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Chapter 1
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Johann groaned softly as he tugged lazily at his restraints; his escape attempt the previous night had put him in the goblins’ bad graces, and they had tied him to the bed in Bree’s tent. The rough rope cut into his wrists, a burning reminder of his failed rebellion. The coarse fibers left red welts on his skin, each movement a painful reminder of his helplessness. At least this time he wasn’t naked, and Bree wasn’t doing anything improper to him, apart from feeding him.

Remarkably, she didn’t seem disappointed or angry with him. If anything, she appeared annoyed with herself... though Johann suspected she had been reprimanded by the higher-ranking goblins of the tribe. Her pointed ears twitched nervously, and her fingers trembled slightly as she guided the spoon to his mouth. The metallic taste of the utensil mixed with the bland aroma of the porridge she was spooning into him.

She continued feeding him, and occasionally glanced at his restraints, as if she wanted to at least let him sit up and feed himself. Her amber eyes kept drifting to the knots, and Johann could recognize the longing in her gaze. Her lips pressed together, as if fighting against words she wasn’t allowed to speak.

“Why don’t you do it?” he asked her, which made her jump with a small, admittedly cute squeak. The spoon nearly slipped from her fingers, drops of warm porridge splashing onto his chest. She looked at him in confusion, her pupils dilating slightly, as if she’d forgotten he could speak.

“What?”

“Why don’t you free my arms? You look like you want to.” His voice was rougher than intended, hoarse from the dry air in the tent. The words scraped in his throat like sandpaper.

She sighed and looked down, her shoulders slumping as if under an invisible burden. Her claws dug into the wood of the bowl, leaving fine scratches in the soft material.

“You were bad,” she said, but her voice sounded hollow, as if repeating words that weren’t her own. The phrase rolled mechanically off her tongue, without conviction. “This is punishment. But I want to. I might like when you are tied up for fun, and I like feeding you, but I know being tied forever is terrible. I know this well.”

He wanted to respond with sharp criticism, but he softened when her tone changed with that last sentence. A shadow flitted across her face, old and painful. Her eyes took on a glassy sheen, as if looking into a past she’d rather forget.

“Is that something you can talk to me about?”

She paused and slowly shook her head, though her eyes seemed to twitch as if they would squeeze shut. Her claws unconsciously dug into her own palms, leaving tiny half-moons of clotted blood.

“It’s not forbidden... but it’s a bad memory,” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. The sound was so fragile that Johann feared a wrong move might break it. “Ropes are for fun times or for hunting or Making.”

He was silent for a moment, then sighed; inwardly, he couldn’t believe he was feeling sympathy for her, but her strange way of thinking made sense in an odd way. The way she pronounced the word “Making” made him shudder. It sounded so clinical, so dehumanized, as if he were nothing more than a tool for their purposes. He only wished he understood why they were so desperate for him.

The lack of children and the lack of men... obviously they needed him to fix that. But why him? What had happened to all their men? The question gnawed at him like a splinter under the skin, digging deeper with each breath.

Then Johann noticed that Bree was looking at him again, this time at his crotch. Her nostrils flared imperceptibly, and her tongue briefly ran over her lower lip. A hungry gleam entered her eyes, primitive and unvarnished. It didn’t take much for him to piece together what she wanted.

What was quite alarming, though, was that the thought of Bree—or really any of the goblins—pouncing on him seemed to provoke a reaction; forced or not, they knew their way around a male body. And judging by how they played with each other, female bodies too. His pulse quickened despite his attempts to remain rational. Blood rushed in his ears like a distant waterfall.

However, Bree seemed to be trying to resist the temptation. Perhaps out of compassion for him? He noticed a fresh scent emanating from the voluptuous goblin, faint but familiar—sweet and musky, the scent of arousal. The air in the tent grew heavy with it, thick as honey. And as she hurried over to fetch a water jug, he glimpsed a glistening shimmer on one of her inner thighs, a telltale moisture that made her skin shine.

It must have been hard for her to hold back, it was clear that these goblins thoroughly enjoyed sex and had few inhibitions regarding it. Her movements were tense, like those of a predator preparing to pounce. Every muscle in her body seemed to be under tension, ready to explode.

His member began to stir, despite his attempts to calm it, blood flowing slowly but inexorably to his loins. The warmth spread through his lower abdomen, a treacherous throbbing he couldn’t control. When Bree turned to bring the jug over, she froze in her movements and almost spilled some of the jug’s contents. Her eyes fixed on his subtly twitching bulge, and she held her lower lip behind her sharp teeth, a soft snort leaving her nostrils. Her pupils dilated, and her breathing became shallower, as if the air suddenly became too thick to breathe.

However, she briefly closed her eyes and stepped over to bring the jug to Johann’s lips. Her face seemed somewhat tense, but she was obviously trying to respect him... or holding back because she was beating herself up. Her hands trembled almost imperceptibly, the water lapping quietly against the ceramic.

After a few sips, he grew tired of seeing her in such discomfort, despite his own circumstances... not to mention his immediate failure to suppress his own arousal. His cock was now throbbing noticeably against the fabric of his pants, a steady reminder of his physical needs. He could taste the salty flavor of tension on his tongue, metallic and bitter. He sighed as he gave in.

“Fine... whatever... you can fuck me,” he said, which almost made Bree spill water in his face. The jug wobbled dangerously in her hands, droplets splashing onto her breasts.

“R-Really?” she stammered, her voice high and incredulous. The words burst from her like a suppressed scream.

“Yes, really, if you’re allowed to. You look so miserable and--”

He didn’t even have time to finish his sentence before Bree hastily placed the jug on the floor, nearly spilling it for the third time, and crawled onto his body, causing the taut hammock-like bed to sag. Her movements were suddenly wild, animalistic, as if she had lost all control. The bed groaned under their combined weight, the ropes stretching dangerously.

“Hey, easy!” he exclaimed as he felt one of her clawed nails through his clothing. A sharp sting shot through his skin, making him flinch.

“Sorry,” Bree responded, but her voice sounded hoarse with lust, rough as sandpaper. It was almost surprising how half-wild she seemed, considering that previous encounters with her had been relatively gentle. Her eyes glowed with a primitive intensity, as if a beast had awakened within her.

She straddled his hips with her back to him, and Johann soon felt his pants and underwear being pulled down, just barely stretching against the partial erection of his cock. The cool air of the tent brushed over his exposed skin and made him shudder, his nerve endings tingling with anticipation.

Bree seemed to calm down somewhat once he was freed, but her hands quickly wrapped her small fingers around his girth and began to pump. The effect was immediate, and he was stiff within moments. Her palms were warm and surprisingly soft, despite the rough skin of her fingertips. Her grip was firm but tender, as if she were holding something precious.

She sighed happily, sliding one hand up and down the back of his shaft, while her other hand worked to caress his testicles. He was still cleanly shaven, allowing her to glide her palm smoothly against the balls contained in their sack. Her touch was gentle, almost reverent, as if she were worshipping a sacred object.

Her other hand slid up to his glans, and she wrapped her fingers around his helmet, while her palm pressed against his tip. She gently twisted and rolled her palm while her fingers carefully rubbed his tip with meticulous precision, movements like scratching, only she was careful not to graze him with her nails. Each touch sent electric shivers through his body, making his muscles twitch involuntarily.

He hadn’t secreted any precum yet, so this stimulation was intense in a different way, the dry rubbing making him wince. His skin burned under her touch, too sensitive for the rough stimulation. Bree at least knew better than to rub too harshly until she got some natural lubrication from him. Which she did in short order, smearing his discharge first over his glans and then just below it. The clear drop glistened in the dim light of the tent like a precious gem.

She briefly let go of his testicles, and he heard her spit. The next thing he felt from that hand was her moistened palm gripping his girth and distributing her saliva before reaching down to massage his balls again. The additional moisture made her movements smoother, almost too pleasant. Her warm saliva mixed with his precum, creating a slippery layer that made each stroke an agony of pleasure.

More precum seeped out, quickly massaged into his skin. Johann clenched his teeth as pleasure pulsed through him, his entire body trembling under the intense stimulation.

The hand that had been rubbing his glans slid down his shaft, stroking him gently but with a slightly firm grip that began to twist, as if she were spiraling her gripped hands up and down. The rotation was hypnotic, a steady rhythm that lulled him into a state of languid ecstasy. Each turn sent new waves of pleasure through his nerves, slowly but relentlessly building the pressure in his loins.

Her speed and grip were stimulating, but not so much that Johann felt himself approaching the threshold. If anything, he hovered close, which cast a kind of uncomfortable haze over his mind. He floated in a limbo between pleasure and frustration, trapped between desire and denial.

He wanted to come, but she wasn’t fast enough or hard enough to push him over the edge. Her methods didn’t help, never letting go of his balls, but also making their way up his girth with her other hand to form a ring with her fingers, a tight fit with her smaller size, and gently sliding this thumb-and-finger ring over his sensitive crown up and down. The tightness was almost painful in its intensity, squeezing his swollen flesh.

He moaned, beginning to twitch as she rubbed his ridge like that, bouncing the half-inch length up and down. More precum seeped from him, foaming up his swollen cock. His muscles tensed involuntarily, fighting against the restraints that held him helpless.

Finally, he let out a bitter whimper and thrust, half involuntarily, up into her hand. That seemed to catch Bree unprepared, who eased her efforts. Her fingers slipped for a moment before she tightened her grip again. The sudden loss of friction made him gasp with frustration.

“Sorry... I made you slippery. Got distracted,” she said, looking over her shoulder with an apologetic expression. Though Johann recognized a hint of mischief, that she might enjoy inflicting this kind of torment on him, deep down. A small, satisfied smile played around the corners of her mouth, betraying her true intentions.

It was certainly different from any other stimulation he had felt, being kept so close to the edge, yet so far from release... His nerves were stretched to the breaking point, every fiber of his body screaming for relief. Sweat covered his skin despite the cool air in the tent.

Fortunately, Bree seemed hungry for her own, and he watched as the goblin lifted herself up, letting go of his balls to grip his shaft with both hands just below his tip. She lowered herself and aligned his shaft with her dripping petals... and slowly lowered herself down. Her heat enveloped him like liquid fire, burning itself into his consciousness.

Johann and Bree moaned softly, he from that familiar tight grip digging into his sensitive shaft, and she from how filled she felt as she sank down inch by inch. Her walls pulsed around him, sucking him deeper inside, as if she couldn’t get enough of him. The tightness was overwhelming, compressing every nerve in his cock until he thought he would explode with pleasure.

Soon her plump bottom was squished against his hips, Johann admittedly captivated by the way her soft body squeezed and conformed to his, at least her more voluptuous parts. The warmth of her body seeped through his skin into his bones, a feeling like hot wine flowing through his veins and softening every resistance.

With him buried as deeply as possible, she moaned and began rolling her hips in slow circular motions, stirring him around between her walls. Each movement sent new waves of sensation through his body, making him shudder in a mixture of helplessness and pleasure.

He snorted and sighed, reflexively tugging at his restraints; the pleasure was intense, but he felt none of those nagging urges to escape. Perhaps because he had asked for this. The rope cut deeper into his wrists, but the pain was now just a faint background to the overwhelming sensation, like a distant echo of another life.

Bree’s rolling and rocking soon stopped, and she began to bounce, buttocks gently slapping against his groin, the friction at the perfect level of slick and stimulating, thanks to how wet she was. The rhythmic slapping filled the tent like a primitive drumbeat, an ancient rhythm that awakened something wild deep inside him.

“Daaaamn...” Johann murmured, his voice rough with lust, the words like a prayer on his lips.

“Yes, damn...!” Bree gasped out, her voice high and breathless. “Much damn...” Her words broke forth between shallow breaths as her small body danced above him.

He didn’t respond to her misinterpretation of his curse, only moaned as she slowly increased the pace above him. He snorted and flexed his fingers, trying not to clench them into fists. It wasn’t so stimulating that his muscles wanted to stiffen, but he didn’t want to dig his nails into his palm to keep his idle limbs occupied.

He began thrusting slightly into Bree’s pussy, which seemed to please the horny goblin, who started tilting her hips sideways so that she took his length inside her at an angle, forcing his shaft against her walls. Her inner muscles contracted around him as if her body was trying to suck him deeper inside, to devour him until nothing remained of him.

As tight as she was, it certainly felt different and abundantly stimulating. Each thrust sent shockwaves through his nerves, making his toes curl and his breath catch.

The loud slapping filled the tent and probably wafted beyond it. Part of him expected Luris, the goblin warrior, to burst in and put an end to what was happening, punishing either him or Bree... though punishment in Luris’s eyes was simply to fuck him however she wanted. The thought of the dominant warrior made him shudder, a mixture of fear and forbidden arousal tingling down his spine.

Denying Bree release, however... even he found that somewhat cruel. But the way she moved on top of him, wild and desperate, made him suspect she wouldn’t wait long. Her eyes were half-closed, her lips slightly parted, while small beads of sweat ran down her green skin.

But nothing interrupted him as the bouncing goblin’s walls began to quiver slightly. Just in time for his cock to start twitching, dripping a thick drop of precum directly into her pussy, which practically sucked the fluid deeper with the way her walls began to ripple. Her movements became more irregular, more desperate as her climax approached, her fingers digging into his chest, leaving crescent-shaped marks.

Indeed, that subtle tugging suction was all it took to push Johann over the edge. A hoarse cry escaped his throat as his balls contracted spasmodically and he emptied himself in warm, pulsing spurts into Bree’s drooling sex. His pelvis arched uncontrollably, thrusting irregularly into her as wave after wave rolled through him, his mind dissolving into white-hot pleasure.

That was all Bree needed. She cried out – a wild, guttural sound – and slammed down hard, taking his entire length inside her. Her inner walls clenched around him, pulling and milking him greedily as she held herself sealed against his bucking hips, as if wanting to keep every drop inside her, like a precious elixir.

She moaned in that rough way, hissing and bubbling in bliss as her juices splashed over Johann’s testicles and soaked the sheet beneath them. He saw her trembling – felt it too around his throbbing cock – as tiny ripples ran across her buttocks and her thighs quivered. Her head fell back, mouth open in silent ecstasy, while her body was shaken by aftershocks, an image of raw, untamed lust.

Their orgasms slowly subsided, and Bree carefully rose from his shaft. Her fingers firmly encircled his manhood, as if ensuring nothing would drip out. Johann moaned intensely – that soft, tight scraping sensation was just a little too much for his oversensitive cock. Soon Bree’s swollen petals slid loosely closed against his tip, a final tender touch that made him shudder.

She quickly covered her pussy with one hand and crawled trembling from the bed. Her legs wobbled slightly as she went over to the nearby shelf and picked up one of the neatly folded rags. Johann watched as she thoroughly wiped herself, collecting every drop that leaked out of her, before returning to him, her movements strangely ceremonial.

With a clean part of the rag, she wiped his slowly softening cock, her touch so gentle and careful that it threatened to make him nice and stiff again. Johann flinched at the touch, his skin hypersensitive like raw flesh.

“H-Hey, I just came,” he warned with a still rough voice, breath still shallow and irregular.

This time Bree giggled – a warm, melodious sound – and for some reason Johann felt comforted that she no longer seemed so melancholy. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, like polished amber in the light of the tent lamp.

“Sorry. But your seed is precious. Can’t waste it...” she said, while carefully folding the rag as if handling a sacred relic.

“Why?” he asked, frowning, an uncomfortable feeling spreading in his stomach.

"The shaman wants it!" Bree beamed, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, her teeth flashing in the dim light.

Johann blinked in disbelief, his mind needing a moment to process her words, as if he had to filter them through a thick fog.

"Why the hell would she want my semen?!" he blurted out, his voice an octave higher than usual, the afterglow of his orgasm suddenly displaced by cold concern.

This time he wasn’t met with stubborn silence and remarks about "forbidden information." Bree just shrugged, as if it were a trivial question about the weather, her bare green shoulders still glistening with sweat from their union.

"I don’t know," she admitted casually. "But she says it will help us!" Her eyes shone with naive hope, like those of a child dreaming of presents.

Johann groaned, the frustration returning like a wave, but at least this time it wasn’t a direct refusal to explain. A cold shiver ran down his spine at the thought of the mysterious shaman and her plans, causing the fine hairs on his arms to stand up.

"Whatever, I don’t care," he growled, still deeply disturbed that they were apparently collecting his sperm for... something. He had seen how they wiped him and themselves clean, gathering what leaked out of them, during the few times he had experienced it. The careful handling of otherwise dirty rags made him shudder, his stomach clenching at the thought of dark rituals. "Just... pull up my pants, okay?"

Bree looked at him, then smiled – a warm, honest smile – and pulled up his pants without further attempts at molestation. Her fingers were gentle, almost tender, as she smoothed the fabric over his hips, brushing over his stomach in a gesture that seemed almost loving. Then she leaned in close and kissed him on the lips.

It was both arousing and confusing – her tongue seeking entry into his mouth, yet gentle and intimate, not greedy like before. The kiss tasted of salt and something sweet he couldn’t name, perhaps honey or exotic fruits. As she withdrew, she left a warm tingling on his lips that continued to glow long after.

"Thank you..." she whispered, her eyes soft and grateful, something vulnerable in her gaze.

"I... it’s fine," he replied, feeling heat rise in his cheeks and turning away, suddenly unable to hold her intense gaze.

Surely he wasn’t confused because of her... or was he? This intimacy after sex felt dangerous, as if he were crossing a boundary better left untouched.

He shook his head, yet couldn’t deny that something in his chest warmed when she looked at him like that. Bree’s manner – that mixture of wild passion and tender vulnerability – spoke to something in him that he would rather have ignored, a longing he thought he had buried deep within himself.

Perhaps, if circumstances were better... if she weren’t his captor and he weren’t her prisoner... But the thought faded before he could finish it, like morning mist in the rising sun.


Chapter 2
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Johann began to wonder when his next orgy session would take place, since he was supposed to be breeding these goblins, but for hours since waking up and after the morning rendezvous with Bree, he’d had only her for company. His skin still tingled from the memory of her skilled hands exploring every inch of his body, yet the hunger for more gnawed at him like an unquenched thirst. The way she had touched him – tenderly, then demandingly, then playfully again – burned into his memory and made his cock twitch with each recollection.

