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Chapter 36


Aenai was not unaware of what was happening in her temple. It’s not that she was omnipotent, it is just that there was so much activity in that one location in a single night and it was all localised around Luriel, who was quite an important person to the elven Goddess. Leadi had been faced with quite a difficult situation until you had gone a bit wild in the Goddess's chambers and took two skilled Fiain out of commission in short order. Galatea lost control of Leadi long enough for the woman to approach the waters, causing Aenai to wonder what exactly was so important to be causing infighting within the ranks of her most estranged children. She listened intently as the manifestation of the goblin lay unhandled behind her, suspended in air. Within a far more familiar setting to her. 


“Galatea, what are you afraid of?” Leadi asked as she threw her hood off. She had two loyal soldiers at her side that managed to be freed up when you created a need for reinforcement. They were holding back the elves on the other side that outnumbered them vastly, but Leadi had one thing; she had already reached the waters. Though Fiain were not as religious as their cousins in the traditional sense, they had only strayed as far from faith in Aenai as the other elves had, which allowed them very little malice in the Goddess's eyes, and even a slight bit of favour. “Sisters, listen to me. Galatea has fed you all manner of promise and led you down a strange path, and I have been swept up as well. But I am not blind, my senses and my mind are keen.” The elves faltered. She spoke to them in their home tongue, while Galatea had strictly enforced a difficult and humiliating new language upon them. The lack of communication in the initial stages cost them in efficiency, and it got Florin and another elite Bleak Arrow taken out of commission in a matter of seconds. “Consider now that all I am seeking is truth. Galatea fears it for what it would mean, but I-”


“Lies!” The warleader spat. “What are you waiting for?” She swapped to her native tongue for fear of losing them. She was already losing them. She was feeling alone in her reverence for the goblin and his ways. Leadi was correct. Galatea was afraid of being contradicted because in her heart she knew that if she was proven wrong she would not change her mind. She would have to take on the struggle of fighting a bloody losing battle for her convictions, and for a result that was not certain.


Leadi continued, feeling the tide turn. “I will alter my path should I find out I am wrong. If you allow Galatea to prevent me from knowing, none of us will have any choice. We could let weakness flourish amongst us without even realising it, all in service of her lust.” The elf smirked, seeing that the others had all but given up on supporting Galatea. They had been operating solely on tradition and military discipline but the moment Leadi asked them to think for themselves about their situation they understood that she was correct.


One of the elites at Galatea’s side sighed. “Warleader, why should we avoid knowing? Is the truth so dangerous that we should fight and die against our own? We need more reason than just your word.”


“I-” Galatea faltered. “Fine! See for yourselves.” She only had one chance, and that was to be correct. “Go ahead, then and learn what I already knew from the start.”


Leadi dipped her hands into the waters, the methods of scrying using the Goddess's mana were not lost on her. She was nearly as old as her people. She was among those left behind. She retained much of the old knowledge. Aenai perked up and prepared to address the girl’s resolve personally, whatever she ended up asking. It seemed like a significant shift was occurring.


Leadi bowed her head reverently while her hands lay within the waters. As she felt the presence of Aenai she asked. “Great Goddess Aenai, who encompasses all of mana, I beseech you to show me the strength of the children produced by a union between a Hero goblin and ourselves.”


Aenai’s face scrunched up in confusion as she turned away and eyed the manifestation snickering behind her. Why is everyone so interested in this cretin? She shook her head and waved her hand. I suppose I can offer them the truth, as they seek it. She cleared her throat and offered majestically, her voice filling Leadi’s mind. “I hope that the truth will set you on the right path, child of the wilds. Though you are estranged from my other children, the woods are rich in mana. They are my domain and you are all my children.”


Leadi gasped, shuddering as she heard the Goddess's voice for the first time. “Yes! I hear you, Aenai!”


“What? Aenai herself!?” Galatea passed her gaze around the hall as all of the Bleak Arrows showed respect in removing their hoods if they had not. They stared up at Leadi. They were not faithful, but they respected strength, and Aenai represented the power of the magical forest in which they resided.


“See for yourself what awaits you.” Aenai showed Leadi the truth. The goblins that they would give birth to would be a plague upon the land. They would be stronger than any that had come before them, but not only that, their line would continue to produce elves, rarely. She showed horror, as the men would be culled universally while the women would be kept and raised in a culture perverted by their new masters. The world would suffer. “As you can see, child-”


“Incredible…” Leadi shook her head, trailing off as she processed the images.


“W-what is it? What do you see?” Galatea clenched her fist tightly. There was no part of her body that was not tense enough to crush diamonds.


The Goddess smiled down on Leadi. She was stunned by the consequences that would arise from their actions, no doubt.


“I was… wrong.” Leadi offered. Both Galatea and Aenai were stunned into silence. A wide, mad smile drew across her lips.


“What?” Aenai was confused. She was not aware of how the Fiain had changed, or how their culture had evolved. She showed them only the truth, but it was the worst truth she could muster. She had no way of knowing that it was the same as feeding raw meat to a wild dog.


Leadi boomed. “Galatea, I apologise! You were right all along. The goblin, our Master, will usher in an age of conquest where none will be able to stand against our sons. Our weak will be appropriately culled while our new children will proliferate across the lands and grow more powerful each day!”


“Yes!” Galatea was almost foaming at the mouth. She pumped her fist in the air. “Yes yes yes!” She, Leadi and the other elves all knelt down before the dais and the basin.


