former lover at that! To see Kabbu squirm with Leif truly made the librarian moth flush.

Zasp must have felt this flush or something like it too. Soon their mandibles met as though by accident bumped into each other. But with the softness of the touch, the heat of their own feelings, both bugs knew nothing accidental happened with this meeting. Wasp and moth met in a kiss, their faces meshing sloppily over the idol of Kabbu’s frozen totem—now growing wet and warm from the steam of fervent sensual contact.

The green beetle’s hips jerked and bumped as ice gave way to more water. Leif held them in place with a kiss when the last of the ice thawed. The reverberations and spasms of Kabbu’s cries echoed through them as Kabbu jerked and thrust his hips hard into the air. A volcanic eruption of genetic material spewed forth, splattering both Neo and Zasp mid make out..

In the aftermath Kabbu felt as though he did a marathon running from the Mecha Bee Blastlord. Only barely a minute and a half past post orgasm could Kabbu choke out, “That was playing dirty...Leif….”

“Yes but you looked so cute doing it.” Leif defended themselves.

Kabbu huffed, “Yes but I covered Zasp and Neo!” He covered his face, “I’m so sorry! I can’t believe I did that to you both!”

“Yes your sinister plan to poison them with semen worked,” Leif said deadpan.

The green beetle sheepishly rolled his shoulders, “Still!”

“Still?” asked Leif.

“Stiiiill….I liked doing this...much more than I thought.” Kabbu twiddled his fingers, “Would you...want to do this...without needing to pay me...some time?”

“Is this as your Green Ranger self?” asked Zasp.

“Yes or no, Zasp,” the icy moth sighed.

Though seemingly hesitant, Zasp’s response came fast, “...I’ll have to check if Mothvia needs me--” Leif nudged him with his foot, “--yes.”

“Heck, if you ever need a place to do it, I could always close down the library for this kind of thing” Neolith suggested.

“Great Venus, Neo!” gasped the beetle.

“I wouldn’t want Kabbu’s ass getting in the way of literacy, as delicious as it is.” Leif said.

“Seconded,” Zasp conceded.

Kabbu kicked his legs, “You’re really sweet all of you…” The beetle rolled off Leif’s lap in a mad scramble, “Oh shoot!”

“What is it?” Zasp asked.

“My next set!” Kabbu tugged his thong on, “I’m due back on stage!”