She wasn’t as sullen as before, prior to the sex, but also not quite as energetic as immediately afterward, so their conversation was somewhat limited. Instead, she lay curled up beside him, her warm skin still damp with sweat, watching him with those large, dark eyes that expressed something between contentment and expectation. Her small breasts rose and fell in a steady rhythm, and Johann found himself tracing the gentle curves of her hips outlined beneath the thin sheet.

His thoughts wandered to the other goblins in the village, to their hungry looks and the promising gestures they had thrown his way. He imagined how their various bodies would press around him, how differently each one would taste and feel. His cock twitched involuntarily at the thought of being pleasured again by multiple hands and mouths simultaneously, their warm, wet tongue tips gliding over his most sensitive skin.

But just as he was about to call for her or anyone else to do something, even if it was just a handjob to occupy his mind, the tent flaps billowed as Luris’s familiar figure strode purposefully inside. The sudden draft made the warm, sex-scented atmosphere of the tent swirl – a mixture of musk, sweat, and the sweet scent of arousal. Johann felt the hair on the back of his neck stand up, a mixture of anticipation and nervousness coursing through his body.

Bree froze, and she appeared to tremble a little, which made Luris sigh. The small goblin pressed herself closer to Johann, as if seeking protection in his proximity, her fingers digging nervously into his skin. He could feel her fear pulsing through her warm skin, and involuntarily, he placed a protective arm around her.

“Stop worrying,” Luris said with annoyance, her voice cutting through the tense silence like a blade. “The leader just said she was disappointed that you didn’t keep a better watch. We’re not going to punish you.” Her words sounded harsh, but Johann recognized an undertone of weariness, as if she’d had this conversation too many times before.

Bree seemed to apologize in the goblin language, her words tumbling out in a hasty, pleading tone, which only made Luris appear more annoyed... perhaps even a little hurt. Johann could see the frustration in Luris’s facial features, how her jaw tightened and her eyes narrowed. It was obvious that there was a complicated history between the two.

The warrior goblin gave up trying to reassure Bree and turned to Johann instead, who eyed her suspiciously; just last night she had tied him to the gate and thoroughly milked him. The memory made his blood flow faster, a mixture of excitement and uncertainty. He could still feel the intensity of her grip, how she had brought him to the edge and then pulled back, until he had begged for release.

He felt his backside tingle as he remembered the other goblin who had cheerfully licked his ass, her rough tongue exploring every inch of his skin until he had screamed with pleasure. The memory of her skilled fingers massaging him from inside while her tongue circled his entrance made him involuntarily twitch.

Luris returned his gaze with mild contempt before sighing even more angrily. Her muscular arms crossed over her chest, causing her breasts to push up beneath the primitive armor. Johann couldn’t help but notice how the leather straps cut into her green skin and how her nipples pressed against the material.

“Untie him,” Luris ordered Bree, who looked at the warrior with mild confusion.

“But I was told—”

“Yes, I was the one who said it, but the leader has said to untie him. He gets another chance.”

Then she fixed him with a stern look, her green eyes dangerously sparkling. Johann felt something tighten in his stomach – a mixture of fear and perverse excitement.

“So don’t try to escape again,” she warned with a threatening finger point. “Or the leader might decide to keep you tied up.” The threat hung heavily in the air, but Johann noticed how her voice trembled slightly on the last words.

Johann gritted his teeth; he didn’t want to remain a prisoner forever, and the prospect of being untied gave him hope for escape. But at the same time, they probably wouldn’t let him go so easily, and yesterday’s adventure would hardly repeat itself. His muscles yearned to stretch, to move freely, yet a part of him – a part he didn’t want to admit to – wondered if he even wanted to escape. The intensity of the pleasure he had experienced here was like nothing he had ever known.

He sighed in frustration, his erection still throbbing from the morning’s activities. Bree’s warm skin against his made him think of all the things they hadn’t tried yet.

“Fine, just get these ropes off me already,” he muttered.

Bree seemed to hesitate, her fingers trembling over the knots, but a nod from Luris confirmed that it was okay, and she quickly removed the ropes that held him. Johann sat up and rubbed his wrists and ankles, as the goblins had omitted the padding they had used the first time. The skin was red and sore, but the liberation of his limbs felt wonderful. He stretched his arms above his head, enjoying the feeling of being able to move his muscles again.

“No funny business,” warned Luris, and that’s when Johann noticed that she had a blunt wooden dagger concealed at her hip, over which her hand hovered. It probably wouldn’t have been enough to stab him, but a thrust between the ribs or into the stomach would still hurt like hell.

Johann felt a shiver of fear as he remembered that Luris was definitely a warrior. Perhaps even a killer, though she seemed just as determined as the others that they wouldn't hurt him... and so far, they hadn't physically harmed him. Quite the opposite – they had touched him in ways that still made him tremble. His skin still burned from their touches.

“Okay, I won’t try anything,” he said, nervously raising his hands in defense. “Just... where am I going now?”

He didn’t voice the internal who am I fucking now? part of that question, though his cock was already beginning to harden at the prospect of further encounters. The thought of exploring new bodies, discovering new kinds of pleasure, made him tremble with anticipation.

“You will join me and mate with some of the other warriors,” Luris explained matter-of-factly, as if discussing the weather. “They didn’t get a chance last night. They might be somewhat upset.”

Then she grinned at him mischievously, her stern demeanor breaking, and Johann saw a spark of something predatory in her eyes. The grin transformed her entire face, making her look younger, wilder, and Johann felt his pulse quicken. Johann swallowed as he was marched out of the tent, Luris close behind him, her presence like a warm threat at the back of his neck. He could smell her scent – leather, sweat, and something wild, untamable.

It was almost noon, so the village was buzzing with activity. The air was filled with the sounds of life – voices, laughter, the clatter of tools, and underneath it all, something that sounded like suppressed sighs. Johann noticed how many of the female voices had a yearning undertone, as if they were all waiting for something.

Several goblins spotted him, and as expected, they made various provocative gestures and displays, trying to lure him over, though one was somewhat more direct and pleading. A young goblin with light green skin spread her thighs and rubbed between her legs while staring at him. Her fingers moved in slow, circular motions, and Johann could see how wet she already was.

“Please don’t run away again!” she begged, her voice breaking with desire. “We make you happy! You help us! Please!” Tears glistened in her eyes, and her free hand pressed against her small breast.

There was certainly a heavy layer of seductive lust in her voice, but there was just that hint of concern and desperation that tugged at Johann’s heart. Her eyes shimmered with moisture, and he could see her nipples pressing hard against the thin fabric of her top. The way she touched herself was both inviting and desperate.

Several other goblins agreed with her, their voices forming a chorus of longing.

“Yes! No run. Stay, please!”

“We fuck much and make you happy, so no go!”

“Maybe cuddle too?” This last voice sounded particularly young and vulnerable.

Johann was immediately confused, but also aroused by their open desperation. His cock stiffened completely as he saw their hungry gazes and the way they presented their bodies. Some lifted their skirts, others opened their tops, all hoping to catch his attention. The sheer amount of naked, green skin and the various shapes and sizes of their bodies made him dizzy. Luris stomped in front of him and barked at the gathering goblins in their language. They dispersed and went back to their activities, though they still made more subtle advances – a glance here, an inviting gesture there, the licking of lips or the caressing of their own skin.

“They are afraid,” Luris noted, her voice softer than before. “They worry that you will leave.” It was the first time Johann heard genuine compassion in her voice.

“And that I won’t be around to help them. Because of this curse? What is it exactly?” he demanded to know, his curiosity overcoming his caution. “Does it have something to do with the lack of men and children?”

Luris suddenly turned and gave him a wild but pleading look, her eyes wide with panic. Her entire posture changed, becoming defensive and fearful.

“Not talk about that!” she hissed, glancing over at the other villagers. “You will upset the village.”

Johann was surprised by the intensity of her voice, but also by her restrained concern. She wasn’t angry, just worried, and he could see the way her hands trembled. It was obvious that this topic touched a raw nerve.

“Okay... okay, I won’t speak openly about it,” he remarked, beginning to wonder how painful this curse was for the village. It certainly explained their desperation to keep him captive – and their almost religious devotion to pleasuring him. The way they treated him was less like a prisoner and more like a precious treasure.

Luris shook her head and led Johann onward until they came to a tent on a terrace directly below the highest point in the village. The path there took them past steaming cooking fires, where the scent of roasted meat filled the air, and workshops where goblins repaired weapons and worked leather. Johann noticed how many of the working goblins would briefly look up and cast longing glances at him before quickly returning to their work.

It was unremarkable from the outside, except that its entrance flap was guarded by a pair of crossed spears, their shafts somewhat twisted and their tips more like triangular scrap than actual spearheads. But they still looked sharp enough to cause damage. The spears were decorated with small bones and colorful feathers, giving them a ceremonial appearance.

Johann was pushed inside by Luris, forcing him to duck his head to enter. The air inside was warm and smelled of leather, sweat, and something musky that immediately sharpened his senses. It was an intense, animal scent that instantly aroused him and made his skin tingle.

Inside, he was immediately greeted by a firm hand on his crotch, fondling him through his pants, her fingers wrapping around his already swelling cock with surprising skill. The hand was warm and knew exactly how to touch him to make him instantly hard. Johann gasped in surprise, his body instinctively responding to the unexpected touch.

He tried to pull back with a cry, but another strong hand held his buttocks firmly, preventing him from hiding from the intrusive hands. The fingers dug into his buttocks, massaging the flesh through the fabric with a possessiveness that made him shudder.

“He has a nice ass...” remarked the one groping his behind, her voice rough with desire. Her fingers kneaded him more firmly, as if wanting to claim him through the fabric.

“It’s his cock I want...” said the other, and Johann’s member quickly stirred, as if it knew what was coming and was only too happy to experience it. The hand on his cock moved in slow, firm strokes, her fingers enclosing him through the fabric with a certainty that took his breath away. He could feel himself hardening against his will, his body betraying him with each pulsing second.

He looked down at his sexual assailants and noticed that both wore primitive armor made of animal hides and woven bones that didn’t quite conceal their muscular bodies. Their breasts pressed against the leather straps, and he could see the dark tips of their nipples through gaps in the armor. The leather was worn and soft, shaped by countless battles and movements, and it emphasized every curve of their athletic figures.

The tent had a long table made from a vertical tree disc slice resting on the ground running down the middle, with layers of fur, leather, and cloth piled up at the sides to form seats. The surface of the wood was polished smooth from use, darkened from spilled food and drinks. The edges of the tent were lined with sleeping mats, and between them stood weapon racks in the typically crude but functional goblin style, with various tools for stabbing, cutting, chopping, and bludgeoning of varying craftsmanship, all leaning against the stands. There were also some bows and quivers with arrows as well as simple stands for their rough armor.

He spotted a single steel longsword gleaming in the diffuse sunlight filtering through the tent, clearly forged by a blacksmith and probably stolen by the goblins. Johann could tell it was of quality and would have been a perfect companion for any adventurer, warrior, soldier, even some knights. The blade was flawless, its edge sharp enough to split sunbeams.

For beings of normal stature. He couldn’t imagine the goblins here wielding it so naturally. In their hands, it would be more like a two-handed sword.

There were a few roughly hewn wooden shields by the armor stands and numerous chests and bags that probably contained loot from raids. Some of the chests stood open, revealing glittering coins, jewelry, and silken fabrics - signs of successful plundering.

He saw enough beds for at least a dozen goblins, perhaps a respectable number of professional warriors for a village of this size. The sleeping areas were lined with soft furs and colorful fabrics, some still rumpled from nighttime activities. The scent of bodies and lust hung faintly over these areas, mingled with the aroma of leather and metal.

But he saw only three goblins present, two of whom were currently groping him... and now that he had run out of things to observe, he could no longer so easily ignore their touches, his erection growing faster. The heat of their hands burned through his clothing, and he felt his breathing quicken. Each touch sent shockwaves through his body, gathering in his lower abdomen.

The other goblin lay relaxed on one of the hammock-like beds, grinning at him and exposing her voluptuous breast to the world while eyeing him. Her dark nipples were already hard, and she was slowly rubbing herself across her stomach, her fingers wandering lower. Her eyes gleamed with a predatory hunger that both aroused and intimidated Johann.

“Wow, we get the human all to ourselves...” she remarked, her voice dripping with anticipation. She licked her lips as if already tasting him.

Luris then came in and looked around, her eyes scanning the tent. Her expression darkened when she noticed the empty sleeping places.

“Where are the others?” she demanded to know, her voice sharp with impatience.

“Out by the pond,” said the goblin who was slowly stroking Johann’s cock through his pants, her fingers finding every inch of his length. “They wanted to wash first.” Her hand never moved from her prey as she spoke, as if Johann’s erection was more important than Luris’s anger.

“I told them to wait here!” Luris whined. “Then we’ll go to the pond!” Her fists clenched, and Johann could hear the frustration in her voice.

“They found it easier to go first,” said the other goblin, who was now sliding her hands into Johann’s pants to sink her fingers into his ass flesh. He gasped as her rough fingers touched his warm skin and began to massage him. Her fingertips were surprisingly skilled, finding sensitive spots that made him tremble.

Luris fired off a quick series of grumbling complaints in their own language before saying things to the other three warriors in that language. Her words sounded sharp and commanding, full of authority and impatience.

They answered in kind, their voices respectful but unimpressed, and then Luris stormed out of the tent, still grumbling sullenly. Her footsteps echoed on the hard ground until they faded in the distance.

Now he was alone with the three well-trained, athletic warrior goblins, and the atmosphere in the tent immediately became denser, heavier with unspoken promises. The air seemed to crackle with tension, and Johann felt his skin tighten with anticipation.

They looked quite similar to each other, although the one lying on the hammock at the other end of the room displayed olive-green skin, while the one rubbing his cock had speckled pale green tones. Their skin shimmered in the dim light, and he could see the fine muscles playing beneath their surface. Every movement emphasized their wild grace, their strength.

And the one who was groping his behind and happened to be the curviest of the three had dark olive skin that was almost brown. Her breasts were fuller than the others’, and her hips swayed seductively as she moved. Johann could feel her curves pressing against his back, warm and enticing.

The one with olive-green skin wore a facial tattoo reminiscent of a green wolf’s muzzle, the sharp teeth flanking her jaws. The markings gave her a wild, predatory appearance. The one with pale, speckled skin wore the image of feathers flanking her face, as if she were a dangerous bird... while the one behind him disturbed him as she stepped more into his field of vision and revealed that her dark face was marked with the pale image of a skull. It was surprisingly intimidating, though she now slid her hand into his pants toward the front to grasp his cock directly, and looked at the other goblin with a grin as she felt that goblin’s hand on the outside of his pants brushing over her hand inside.

They all had various small scars in different places, signs of their warrior past, and their hairstyle was the same, braided in untidy rows with their scalp barely visible between each of the frizzy rows, which reminded Johann of low hedges and ditches. The braids were decorated with small bones and metal pieces that clinked softly when they moved.

“Ohohoho, we’re going to have so much fun...” remarked the pale-skinned goblin, leaning in close to rub her face against his tent and grinning. Her breath was warm against his skin, and he could smell the musky scent of her arousal. Her tongue darted out and licked across her lips as she observed his reaction.

“Seeing Luris fuck last night made me so horny...” said the dark-skinned goblin, hooking an arm around one of his thighs and reaching between them from behind to gently caress his balls through his pants. “And we were chosen to go first...” Her fingers massaged him skillfully, and Johann felt his resistance melting away. Every touch was calculated, designed to make him melt.

“L-Lucky you...” Johann gasped, feeling the heat rise to his face and elsewhere, as the goblins continued to feel and stroke him. His cock was now throbbing painfully in his pants, and he could feel moisture already gathering at the tip. His knees were growing weak, and he had to brace himself against their touches to avoid falling.


Chapter 3
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The goblin who had been lying down rose from her place and sauntered over, her movements fluid like a predatory cat. Piece by piece, she stripped off her remaining armor and clothing, each garment falling to the ground with the soft clink of metal on stone. As she completely exposed herself, a strange tattoo was revealed across her stomach – a vaguely T-shaped marking with twisted bulbs hanging from the tips of the cross like ripe fruit on a forbidden tree.

“Lucky for us...” she said, while hungrily eyeing Johann, her eyes wandering over every inch of his captive body like a warrior assessing her prey. “Do you know how long it’s been since we’ve been with a man?”

“An eternity,” Johann remarked sarcastically, though his voice trembled slightly despite his words.

“Yes!” she answered with a clap of her hands that echoed through the cave. “Far too long! False cocks aren’t enough, even when a sweet girl wears them...”

The dark-skinned goblin looked at the one who had stood up with a playfully hurt expression, her lower lip pushing forward in an exaggerated pout.

“Nusli, I thought I fucked you well?”

Nusli laughed, a throaty melodic sound, as she sauntered over and slid a hand under Johann’s shirt. He flinched as that surprisingly soft hand traced the subtle contours of his only modestly developed abdominal muscles; he spent plenty of time outdoors, but he was a mushroom gatherer, not an adventurer or athlete. His skin tingled under her touch, and he felt his muscles involuntarily tense.

She seemed to appreciate the touch nonetheless, though her fingers appeared focused on another target, reaching upward to tease his nipples. Her fingertips circled slowly, almost playfully, making him shiver from unexpected stimulation.

He let out a sigh, but did his best not to emit a pitiful squeak. His shame had already been stripped from him, but at this point, he didn’t want to appear completely spineless. His teeth dug into his lower lip as he fought against the sensations pulsing through his body.

The reaction pleased Nusli nonetheless, who gave Johann a lustful look and slowly licked her lips, her tongue gliding over her full lower lip like a promise of pleasures to come.

“Sorry, Lika...” Nusli apologized, her voice dripping with feigned remorse. “But real cock is better cock...”

Lika let out a small giggle, a sound like bells in the wind.