Leadi spoke. “Thank you, great goddess. You have shown us the path forward. As thanks for showing us the truth, I feel as though we have faltered in our worship of you.”


Galatea looked up. “Leadi?”


“For guiding us along the correct path we must also return ourselves to the faith that we have ignored for so long. You are mana. You are the forest we have called home. You are our power. You are life!”


Aenai bit her lip anxiously. This is not what I intended, but I feel their faith. Powerful belief bolsters my power, so perhaps I should simply go along with this? It’s not as though I can interfere more than I already have. She spoke. “Good, child. Worship me and observe my tenets. Avoid allowing yourself to be swept up by-”


“Yes!” Leadi cried out passionately. “We will abide by what you have shown us today. You will be an integral part of what we accomplish in the coming days, Aenai, I swear! We all swear!”


“Ye-yes, we swear.” The elf next to Galatea, usually so composed, repeated with a hand over her heart. Her cheeks were flushed. Galatea knew that she could not halt the tide. She nodded and repeated alongside the rest.


“We swear, Goddess.”


This really isn’t what I had in mind. Aenai frowned, turning quickly to stare daggers at the goblin manifestation. “Stop your snickering! Ugh. See how this goes, I suppose.” As she severed the connection the faith she received from the elves felt like a rush, but in an awful way like rising too soon after being seated for so long. “Huh?” Aenai clutched her head. “I don’t understand. I feel so… odd. But I should not feel anything of the sort. I am divine.” She looked up at the goblin. “Is it you?” Quickly Aenai shook her head. “No.” She had no idea what was happening. It had been so long since she had been worshipped with such fervor, and when she was it did not feel as she was feeling now. In response, the elven Goddess quickly retreated from her domain to enter another in search of answers.


Immediately she shifted from the beautiful glowing marble environment that she made her home into a lush garden with a single tree in the distance that seemed to overtake mountains in size and scope. An ethereal beauty sat at a small table staring at that glowing horizon wistfully. The human beauty with pale green and gold hair and bright gold eyes did not react to Aenai’s presence, but waited without ignoring her completely. “Mother.”


“Yes?” Teanah looked to see her daughter bowing in her presence. She waved the girl off. “Please. You are here for a reason.”


“Thank you, Mother. I feel strange. I have received an influx of worshipers. Their belief is unusually strong and pointed. I should feel powerful, but I feel… weak and strange.”


Teanah answered as though she had known it since before Aenai arrived. “Our power is rooted in something tangible, however the way that mortals perceive us is not. My form has changed over many thousands of years to that of a Human. Humans worship life and the ground that they walk on. They worship the planet and consider me a part of it. That is why I reside here and that is why I no longer resemble your Mother.”


“I did not mean to-” Aenai uttered with concern.


Teanah smiled softly and reached out to cup the Goddess's face. “I did not mean anything, either. It is simply the truth. Just as I have changed, you will change to be more in line with your most fervent worshipers' ideas of you. This is something you have never experienced in so many years since you were born because no one but the elves could be so bold and vain as to worship mana itself.”


“My new followers are still elves…”


“In all ways?” Teanah asked knowingly.


Aenai shook her head. “Different in belief and in nature.”


“Then you will begin to change in nature from how you are now. That is what you are feeling my-” She paused, seeing the distress in the girl’s glowing teal eyes. “What is wrong?”


“What if they believe and do vile things?”


Teanah seemed to be in thought for the first time as the answer to that eluded her. “I…” She trailed off.


“Thank you, Mother.” Aenai bowed. “I must find the answer myself, if you do not know.” The Goddess disappeared before Teanah could speak again. It was not that Teanah did not know, but that she feared the answer.


“Gods that had been warped by the beliefs of their strongest and most fervent followers for the worst are counted among a pitiful few, and among those I could search for ages and ages to locate a friend or ally among them without finding a single one.” Teanah was considering something she had not for ages; she was considering direct intervention. 


Chapter two






Chapter 37


Within Haemkaiel the tower was a prominent landmark in the center of the town, surrounded by an additional layer of magical defenses and a simple set of stone battlements that protected the grand double doors of the tower. Unlike other towers within the kingdom the tower of Haemkaiel was adorned as though it were a castle keep and adorned with banners that held not a sigil but a signature. Edina’s signature, which was present on all of the arrays that she produced. As you approached Haile clutched her stomach and faltered for a moment, falling behind. You could hear a low humming in your ear. “What is that?” 


Melisia looked perplexed as she looked at the two of you, then a look of realisation washed over her. “Oh. That’s the hum of the mana array. When you are this close you can easily feel the sensation of little particles of Mana shooting through you.”


“So that sound is-”


“How do people tolerate this!?” Haile complained.


“It’s simple; you get used to it if you’ve been in proximity of a tower for a long enough time. I’m sure the people that live here barely notice.” The elf said smugly. She looked at Korrine quizzically. “You don’t look any worse for wear.”


“I’m made of tougher stuff.” The dwarf claimed.


“Ohhh, you must be from a bloodline that’s particularly enduring when it comes to Mana.” Melisia commented. “Though I don’t know much about dwarven bloodlines.”


“Yeah, why would you know anything useful or interesting.” Korrine retorted calmly.


“Why you-” Melisia stopped and let it go with a click of her tongue. “You’re lucky we have more pressing matters in front of us.”


