MOTH EGGS 2: This time, it’s addictive

It was another day at the cafe, this time, a bit more busy. Customers were coming and going quickly and the barista decided simply to leave their ovipositor hanging out. It was easier that way, for many of their customers wanted the fresh nectar. They didn’t mind, of course; they had plenty of it available. Another customer walked into the door, a tomboyish female fox. She was new, but seemingly knew what to expect. Looking down, she saw the moth’s ovipositor in full view – long, half-hard, dripping with strange sticky nectar cum – and couldn’t help but blush a little. She quickly regained her composure though, and took a look at the menu, deciding what to order.

“I’d like a raspberry tea with eggs and extra nectar, please.”

“Ooh, extra nectar! I bet you’ll enjoy it~”


The barista prepared the tea without hesitation, most of the process being quite standard for making bubble tea. Of course, when the time came to combine everything at the end, they reached down to their ovipositor and started to stroke it.

“Mmm, time for the extra nectar! Feel free to get a nice look at how it’s made fresh.”

The fox watched closely, as the tip of their ovipositor was held above the cup. The strange, vagina-like tip of it clenched and spurted out a healthy portion of sweet sticky nectar, enough to fill the cup a quarter of the way full. 
“Wow...”
They didn’t let any orgasm distract them from their work though, letting their ovipositor flop back down against their thighs as they added the tea to the cup, mixing it thoroughly with the thick nectar, before finally adding the eggs.

“Alright, would you like anything else?”

“Uhh… no, I think just the tea is fine for today.”
“Enjoy your drink!”
She took a sip of the drink.

“Wow, this is really good...” 

She stood there for a few moments simply enjoying the flavor of the nectar, before another customer walked up behind her.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to space out there!”

Hastily, she left the store, still enjoying the strange yet delicious beverage. She couldn’t exactly put words to the flavor of the nectar, but something about it was just so amazing. She just HAD to come back to this place later!


It was a week later, and the fox came into the cafe once again.

“I don’t know what was up with that nectar stuff, but it’s super tasty!”

“Well, what would you like to get today?”

“Hmm… I think I’ll get a mango lemonade with extra nectar.”

“Alright!”

They got to preparing the beverage without delay, readying their ovipositor once again. They skillfully milked out that fresh nectar from their shaft, filling the cup about a quarter of the way full before stopping and letting it flop back down, a bit of extra nectar dripping down onto their apron. Lemon and mango juice was then added, and the rest of the cup was filled with water. No sugar needed, because the nectar provided all the necessary sweetness! The drink was mixed and given a lid and straw, before being handed off to the customer with a smile.
“Have a nice day!”
“You too”
In the following week, the fox had been wanting more and more of the nectar. By the end of the week, she was basically just drinking nothing but nectar, sometimes with eggs for added fun! The next day she came in, she was noticeably aroused and seemed to have something on her mind.
“You know… with how much I’ve been drinking this nectar of yours. I was wondering… how about I just… get it from the tap, if you know what I mean~”
“So you’re asking to suck my dick?”
“I mean, uhh… yeah.”
“What kind of person would say no to an offer like that?”
They let her sneak behind the counter, and get onto her knees, level with their hips.
“Now, I’ll let you suck out all you want until you’re full, just tell me when. Don’t worry, I can make plenty for ya.”
She didn’t say a word, and simply stared that ovipositor down, swallowing heavily.
It was much bigger than she realized, seeing it up close. The vagina-like hole at the tip was dripping that sweet, sticky nectar, and the thing was easily two feet long and five inches wide. There was no way she was fitting that in her mouth! Dedicated to getting her fill of that nectar, though, she got to eating out that ovipositor-pussy like it was the only food for miles around. She practically buried her muzzle into those folds, slurping and sucking out every bit of nectar inside. Stroking the shaft, she did her best to milk out more of that nectar, but it seemed like it just wasn’t coming out fast enough!
“Mmm, I think you should do more than just lick.”
They pulled back a bit, freeing her muzzle from those sweet folds, and pulled her muzzle open. Then, they forced that fat tip right down her throat! She gasped and gagged, overwhelmed by the sheer size, enough to make a bulge in her chest. They quickly got to fucking her throat like it was just another cocksleeve, pounding in and out rapidly, egg-filled balls slapping against her chin. Nectar was flowing out of their shaft like it was a broken faucet, and her belly was already bulging.
With a loud groan, they hilted themself against her throat, and started to orgasm. Eggs shot out of their ovipositor in a seemingly endless quantity, hundreds and hundreds of tiny, squishy eggs forcing their way into her already overfilled stomach. Their flare locked itself inside of that stomach though, so there was no pulling out now. After a few minutes of egg-filling, her belly was looking positively pregnant full of perhaps thousands of those tiny eggs, and their balls were noticeably smaller. Their flare had finally shrunk, and they pulled out, wiping their softening shaft against her fluffy chest-fur.
“Mnnf… that was just what I needed. I hope you enjoyed it too!”
She couldn’t help but groan in agreement.