“True...” she admitted, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

The other goblin, who had been attacking his genitals from outside his pants, pressed her face against his tent and inhaled his scent deeply, her nostrils flaring as if she were savoring a precious wine. The other two goblins looked at her and gave her sidelong glances, their eyebrows rising in amused surprise.

“She sniffs male musk like rush leaf!” Nusli remarked with amusement, her voice full of teasing affection. “Yakxy, if you keep sniffing, you might become addicted...”

Emla pulled back and grinned playfully at Nusli, her cheeks flushed from the heat of her arousal.

“Rush leaf has nothing on this,” she insisted, rubbing her cheek against his tent, her skin sliding over the taut fabric of his pants.

Johann felt almost disturbed by the fact that they seemed to be ignoring him while continuing to grope him. He felt his pants slowly being pulled down to his ankles, the cool cave air brushing against his exposed skin, letting his cock spring free and expose itself to the trio who eyed it with reverence. His member twitched under their gaze, as if aware of their attention.

“Emla is right, this is better than rush leaf...” Lika purred and smelled what must have been a pleasant musk to her, her eyes half-closing in pleasure.

“Haaa... what the hell is rush leaf?” Johann exhaled, his face flushing from a mixture of embarrassment and unwanted arousal.

“A leaf!” Emla exclaimed, her voice full of childlike enthusiasm. “Makes you dizzy! Very fun...”

He groaned and expected more of an answer, but further questions were indefinitely pushed to the background as he felt a small tongue dabbing at his glans. It circled directly under his foreskin, only partially retracted by his erection, and the sensation shot through him like lightning.

The sensation differed somewhat from the licking he was used to – the feeling of gentle, tender caresses, intensified by the compressing fit of his foreskin squeezing her tongue. It was more intense, more concentrated, as if every nerve cell in his member was suddenly awakened.

It made him shudder as she dug deeper under his foreskin while slowly pushing it back until his glans was completely exposed and his cock stood at attention like a disciplined soldier. The sudden exposure of his most sensitive area made him gasp for air.

The warrior goblins seemed pleased with this dutiful performance and rewarded Johann’s cock with a three-handed stroking – one gently polished his glans, her fingertips gliding over the shiny surface, another pumped the middle of his girth with rhythmic movements, and the third wrung out the root of his cock, one hand from each of the three female warriors. The coordinated movement was almost hypnotic.

Nusli made an effort to weigh his balls, her touch gentle and precise, as if his jewels needed careful support and loving care. She gently caressed his sack, encouraging them to work up the next load, her fingers massaging with the skill of an experienced lover.

“Let’s share the first one together...” Lika remarked, her voice hoarse with desire. The other two agreed as the dark-skinned goblin leaned forward and began licking his tip, her tongue undulating gently against the opening like a small snake.

The hands shifted to allow the other goblins to bring their tongues and lips to Johann's member, crowding around his front. Any free hands moved to fondle his backside, squeezing and carefully sinking their fingers into his buttock muscles. They wanted to show possession of him, but also didn't want to poke holes in his behind with their nails.

He snorted and kept his arms out of the way; at one point he considered trying to bash their heads together, knock them unconscious... but he thought doing that to warriors, even if they were crazy goblins, would have been a foolish idea. His muscles tensed at the thought of resistance, but the reality of his situation held him back.

Not to mention that their idea of punishment so far had been to roughly fuck him and then tie him up again, just because he had tried to escape. His skin still tingled from the memory of their rough touches.

He didn't want to think about what more serious decisions they might make if he actively hurt them. A shiver ran down his spine at the thought.

So he let them lick and kiss his cock, pressing their soft petals together, especially Lika's against his tip. Sometimes they would grasp his head between their lips and let them glide together over his glans until they closed against the apex. The moist warmth completely enveloped him.

He shuddered, still feeling his balls being caressed and gently massaged, and hands tenderly stroking his shaft between lips that peppered his girth with kisses, and tongues eagerly lathering his rod with saliva. Each touch sent waves of pleasure through his body.

At one point, however, he felt Emla lift his shaft and nudge the hand at his balls out of the way so she could taste the smooth orbs and their sack herself. Her tongue took the place of those delicate fingers to support his jewels, rolling and sliding around, lifting one testicle high, then the other, sliding behind and between them. She tickled the back of his sack almost where it connected with his perineum, before withdrawing her tongue to help draw his precious orbs into her mouth. The suction was suddenly intense and less gentle than her previous tongue work.

It made him twitch from the stimulation, and pre-cum leaked from his tip, which Lika eagerly lapped up before sliding her lips over his head and sucking it into her mouth. Her tongue rolled luxuriously around his captured head, and the wet heat completely enveloped him.

Slowly she began to take more of it into her mouth, taking the first few inches with the same exquisite skill that all these goblins seemed to possess. It was almost natural for them... if they weren't so primitive and wild, Johann imagined they would have made an excellent profit as brothel girls, though he supposed they weren't the type of creature to sell their services like that.

Or were they?

They weren't that stupid, but they weren't that educated either, perhaps it had never occurred to them that they could make money that way. His thoughts drifted as their mouths continued to work on him.

On the other hand, they might even have been driven out of the shadier cities. Goblins weren't known for their politeness.

Though these ones seemed pretty damn friendly.

Lika released his rod and gave it to Nusli, who took half his cock into her mouth in one go. She sucked somewhat faster than Lika, her cheeks hollowing as she shifted to tenderly guide her lips along the other side of his manhood.

The wet smacking and occasional slurping and rare audible swallowing was an erotic song that made Johann blush even more with heat. He felt a rising orgasm in his loins thanks to the efforts of the three goblin warriors, the tension building like a dam about to break.

Nusli slid off his shaft and tapped Emla on the shoulder, letting the ball-slobbering goblin know it was her turn to suck Johann's cock. The transition was seamless, as if they were dancers in a perfectly choreographed performance.

She dizzily changed position and took the man almost to the hilt, her efforts far more aggressive than the first two. Her throat gripped him tightly, and he could feel her swallowing muscles pulsing around him.

Nusli took over polishing his jewels with her mouth before handing this task to Lika, so Nusli could lick and kiss and pump the side of his girth that she could gain access to. Their coordination was impressive.

Several times they switched positions, each eventually taking him into the back of their throats, where their moans and gurgles made their throat walls flex against his shaft. The vibrations shot through his member like electrical impulses.

He shuddered and snorted, saw them looking up at him with their eyes, various amber tones, so full of lust and a desire to make him moan. Their gazes were hypnotic, almost predatory in their intensity.

He was deep in Nusli's throat when he came, gasping loudly and thrusting weakly with his hips. The waves of his orgasm rolled over him like a tidal wave.

As he did, Nusli was quick to let the others know, all had to be nimble so they could share; Nusli took several thrusts before letting go to give Emla her share, who took him into her throat three times before finally giving Lika the last of his load. All three got about the same amount. And somehow, all without their faces being splashed by a stray jet.

When he stopped coming, the three converged to press their lips together against his glans, in a slow, closing kiss that made him whimper. His cockhead was far too sensitive so soon after such a climax, each touch almost painfully intense.

But eventually they withdrew with smacking lips, lustful giggles, and not a few shared kisses. Their faces gleamed from their joint effort.

Nusli laughed and slapped her comrades on their behinds, giving them both firm grips that elicited satisfied squeals.

“Let's get naked...!” she exclaimed, though she was already naked, her voice full of anticipation for what was to come.

The other two thought this was a great idea and quickly rid themselves of the few pieces of armor and clothing they had. Metal buckles clicked, leather rustled, and soon all three stood completely exposed before him. “You too!”

Johann groaned, but he obeyed, slowly stepping out of his pants and removing his shirt. His movements were hesitant, almost reluctant.

Then he paused; this was the first time he was undressing himself. Sure, he was following his captors' instructions, but there was something about removing his own clothes that felt... strange. As if he were crossing an invisible line.

He was jolted from his thoughts when his cock was suddenly grabbed, Emla using it as a leash to pull him toward the floor table. The sudden grip made him gasp as he stumbled along behind her.

There, Lika was busy shifting a number of the animal furs that served as seat cushions onto the wooden table, obviously creating an improvised bed. The furs were soft and warm under her hands.

He was brought to the bed as Nusli suddenly lay down on it, legs spread, looking up at him with her lower lip tucked under her upper teeth in a lascivious expression. Her eyes glowed with desire.

“Come and fuck me...” she urged, reaching down to spread her labia wide and show the dripping wetness of her pussy. The moist folds glistened in the firelight.

Johann’s cock admittedly jumped at the sight, but he hesitated; again, every time he’d had sex with these creatures, he had been bound. He was being fucked, not fucking. His hands trembled slightly with uncertainty.

Now he was expected to take the lead, and he wasn’t sure how to process that. The thought was both arousing and frightening.

“What are you waiting for...?” teased Lika, playfully fondling his buttocks, her fingers digging playfully into his flesh.

“Hey, take it easy, I’m just trying... just trying to get into the rhythm,” he said, his voice rougher than intended.

“Is easy...!” exclaimed Emla, as she suddenly jumped onto his back with surprising agility, her arms wrapping around his neck.

It made him cry out as he was pushed forward and made to stumble, but Lika was there to catch his fall, her strong arms steadying him. Nusli seemed unconcerned, her grin only widening at the spectacle.

Now he was on all fours above Nusli, who reached up to gently pinch one of his nipples, making him flinch from the stimulation. She giggled and watched as Emla slid off Johann’s back, her movements fluid and feline.

“Come, come, fuck...!” chanted the energetic Emla, encouraging Johann to plow the waiting Nusli beneath him.

He still felt hesitation, though part of him was no longer sure if it was concern about his captivity... but rather fear about his performance. His hands trembled slightly as he hovered over Nusli’s small body.

He had been raped multiple times since his capture and made to climax more times in quick succession than he could ever remember. But he had never taken a leading role since that brief dalliance with the merchant’s daughter. The memory of her innocent eyes flashed through his mind – how distant that seemed now.

That he felt this way was almost comical to him, but he was reminded of his expectation when he felt a hand slap against his behind, making him flinch. The sharp sound echoed through the cave.

“We know that you want to...” purred Lika, pushing his hips downward, her fingers digging into his flesh.

Nusli reached up and gently stroked across his chest, an invitation he could hardly resist. Her tiny hands followed the contours of his muscles, leaving trails of warmth on his skin.

“You want to fill me with your seed... Do it...” she teased, her voice a hoarse whisper full of desire.

“Don’t say it... like that,” muttered Johann, but finally he lowered himself and aligned his hardness with Nusli’s wet labia. His breath caught as he felt her heat against his tip.

Due to the size difference, he now looked down at a pile of furs while she began to lick at his nipples. Her rough tongue sent shockwaves through his body.

A feeling of disappointment came over him... he wanted to at least look into their eyes so it wouldn’t feel so impersonal. Instead, he only saw the tangled mess of her green hair against his breastbone.

With one hand, he held onto the furs beside his head, while with the other he grasped Nusli’s waist. It was an uncomfortable position, but he arranged himself with it as he pressed against her slit. Her moisture wetted his glans.

At first, he moved slowly, trying not to make a mistake, though he had no idea why that concerned him so much. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he laboriously controlled himself.

But apparently he wasn’t fast enough for the excited trio, because soon he felt a soft foot against his buttocks, suddenly pushing him forward and impaling Nusli’s slit to the hilt.

She cried out in blissful ecstasy, but for Johann it was a surprise – a startled gasp escaped his lips. Her tightness gripped him like a silken vise.

The other two goblins giggled, and he felt the foot ease its pressure before pushing again to force him to thrust, though he was already beginning to move. Emla’s toes dug into his flesh.

But as he moved, he noticed a different sensation than before; back then he had been bound, so they had a static rod on which they could bounce as they pleased.

Now he could feel how her tightness threatened to interrupt the smooth thrusts, pushing Nusli forward and even pulling her back, requiring his grip on her waist, awkward as it was. Her skin was damp with sweat beneath his palms.

But soon he found a rhythm, aided by the goblin who had her foot on his behind, and Nusli, who held onto the furs. The scent of her arousal rose to him, sweet and intoxicating.

He panted above her, but less masculine sounds were torn from his lips thanks to Nusli’s teasing efforts, stretching upward to lick at one of his nipples with the tip of her tongue. She visibly had to strain to reach them, but she managed, her wet organ swirling around the small discs that surrounded his buds, and rolling over the protrusions with light touch. Each movement of her tongue sent electric impulses through his body.

He felt a tremor race through Nusli’s walls, causing her to sink into the pile of furs beneath her as she released an enticing, erotic sigh. The trembling pressed her constricting flesh more firmly beneath his glans, and that during a withdrawing motion. It made him groan, but the foot on his behind kept him thrusting. His muscles tensed under the forced movement.

Soon he saw Lika crawling on all fours in front of him, her backside swinging enticingly, so Emla must have been the one controlling his pace. Lika’s movements were feline in their smoothness.

He watched as Lika moved backward toward him and swung her hips, shaking her backside in a hypnotic manner. It made him gasp for another reason; he saw Lika’s wet pussy and even her behind, that dark, contracted hole, seemed tempting. The curves of her buttocks captivated his gaze.

He now knew that the sphincter was a surprising point of sensitivity and that these goblins had a remarkably cleansing elixir that they seemed to use exclusively for erotic activities involving the behind. The memory of the sweet taste of the tincture made his mouth water.

So while part of him felt disgusted to even think that her behind was “tempting,” another part was quite... taken with the sight. And idly wondered what it would be like to have her cheeks pressed against his face. His imagination painted scenarios that simultaneously shamed and aroused him.

He had already let goblins sit on it, and it was... surprisingly arousing. The feeling of their soft skin against his lips was still vivid in his memory.

So when Lika continued to back up and pushed her behind into his face, pressing her buttocks against his cheeks, he caught himself briefly considering putting his tongue to her openings. Her musk filled his nostrils, an intoxicating scent of lust.

Finally, he gave in to desire and perhaps a small inclination toward revenge and let his tongue slide out to roll up her slit. The first taste of her juices sent a shiver through his body.

Her juices weren’t particularly flavorful, but not repulsive either, so he slowly rolled his organ up and down between her slit. He felt her petals parting, her vulva soft yet plump. The texture of her inner folds was velvety beneath his tongue.

Compared to her taste, her musk was noticeably sweeter, a pleasant scent that seemed to be naturally secreted in her arousal and wasn’t due to poor hygiene; they all seemed to keep themselves clean. The smell was intoxicating, almost like a drug that clouded his senses.

Sweet squeaking sounds left Lika’s lips, and Johann felt encouraged to curl his tongue up and down with increased force. Her reactions further fueled his lust.

He began to explore, guiding his tongue to where inner and outer labia met, moving the inner folds and crossing the slit, working his way up to her clitoris with inexperienced tracing. Each new discovery elicited new sounds of pleasure from her.

However, he couldn’t bring any real precision, not while he was still thrusting and repeatedly planting his face between Lika’s buttocks. Admittedly, the feeling of her yielding buttocks squeezing against his face, conforming to his contours and enveloping him in warm, lush skin and flesh, proved quite pleasant. Especially with Lika gently pressing and rubbing against him while he roughly licked at her slit. The warmth and softness of her skin was like a living embrace around his face.

After one such thrust, she discovered that he had moved upward, and his lips barely touched her behind. The cool air against his wet face was a sharp contrast.

Johann debated internally whether he would really start tasting her behind; it still seemed disgusting to him on one level, but she seemed clean enough. Perhaps they always kept themselves clean for situations like this. His moral concerns fought against his growing arousal.

Finally, curiosity and arousal gained the upper hand over him, and he pressed his curling tongue firmly against her sphincter, rubbing against the striated hole before gently kissing the area immediately around it. He began to circle the ring of muscle, and actually felt encouraged by her shrill, lustful squeaking sounds. The texture was unlike anything he had ever experienced – velvety yet firm.

But as much as he tried to apply some precise, firm licks, he struggled with the constant bouncing into her behind as well as the shakiness in his muscles from a building climax; Nusli’s pussy was now clamping hard, twitching flesh tugging at the underside of his helmet and chafing his glans with blissful stimulation. His entire body trembled under the double strain.

In the end, Nusli’s pussy was too much for Johann, and with a groan directly against Lika’s perineum, his mouth pressed against the skin between her two holes, he released his next load of seed directly into Nusli’s depths. Waves of ecstasy flooded through him.

His climax came with a sudden jerk of her hips. And that signaled Emla to remove her foot from his behind so she could bring both hands down and force his cock all the way into the goblin beneath him, and that was what pushed Nusli over the edge, her shriek almost piercing his ears, though his cock stung more from the stimulation mid-orgasm, his ejaculation prolonged by the twitching of her walls, her flesh practically crawling around his cock and massaging his most sensitive points. The intensity was overwhelming, almost painful in its perfection.

Her spasms went beyond her pussy, trembling against the furs and splashing fluids over his testicles. The warm moisture ran down his thighs.

Finally, he withdrew, and she crawled away from him, rolling onto her side on her back, fondling herself and evening out her breathing. Her small chest rose and fell rapidly.

“Such a good cock...” she praised and idly rubbed her stained vulva with her other hand. Her fingers slid through the mixture of her juices and his seed.

Johann sat back and pulled away from Lika’s behind to catch his breath. Emla withdrew for a moment and granted him some rest. The taste of Lika was still on his tongue, salty and sweet at once.

For a brief moment, Johann seemed alone with his thoughts and realized that, apart from Emla’s commanding guidance with her foot and the general compulsive environment in which he found himself... he had just fucked one of these goblins, free from restraints and largely setting the pace. The realization hit him like a blow.

He even licked ass and pussy and found himself... not repulsed. In fact, he had enjoyed it. This truth burned in his consciousness, a mixture of shame and dark satisfaction.


Chapter 4
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Johann couldn’t begin to understand what was going through his head. These creatures had damn well captured him, raped him multiple times, bound him and punished him for his escape attempts. Every rational thought screamed that he should hate them.

Yet here he was, his gaze glued to Lika’s swaying hips and pouting lips, which seemed strangely sweet despite the skull face tattoo. The leather of her skin gleamed in the dim light, each movement causing her muscles to play beneath the surface like supple predator’s work. His throat went dry as a familiar tug spread through his lower abdomen—a betrayal of his own body that filled him with shame.