“She’s right. We don’t have time to bicker.” You stepped towards the large round gate that seemed to be the only way into the battlements that was not over or through. A pair of guardsmen stopped you. Mercifully these two elves spoke a language you could understand.


“What’s your business with the Tower?” Luriel stepped forward, catching their attention. “Lady Luriel? As much as I don’t mind your presence, the Matron has decided that she does not want to see you or speak with you.”


“Of course.” The priestess huffed. “But unfortunately for both of us I have reason to believe that the tower is currently undergoing a disaster.”


The two elven guards exchanged glances. “That is hard to believe.”


The other glanced up at the tower. “All seems normal.”


“My scrying confirmed that Edina is in great danger at the top of the tower along with several of the mages.”


You expected there to be a problem, and you thought that it would take far more convincing and maybe even a bribe or a fight to get through but the moment Luriel mentioned her scrying the two guards opened the gate. “I see.” The primary guard spoke very gravely. “We should hurry, then.”


As you all began moving extremely quickly towards the tower you remarked to the priestess. “They have a lot of trust in you, it seems.”


She shook her head. “Trust requires some to rely on a belief, not a certainty. The faith in the Goddess may have fallen from where it was, but no elf disrespects her power over mana.”


“True.” Melisia added. “Even Mages must pay our respects to Aenai.”


“You all did, formerly. You may be too young to remember, but there were no mages in the time of the Empire. Any elf that wielded magic was a priest or priestess of the temple. Even Edina and I, at one point, shared the same purpose…”


Melisia blinked. “She was a priestess before-”


Luriel smiled weakly. “She hates to be reminded of that time when I was her superior, so be careful.”


“I-I will.” Melisia was not one to disparage a powerful mage.


As soon as you all entered the tower you could see the magic that so effortlessly altered the dimensions to create an expansive complex on the ground floor where from the outside it appeared so narrow and round. The primary guard approached one of the mages on the inside and asked hurriedly. “Has anyone been in contact with the Matron or any of the mages on the last two levels?”


“No. But that’s not anything new.” The mage responded in a bristly tone.


“Don’t give us an attitude, you silly girl. The reason you are here on the ground floor is because you are not adequate enough to be on the floor above or the one above it, and the reason I entered from the outside is because I am a mage that has graduated from my time at my own tower, which means that you owe us enough respect to show us the quickest way up.” Melisia shouted in a scolding tone. Korrine’s eyes lit up at the sight of her elf scolding another. The elven mage shrank under the verbal bombardment and immediately began walking with far more haste than she had been using prior.


“R-right this way.”


“That was incredible, elfy!” Korrine laughed.


“Please. It was nothing.” Melisia smirked. “I merely made use of my authority. I came up in a tower that was similar to this one. No less important despite its location.”


“I thought you might’ve known your way around.” Haile probed as you all ascended a set of spiral steps in the center of the complex. The chamber that held the stairs seemed to be the same width as the tower from the outside.


Melisia shook her head. “All of these places are different on the inside. Once a powerful Mage has gotten their hands on an environment it will quickly bend to their preference. So, I have no idea which direction is correct, or if the physical rules are even valid here. I’ve heard of some towers where ascent feels like descent, simply because the Matron did not ever want to have to go up a set of stairs.”


Your rogue narrowed her eyes. “Surely she would have to go up at some point.”


“You would think so, but no. Every set of stairs, even going back and forth on the same flight, was made to feel like you were descending.”


“Th-that is so mental. It seems like such a waste of resources.” Haile complained.


“Well, what can you do?” Your mage shrugged.


“I dunno, use it to help the people around you?”


“That’s a nice thought, my dear.” Luriel complimented. “You have a good heart.”


Haile’s cheeks flushed. I really don’t. She hung back cautiously as you ascended. Only Korrine seemed to notice how suspicious it was that she was hanging back. Haile rolled her eyes. It doesn’t really matter if that useless dwarf keeps an eye on me. Glancing back at the corridor she had to wonder. Florin and Galatea are in the city, right? When are they actually going to show up and do something useful? They said this would be easy for them.


Your heart beat rapidly as you approached the top of the tower with Melisia and Luriel standing beside you. “Is there any way to see if we’re walking into a trap?”


“Any detection I attempt to use here is dampened by the ambient hum of the mana array at the top. That’s just one of the disadvantages of being within the tower. That constant, pulsating mana infiltrates everything. But at least we have a canary.” She added coldly while eying the back of the guard and mage who were rushing up the stairs first.


“We’re not using anyone as a canary. I’m going to get everyone out of this.” You uttered scoldingly.


“Sorry.” Melisia frowned before muttering. “I just hope you’d favour any of us over one of them.” You sighed with disappointment as Luriel spoke up.


“They are your people. You are an elf, are you not?”


Your mage scoffed. “Don’t try and guilt trip me, Priestess, it won't work. Besides, we’re almost there so go ahead and protect people, if that’s what you want to do.” The elf stared daggers at you. You nodded to her and ran ahead as you landed first on the second-to-last floor. The laboratory was rounded and more like the inside of a tower but still far too big.There was giant dome overhead with inlaid crystals planted to create an odd dance of lights and colours within the curvature. The hum was stronger here than anywhere else. You looked around for any signs of other elves but couldn’t find a soul.


“Where could they have gone?”