“Am I not good enough?” she asked with feigned hurt, her lower lip pushed forward. The way she tilted her hip to the side made her curves appear even more enticing. “My pussy is just as good as the others...”

The words hit him like physical touches, each syllable a feather stroking across his already overstimulated skin. He felt his pulse quicken, blood rushing in his ears as he didn’t know if he should have answered. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air—musky, animalistic, impossible to ignore. A gentle, tickling breath at his ear startled him—Emla leaning in, her warmth burning against his skin like liquid fire.

“She has the best ass...” remarked the aggressive goblin, her voice a rough whisper that scraped across his nerve endings. “Perfect for mounting...”

Emla giggled, a sound like broken glass, and gently nibbled on his earlobe. It made him shudder, electric impulses shooting through his body like lightning strikes, and even his cock bobbed as if already standing in anticipation. Shame burned in his chest—how could he respond like this? How could his body desire them so much while his mind rebelled against it?

“Come on, fuck me...” encouraged Lika, wiggling her behind even more, the movement hypnotic and irresistible. Her buttocks quivered with each movement, the flesh taut yet yielding.

“You must fill us all...” remarked Nusli from the side, her voice a dark promise that turned his insides to water.

Something seemed to flip a switch inside Johann, an inner dam collapsing under the pressure of his conflicting feelings. If he was going to be forced to breed these creatures anyway, he might as well make the best of it. The capitulation tasted bitter and sweet at once, like fermented fruit on the tongue.

He crawled forward on his knees, his movements predatory, and let his cock slap down between Lika’s buttocks. The warm flesh partially enveloped him, soft and inviting. The remaining slickness from his previous climaxes allowed him to glide his girth against her juicy cheeks with seductive ease. The size difference meant he couldn’t embed himself as deeply as his instincts demanded.

Instead, he grabbed her narrow hips with both hands and lifted her up like a wheelbarrow, which made her squeal with surprised delight. Her weight in his hands felt surprisingly real, warm and alive, her skin velvety beneath his palms. The warmth of her body’s center radiated against his fingers.

He shifted a bit and then nudged her dripping folds with his steely tip. Moisture immediately clung to his glans, slippery and hot. Slowly he rubbed his head between her labia, not letting go of her hips, because even with her hands on the furs beneath her, she was surprisingly difficult to hold. The friction sent sparks through his nerves.

It didn’t matter much, because his cock felt rock-hard, even after an orgasm and without additional stimulation. The blood pulsed in the swollen veins, making him sensitive to even the slightest touch. After a few vindictive, teasing rubs, he pressed forward only slowly but firmly and gently spread her labia, pushing against her entrance.

She whimpered softly, a sound of submission and lust that ran down his spine like molten metal, and he held her hips firmly for better leverage. Her muscles tensed beneath his hands.

Then his tip slipped past her entrance, sucked into her warm depths like by a hungry mouth. Muscular walls compressed around the intruder, as if inviting him to come deeper. The heat enveloped him completely, wet and pulsating.

He moaned softly and let his tip rest inside her for a moment, simply enjoying her heat and her soft, smooth embrace. The sensation was overwhelming—velvety, wet, perfect. Her inner muscles twitched around him, gripping and releasing like a living being. Then he pushed the rest of the way in and filled her up, until he squeezed her buttocks against his hips.

There was a noticeable, if subtle, contraction that began at her entrance and spread to her depths, conveying a weak suction-like sensation. Or perhaps he was just imagining it—no matter. The rhythmic pulsing of her walls enclosed him like a warm fist. The contraction around his glans was enough to make him twitch from stimulation, and that was sign enough to begin thrusting.

He might have started slowly at first, but some pent-up frustration, anger, and contempt led him to quickly gain speed. His hips moved as if of their own accord, until he was roughly slapping against her lush cheeks, seeing them ripple and the edges of her breasts swinging beneath her. The flesh-on-flesh slapping echoed through the tent.

He might have been unloading his emotions onto the curvaceous goblin before him, and perhaps that wasn’t a good reflection on his part, but Lika hardly seemed bothered, based on her sharp, gasping laughs of pleasure. Her fingers clawed into the furs beneath her, knuckles white with exertion.

The rhythmic slapping of his hips meeting her behind filled the tent with a primitive soundtrack. Beads of sweat pearled on his forehead and fell onto her back. From the corner of his eye, he saw Emla creeping closer and then felt her lips brush over his hips, her tongue trailing just below the top of his pelvis, even as he thrust. A hand slid up to his lower back, nails gently scratching his sweat-dampened skin, before Emla crawled in front of Lika, lying on her back and positioning her head beneath the dark-skinned goblin’s face, feet pointing away from Johann.

The two began kissing, their tongues dancing together, even as Lika’s body jerked from each of Johann’s thrusts. Saliva glistened on their lips. Because of the way he held her, due to their size difference, his cock thrust at a slight angle against her walls, digging into her pussy flesh and seeming to stimulate her far more than if she had been perfectly perpendicular to him.

It also stimulated him, as the contours of her depth pulled more easily at the underside of his glans with each withdrawal, like little fingers that didn't want to let go. Each thrust sent shockwaves through his body.

With every forward motion, he felt his testicles swing far enough that they slapped against her vulva, perhaps even her clitoris, further arousing the goblin who was now beginning to tremble like a leaf in the wind. Her thighs quivered against his hands.

Of course, his cock also began to twitch and throb, his release only moments away. The tension in his groin was building like a dam about to break. He did his best to delay it, trying to thrust into her at different angles, from the sides or leaning further over her.

Regardless of his position, he continued to feel those soft walls attempting to rub and crawl over his member, hungry for his seed. But most of all, he felt the muscles near her entrance gripping most firmly, wringing him out with each thrust like a warm, living fist. His toes curled with the effort.

He struggled to last just a little longer, focusing on the hypnotic waves of her buttocks as they jiggled with each impact. The wet slapping was equally enticing, along with the obscene squelching underneath, her arousal practically doubling as she approached release. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air.

Emla had practically overwhelmed Lika’s mouth, who was too busy moaning to effectively resist the other goblin taking control with truly sloppy kisses. Threads of saliva connected their lips.

Johann’s moans transformed into strained grunts and then heated gasps as his climax approached like an avalanche. His muscles tensed, every nerve in his body screaming for release. Until, with one final deep thrust, burying himself in Lika’s pussy, he let out a deep howl and flooded her depths. Warm waves of ecstasy washed through him.

It was enough to bring her to climax as well, convulsing and staining the furs beneath, along with Johann’s testicles, with her feminine discharge. Her screams mingled with his grunts.

Emla laughed into Lika’s lips and then promptly released her, allowing the dark-skinned goblin to scream freely in her ecstasy. The sound echoed off the tent walls.

Several short, sharp twitches later, and Johann pulled his member from Lika’s loins, saw a small trickle of white from her slit, which she quickly covered with her hand, catching as much of the precious fluid inside herself as possible. The warm moisture clung to his fingers.

She slid to the side, moaning in intoxication and letting out a satisfied laugh. Her body glistened with sweat.

“I love... being ridden...” she said in a hoarse voice, her words marked by exhaustion.

Nusli crawled over to her, and the two promptly embraced, intertwining their legs and beginning to rub and grind against each other with sensual affection. Their skin stuck together from sweat and other fluids.

Johann leaned back on his knees and sighed, feeling a wave of exhaustion roll through his body. His muscles burned from the exertion. However, his cock was still firm, bobbing untouched in the warm air of the tent. Blood still pulsed through the swollen veins.

He knew there was still one last goblin to satisfy, and he turned around, looking for Emla... but she had apparently wandered off. His eyes scanned the shadows.

He looked around, searching for her among the shadows and furs, until he heard a sound behind him—a soft giggle that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up. A cold shiver ran down his spine.

He turned on his knees and gasped in shock as he saw Emla flying toward him, the goblin letting out a playful cry as she jumped on him. Her arms wrapped around his upper body and her legs around his waist, his erection trapped between his stomach and her surprisingly soft belly. Despite her visible abdominal muscles, there was a bit of give that pleasantly enveloped his girth. The warmth of her skin burned against his.

He almost toppled over, especially given his unstable position on his knees, in the middle of turning. His arms flailed to find balance. Had he been standing, he probably would have fallen.

But he stabilized himself, hands stretched out to the sides in confused shock, looking down in disbelief at the chattering goblin. Her weight pushed him backward.

The sensation quickly changed to gentle stimulation as he felt her labia spreading wide against his girth. The wet folds stuck to his skin. The goblin began to rub against him, the moist flesh between her labia clinging tightly and sliding with slippery contact from his base to his tip. Each movement sent sparks through his overstimulated nerves.

“Hey, what the hell?!” he exclaimed, his voice a mixture of indignation and involuntary arousal. His heart hammered against his ribs. “Are you trying to kill me?”

“Haha, never!” replied Emla with sparkling eyes that glittered like gems in the light of the tent. “Human too fun to kill...”

He grunted as she concentrated her slippery efforts on his glans, pressing harder and polishing his tip with her dripping labia. The folds clung with unexpected firmness, making it feel as if they were trying to suck and kiss him like the lower lips that they were. Warm moisture enveloped his sensitive head.

As for her actual lips, they contented themselves with doing their own sucking and kissing, attacking every inch of his chest that was within reach of her mouth. Tingling nibbles and giggles tickled his skin. Her warm tongue left wet trails on his skin. His nipples were particular targets, her teeth gently scraping against them, but she mostly let her lips and tongue subdue his small, defenseless buds. The stimulation sent electric impulses directly to his cock.

He snorted, feeling her nails dig gently into his back. Thin red lines followed her fingers. He flinched, and fearing she might draw blood in her efforts to hold on, he brought his hands to her buttocks and gripped firmly to provide support. The flesh was warm and firm beneath his palms.

It made her giggle playfully, and to his dismay, she wiggled her hips into his grasping hands. Especially because he felt his fingers squeeze hesitantly in response, the sensation of her supple, firm cheeks shifting in his hands, filling the space between his fingers with smooth flesh that sought to resist his grip, more exquisite than he dared admit. The warmth radiated through his palms.

Emla briefly paused her lustful assault on his upper body to look up at him with a sensual lick of her lips. Her tongue glistened wetly.

“Mate with me...” she commanded, her voice rough with desire. The command vibrated through his bones. “You want it... I can smell it...”

And damn it, she was right. Despite everything that had happened, despite the confusion and anger, desire burned within him like a fire that couldn’t be extinguished.

He gave her a crooked, uncertain look, but feeling her vulva gently turning and rubbing against his tip and her buttocks filling his hands made it difficult to argue with himself. The heat of her sex burned against his sensitive head, each small movement sending shockwaves through his shaft. Her moisture glistened on his skin, warm and enticing.

Well, he thought, he might as well make the best of it. His reason had long since been lost, overwhelmed by the sensations of her supple skin beneath his fingers. The sweet scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, intoxicating and primal.

With a small gulp, he lifted her higher until his member was able to slide its tip over her clitoris and press against her soaked mound. Her juices coated his head, warm and slippery, as she rubbed against him. The wet sound of their movements echoed through the cave, obscene and intoxicating.

The additional height was more than enough for her to playfully nibble at his neck, to mouth over his throat and prickle his skin with her sharp teeth, but even the chaotic Emla had enough control not to do anything painful. Her hot breath flowed over his skin, making him shudder at the contrast between tenderness and the latent danger of her fangs. Each breath against his throat was a reminder of how vulnerable he was.

Still, it made him shudder and falter for a moment, the fear never fully suppressed. His muscles tensed reflexively as his mind wavered between lust and caution. The metallic taste of fear mixed with the sweet intoxication of desire.

But when she slowly curled her tongue against his Adam’s apple and closed her lips around it in a tender, reverent touch, he felt completely disarmed. The moist warmth of her tongue gently gliding over his sensitive spot caused every resistance within him to collapse. Her saliva glistened on his skin like liquid silver.

Enough that his arms gave way for a moment, enough to let her fall onto his head, parting her folds and sinking the first inch into her pussy. A choked sound escaped his throat as her velvety walls closed around his tip. The tightness was overwhelming, as if she wanted to devour him.

It made her moan and tense up, a frightening moment passed through Johann’s mind, fearing his sudden lapse would cause her to reflexively bite into his throat. His pulse quickened as he felt the sharpness of her teeth against his skin. Time seemed to stand still as he waited for her next breath.

But he felt only the tickling prickle of her teeth barely grazing his skin before she released his neck. Relief flooded through him, mingled with the overwhelming sensation of her tightness around his shaft. His heartbeat thundered in his ears.

He sighed in modest relief and lust, her walls embracing his shaft with every inch he sank into her, letting her fall down. The silky sheath of her pussy pressed around him as if it never wanted to let him go again. Her inner heat pulsated around him, alive and hungry.

She worked her muscles, squeezing his member in waves, though her efforts were far more chaotic compared to the other two. Her inner muscles twitched irregularly, sometimes gently pinching, then convulsively contracting. Each movement was unpredictable, wild and intoxicating.

It made him twitch, especially as he let her down onto his root, her juices spilling over his testicles. The warm moisture dripped over his skin, sticky and intoxicating. The scent of their mingled lust rose between them, primal and bewitching.

She then looked up at him with those lust-hungry eyes, deliberately rolling her tongue against his chest while looking at him, before her lips twisted into a toothy grin. Her yellow eyes glowed with untamed desire. Saliva glistened on her lips like dew on leaves.

“Give me babies...” she purred deeply, and suddenly began to squeeze and loosen her legs, rocking her hips and repeatedly taking his shaft into her chaotic depths. The rhythm was wild, unpredictable, each thrust bringing new waves of pleasure. Her movements were like a storm – violent, unpredictable and all-consuming.

He moaned suddenly and shakily, not expecting this sudden dominance from her. He maintained his grip on her buttocks nonetheless, squeezing just a bit harder out of reflex. Her flesh pleasantly filled the gaps between his fingers, and with each slap against his hips, he felt the faintest tremor through her buttocks. The way her muscles tensed beneath his touch nearly drove him mad. Sweat beaded between his fingers.

He shuddered and looked down at Emla, though she was no longer staring at him, instead attacking his nipples again, eliciting another weak gasp from him. Her rough tongue scraped over his sensitive skin. Each touch was like a small lightning bolt jolting through his body.

Her tongue dabbed at his buds and twisted wildly, eager to tickle his sensitive nubs with the slippery organ. Each touch sent electric shocks through his body, gathering in his loins. Her saliva cooled on his skin, only to be immediately replaced by her hot lips.

Her lips sucked around his nipple, the wet tugging adding another layer of lustful stimulation before she switched sides. The sudden loss of her warmth made him crave more. His skin tingled where her tongue had been.

Johann let out a breath through his nose and set about supporting her movements with his hands, moving with her hips to keep the pace smooth. But ultimately, Emla was the one in command. Her wildness was untamable, her lust insatiable. He was merely an instrument in her chaotic orchestra of desire.

Already he could feel a climax approaching. There was no delaying it, not with her lust. And not after the orgasms he had already endured. His testicles contracted, heavy and ready. The tension built in his loins like a dam about to break.

Precum spread into her slippery depths, the sloppy sound of their pounding utterly obscene. The wet slapping of their bodies echoed through the cave, obscene and intoxicating. Each impact sent vibrations through the stone floor.

Johann was now moaning endlessly and beginning to gasp breathlessly. His control was fading with each wild thrust of her hips. Sweat ran down his forehead, mixing with the salty taste of his own exertion.

“I’m... coming!” he warned, eyes wide open as he felt his body tense and spasm, the sensation seeming to flow through his form and converge on his cock, just as he began to release his load, each throb and tug of his testicles a healthy rope directly into her womb. His seed pumped into her in hot spurts, while his muscles contracted. White flashes of light danced before his eyes.

With a shrill, manic laugh, Emla began to slam hard onto Johann’s pole, eagerly slowing but impaling herself with more force, until with a final jerking impact she came home and shrieked in ecstasy, juices spraying over Johann’s balls and diluting the load he was releasing into her. Her screams echoed off the cave walls, wild and untamed. Her fingernails scratched across his chest, leaving red marks on his sweat-soaked skin.

Her grip tightened, even as she convulsed, the bear hug becoming constricting and painful, Johann even beginning to try to detach her, before she exhaled and let go, pushing herself away so that she slid off his cock, and thankfully so; he didn’t want to feel how painful it would be to support a goblin solely by her pussy with his erection. His member slid from her warm embrace, glistening with their mixed fluids. The sudden cold of the cave air made him shudder.

A final, pitiful drop left his tip, and he fell backward, gasping with exhaustion. His chest rose and fell heavily as the afterglow pulsed through his body. The cold stone beneath his back was a welcome contrast to the heat still raging in his veins.

“That... felt... good...” Emla articulated, brushing a sweat-soaked strand of hair from her face. “Human cock amazing...” Her voice sounded hoarse, raw from her wild screams.

Between his breaths, Johann glared at the particularly chaotic goblin. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he slowly collected himself. His heartbeat gradually slowed, but the throbbing in his ears remained.

“Next time... don’t jump... on me like that...” he muttered, his voice still hoarse from the exertion. The words scratched in his parched throat.

“But it fun...” she claimed, slowly sitting up and running her hands lustfully down her body, rubbing her belly. Her fingers glided over her sweat-glistening skin as if mimicking his touch. Her eyes still gleamed with satisfaction.

At his sides, Nusli and Lika freed themselves from each other, panting just as heavily as he and Emla; their pussies and mouths were stained with fluids, the two clearly after their own personal fun. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air, intoxicating and primitive. Their skin glistened in the dim light of the cave.

“I would pounce on sweet human...” Lika remarked, running her fingers over her lips, tasting the remnants of her lust. “Being on top is fun too...” Her tongue slowly glided over her lower lip.

“I wonder if I can fight with a big belly,” Nusli mused dreamily. This earned looks from Lika and even Emla, who seemed slightly appalled at the suggestion. Nusli looked incredulously between the two. “What?” Her voice sounded confused, almost childlike.

“Stupid, stupid,” Emla scolded, while Lika just shook her head. “Fighting more important than making babies.” Her yellow eyes flashed with a mixture of mockery and impatience.

“Can I go now?” Johann grumbled, his cock finally beginning to soften, glistening and sensitive from their play. The air felt cool against his damp skin.

The goblins sat up, and they all exchanged glances and giggled mischievously. Their yellow eyes sparkled with mischief. The giggling echoed off the walls like the chirping of insects.

“Does human need reason to stay...?” Emla teased, her tongue sliding over her lips. Saliva glistened on her teeth.

“Maybe we let him fuck our tits...” Lika suggested, squeezing her small breasts together. The soft flesh bulged between her fingers.

“Or asses...” Nusli added, turning around and wiggling her behind seductively. The movement was hypnotic, even in Johann’s exhausted state.

Johann shook his head, though his gaze involuntarily wandered over their bodies. “No, thank you,” he muttered. Although, in the back of his mind, the suggestions weren’t entirely unwelcome. A dark part of him wondered how it would feel. The thoughts made his blood grow warmer again.

Maintaining a little control felt surprisingly good. Perhaps even satisfying. He knew these goblins always had the upper hand, their dominance unmistakable. Yet accepting his situation, even just a little, made everything more bearable. The realization both frightened and aroused him equally. Was this the path to damnation or to liberation?

Perhaps he was simply losing his resistance to their perverse desires. Or perhaps he was discovering sides of himself he had never known. The boundary between coercion and desire blurred more with each breath.

“We just joking...” Nusli giggled, though her look told him it wasn’t entirely a joke. “You can go... but we might want more later...” Her eyes narrowed to golden slits.

He groaned and found a cloth to wipe his penis and testicles before finding his clothes and putting them back on. His hands still trembled slightly as he dressed, the aftertaste of their wild encounter still in his limbs. The fabric felt foreign against his still sensitive skin, as if he were putting on a disguise that no longer fit properly.


Chapter 5

[image: ]

As if she had sensed the cessation of the slippery activities, Bree whirled into the room, her cheeks flushed with a deep redness as she hastily drew in air. Johann observed a fine trembling running through her body; undoubtedly the scent of lust had a special effect on these creatures. Her nostrils quivered slightly, as if she were inhaling the essence of desire, and her eyes gleamed with a wild intensity.

“Please, come with me,” she beckoned, leading Johann out of the tent while fresh moans erupted behind him—the three warrior goblins clearly weren’t completely satisfied. He wondered where Luris was, since Bree wasn’t the one who had brought him here. How did she even know they were finished? Had she followed him and waited? Could he go anywhere without her lurking closely behind? The thought that she had secretly watched him while he... while he had given himself over, sent heat creeping up his neck.

On the other hand, he preferred her to some of the others...

He sighed and followed Bree. His eyes wandered to her behind, and he felt heat rising in his face; he was really starting to feel attracted to these small, curvy women. The way their hips swayed, how their round buttocks moved beneath the thin fabric—it was hypnotizing. His palms itched with the desire to explore those soft curves.

They returned to Bree’s tent, where his caretaker presented him with some jerky and fresh water. The water was cool and sweet, and he drank eagerly, only now noticing how dehydrated he was.

He ate and drank, then muttered.

“Have you ever thought that it might have been better to ask me, instead of just kidnapping me?”

Bree paused, taking a moment to think. Her small teeth nibbled at her lower lip, a gesture that Johann found surprisingly... appealing.

“I suppose we could have,” she admitted. “But you might have said no. Then told your people. We would have had to flee again if they had pursued us.”

“And what says I won’t do that as soon as you let me go?”

She gave him a look, half thoughtful, half fearful, and he immediately cursed himself for putting the idea in her head. Her large eyes widened with genuine fear, and something in his chest tightened.

After a moment, she spoke softly.

“Please don’t set your people on us. We’ve been moving for so long,” she pleaded. Real hurt was in her voice, a trembling undertone that unexpectedly touched Johann.

He didn’t know whether to be angry with her or sympathetic toward her. His circumstances were beyond his choice, the things they did to him... but at the same time, they seemed to have done what they did out of genuine fear for their future.

It was very difficult for him to feel contempt for them...

“I won’t... I promise, as long as you let me go. Just understand, it’s... not fun, what’s happening.”

“I understand... though you seem to be having fun, even when you’re tied up...” she remarked with a restrained giggle.

Heat rose in his face again, caught off guard by the statement. His ears burned, and he couldn’t meet her playful gaze.

Worse still, part of him agreed with her... under different circumstances, he might have considered this a dream come true. He knew some men certainly would have.

Being their toy, as much as it brought him shame, had something... enticing about it. Especially with their skill at making him come. The way his control dissolved, how he surrendered to their will—it was humiliating and yet... arousing.

He shook his head; he was definitely losing his mind.

“Well... I guess if you’re that good at making a man feel good,” he muttered, blushing at the silliness of his statement.

Bree giggled again, beaming with collective pride. That only made Johann more certain he was going crazy.

“We were afraid we’d gotten rusty!” she exclaimed. “But you’ve shown we still have it...”

He thought of a response, but simply shook his head, put his head in his hands and groaned in despair.

“You’re all insane,” he grumbled.

Bree sat down beside him on the bed and patted his thigh. Her touch was warm and comforting, surprisingly tender.

“It’s good to be a little insane,” she said. “If not insane, then what would we be?”

Johann had a few choice words, but held his tongue.

“Well, as long as you seem sure of yourselves,” he replied. It didn’t really make much sense, but Bree seemed to appreciate the statement.

“Confident and lustful...” she remarked with a measure of pride.

He shook his head and then let out a soft yelp as Bree laid her head on his lap and smiled happily. The warmth of her body seeped through the fabric of his pants, and he felt something inside him relax.

At first he wanted to yell at her. But a second passed, and he surrendered to his fate and let the goblin lie on him... he might have grown somewhat attached to his caretaker. He thought he had heard stories about this sort of thing, prisoners falling in love with their captors...

“It will be sad when you leave,” she remarked. “You make everyone happy...”

The sudden confession caught Johann off guard, and he felt disarmed. She was confident they would release him, so much so that she was already anticipating the day he would leave and how sad she would feel. Her voice had grown quiet, almost melancholic.

A twinge of compassion bubbled up in his head, and he struggled to suppress it, when he should have felt nothing but contempt for his captors.

But he couldn’t bring himself to hate them. At least not Bree. And in a surprising act, he found his hand wandering to her head and stroking her gently with affection. Her hair was softer than expected, silky between his fingers.

She let out a strange, guttural sound that reminded Johann of a cat’s purr, and a contented smile spread across her face, her hands gripping his thighs. The vibration of her purring penetrated his body, warm and soothing.

He blinked and gently stroked her ears, pinching the large, angular organs with a gentle touch. That elicited a breathless moan. It made him flinch, and he went back to stroking her head, not wanting to arouse her so she wouldn’t feel the need to pounce on him again... though with a hint of concerned realization, he wouldn’t find it unwelcome.

He continued this, captivated by the rather adorable behavior, until they were interrupted by none other than Luris.

She looked a bit flushed and somewhat dirty in a way that revealed she had been running around in the forest. Leaves clung to her hair, and her skin glistened with sweat.

Perhaps generally busy running around.

Her mouth began to open as if she wanted to speak before she caught sight of the scene.

At first Johann thought it was shock and disgust... but he quickly realized it was veiled envy, the faintest green blush forming on the warrior goblin’s face. Her jaw tensed slightly, and her hands clenched into fists.

She subtly shook her head and then fixed her gaze on Johann’s.

“The shaman wants to see you,” she remarked. At this, Bree sat up, looking surprised.

“The shaman? What does she want with Johann?” asked Bree, her voice suddenly tense.

“Not for me to know,” replied Luris. “The human goes to the shaman, now.”

Bree gave Johann a look. Whether it was concern or curiosity, he wasn’t sure, and he didn’t know which troubled him more. Her eyes narrowed slightly, as if trying to solve a puzzle.

“The shaman is only under the chieftain,” said Bree with a somewhat serious voice. “If she wants to see you, it’s important.”

She hopped off Johann’s lap, her bosom bouncing distractingly. Johann forced himself to look away, even as his body was already reacting to the loss of her warmth.

“She won’t... do anything to me, will she?” ventured Johann, slightly anxious; a shaman sounded like someone who knew all sorts of strange ways to bring bizarre afflictions upon another. He didn’t want to be that other person.

Luris shrugged, a discouraging gesture.

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” said Luris half-heartedly. “Not if you keep her waiting.”

“Go, you’ll be fine,” assured Bree. “She’s a good goblin.”

Johann swallowed and then rose, knowing he would be dragged there against his will if he refused. His knees felt weak, and his stomach clenched with nervousness.

As he was led out of the tent, Luris gave him another strange look and then grumbled to herself, sauntering her way along the paths to the highest point of the village, Johann in tow.

He was certain she envied Bree for the lap-rest-stroking. He suppressed a chuckle at the thought, imagining this tough, stoic, albeit admittedly horny warrior yearning for such tender treatment.

He didn’t want Luris to know, of course, she might punish him again.

They arrived at the shaman’s tent, Johann nervously eyeing the effigies at the entrance; unlike most other tents, this one had a wooden door, as crudely crafted as most other things in the village.

The door had a carving on the front, what looked like a simple representation of a skull on a stick, with a four-leafed flower on top. The carving was deep and precise, as if it had been crafted with great care.

It felt ominous. Especially as Luris gestured for him to enter.

“You’re not coming with me?” he asked, looking at her. She shook her head.

“The shaman wanted you to come alone. But no funny business, or I’ll make your balls blue,” she warned. Then her face darkened, and Johann expected a heavier threat. “Hurt her, and I kill.”

He swallowed, knowing well enough that her threat wasn’t idle. The threat of blue balls, whatever that meant, was disturbing enough. But he’d rather take that than death.

“Okay,” he said shakily and then fumbled around the edge of the door, looking for a gap he could grip.

His fingers found a notch, and he pushed first and felt the door swing inward. He was immediately hit by dozens of different smells, some pleasant, some not, all quite potent and already making his eyes water. The scent of dried herbs mingled with something sweet and putrid, a combination that made his stomach rebel. Smoke curled from within, and strange shadows danced on the walls.

“Ugh... don’t you smell that?” he muttered, covering his nose. The stench crawled into his throat like living fingers, sweet and putrid at the same time.

"Enter!" barked Luris, pointing into the tent. Her voice brooked no argument.

Johann gave her one last pleading look before ducking his head. His shoulders tensed as he stepped over the threshold. The heavy leather door fell shut behind him like the blade of a trap, cutting off the daylight and enveloping him in dim captivity.

Compared to any other tent he'd been in, this one felt oppressively cramped. The air seemed to press against his skin. Shelves and tables stood everywhere, covered with crudely made books or torn pages, along with jars and boxes and bottles full of plant pieces, animal parts, and God knows what else. His eyes were already watering from the acrid fumes.

Dried substances, leafy or fleshy, hung from racks, while bones were arranged everywhere. They piled up with the rest of the ingredients, hung from the thick leather walls and ceiling like macabre wind chimes, or formed disturbing decorative arrangements. Each breath carried the metallic taste of death.

There were shelves full of potion vials, all etched with markings Johann couldn't decipher, but he suspected they were labels to prevent confusion in this chaotic menagerie of alchemical and witchcraft supplies. Some bottles pulsed with unnatural colors, others seemed to breathe.

The air inside was stuffy and heavy like warm blood. The only other opening was a small hole at the top of the tent, through which wispy vapors laboriously squeezed, giving the atmosphere a hazy, dreamlike appearance. Johann felt his lungs resist the thick, spiced air.

The thick leather of the tent prevented sunlight from entering except through this small hole. The only other illumination was the eerie green glow of a quietly bubbling cauldron, its contents gently luminescent as it cooked over a small flame, giving off a strange, indefinable aroma. The light danced across the walls like green ghosts.

And behind the cauldron was a pale green goblin with shadowy eyes and many, many tattoos across her body. The complexity of the decorations surpassed anything he had seen on other goblins. They flowed along her contours like living snakes, accentuating her curves and displaying confusing symbols, including what Johann took to be a bony hand grasping her shoulder. The ink seemed to shimmer in the greenish light.

A black robe enveloped her body—simply cut, it covered breasts and loins, yet hung only from the shoulders. A deep hood shadowed her head. But her adornments were numerous: A necklace of animal teeth and small bones decorated her neck, while thigh bones of unknown creatures were sewn into the garment. Wolf teeth pierced her ears, bracelets of brass and copper encircled her wrists. A wire ring crowned her head, dried, treated animal hide woven into the taut metal strands.

Her bare feet bore more rings and anklets that clung tightly to her legs so they wouldn't slip off so easily. Each movement made the metal softly chime.

Beside her, leaning against a rack, was a staff crowned with an animal skull Johann didn't recognize. Goat horns protruded through the eye sockets, while strings of teeth and other small bones were attached to the wooden shaft. Atop the skull perched what looked like a nightshade blossom. The sight made his skin tingle.

But his gaze wandered to the rack and what it held... and he felt deeply disturbed. His stomach clenched.

The rack held numerous familiar scraps of cloth, stretched taut at the corners with twine and firmly compressed, slowly dripping excess water. All the rags appeared soaked through, small wooden catch basins placed beneath them. The rhythmic dripping echoed in the silence like a perverse heartbeat.

The sight forced Johann to ask his first question. His voice sounded hoarse.

"Is... is that?" He pointed with a trembling finger at the cloth remnants.

"The cloth the others used to collect your seed? Yes," answered the goblin shaman without shame. Immediately she demonstrated, despite this rough, albeit admittedly pleasant voice typical of goblins, a much better command of the common tongue than even Bree. It didn't sound stiff, flowed smoothly, and there was richness to it. A sensual maturity even, which Johann couldn't ignore despite his horror.

Nevertheless, he was quite disturbed to see these rags so methodically wrung out. Like meat in a press.

"Why?!" he burst out, his voice almost breaking.

"Because it is valuable," said the shaman, stepping further out from behind the cauldron. The green light enveloped her figure like liquid jade. Now that he examined her more closely, he realized that her garment did not conceal how voluptuous she was. Perhaps one of the curviest goblins so far. Her hips, her bottom, her bust... everything was quite generously endowed. Johann felt his gaze involuntarily fixing on her forms.

He also noticed that her ears drooped slightly under the hood, and with that shadow around her eyes, whether natural or cosmetic, it gave her face a brooding, almost melancholic quality.

Her eyes themselves, however, burned fiercely in the greenish twilight of the tent, their yellow tones relentlessly fixed on Johann. They seemed to see through him.

"Your seed will not guarantee pregnancy, as you are not a goblin. As compatible as you may be, the chances are not as great as we would like, even if your previous partners felt confident." She looked at him with a calm, almost compassionate expression. "And to expect you to mate with all of us, one after another, again and again, until we are all swollen with offspring, is... unreasonable."

She sauntered over to a table, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step. There stood mortars and pestles beside a notebook and numerous other ingredients, including a small vial containing a conspicuously white substance. Johann stared at it and instinctively knew what it was.

"Eventually you will be exhausted. Or you will be successful in an escape attempt. Or perhaps you will be rescued. Or you will go mad," she enumerated with cool matter-of-factness. "None of these are preferred outcomes. Even if you may... be enjoying yourself... For now, at least."

It was the first hint of suggestiveness from her, a slight shift in tone and a small turn of her head toward him, the corner of her mouth twisted into a knowing grin. It immediately warned him that she was no less sexually hungry than the rest of the tribe. Perhaps even more sophisticated about it.

“Then why?” he repeated, his voice barely more than a whisper.

“Oh come on,” she replied, as if the answer were obvious. Her fingers traced over the small white vial. “It’s quite clear, isn’t it? I intend to brew a potion with your seed to help the tribe with fertilization. Either as an artificial means to give them swollen bellies, impersonal as that may be, or otherwise to strengthen our fertility. Though it still won’t break our curse. We may never break it.”

“And what exactly is this curse? It has something to do with why there are no children or men here, but what exactly is it?”

The shaman examined him closely, her yellow eyes piercing him like needles, then she nodded subtly.

“I think it’s not so unreasonable. Yes, the curse is the reason why... and I think you should know the full context.” Her voice grew softer, almost seductive.

“I thought it was forbidden to tell?” Johann muttered mockingly.

“The leader made that decision. But she is not the only one with authority. She will respect my decision. She is stubborn, perhaps not as wise as I am... but she is a better leader than I am. She is the reason we have survived so long, not me; I can provide remedies and potions for all sorts of things, but she holds this tribe together just as much as I do. But I digress.”

She bent down, letting her garment emphasize her well-formed backside, the curve of her hips clearly visible beneath the thin fabric. Johann swallowed hard and forced his gaze away. She pulled a small stool from under the table with mortar and pestle. As she sat down, she crossed her legs, the garment riding up higher and revealing her slender, tattooed thighs. She gestured to Johann with an elegant hand movement to find a seat.

“Sit down. This will be a longer story.”


Chapter 6
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Johann found a small chest and sat down on it, the rough wood cool against his thighs through the thin fabric of his pants.

“I’m sure you’ve already heard about this tribe’s violent past,” she began, her voice like the crackling of dry leaves.

“It was mentioned,” he confirmed, feeling his shoulders tense.

“Nothing particularly special among goblins. We raided, we killed, we even sold to slave traders, the few who would trade with us. That was before my time, of course. Generations before.” Her fingers danced over the amulets on her chest. “One day the leader, a cunning and malicious type, raided the realm of a witch. Or we believe it was a witch. The story has been distorted over the years. Some accounts say it was elves, others say demons. A witch and her followers seems most likely... though the power of this curse may go beyond the typical witch.”

She paused, her eyes fixed on a point in the distance, as if she could see the past horrors there.

“Anyway, he took his warriors and his raiders and attacked the witch’s home. It proved to be a difficult fight and unsuccessful. But the leader and his gang still managed to fight their way to the witch. There they were pushed back, and there they were cursed. Cursed to never again conceive male offspring of their kind with their partners.”

Johann listened attentively, finding the story quite wild. The smoky scent from the torches burned in his nostrils.