“This section is pretty open.” The mage you had picked up observed. The guard was pacing around looking in every cupboard as if anyone could fit there. Ironically they were about the right size for the new forms all of the pretty mages had taken on. The mage continued. “The only other place to look would be the Matron’s personal study.” She pointed to a smaller set of spiral stairs ascending up into the center of the domed ceiling. “But she hates having crowds up there, so-” You pushed through and bolted for the staircase.


After ascending fast enough to nearly become dizzy you entered into an empty study. “What?”


“What did you find?” Haile shouted up after you.


You were confused. “There’s… nothing.” Slowly the rest of the party began to follow you up into the crowded study. It was far more in line with the tower's actual dimensions and fairly cramped due to the clutter that was strewn about. “I don’t understand.”


Melisia squinted at some broken runes and inspected a few spots on the floor and the wall to quickly conclude. “Some defenses were triggered. They were here for sure.”


“This doesn’t make sense! Where could everyone have gone!?” The guard said as he peeked in. The moment he saw that no one was present he rushed down the stairs. “This isn’t good!”


The mage nodded, following after him. “I need to raise the alarm. If no one’s here then the tower is defenseless.”


“Good.” You nodded. “Mel, you’re the only one here that has any experience in these places. What’s your take.”


“I- I am genuinely flabbergasted. It’s like they disappeared. A portal, maybe? But, something as complicated as spatial travel would require the Matron.”


Luriel’s gaze wandered around the room anxiously. She felt like she couldn’t be at ease with so many books piled as high as reeds. Worse was the fact that the incessant hum of mana hindered her connection to Aenai. “What if all of the mages and Edina were kidnapped and taken away?”


“That’s a solid theory, but how?” Korrine asked in annoyance of all the elven contraptions filling the room. “Maybe it has to do with one of these faulty elven things lying about.”


“None of it would be faulty, you-” Mel began to say.


Luriel raised a hand to stop her. A chill ran down her spine. “Nothing Edina has around her would be faulty.” She sniffed the air. All of the girls could pick up on that familiar smell. The smell of sex and masturbation. The smell of that goblin’s gross sweat. “They must have been here recently…”


“But now they are not.” Melisia acknowledged. “Or… are they still here?” She swatted at the air with a paranoid glint in her eyes.


“Don’t be stupid. There isn’t enough space for so many people to be standing around invisible. There’s just enough room for all of us to stand comfortably.” Haile reasoned.


“She’s right.” You admitted. “But Mel might also be right. What if they are still here?”


Tiffa was listening through a very small portal hidden within the room. The goblin was tapping her thighs insistently. “H-hey. Not-” He raised his hand at her. “Okay. Well, maybe I don’t have a choice.” She glanced back at the hastily piled torso’s that had all been dumped in the same spot in a hurry. “I guess you must know what you’re doing.” He didn’t, not completely. He just wanted to fuck the mage that seemingly hadn’t been fucked yet. 


Chapter three






Chapter 38


Within the cluttered white space while leaning back on a pile of soft, squirming female bodies as pillows, Tiffa stared at the goblin hesitantly and wondered. Am I really going to have to have sex with a creature such as this? As clever as he is, this is my first time. I’d thought it would be more romantic, but here is this little green man poking at my thighs to open with his big thing in hand. She passed a glance back to the other ladies. Not that I have a choice. I could just end up like those girls, which I’m not very excited about. She smiled at him and said awkwardly. “I can make myself useful in other ways. You’ve seen that, right?” He looked at her like he understood but clearly did not care. With a bit more apprehension she asked. “This is just something that has to happen for this partnership to work.” He grinned at her and nodded his ugly little head up and down. This is really gross, but also this is probably the best opportunity I’ve ever had to get to do all of the degenerate things that I love doing. A smile stretched her lips, curling up at the corners. I just have so many ideas for what I can do with all this. 


Tiffa eventually gave in and spread her legs generously while outside the party was still trying to figure out the mystery of what was going on. She lay back on what she felt was probably Edina’s busty torso with those big cushiony tits that acted as pillows. “Oh.” She realised something. “I only temporarily restrained everyone, including the Matron. If something happens like last time in this situation we’ll-” The mage gasped as the goblin easily tore her dress up the middle and snapped her underwear with surprising strength. “Were goblins always this strong?” She wondered out loud, face flushing as she realised there was no longer anything between her virgin sex and his massive member. “If- if you’re listening, sir, this is my first time and that thing looks awfully big. If possible could you-”


With a complete disregard for what she was asking the goblin rubbed the tip of his large, unwieldy cock around her sensitive mound until he found her tight virgin hole, at which point he simply took her without any fanfare whatsoever. She groaned loudly through clenched teeth, her thighs instantly trying and failing to close around his surprisingly versatile body. He grabbed hold of her hips for leverage and pulled himself to the hilt within her stretched out walls while she shook from the pain of having her first time with such a massive partner. “It’s too much!” She whined, letting out a low groan as he dragged his cock from her. “Y-yes, get it out, thank-” She winced as he plunged it back in again. Tiffa covered her face with her hands and just tried to endure it as her body felt like it was being shocked over and over again with each strong thrust.


Outside of the room Melisia and Luriel were looking around in confusion with twitching ears. “Can you hear that?” The Priestess asked.


“Yes! Where in the world is it coming from?”


Tiffa tried desperately to cover her mouth. A portal had to remain open somewhere otherwise the oxygen use of all of the bodies would instantly suck all hope of living from the temporal storage space. “Is- is this necessary at a time like this?” Tiffa whispered.


The goblin nodded, starting to fuck her more earnestly while his tongue hung out of the side of his mouth. He was grinning wide, since the elf was extremely tight, definitely a virgin, and as nice as the squirming was of the useless fuckmeat that he’d turned the other mages into, having a whole woman that could make noise and move and fight was far more interesting to him.


Meanwhile Tiffa’s voice was rapidly becoming far less pained, but threatened to be just as loud. She let out a deep huff as he pulled out again, noting. It’s starting to feel very strange. The pain is getting less distracting. It was very sharp at first but- but it dropped off and now- She winced, her back arching as he thrust deep enough to hit very deep inside. Every inch of her insides was stretched around his cock like a sleeve, allowing her to feel every rigid feature as it moved within. “Ooh~” She moaned.


“I definitely hear that. It’s over here.” Melisia pointed out. “There’s something over here.”


Haile frowned. She had remained in the background, observing. The rogue had no actual clue what was going on, and she felt like it was in her interest to make it so that you all continued to fail to see what was happening. As soon as Melisia and Luriel claimed to hear something she began to get a gut feeling. What if they never moved. What if they’re here, but- Her eyes widened. She moved swiftly towards where the elves pointed and instantly found the small portal hidden behind some books. With nothing else she could think of Haile squeezed the small anomaly between her tits just as Melisia and Luriel closed in.


“It came from around here.” Luriel stared at Haile quizzically, then angled herself around to look at every inch of space around her, but the portal was nowhere around her. It was somewhere very hidden. Haile could not move at all, since the portal was stationary. Melisia arrived to see the human turning her head to eye the various books.


“Maybe it’s in one of the books?”


“That’s technically not unlikely.” The mage admitted. “We’re searching for vague sounds in a mages study. It could be any number of things.” An idea crossed her mind. “Wait! It is possible that one of these items in this room is a spatial storage! They could be hiding in that, and if they are they would need to keep a corridor open for oxygen which would release sound. It needs to be attached to some type of closed space, find anything like it. Open books, pieces of clothing…”


“Got it.” You began looking, scouring the lab. You were all on the right track without putting together the fact that the entire room was enchanted.


While you were looking, air was becoming short in the space as Haile kept it between her breasts, but the moment she heard Mel’s explanation she tried to rise discreetly so that the portal slid into her lower top, instead. It was still stifling but the porous fabric let through air and the sound would not be a problem so long as those inside could keep quiet.


“O-oh Goddess!” Tiffa was having a very hard time keeping quiet as she screamed into her hands. Outside the elves' ears were twitching again as the mage threw her head back. Her hand rested on the goblin’s small body, holding him as he made her first time a memorable one. “This is unreal.” She gasped for air through clenched teeth. She was not looking down, but her sex had fully been assimilated to his size as his cock easily entered her, lubricated with trickles of red and shining juices. “This is it-” She slipped back into talking out loud mindlessly, a bad habit. “-there’s no way I’ll be able to get married after this. I don’t even know why the others were complaining, this- this feels so… strange but so good!”


Outside Haile was doing her best to hide the sound. Shut up, you idiot. What the hell is going on in there? She had hoped that the goblin would have more sense, but it occurred to her that no matter how clever he became he would still just be a goblin. I need to do something. She pretended to get right down and inspect an opened book. She held it up to her face as the small portal rose up from between her tits to be next to her mouth. She brought her lips right to it and spoke very clearly in a tone that she hoped would be heard above the mewling of the elven mage within. “Listen, they’re close to finding you. You need to either quiet down or move the portal somewhere more discreet.” Her eyes moved and she could see Melisia and Korrine were beginning to get even more suspicious of her as she had not moved from that one spot.


“Are you even trying to look?” Melisia asked inquisitively.


“She’s just kneeling there doing nothing. Makes me wonder if maybe she found something and isn’t telling us.”


“I’ve been hearing traces of sounds in that direction again.” Luriel mentioned.


Just as they all began to close in, and just as Haile could tell clearly that Tiffa’s voice was lifting in anticipation of an orgasm that she would undoubtedly have zero control during, a sound came from down the stairs. “He-Hero! There were sightings of a goblin and some elves in town outside the tower!” It was the voice of the elven mage that had led you all up the steps.


“Seriously, he’s already gone!?” You immediately dropped what you were doing and turned to rush down the spiral steps.


“Wait! This- this doesn’t actually make any sense. Why are we just hearing about this now?” Melisia followed, as did Luriel and Korrine. Haile remained until the last one hesitantly descended.


“Do you really think that he’s incapable of anything at this point?” You asked. Your mage reluctantly shook her head. “Exactly. We hit a dead end and this is all we have to go on.”


The mage shakily informed you. “The- the goblin was spotted with hostages and a bunch of Fiain heading back towards the gates. It- it also seems like the town itself has been invaded.”


Korrine gasped. “Hold on, Hero, you don’t think they slipped out with those invisible cloaks, do you?”


“Right beneath our noses? It’s possible.” You didn’t have time. “Towards the gate?” The girl nodded. “Let’s go.”


Luriel stared at the girl curiously, noting her demeanour seemed off. She knew that you were right, however. You did not have time. If they reach the gates with poor Edina then the terrible future I saw may come to pass, still. This could be an opportunity to avert it.