“But it was just them, right?” Johann remarked, a faint hope in his voice.

The shaman shook her head, the animal teeth in her hair rattling.

“That’s what they thought at first. It was something like a blow, but nothing too terrible... until other goblin women stopped giving birth to male children. Even those who had no connection to those who went with the leader, who was severely wounded in that raid. He died a little over a year later, long enough to see that the curse seemed to be imposed on the entire tribe, not just those who went on that ill-fated raid. But it was only after his death that our sufferings truly began.”

She sighed and crossed her legs in the other direction, the leather of her clothing creaking.

“One advantage of the curse was that we... became prettier, with each new generation. So other tribes thought we would make excellent partners. But the curse was absolute over our bloodline. Never were males born. Eventually, this interest in us turned to fear. Fear that we would somehow transfer the curse to other tribes. That they would all die out because no males would ever be born. They drove us away. Threatened to kill us.” Her voice turned bitter as wormwood. “We fled far to escape the hostility of other tribes, but our story spread. No other goblins wanted us near them. So we fled further. Even orc tribes were suspicious of us. We had nowhere to go, so the leader who leads now led us on a journey into human-controlled territories. But it wasn’t an easy journey... poor Bree, she was captured by bandits. Bound. Tortured. Somehow they didn’t use her body for their own desires, or she might not have retained the promiscuity we all have.”

Johann wanted to denounce the hypocrisy of her lamenting what had happened to Bree, but he bit his tongue; namely, because he felt sympathy for her. But also because he suspected that bandits would have treated her with far less care than the goblins here were treating him, even if he was bound. A bitter taste spread in his mouth.

“She still likes it when I’m bound,” he muttered instead, unconsciously rubbing his wrists.

“Most of us like that...” the shaman noted with a hint of deviation. “But at least she knows that being bound for longer periods, unable to eat, to move, to do what you need, is an unpleasant experience.”

Johann mumbled, but let the shaman continue, noticing the scars on her wrists.

“She was rescued, but we had no men left, the last one died of old age. Certainly, they were happy enough, but even they shared our fear that our bloodline would eventually pass away. We needed a solution. And our only hope was part of the curse, which I have only partially translated. And behold, you shall find redemption only in one who is beautiful and stands above you. The one whom you shall find by chance. That’s all I’ve been able to translate. And... well, Luris knew about it. So when you were captured that day, well... we had to act. We can mate with humans. But whatever redemption you may offer, only you can grant it. No one else has matched the description so far.”

It seemed rather shaky, as prophecies went, but he could see where the desperation had come from, why the goblins were so reluctant to let him go, even though they intended to. The air in the cave seemed to grow thicker.

He was just a mushroom hunter. He lived in a village at the edge of the forest and made his living finding gourmet mushrooms; he wasn’t a predestined figure. He had no reason to be involved in all this or to feel sympathy for their plight.

And yet he did. A little. His chest tightened.

He sighed and then fixed the shaman with a look, his jaws firmly pressed together.

“Fine. I’ll help you. Just... please, promise me that you’ll let me go when you’ve... uh... milked me enough,” he muttered, his cheeks heated. “Because I can’t stay with you forever as your breeding stallion.”

“No, you can’t,” she agreed, her voice having grown softer. “And we will promise you that as many times as we need to. We lost our taste for violence long ago.”

He nodded and then looked around, feeling somewhat awkward, his palms damp against the rough wooden surface.

“So... what now? Did you just bring me here to explain things?”

“Not exactly...” she said, the corners of her lips curling into a subtle grin. She slid off her stool and sauntered over, her bare feet silent on the stone floor.

Her gait had a sway to it, and the most fleeting glimpse of her tongue moistening her lips. The tattoos on her hips seemed to dance in the torchlight.

Johann had a good idea where this was leading. His pulse quickened.

“I’m sure you know that you’ve mated with various members of the tribe. Those with important positions. There’s no guarantee that any potion I brew will serve in your place, so... we wanted to ensure that the next generation arises with those important members. And I am no exception...”

She reached out and ran her palm over his crotch, immediately causing a tent to form. The warmth of her touch burned through the fabric.

She bit her lower lip more openly and grinned with satisfaction at the immediate reaction, her eyes sparkling.

“I think your time here has been pleasant enough, if your body responds so eagerly, with so little resistance from your mind trying to prevent it...”

Johann grimaced at the rather accurate conclusion; the body responded as the body responded, but he really wasn’t fighting against it anymore. His breathing became shallower.

She slowly circled her palm against his bulge, coaxing his cock to press against his pants, and drew a gasp from his lips. The friction sent waves of heat through his lower body.

“Well, you’re all... damn good at it...” he muttered, his voice hoarse.

“Goblins are naturally hedonistic, but we became more and more devoted to physical pleasures... and we passed these skills on once our daughters were mature, just as we passed on the skills of hunting and fighting and all other things. We hope to do so again soon.”

Her voice became yearning and full of longing, despite the somewhat disturbing notion that they taught their offspring the best methods to please others. Though she specified only when they were of age. Nevertheless, it showed how much they longed for the opportunity to birth another generation. A glimmer of tears shone in her eyes.

She snapped out of her reverie and began to knead his manhood more firmly, leaning forward to kiss him fleetingly on the lips; only now did he notice that her own were coated with an oily gloss that had an unusual but pleasant taste and made his lips tingle. A sweet, herbal flavor that clouded his senses.

He didn’t resist her tongue seeking to part his lips, and even began to dance his around hers, murmuring as the taste of her lip gloss transferred to his taste buds. His hands instinctively found her hips.

Slowly he felt her peeling back his pants, his underwear with them, and soon she had freed his cock, standing proud and eager for her, already dripping a little precum from the tip that gathered in his partially retracted foreskin. The cool cave air made him shiver.

Her hand moved to his length and gently grasped his shaft, first rolling back his foreskin to fully expose his glans, which she began to rub with her thumb, pressing gentle circles into the frenulum. Her touch was skilled, experienced, each movement calculated to produce maximum pleasure.

He moaned into her mouth and resisted a reflexive thrust into her grip so he wouldn’t roll off the chest he was using as a seat. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the wood.

Then he felt her withdraw, a strand of saliva hanging between their lips that broke as she licked hers. Her eyes glowed with a primal intensity.

“I have something that I’m not sure Bree has done with you yet...” she warned, grinning as she stepped back... and slowly let her robe slip away, revealing her body in its entirety. Her hood and the wire circlet on it were also removed, finally freeing her hair and showing that it was braided, small brass rings and animal teeth woven into each short black plait.

But Johann’s eyes were drawn to her body, finding himself struggling to look away; she had the stature of a fertility goddess figurine from those distant lands, had seen some from a rather peculiar merchant; rounded but sleek, her belly and hips quite broad, and her bust hanging from gravity, but showing no signs of stretching or loosening. Her breasts in particular were crowned with dark, broad areolas and rather prominent nipples. And of course, almost every inch of her skin bore some marking, the flowing images accentuating her curves while simultaneously giving her that strange, mottled look. The tattoos seemed to live, to breathe in the torchlight.

She pressed her breasts together and looked at Johann, circling seductively while grinning. Her movements were hypnotic, an ancient seduction.

“This body... I have honed it for the duty of motherhood... When the time comes, I will bear your child and raise it well... but before that, you will enjoy it...”

She reached into her robes and produced a small, hidden vial of clear liquid. It wasn’t very large, about the size of Johann’s thumb. She grinned mischievously and popped the cork off with one finger, then began pouring its contents over her chest. The liquid shimmered like oil, catching the torchlight and making her skin glow golden. The last drops she let fall onto his cock, making him flinch as the cool, thick liquid touched his sensitive member. An intense, musky scent rose up, overwhelming his senses and increasing his desire immeasurably.

“Gah... what is that?” he remarked, suspicious of any concoction these goblins used. The musky scent rose to his nostrils, sweet and intoxicating, making his thoughts sluggish.

“A special little salve, it makes the skin feel tingly and cool, but more importantly, it’s a rather durable lubricant...” she said, beginning to massage and caress her breasts, sliding her palms over her globes and making them slick all the way to the nipples. Her fingers danced across the soft flesh, working the oil deep into her décolletage, the sound of her hands gliding slickly around her bust as erotic to hear as the sight was to experience. The shaman moaned softly at her own touch, her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

When she was finished, her chest glistened enticingly in the eerie green light of her still slowly bubbling cauldron. Drops of the lubricant beaded from her nipples, falling rhythmically to the floor.

She dropped deeply to her knees and shuffled toward Johann, pulling his pants completely off so she could spread his legs wide. Her fingers trailed along his thighs as she did so, leaving moist traces on his skin.

And then she draped her bust over his erection, the cool, refreshing touch of the lubricant on her skin making him flinch at first. A shiver ran through his body, his muscles tensing involuntarily.

But it was the feeling of her breasts closing together to trap his member between them, completely enveloped in soft, pale green flesh, that really made him twitch. The shaman held her globes and pressed them together, imparting a delicious pressure as her wobbling breasts conformed to the shape of his manhood. Johann gasped, his hands clawing into the rough wooden planks of the chest.

It was warm, even with the cooling touch of the lubricant, the inviting heat of her décolletage feeling as disarmingly comforting as heavy, soft blankets on a cool night. His cock pulsed between her breasts, each heartbeat sending waves of pleasure through his body.

He sighed, and his body went a little slack. But the tension quickly returned as she began to rub her breasts against his pole, pumping slowly. Her movements were rhythmic, hypnotic, making him forget all his worries.

It was a modest effort for her, he could see the muscles in her arms tensing only slightly to move what were heavy masses for her... and honestly, they were more than large enough for him too, as he could barely see his cock trapped between them. Only the tip of his glans occasionally peeked out between her breasts, glistening from the lubricant.

The pressure was just right, the degree to which her bust yielded and the degree to which it pushed back, how mushy and fluid they were, proved to be the perfect type of embrace. Johann moaned softly, his eyes rolling back in pleasure.

He could even feel her skin compressing against his root during her upward thrusts, pulling at him with a ring of increased pressure that wrung him out. Sometimes he felt something similar when she moved downward, though she often loosened her grip so her breasts would glide luxuriously along his shaft with a feathery caress. The lubricant ensured that every movement was silky smooth, without any friction.

After a while, she changed her methods, simply beginning to shake her breasts slowly, letting them wobble and ripple against his slick cock, the feeling of the lubricant sticking and smearing against his member as her flesh washed over his girth was strangely enticing, and the sticky peeling sounds were just as obscenely erotic. Johann bit his lip to keep from moaning too loudly.

Again she changed things just a little, clapping her breasts firmly around his pole, the soft, wet slapping yet another sensual sound that delighted his ears. The sudden change in pressure made him gasp.

More than that, he saw her keeping an eye on him, looking up with a lustful expression, knowing and cunning. There was a depth in her eyes, in her expressions, experiences and intelligence beyond most of her kind. Her tongue ran over her lips, moistening them as she watched him.

He was already under her spell, fitting for what she was. His thoughts blurred, only the pleasure remaining.

She resumed pumping her breasts, though now she rubbed them in opposite directions, the pressure she exerted causing Johann’s cock to twist and sway back and forth, repeatedly changing how the pressure was applied against his trapped length. The sensation was overwhelming, making him gasp for air.

He snorted and grabbed the edge of the chest for support; this wasn’t like anything else he had felt before, except perhaps when he was wrung out by the thighs of that one huntress, though they were less mushy than the shaman’s breasts proved to be, and the way they stroked felt only slightly different. His knuckles turned white from his tight grip.

It was all exquisitely stimulating, of course, and quick to make his testicles and member twitch, pre-cum leaking from his tip and quickly smeared into his glans whenever he felt soft flesh washing over his helmet like an erotic wave over a lonely rock. The salty aroma of his arousal mingled with the musky scent of the lubricant.

He could feel another layer of pressure too, one in his loins, and gradually building. His testicles were slowly contracting, preparing for the inevitable.

“That... wow...” he uttered, his voice hoarse with lust.

“I’m surprised none of the others have done this... but that just means I can open your eyes to more things...” she replied, giving him a lustful grin, tongue peeking out from behind her lips. Her eyes sparkled with anticipation of what was yet to come.

After a few moments though, she put that tongue to better use, rubbing her breasts in the same direction again, which made it easy for her to crane her head over, far enough that her extended tongue could swirl and wiggle around his tip whenever it poked out the top of her décolletage. The warm, moist touch of her tongue made him shudder.

Then she took it further, enclosing her lips around his glans and moving her head up and down, just a little. Her tongue played around his tip as she did so, licking away the pre-cum that beaded there.

It seemed like an awkward position, and it showed in the reduced range with which she pumped her breasts, but Johann couldn’t bear the sudden touch of her mouth. The two layers of silky pleasure – her supple breasts gently massaging his shaft, and her lips firmly sucking on his glans, her tongue chaotically wiggling at his tip the entire time – was truly different for him, and he wanted nothing more than to surrender to it. His entire body trembled with the effort not to come immediately.

The desire to escape, to go home, felt so far away. And this wasn’t even the most stimulating thing he had experienced; being licked to climax by so many goblins was a wonder in itself. His thoughts drifted to the other encounters, each one a building block to his downfall.

This was simply... different and enticing. More intimate, more personal.

He shook his head, snapping his mind back to reality; he was really falling under their spell. But even this thought quickly faded beneath the waves of pleasure.

Suddenly she released his tip and began pumping with ruthless speed, determined to make him lose his load. So much so that he began to hear the wet slapping of her breasts against his hips, the lubricant proving remarkably long-lasting after so much friction and rubbing. The sounds of her efforts filled the cave, obscene and arousing.

Johann had already had his will worn down by the wonderful touch of her rubbing breasts, so this aggressive assault proved too much; with a breathless moan, his hips began to jerk, his testicles drew upward and his cock throbbed, each energetic jump in his member a shot of his seed into the air, rising and cascading down onto those rippling, wobbling green breasts, and onto the face of the shaman, who sensually giggled at her success. His orgasm seemed endless, wave after wave of relief flooding his body.

As his ejaculation dwindled to a few defiant drops, she eased her pumping and slowly brought it to a stop. Her hands left her breasts, letting them fall away. She brought her hands to the mess, delicately collecting spent seed onto her fingers, scraping it from her breasts, Johann’s cock – making him twitch in the process – and her face. Afterward, she brought her fingers to her lips and sucked on them to taste him, softly murmuring with satisfaction before pulling away from Johann, eliciting a gentle gasp from him as his oversensitive glans touched the cool air.

She sauntered to a table and collected another small vial, which Johann only now noticed must have come from stolen loot or otherwise acquired elsewhere, because none of the glass objects he had seen so far bore the same rough construction typical of their kind. The glass was clear and finely crafted, clearly of human origin.

She collected the rest of his seed into the vial and then strutted to the cauldron, carefully dripping several drops into the bubbling green brew, before pouring the rest into the collection bowls over the rags, distributing the remainder evenly between them. The brew hissed and bubbled more vigorously, as if it had been waiting for this ingredient.


Chapter 7
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Johann was still quite disturbed by the whole setup. His skin tingled from the aftereffects, and the air in the tent seemed heavy with unspoken secrets.

She looked at him and smirked, setting down the vial with a casual motion, as if putting away a toy.

“You’re still hard...” she remarked, eyeing his manhood with that typical goblin hunger, her golden eyes glittering like those of a predator assessing its prey.

“Hah... it’s hard not to be, with how good you all are,” he muttered, his voice rougher than intended. The aftertaste of shame and desire mixed bitterly on his tongue. “Even with how much you wring out of me.”

“Well, it’s also good to see my elixirs are working...” she said, as she sauntered back, her bare feet barely audible on the soft ground. She traced a fingertip along the underside of Johann’s manhood, a feather-light touch that made him twitch and gasp. His hips lifted involuntarily, seeking more contact.

He still gave her a questioning look, his brow furrowed into tangled creases.

“Wait, elixirs?” he asked, his voice suddenly sharp with concern.

“Surely Bree has been giving you my elixirs. I believe she even told you about them, though I don’t think she really knew what they did.” The shaman leaned closer, her warm breath brushing against his skin. “Oh, don’t panic, they’re nothing nefarious. Rather, they are... blessings, you might say. Mixtures to enhance your masculinity; the amount you produce, the speed with which you can again, and some extras to limit any pain your penis might feel. Otherwise, I can’t imagine so much sex would remain so pleasurable.”

Johann looked at her with a mixture of horror and quiet anger. The realization hit him like a punch to the gut – they were administering these brews to him without revealing their true purpose, and they were meant to make him all the more potent for their perverse needs. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles white with tension.

On the other hand, though... it made things physically less taxing for him, now that he thought about his encounters. The endless hours of pleasure that would normally have worn his body down had been bearable. More than bearable.

Perhaps the shaman was right, and the potions were an advantage for him, to ease the strain of his captivity. The thought was disturbing – that he should be grateful for something that made his enslavement more efficient.

He grunted and ran his hands over his face, his palms damp with cold sweat.

“This is madness...” he groaned, his voice muffled through his hands. “You realize that, right? This is insanity.”

The shaman shrugged, a gesture so casual as if they were discussing the weather.

“We are goblins, I would have thought you’d realized by now that we aren’t quite reasonable like the nobler races. Or as they view reason.” Her voice carried a hint of mockery. “I can assure you, we’re all aware that we’re somewhat mad... but to us, it isn’t madness. If, however, the virility potions upset you... well, I can give you something else to drink...”

She gently wrapped her fingers around Johann’s shaft, her warm fingers closing around him like a living ring, and beckoned him to follow her. He flinched at her firm but pleasantly warm touch; being led around by his cock like it was a very short, very firm leash felt humiliating. His face burned with shame, and yet it made his heart race, pumping hot blood through his veins.

Perhaps he was submissive at heart. The thought sent a shiver down his spine.

He rose carefully, not wanting his member to be suddenly yanked, and followed her like an obedient dog. His legs trembled slightly as he stepped out of his pants while the shaman led him around the bubbling cauldron and to what looked like a real mattress, albeit one made of carefully treated, sewn-together animal hides. The scent of leather and something sweet and musky filled his nostrils.