Haile passed one last glance up the steps as all of you descended the tower. She wanted to stay behind but she knew it would be impossible to do so without drawing attention. The moment every last one of you had left the mage slumped, letting go of all of her composure finally. “P-please let me go, now. I did what you asked.”


“Of course.” Galatea removed the point of her blade from the back of the girl’s neck. “You did well.” She and the rest of the Fiain came out of hiding all around her. 


Chapter four






Chapter 39


Tiffa was dropped back into the study. As she fell to the floor a streak of the goblin’s semen squirted out across the tile. The mage sat up and rubbed her back in pain, inner thigh still twitching as she looked up into the wild amber eyes of a scarred fiain. She yelped and held her hands up. “Don’t hurt me!” As she was begging, the goblin emerged casually from a portal, surprising the amber-eyed elf. Tiffa watched as the imposing woman prostrated herself as low as she could before the goblin. “Wait, are you with him?” 


Galatea did not answer. Leadi appeared behind her and also did the same without question. Her own apprehensions had been answered and more, so she was ready to fully submit to what she saw as a brilliant future for her kind. Tiffa blinked as the amber-eyed woman said something in an odd, primitive language. The goblin cackled at her and responded by planting his foot on the back of Leadi’s head, smushing her face into the wet tile. Shakily the pink-haired elf spoke reverently in the same language to the goblin.


“What is going on?” Tiffa questioned. “I’m so curious how this all happened.” As she spoke the goblin eyed her, then pointed up at her, then down to the ground. “O-oh! Me too? Sure!” The mage mimicked the two other elves in what she felt was an incredibly demeaning pose, which was probably exactly as intended. She placed her forehead to the tile, arched her back and lifted her ass up. Her ears twitched as all around her, one by one elven women emerged from cloaks and dropped down into the same pose around him within the cramped room, remaining like that until they felt he was satisfied. As it turned out, despite the circumstances they were placed in, this was a full minute and a half from when the last elf prostrated herself. In some odd show of pride he looked over all of the quivering elves to search for any lack of submission within their ranks before finally letting out a guttural cry that, for some reason, allowed the women to finally lift their heads to look at him. Tiffa did the same and observed an exchange between them.


Leadi, struggling to get herself used to what she had decided would be their new tongue, spoke reverently to the goblin. “Master. Saw ahead. Path is good, children of yours and ours strong.” The goblin snorted as if that was obvious to him. He said something to her that caused her to lower her head again. “Sorry!”


Galatea smiled triumphantly. Far more practiced in the language, she spoke confidently. “I always knew. I never doubted you. Now the purpose is clear, we defend you, we bear your children and we conquer.” He liked that and smiled wide, showing off yellowing teeth as he nodded his head. After a moment of reflecting on what she said he pointed to Tiffa. Galatea stared at him closely, listening, and then turned to eye the mage when he finished directing her. “This one, Master? She’s capable? Then it will be done.”


“Uhm, what are you saying? What is he saying?” Tiffa asked anxiously in elvish, since they were elves.


Galatea rolled her eyes as she stared at the woman. She spoke in common, a language that he could at least understand. “He’s saying that you’re worth keeping around, but never speak elvish. He doesn’t understand elvish. Also, you’re going to learn our language or else you’re useless.”


“I don’t have a problem with that!” Tiffa said quickly. “I’m alright with helping, I’m already a collaborator. I have lots of interesting ideas.”


“Ideas?”


“Things that he seems interested in doing. Turning women into items and objects and such.”


“Oh. Yes, I suppose he would enjoy that. Alright, I can tell why he wants to keep you around, then.” Galatea acknowledged.


The mage grinned, her heart beating quickly. I’ve got an in! All I have to do is endure having sex like that every so often and I’ll be able to work on what I love. She realised something after she thought that. “But we have a problem. What are we going to do? We managed to hide from them but the Hero and his people will probably return to the tower and at that point-”


“At that point we may just need to make sure they don’t find a single thing like last time. You seem to have done well before, now you have time to prepare and you have us. What can you do with that, mage?” The fiain stared at her demandingly. Tiffa felt like she was under an inordinate amount of pressure but reluctantly turned the wheels in her head to try and think of something.


“Okay okay… I have a few ideas.”


The elves worked together to completely clean out Edina’s study, which essentially just meant throwing out anything that wasn’t useful. The refuse was discarded into the lower levels for retrieval. Any books that Tiffa found had no application other than collectible value were tossed, as well as any knickknacks or magical items that could not be salvaged. The spatial storage was also organised and cleaned with precision by the nimble wild elves until, in under an hour, the entire study had been completely cleaned and emptied into a functional office and the storage within the study had been made almost as new in how much space was being used within it.


When everything was cleaned and set straight she guided the goblin on where to place a few portals close to the ceiling of the domed study. She asked him to make those permanent and then simply stuffed them with a porous fabric that would allow air to flow but would ultimately trap sound that escaped, and the sound that did escape would be too high up. The material was also placed around the entrances to the portals, and they were placed in sections where activity could be purposefully drawn down within the space. Oxygen was still a slight issue, but she described plans for arrays that guided airflow more efficiently.


Galatea stepped into the storage space and smiled at the lineup of squirming elven bodies. “This is unique. So they’re like breeders, but he also uses them for entertainment.” She let out a small chuckle. “This is good. Weak elves won't produce stronger children than ours, but his seed is what’s important.” She remarked.