She released his member, and he immediately felt the absence of her warmth. She then gestured for him to sit on the bed.

“Take off your shirt,” she commanded, her voice gentle but unyielding. And so he did, his fingers trembling slightly as he pulled the fabric over his head. He placed it on the floor and sat on the bed, the soft furs nestling against his bare skin.

“Lie down,” she ordered again, and he obeyed... if for no other reason than because the mattress dominated the entire back of the tent and was easily large enough for two of him. It was excessive for a single goblin, but perhaps mating with humans was in mind when it was made... or multiple goblins at once. The thought made his face flush again.

It was also the only mattress he had lain on since being captured. And comfortable too, much more so than even his own bed at home. The irony wasn’t lost – that his prison cell was more luxurious than his former life.

The shaman crawled over him, her small, warm breasts deliberately brushing against his body, her hand wandering purposefully and gently across his chest, her fingertips leaving burning trails on his skin, until she lay beside him. She rolled over and fished out a pillow from behind the bed, wedged between it and the tent side. She motioned for Johann to sit up, and he did so, the shaman propping him into a half-sitting position, her small hands surprisingly strong.

“Please work with me... this is much easier with someone of similar size to me,” she remarked, her voice now softer, almost tender.

He had no idea what she meant until she gently gripped the back of his head, her fingers buried in his hair, and pressed one of her breasts into his face. At the same time, her other hand reached out and her fingers wrapped around his shaft, beginning to pump slowly. The remaining lubricant allowed her to stroke his manhood with silky ease, each movement gentle but determined.

Her erect nipple pressed against his lips, warm and soft, and she persistently pushed her breast into his face. The sweet, musky scent of her skin completely enveloped him.

Johann considered resistance for a moment. His teeth pressed together, and he fought against the impulse to turn his head away. Before he simply decided to indulge the shaman and himself. What was the point of resistance when his body already betrayed what he wanted?

He opened his mouth and let the swollen nipple slip inside before closing his lips firmly around her tip. He attacked her bud with his tongue, flicking it with a fit of unexpected aggression. Perhaps another attempt to get back at his captors, even if his revenge consisted only of giving her pleasure.

Of course, the feeling of her warm, soft flesh slowly filling his mouth as he sucked proved more than a little addictive. She sighed in her rough way, a sound of deep satisfaction, and began to twist her hand up and down his member, her palm gliding over his heated skin.

Johann began to move his jaw alongside his sucking, as if trying to draw milk from her, even though he didn’t expect any, even if she had mentioned something about a drink. His tongue circled her nipple, tasting the salty flavor of her skin.

He felt a trickle of moisture on his tongue. Warm and creamy.

He paused, frowning in confusion, his lips still closed around the tip of the shaman’s breast. He looked at her questioningly, but she only returned a sly, seductive look, her golden eyes sparkling with pleasure.

He sucked a bit more... and felt more moisture dripping from the goblin nipple. A warm stream that moistened his tongue.

And more than that, he could taste something... a smooth, creamy flavor. Sweet and rich, with a hint of something wild, unknown.

Milk.

His eyes widened slightly as he realized that the shaman was actually lactating. Each firm suck drew more of the creamy nectar from her teat, warm and nourishing.

For a brief moment, he thought about letting go, removing his lips from her skin and asking what this meant. But then he wondered... why?

It was... obscene, certainly, he had never thought about drinking a woman’s milk before. Especially not in a sexual scenario, while she was jerking off his cock. And yet...

Yet as he sat there nursing from the shaman’s breasts, he felt wicked desire welling up inside him, hot and forbidden. Simple logic provided a strong argument; he wasn’t being directly forced this time, and moreover, sucking on her breasts was... delightful. The creamy taste on his tongue, the warmth of her body against his. He might as well enjoy it.

So he closed his eyes and continued to feed, swallowing her milk and flicking her nipple with his tongue to keep it stimulated. The warm liquid filled his mouth, and he felt it sliding down his throat. The shaman sighed softly and with erotic satisfaction and began pumping his shaft with increased speed. Her thumb occasionally rolled over his glans and sometimes rubbed part of his tip with focus, like the tender caressing of his crown. Sometimes she used her enclosed index finger to make small, circular frictions on his frenulum before continuing the rhythmic pumping.

He snorted hotly against the areola in his mouth, his warm breath grazing her sensitive skin. Fresh precum began to drip from his cock, refreshing the lubrication of his manhood, making her movements even smoother.

“That’s it... drink from me...” the shaman purred softly and tenderly stroked his hair. Her claw-like nails scratched against his scalp, pricking him gently but pleasantly, sending small shivers down his spine.

Johann’s draws became somewhat more persistent, gently pulling on her breast while he filled his stomach with her milk. The shaman proved surprisingly productive, the steady flow of her creamy nectar seeming inexhaustible.

Her hand began to twist and pump faster, stopping at a point just below his glans to quickly rub under his crown with the upper edges of her thumb and index finger before rapidly letting them glide over his sensitive head. Each touch sent bolts of pleasure through his nerves.

It was clear now that she was working him toward an orgasm, harvesting another load for herself, precious and valuable... but she didn’t have to be boring about it. Her technique was skilled, experienced, as if she had done this countless times before.

Johann moaned against her breast, the sound muffled by her warm flesh. He was still doing his best to tease the nipple trapped between his jaws, which constantly secreted its creamy nectar and easily endured the loving abuse of his tongue.

His blush deepened, spreading from his face across his neck and chest, and he began to snort with a heat in his breath that was always an indicator of his impending climax. His entire body tensed, ready for release.

The pressure built up and was encouraged to build faster as she rapidly pumped her hand. The smooth sound of skin sliding against skin filled the tent, alongside his muffled groans and her sensual gasps of stimulation. The air was heavy with heat and the salty scent of arousal.

And just as the flow of her milk began to weaken, Johann’s resolve collapsed. He thrust into the shaman’s skillfully stroking hand, moaning deeply into her breast without even stopping his feeding. His seed shot high and rained down on his groin and the goblin’s firmly gripping hand, warm and viscous.

She wrung every drop from him, her fingers milking him with merciless efficiency. His body began to squirm and twist slightly from the beginnings of overstimulation, his nerves overstrained from the intensity. But before it became unbearable, the shaman let go and left his cock to a few final dry pulses that trembled through his entire body.

A moment later, she firmly gripped the base of his member and squeezed toward his tip, drawing up every drop of his thicker residue. The movement was businesslike, practical, as if she didn’t want to waste a valuable resource. She brought her hand to her mouth and in an extravagant display eagerly sucked on her fingers, her golden eyes closing with pleasure. Then she reached for a cloth that had been lying on the bed since the beginning, unnoticed as Johann had more pleasant things to focus on.

She wiped her hand and then his groin again, her touches now matter-of-fact and caring. She placed the cloth carefully, folded in on itself, at the edge of the bed near the tent wall.

With that out of the way, she pulled Johann’s lips from her nipple, which had just run dry. The loss of her warm skin made him groan inwardly.

He let out a gasp and then looked at her, his lips still moist from her milk. The reality of what had just happened was slowly sinking in, and he gave her a questioning look, his brow furrowed with confusion and a new kind of concern.

“You haven’t... somehow made yourself pregnant, have you?” he asked, his voice hoarse and uncertain. He wondered if his “collected” seed had already been used, if somewhere in this tribe a child with his blood was already growing.

The shaman shook her head with a knowing giggle, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of amusement and ancient wisdom.

“No... that’s the result of other sorcery and alchemy...” she purred, her voice like warm honey. “Altering my breasts so they forever produce milk. And I hardly want relief, as I always have eager volunteers to milk me... speaking of which...”

She changed her position with feline grace, now straddling his body, close enough that her dripping labia spread against his stomach, smearing him with her hot arousal. The scent of her desire rose to his nostrils - spicy and intoxicating.

She then grasped her other breast and presented it to Johann like a delicious fruit, the shaman massaging her swollen globe to coax some of her pearly white milk to drip out enticingly. The drops glistened in the dim light like liquid pearls.

“Having emptied one and not the other would be... uncomfortable. You’re not full, are you...?”

She grinned knowingly, and Johann inwardly cursed that the shaman seemed to have seen right through him. His body was already betraying him - his mouth had gone dry, his tongue unconsciously licking across his lips. But he didn’t resist, leaning forward and grasping the breast with one hand to bring the swollen, milky nipple to his lips.

He sucked on her teat and gave it much the same treatment as before, though now he could really press his face into her soft globe, which made the shaman gasp with pleasure. Her fingers dug into his hair, holding him firmly pressed against her.

His jaws worked rhythmically, pulling and sucking and lashing his tongue against her sensitive nipple, swallowing her sweet milk with eager need. Each swallow sent warm waves through his body, making him crave more.

Through all this, his cock softened only partially, but nursing at her breast did not diminish his arousal - on the contrary, it transformed into something deeper, more primitive. It still throbbed here and there, hard and needy.

Finally, he emptied this breast too, letting go with a wet pop and a satisfied gasp, feeling his lips stained with her sweet nectar. A thin thread of milk still briefly connected his lips to her nipple.

She seemed more than pleased, her eyes glowing with satisfaction.

“Letting others drink from me... it really warms my heart... and my pussy...” she breathed, her voice heavy with desire.

“Yes, well... I admit it’s quite pleasurable,” he confessed with a deep blush spreading across his cheeks.

The shaman giggled melodically, but then she pressed a slender finger to his moist lips, her touch electric.

“But you know what’s also pleasurable... it’s time for you to bestow your blessing upon me, oh savior of our village...” she whispered, her words like an incantation.

She slowly slid backward, her skin gliding silkily over his, until his slightly soft erection was wedged between her firm buttocks. She gently rolled her hips to rub and grind her warm cheeks against his member, quickly coaxing it back to full strength. Johann let out a soft moan - the friction was exquisitely torturous.

It throbbed needily between her cheeks, but the shaman didn’t immediately move to tease his length with one of her holes. Instead, she let Johann enjoy the arousing sensation of her soft, supple buttocks pressing and rubbing his slightly slick cock, enveloping it with their heat.

He sighed and snorted in mild stimulation, not enough to build pressure, but more than sufficient to work him up. His hands involuntarily reached for her hips, wanting to pull her closer.

She maintained this sweet game long enough, her movements hypnotically slow, making Johann groan with suppressed frustration, before she finally rose above his hard mast.

Yet she didn’t take him inside her. Instead, she rocked her hips with devilish precision until she pressed against his swollen glans from behind and promptly pressed his cock against his stomach. There she straddled his throbbing member, trapping it between his abdomen and her wet pussy, her swollen labia embracing his shaft like a lustful kiss.

She smiled at him, gentle but mischievous, her eyes full of dark promises, and began rubbing her wet pussy over his helpless member. Her juices coated him, making each movement smoother.

He moaned again and felt how she was deliberately torturing him, bringing his nerve endings to life. It surprised him how much he now yearned for her to finally fuck him - the desire burning in his veins.

But as with Bree in the morning, he really didn’t want to be left unsatisfied. His body demanded release.

Fortunately, the shaman seemed to be of the same mind; although she continued her teasing foreplay for a while longer, twisting her hips from side to side, enveloping the back of his sensitive glans with her warm vulva and deliberately tilting her hips forward to rub her swollen clitoris against his cock, which elicited shrill gasps from her lips, over time her own desire eroded her patience for teasing.

She rose up along his shaft, letting it rise with her until it stood, taut and steely, the tip swollen and purple and glistening from her abundant arousal. Johann’s breath caught at the sight.

She performed some final teasing circular motions, taking his pulsating glans between her moist labia and rubbing her entrance against his tip. The heat was overwhelming. And then she slowly sank down, inch by delicious inch, a long sigh of lust escaping her. And as soon as her juicy bottom pressed against Johann’s groin, her hands braced forward on his chest, a heavy breath leaving her.

“It’s been too long...” she murmured softly, her voice trembling with emotion.

Too long for her perhaps, but Johann could feel how tight she was, her velvety muscles involuntarily gripping his manhood like a warm, living glove. She wasn’t as tight as some of the other goblins, but it wasn’t a particular competition he could easily judge. Each had her own way of enveloping him.

Satisfied, he let Bree clear the table for him, watching as she carefully stacked the utensils on a shelf out of the way. Her movements were fluid and graceful, each gesture thoughtful.

He observed her work and felt another warm flutter in his heart; he wondered if this was just her diligence and duty toward the tribe, since she had been assigned the task of taking care of him. Or whether she was going the extra mile because she truly liked him. She had admitted it – she liked him.

And despite the way this whole situation began, Bree had been friendly to him from the start, even if she took advantage of his early captivity, as his caretaker being granted the “first rights” to his seed. But even that she had done with a gentleness that had surprised him.

It caused him to feel a sharp pang of regret about the inevitable separation. Part of him thought she would have made a wonderful partner – loyal, caring, passionate. But he didn’t believe she would adapt to life in a human village. The stares, the whispers, people’s fear of anything foreign.

He sighed deeply, feeling nostalgic for his home and happy that he would soon return, but he felt torn between two worlds. Here he had found a kind of acceptance he had never expected.

Anyway... he would deal with that when the time came. For now, he would do his best to enjoy his remaining time here, cherishing every moment.

And if nothing else, Bree made it more than bearable. He smiled warmly at her as she hopped over, her eyes bright and looking ready to share more fascinating stories of their rich culture.

To be continued…


Bonus-Inhalt

Verführt von einer älteren Frau

Ich stand am Rand der Bühne und beobachtete das Gewimmel im Raum. Stimmengewirr, Klirren von Gläsern und das gelegentliche Lachen drangen an mein Ohr. Neonfarbenes Licht flimmerte an den Wänden, vermischte sich mit dem Tageslicht, das durch die großen Fenster strömte. Ein hektisches Treiben umgab mich, während ich meine Krawatte lockerte und mich versuchte, etwas wohler zu fühlen.

Die Leute um mich herum schienen in ihrem Element zu sein. Politische Gespräche, euphorische Unterstützer und die ein oder andere hitzige Diskussion erfüllten den Raum. Ich dagegen fühlte mich wie ein Schatten unter all diesen Menschen. Der Anzug klemmte unangenehm an meinem Körper, als wäre er ein ständiger Reminder meiner Routine. Diese Veranstaltungen waren mittlerweile zur Gewohnheit geworden – ich wusste nicht mehr, ob ich hier war, weil ich es wollte oder weil es einfach erwartet wurde.

Ich ließ meinen Blick über die Menge schweifen. Gesichter, die mir bekannt vorkamen – lokale Politiker, Parteimitglieder und einige aufgeregte Freiwillige. Einige schüttelten mir die Hände und lächelten aufmunternd, doch hinter meinem Lächeln lag eine Erschöpfung. Die Farben der Neonlichter blendeten mich; ich fühlte mich wie in einem surrealen Traum. Es war alles so vertraut und doch so weit entfernt.

Ein paar Meter von mir entfernt stand ein Mann in einem hellen Anzug und gestikulierte wild mit den Händen. Seine Worte wurden von der Menge verschluckt, aber ich konnte seine Begeisterung förmlich spüren. Er sprach über Veränderungen, über Fortschritt – Dinge, die jeder hören wollte. Aber je mehr er redete, desto weniger konnte ich mich für seine Worte begeistern. Die Routine hatte mir den Spaß genommen.

Ich kramte in meiner Tasche nach meinem Handy und scrollte durch Nachrichten. Ein kurzer Blick auf den Bildschirm genügte – nichts Neues. Vielleicht sollte ich einfach gehen? Doch das Gefühl des Fehlens blieb mir treu; ich hatte keinen Grund dazu.

Die Veranstaltung zog sich weiter hin und ich stellte fest, dass mein Interesse verblasste wie das Licht am Ende des Raumes. Immer wieder fielen meine Gedanken ab; sie schwebten zu ganz anderen Orten – zu Dingen außerhalb dieses belebten Raumes voller Menschen.

Das Klirren eines Glases riss mich aus meinen Gedanken. Ich schaute auf und bemerkte Amy in einer kleinen Gruppe von Menschen am Buffetbereich stehen. Ihr Lachen schallte durch den Raum und erweckte eine gewisse Neugier in mir – ein Gefühl von Anziehung oder vielleicht auch nur Flucht vor dieser Monotonie.

Doch was wollte ich wirklich hier? Abgesehen davon, dass ich die Veranstaltung für den Wahlkampf organisiert hatte. Doch wer war ich schon? Nur ein kleines Licht ohne irgendeine Chance auf einen politischen Aufstieg. Ich hatte weder das Aussehen, die Kontakte, den Mut noch die richtige Ausdrucksweise. Die anderen schienen so viel leichter zu glänzen, während ich wie ein Schatten zwischen ihnen umherwanderte.

Ein paar Freiwillige drängten sich um den Tisch mit den Häppchen, lachten und plauderten miteinander. Ich hätte mir gewünscht, Teil dieser fröhlichen Gruppe zu sein. Stattdessen stand ich da, mit einem Lächeln auf den Lippen, das nicht ganz ehrlich war.

Ich hatte noch nie so wirklich irgendwo dazu gehört. Schon in meiner Schulzeit nicht. Während die anderen Jungs in den Pausen um den Fußballplatz rannten oder sich über die neuesten Videospiele austauschten, saß ich meist alleine auf einer Bank und beobachtete sie. Die Clique bildete sich immer ohne mich. Und jetzt, hier, in diesem überfüllten Raum, fühlte ich mich wieder wie der Außenseiter. Ein Einzelgänger unter politisch Gleichgesinnten.

Der einzige Grund, warum ich überhaupt wahrgenommen wurde, war die Parteiarbeit innerhalb meines Verbands, pragmatisch und lösungsorientiert. Doch außer ein paar wenigen Personen schien es den Rest egal. Gute Arbeit machte noch lange keinen guten Politiker.

Ich stand dort, gefangen in meinen Gedanken, als mein Blick zufällig auf eine Frau fiel, die lässig an der Wand lehnte. Sie strahlte eine entspannte Eleganz aus, die mich sofort anzog. Das schwarze, figurbetonte Kleid umschmeichelte ihre Kurven und betonte jede Linie ihres Körpers. Ihr kastanienbraunes Haar fiel ihr sanft ins Gesicht und umrahmte die Konturen ihrer Wangen.