Leadi glanced at the lineup of heads with gagged mouths, plugged ears and blindfolded eyes. “Completely cut off. Even if they could figure out where their arms were-” She passed a glance at the collection of arms and legs stacked far more neatly in the corner. “-they wont be able to use their magic, especially this one.” She flicked Edina’s forehead. Her mouth was still placed within the fuck tube, but the tube was gagged when it wasn’t in use and the woman was properly restricted just like the others. “Funny to think. Matron’s here in a row with all the others despite being so strong.”


“The girl calls it the ‘equaliser'.” Galatea commented. “That despite their difference in class they’re all here stuck in the same role.”


“I like that.”


“Right?” The elves both grinned. “I think they’re probably about to come back knowing they were fooled.”


Leadi nodded. “They will return to nothing.”


Galatea’s brow furrowed. “What stops them from staying and investigating?”


Smugly, Leadi simply said. “Hierarchy.”


***


As you returned to the tower with Luriel the guards barred your path. “We need to return to check on things,” the priestess demanded. The guards seemed anxious, but refused to budge.


“Why aren’t you letting us through?” you questioned.


The two men did not speak. They just silently stood their ground with several more lined up behind them in the entrance to the tower itself. Luriel scoffed. “Because they were told to.”


“What!? Why?” you asked.


Melisia clicked her tongue and pulled you back with a hand on your shoulder as she said. “The Hierarchy likely got word of what was happening in the tower. They’re going to quarantine it until they can send someone with rank to investigate.”


“How long is that going to take!? We’re all right here! I am a Hero, I can help you if you just let me through!” As you stepped forward the elven guards levelled their spears at you. Finally, faced with violence, one of them spoke. He was the man you spoke with before.


“I know this is frustrating, but this is how things are done. No one can enter or leave the tower. It is being observed from within the first floor in case of an emergency. Outsiders can not be allowed to enter.”


Luriel informed you through clenched teeth. “It will take a week for someone to come from the capital. That is… if they even bother sending someone immediately.”


“So are you telling me we’re stuck here outside until someone arrives to unlock the door?” you mocked.


“Fucking elves.” Korrine groaned.


You reluctantly stepped back and whispered to your group. “There’s no sign of them out here, so we know they must be in here.”


“All the same, we can’t do anything, unless you want to attack the guards.” Melisia stated angrily.


“Our hands are tied.” Luriel added. “I- I can host you, if you would like to stay. I can also look into the choker, however without the other half-”


“I know. Thank you. I don’t see another option.” 


Chapter five






Chapter 40


What’s so great about a big cock if it belongs to a goblin. Areden wondered. The Bleak Arrow had been a part of the elite unit for over a century, meaning she had worked with both Florin and Galatea for that long and knew them well, but the rank-and-file elf did not understand why her Captain and Warleader were so infatuated with such a little creature. She was hesitant and even a bit disdainful of what was happening, but there was nothing she could do but stand back and observe as those two, and then even more of her sisters surrendered to his cock over time. I believe in our ways, but it just feels contradictory that we’re giving in just because Leadi’s visions suggest our children will be strong. They’ll still be goblins, so- That thought was cut off as she was slapped in the back by one of her close friends in the unit. 


Arwyn informed her. “We’re being called to stand before our new ‘Master’ apparently.” Even if Galatea and Florin were pushing this new language, the regular women that only came into second-hand contact with the goblin resisted and chose to speak their own language in hushed tones while idly paying lip service to the order. It was not a difficult language to learn, just to speak.


“It isn’t enough that we had to prostrate ourselves. “ Areden complained. “What are we going to do, Wyn?”


“What can we do when both Leadi and Galatea agree. When that happens, their agreement is basically law, right?”


Vaessa, a third friend to both Arwyn and Areden pulled the two girls together and whispered. “Maybe what we need to do is hold on together.”


“What do you mean ‘hold on’?” Arwyn asked.


“Yeah.” Areden concurred.


“Do you remember when all of those in the upper portion of our Hierarchy decided that we needed to stop drinking, and that we needed to ration certain foods in preparation for something that hadn’t happened yet?”


Areden nodded. “It lasted for a few days but eventually most just ignored the order and I think they took it as a sign that they couldn’t do it.”


Arwyn smirked. “If this is like that then the moment most of us stop buying it they’ll drop it soon enough.”


“Exactly.” Vaessa made a sign with her hand as she spoke to say that she was spot on. “That language is annoying and hard. Goblins aren’t appealing as partners even if they might be strong and produce strong young. You’re still giving birth to goblins. How can something so small actually be powerful?”


“I hear you.” Areden chimed in agreement. “But how many more of us actually agree? Everyone prostrated before him in that room.”


“I was wondering that, too. It seems like only the ones that ended up with the goblin like Galatea and Florin and a few others are convinced by this. The rest are just going along with it while being unimpressed overall, like us.” Vaessa asserted.


Arwyn brightened. “We’re not alone then. We’re going to endure this stint, take the spoils of this tower back to the village and it will all blow over.”


“First we need to attend this assembly.” Areden added quickly. “We still can’t be late, even if everyone agrees with us.”


“Correct.” Arwyn winked.


The three lined up with all the others that had made it within the cleared-out study. As was the usual protocol since arriving and learning what Leadi had seen in the waters the women were all forced to prostrate themselves so as to not appear higher than the goblin. For some it was harder than others. Areden was tall and muscular and stood out among her peers, especially the comparatively tiny and quick Arwyn and the beautiful, curvy Vaessa.