Ein amüsiertes Lächeln kräuselte sich auf ihren vollen Lippen. Ihre Augen – ein hypnotisches Blaugrün – schienen direkt auf mich zu ruhen. Für einen Moment vergaß ich alles um mich herum. Der Raum verschwamm, Stimmen und Lärm wurden zu einem dumpfen Hintergrundgeräusch.

»Sie kommt mir bekannt vor. Woher kenne ich sie bloß?« Die Frage schoss mir durch den Kopf und ließ mein Herz schneller schlagen. Ich versuchte mich zu erinnern, aber es war wie ein Schatten, der sich immer wieder entziehen wollte. Diese Frau hatte etwas an sich, das mich faszinierte und zugleich verwirrte.

Ein heißer Schauer lief mir über den Rücken, als ich realisierte, dass ich sie wirklich kannte – Amy! Die ASMR-Künstlerin, die mich mit ihrer sinnlichen Stimme gefesselt hatte. Wie oft hatte ich ihre Videos angesehen? Ihre Ausstrahlung im Internet war stark und verführerisch gewesen; jetzt stand sie hier in dieser geschäftigen Umgebung und brachte alles zum Stillstand.

Die Erinnerung an ihre Videos blitzte vor meinem inneren Auge auf: Die Art, wie sie mit ihren Fingern über verschiedene Oberflächen strich, wie sie flüsterte und eine Atmosphäre schuf, die zwischen Entspannung und Erotik schwebte. Und jetzt sah ich sie direkt vor mir, so lebendig und greifbar.

»Das kann nicht sein. Was macht sie hier?« Diese Gedanken schossen mir durch den Kopf und ließen mein Herz schneller schlagen. Verwirrung mischte sich mit einem unstillbaren Verlangen; ich konnte den Blick nicht von ihr abwenden. In ihren Videos war sie so präsent gewesen, so mächtig in ihrer Wirkung auf mich – und jetzt war sie nur wenige Meter entfernt.

Ich spürte ein Kribbeln in meinem Bauch, während ich versuchte zu begreifen, dass die Fantasie aus meinen nächtlichen Stunden nun zur Realität geworden war. »Sollte ich Hallo sagen? Wie soll ich reagieren? Was wenn sie bemerkte, dass ich sie anstarrte?« Die Fragen schwirrten in meinem Kopf wie ein wilder Bienenschwarm.

Genau das sie schien es zu bemerken; ihr Lächeln wurde breiter, als ob sie meine Unsicherheit spüren könnte. Eine Mischung aus Fassungslosigkeit und Anziehung überkam mich. Ich wollte einfach hingehen, etwas sagen – irgendetwas – aber meine Beine fühlten sich wie festgewachsen an.

Mein Herz klopfte laut in meiner Brust, während ich die Situation analysierte: Hier stand eine absolute Traumfrau, ein lebendes Symbol all dessen, was ich mir je gewünscht hatte – und gleichzeitig fühlte ich mich wie ein Schatten in ihrer Gegenwart. War ich wirklich der Typ für jemanden wie sie? Sie strahlte Selbstbewusstsein aus; das hätte mich eigentlich stärken sollen. Stattdessen ließ es mich noch unsicherer werden.

»Das kann nicht wahr sein«, murmelte ich innerlich und versuchte gleichzeitig zu lächeln. Aber dieses Lächeln kam mir wie eine schwache Fassade vor – nichts als ein maskierter Ausdruck meiner inneren Zerrissenheit zwischen Verlangen und Zweifel.

Ihre Augen trafen meine. Ein intensiver Moment, der sich wie eine Ewigkeit anfühlte. Blaugrüne Augen, die funkelten und mich förmlich festhielten. Ein unsichtbares Band spannte sich zwischen uns, voller Elektrizität und unerwarteter Spannung. Mein Herzschlag beschleunigte sich; ich konnte nicht wegsehen.

Sie spielte mit einer Haarsträhne, ließ sie durch ihre Finger gleiten, als wäre es das Natürlichste der Welt. Ihre Hüfte neigte sich leicht zur Seite, eine subtile Geste, die doch so viel Bedeutung trug. Jeder ihrer Bewegungen schien durchdacht, als würde sie ein Spiel spielen, dessen Regeln ich nicht verstand.

Mein Inneres war ein einziges Chaos. Der Wunsch, zu ihr hinzugehen, überwältigte mich. Doch gleichzeitig nagte die Angst an mir, mich zu blamieren. »Warum sollte jemand wie sie an mir interessiert sein?« Diese Frage wiederholte sich in meinem Kopf wie ein Mantra.

Nervosität breitete sich in meinem Magen aus, eine unaufhaltsame Welle. Doch die Sehnsucht war stärker. Eine Sehnsucht nach mehr – nach einem Gespräch, einem Lächeln, einem Zeichen, dass diese Verbindung real war und nicht nur in meiner Fantasie existierte.

Ich rang mit mir selbst. »Beweg ich und geh zu ihr.« Aber meine Beine fühlten sich schwer an, als wären sie aus Blei. Zweifel fraßen an meinem Mut. »Was, wenn ich mich blamiere? Was, wenn sie mich einfach ignoriert? Mich auslacht?«

Doch ihre Augen hielten meinen Blick fest. Es war fast so, als würde sie mich zu sich rufen – ein stummer Befehl oder vielleicht eine Einladung? Ihr Lächeln vertiefte sich ein wenig, und meine Zweifel schmolzen dahin wie Schnee in der Sonne.

Trotz der Nervosität wagte ich einen Schritt nach vorne. Mein Herz hämmerte wild in meiner Brust; jeder Muskel meines Körpers schrie danach, stehenzubleiben. Aber ich konnte nicht mehr zurück.

Mit zitternden Händen glättete ich meine Krawatte und versuchte ein Lächeln aufzusetzen – eins, das hoffentlich nicht allzu nervös wirkte.

Nur noch wenige Meter trennten uns voneinander. Ihre Augen folgten mir aufmerksam; das unsichtbare Band zwischen uns schien stärker denn je.

Doch dann stockte ich erneut. Zweifel flammten auf wie Funken in einem trockenen Wald: »Was sage ich? Wie soll ich anfangen? Am Besten gehe ich einfach, sie ist bestimmt sowieso mit jemand hier.«

Amy stieß sich von der Wand ab, ihre Schritte langsam und geschmeidig. Es war, als würde die Menge sich wie von Zauberhand für sie teilen. Ihr Gang hatte etwas Katzenhaftes, geschmeidig und doch bestimmt. Ihre Finger strichen beiläufig über ihre Taille, eine scheinbar unbewusste Geste, die jedoch eine unglaubliche Anziehungskraft ausstrahlte.

Sie blieb direkt vor mir stehen, ihr Duft hüllte mich ein – eine Mischung aus süßem Parfüm und etwas Unbeschreiblichem, das meine Sinne benebelte. Mein Herz schlug schneller, ein wildes Trommeln in meiner Brust.

»Alles im Griff, Mister Wahlkampfmanager?«

Ich öffnete den Mund, aber die Worte blieben stecken. Ihre Augen bohrten sich in meine, hypnotisch und durchdringend. Ich konnte nur stumm nicken, unfähig einen klaren Gedanken zu fassen.

Herzrasen durchflutete meinen Körper, Verwirrung und Faszination wechselten sich ab. Sie stand so nah bei mir, dass ich den leichten Atemzug auf meiner Haut spürte. Jede Faser meines Seins schrie danach, etwas zu sagen, aber mein Verstand war wie gelähmt.

Amy lächelte leicht und ich spürte einen elektrischen Schauer über meinen Rücken laufen. Dieser Moment fühlte sich surreal an – wie ein Traum, aus dem ich nicht erwachen wollte.

Mein Mund wurde trocken, meine Hände zitterten leicht. Die Worte wollten einfach nicht kommen. Nur der Blickkontakt blieb bestehen – intensiv und unerbittlich.

Faszination hielt mich gefangen. Ihre Präsenz war überwältigend und ließ mich all meine Unsicherheiten vergessen. Alles um uns herum verschwamm; es gab nur noch sie und mich in diesem Moment.

Doch das Herzrasen ließ nicht nach; es wurde sogar stärker. Es war eine Mischung aus Angst und Hoffnung – ein Gefühl der Unvollständigkeit und zugleich der Dringlichkeit.

Amy hob leicht die Augenbraue, als ob sie meine inneren Kämpfe spüren könnte. Ihr Lächeln vertiefte sich minimal, und für einen kurzen Moment glaubte ich, dass sie mich verstand – dass sie wusste, was in mir vorging.

Aber die Worte blieben stumm; nur mein Herz sprach für mich in diesem unvergesslichen Augenblick.

»Gott, passierte das gerade wirklich? Woher wusste sie, dass ich der Wahlkampfmanager für meinen Verband war?« Mein Kopf wirbelte. Die Luft schien plötzlich schwer und voll von Anspannung. Ich hatte nicht erwartet, dass sie mich ansprach, geschweige denn, dass sie etwas über mich wusste. Vielleicht hatte sie es irgendwo aufgeschnappt – das war gut möglich.

Ich zwang mich, einen klaren Gedanken zu fassen, während ich ihren Blick suchte. Ihr Lächeln war ansteckend, aber auch herausfordernd. Sie stellte eine Verbindung her, die ich nicht ganz verstand.

»Ähm… ja«, brachte ich schließlich heraus, meine Stimme klang brüchig und unsicher. Ich spürte den Druck ihrer Augen auf mir, als ob sie tief in meine Seele blickte und die Unsicherheiten darin entblößte.

Ihre Finger streiften leicht über meinen Ärmel, kaum mehr als ein Flüstern. Es war eine Berührung, die eine Kette von elektrischen Impulsen durch meinen Körper schickte. Meine Haut prickelte unter dem dünnen Stoff meines Hemdes. Diese leichte, fast unscheinbare Geste fühlte sich an wie ein stilles Versprechen – eine Einladung in eine Welt, die ich bisher nur aus meinen kühnsten Träumen kannte.

»Hast du etwa Angst vor mir?« Ihre Stimme war sanft und verführerisch, doch in ihren Augen lag eine spielerische Herausforderung.

Ein leises Lachen entwich ihren Lippen, das mich aus meinen Gedanken riss. Ein Kloß bildete sich in meiner Kehle und ich konnte nur schwer schlucken. Meine Worte wollten einfach nicht kommen; sie blieben wie festgefroren in meinem Inneren.

Was passiert hier gerade? fragte ich mich selbst und versuchte, einen klaren Gedanken zu fassen. Ihre Nähe verwirrte mich, brachte meine Gefühle durcheinander. Amy war real – sie stand vor mir, berührte mich sogar. Doch alles fühlte sich an wie ein surrealer Traum, aus dem ich nicht erwachen wollte.

Ich spürte den Druck ihrer Finger noch immer auf meinem Ärmel, die Wärme ihrer Berührung brannte sich in mein Gedächtnis ein. Mein Herz raste unkontrolliert und jeder Atemzug fiel mir schwer. Ihre Frage hallte in meinem Kopf wider und verstärkte die Unsicherheit in mir.

Ihre Augen fixierten mich weiterhin, suchten nach einer Reaktion, nach einem Zeichen von mir. Doch meine Stimme war verschwunden, gefangen in der Unfähigkeit, diesem Moment gerecht zu werden.

»Ich mach nur Spaß… etwas Spaß muss ja auch sein oder? Sonst wäre es ja auch ziemlich langweilig…«

Ihr Lächeln war entwaffnend, und für einen Moment vergaß ich all meine Unsicherheiten. »Ja, Spaß ist immer gut«, antwortete ich, obwohl meine Stimme immer noch ein wenig brüchig klang. Mein Herzschlag beruhigte sich etwas, doch die Aufregung blieb. »Gott diese Antwort war so dämlich...«

Amy lachte leise und ihre Augen funkelten. »Du wirkst so ernst, bist du immer so?«

»Nein, nicht immer«, sagte ich schnell und versuchte, mein nervöses Lächeln zu einem echten zu machen. »Es ist nur… du überraschst mich.«

»Überrasche ich dich?« Ihre Augenbraue hob sich leicht, ein Ausdruck von Interesse und vielleicht ein bisschen Belustigung.

»Ja, du bist…« Ich suchte nach den richtigen Worten.

Sie trat einen Schritt näher, und der Duft ihres Parfums umhüllte mich erneut »Ja?«

»Ich weiß nicht«, gestand ich.

Amy lachte, ein leises, melodisches Kichern, das durch den Raum schwebte. »Du weißt nicht?«

Ich schüttelte den Kopf und senkte meinen Blick auf meine Füße. Die Unsicherheit in mir war überwältigend, und ihre Nähe machte es nicht leichter. Doch ihr Lachen hatte etwas Beruhigendes, fast Vertrautes.

»Weißt du, ich bin eigentlich nicht oft sprachlos«, versuchte ich zu erklären. »Aber bei dir…«

»Bei mir?« Ihre Stimme klang neugierig, als wollte sie mehr wissen.

»Ja«, sagte ich und hob endlich meinen Blick wieder. »Bei dir ist alles anders. Du bist… du bist einfach so…«

»So?« Sie trat noch einen Schritt näher, und ich konnte ihren Atem auf meiner Haut spüren.

Ich schluckte schwer und sammelte all meinen Mut. »Du bist einfach so... faszinierend.« Die Worte kamen endlich über meine Lippen, und ich spürte, wie mein Herzschlag ein wenig ruhiger wurde. Amys Lächeln vertiefte sich, und ihre Augen funkelten noch mehr.

»Faszinierend, hm?« Sie trat noch einen Schritt näher und ich konnte ihren Atem auf meiner Haut spüren. »Das höre ich nicht oft.«

Mein Mund wurde trocken. »Es ist die Wahrheit. Ich meine, ich habe deine Videos gesehen, aber dich hier zu sehen... das ist etwas ganz anderes.«

»Ach ja?« Sie neigte ihren Kopf leicht zur Seite und spielte mit einer Haarsträhne. »Und was macht es so anders?«

»In deinen Videos wirkst du... unnahbar, fast wie ein Traum. Aber jetzt... jetzt stehst du direkt vor mir.« Ich rang um Worte, die die Faszination in mir ausdrücken konnten. »Es ist fast surreal.«

Amy lachte leise, und das Geräusch schickte einen Schauer über meinen Rücken. »Ich bin also wie ein Traum für dich?«

»Ja«, antwortete ich ohne zu zögern. »Ein Traum, der plötzlich Wirklichkeit wird.«

Sie musterte mich aufmerksam und trat noch einen Schritt näher, sodass unsere Körper sich fast berührten. »Das ist eine schöne Art, es auszudrücken«, sagte sie leise. »Aber weißt du was? Träume sind nur so lange schön, bis man aufwacht.«

Ihre Worte ließen mich innehalten. Sie hatte recht – dieser Moment fühlte sich an wie ein flüchtiger Traum, den ich nicht verlieren wollte. Aber ich wusste auch, dass Träume manchmal zu kurz sind.

»Ich will nicht aufwachen«, murmelte ich schließlich.

Amy lächelte sanft und legte ihre Hand auf meine Brust, direkt über meinem wild klopfenden Herzen. Die Berührung brannte sich in mein Gedächtnis ein, eine Verbindung zwischen uns, die realer war als jeder Traum.

»Irgendwie süß.« Amy löste sich von mir und machte einen Schritt zurück.

Mein Herzschlag verlangsamte sich ein wenig, aber die Hitze ihrer Berührung brannte noch immer auf meiner Brust. Ihre Augen musterten mich, als ob sie meine Reaktion genau analysierte. Ein leichtes Lächeln spielte um ihre Lippen, fast als würde sie ein geheimes Spiel genießen.

»Du wirkst so nervös.« Ihr Tonfall war neckisch, aber auch verständnisvoll.

Ich schluckte schwer und versuchte, meine Fassung wiederzufinden. »Ja, das bin ich auch«, gestand ich und ließ ein unsicheres Lächeln folgen. »Du hast eine starke Wirkung auf Menschen.«

Amy lachte leise. »Das höre ich öfter.« Sie ließ ihren Blick kurz durch den Raum schweifen, als würde sie nach etwas suchen, dann kehrte ihr Fokus zurück zu mir.

»Ich muss jetzt leider weiter, hat mich auf jeden Fall gefreut…« Amy drehte sich um und verschwand in der Menge, ihr Gang genauso elegant und selbstbewusst wie zuvor. Die Neonlichter warfen schimmernde Reflexionen auf ihre Tattoos und ließen sie wie lebendige Kunstwerke erscheinen. Sie ließ mich einfach stehen. Ich hatte es anscheinend vermasselt!

Mein Herzschlag verlangsamte sich allmählich, doch die Verwirrung und das Verlangen blieben. Die Elektrizität in der Luft war fast greifbar, und ich fühlte mich wie in einem Traum gefangen. Die kurze Begegnung mit Amy hatte mich mehr aus der Fassung gebracht, als ich es je erwartet hätte. Ich spürte ein Kribbeln in meinem Bauch, ein Gefühl der Vorahnung, dass dies nur der Anfang war.

Der Raum um mich herum schien sich zu drehen. Stimmen vermischten sich zu einem unverständlichen Summen, das die Hintergrundmusik übertönte. Meine Gedanken wirbelten wie Blätter im Wind. »Was war gerade passiert? Warum hatte sie mich angesprochen? Und warum fühlte es sich so an, als hätte ich etwas Unaussprechliches verpasst?«

Ich stand da wie festgewurzelt, unfähig einen klaren Gedanken zu fassen oder mich zu bewegen. Der Duft ihres Parfums hing noch immer in der Luft und mischte sich mit dem Geruch von frisch gebrühtem Kaffee und Parfüm der anderen Gäste. Alles wirkte unwirklich.

Ein Teil von mir wollte ihr folgen, wollte wissen, wohin sie ging und was als nächstes passieren würde. Aber ein anderer Teil hielt mich zurück, gefangen zwischen Verlangen und Unsicherheit.

Weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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