While her head was lowered all the way to the tile in an attempt to stay low she wondered what exactly was going to be the reason for the meeting. If this is all just so we can watch Galatea or Leadi getting fucked again I’m going to be upset. As if answering her question specifically, from a kneeling position Leadi informed the entire line of Bleak Arrows, but it was made difficult with her speaking the guttural, primitive language. The elf rolled her eyes. Ugh… what is she even saying? Something about the faithful and not all of us believing. Of course. You haven’t done anything to make us believe. I support little pieces of all of this but I just can’t get over the fact that it’s a goblin. I remember better than anyone when he took Leadi out in a fight so nobody’s saying he’s not strong, but he’s still a goblin. She was barely listening, so when the speech ended Areden blinked. Wait, did she say something about indoctrination? What’s that mean? She turned her head to one side, eyes widening as it began immediately.


What is… She trailed off as she watched the goblin grab a girl at the end by the hair and forcefully lift her face up. Areden blushed. Forceful, but what is he going to do? We’ve already seen someone getting def- She paused, her mouth falling open as he pulled his greasy green cock out and mashed it into the girl’s face. She winced and shuddered, then slowly began inhaling it greedily. Areden’s ears twitched as she heard the girl uttering something out loud about a powerful scent. What is that even doing? Making her smell a cock is going to do something? It is a good cock, but it belongs to a goblin. She told herself again. A trickle of sweat formed on her brow as she watched as the goblin abruptly fed his cock into the unsuspecting girl’s mouth. She convulsed and it was obviously too big, but his thrusts didn’t know the meaning of no and kept pushing without any rest until finally Areden clearly saw the moment in which his thick, long member found its way down her throat. The trained warrior slumped, her eyes rolling up and her body twitching as her nostrils flared, continuing to inhale his scent. She went passive? Is it because she can’t breathe? Truly she did seem to be struggling and her eyes adopted a lazy glaze over them as he triumphantly kept his cock lodged in her throat while his hands rested on his hips. Surely she’s just lacking oxygen. Otherwise what could that do? She got an immediate answer as slowly he drew his cock from her throat as the girl was clearly on the edge. It emerged slick with saliva, and a full mouthful of drool bubbled forth from her mouth and down her chin as his cock finally left her lips.


Wait, what happened? I know her. Her eyes look different. She had a wild side but she seems completely subdued. Areden thought as the girl stared up at the goblin reverently before voluntarily lowering her head into the pool of smelly cock-tinted saliva. He went down the line and performed the same act to another girl, then another, and each time they seemed different when he was done, as if something had changed in their minds. That felt impossible, though. When the goblin reached Arwyn at her side, Areden felt like she would see something different as the small, quirky elf she’d known her whole life lifted her face to see his cock inches in front of her. The moment it was so close and the moment she smelled it something was already different about her. Arwyn underwent the same humiliating process of being smeared, used and then deprived before finally being given new life in the form of being allowed oxygen again on the verge of passing out. As she gasped for breath Areden could sense a definite shift in her friend. She had seemingly gained new priorities.


When the goblin moved on to the far more reasonable Vaessa Areden thought that she would see something different, but the elf was fully taken in by the act just like the others as if she was no different from each and every girl before her. Once Areden saw that she became scared that it might happen to her, and what that might feel like. The moment she had that fear wash over her it was her turn and she was forced to stare up at the monolith of a green cock, and at that point she understood a fraction of what the others experienced and why.


When it was casting a tall shadow over her face it wasn’t just a big cock like she’d said from afar, it was massive and it was alive, like a muscle. Being this close truly made her realise. Wait… what if there’s nothing like this anywhere? Thinking back, nothing, no man she had ever seen had a cock like his and as that sank in the scent of it hit her. It was a powerful musk that made her nostrils flare with interest and she immediately experienced a sense of arousal that she hadn’t before as she encountered a unique thought. His smell is so hot. It’s stronger than even most animals. He stinks more than a stag a- and this is after washing his cock in the throats of my friends and the others as well. This smell is overpowering and encompassing. I can’t think and I just want to fuck. I want to fuck right now. She restrained herself as best she could while her distracted mind forgot about the next part, allowing her to be surprised as he dominantly fed his cock between her waiting lips while staring down into her eyes. Areden’s eyes widened. The look that he stared down at her with was one of such complete dominance that it made the larger woman feel small before him, and she shuddered for that reason, not just because his cock was very quickly hammering the back of her throat forcefully. It’s going in. She realised. It’s going to get in even if I fight it. There’s no way I can fight it. It’s going to push deep into my throat and I’m not gonna be able to- Her battered throat surrendered and allowed his thick dick to shape her throat around it, going so deep that she almost thought she could feel it in her stomach.


I really can’t breathe. She thought, calmly at first. Then, as she saw the malicious drive within his eyes, Areden, as old and as seasoned as she was, began to feel something almost alien; it was fear. Staring into the eyes of a lowly creature that had the capacity to kill her in that moment filled her brain with such a primal sense of dread. Her eyes glazed over and her body shook and convulsed as she thought far more panicked. I- I really can’t breathe. What if I die? The truth about the indoctrination method that the goblin had devised was that it works so extremely well on fiain because of their culture and beliefs. He had worked out that by showing them his cock he was showing them something that they would never be able to find elsewhere. The size was important to them, but also the smell. His was something he had confidence in. The size and smell of it right in front of them, surrounding them, were enough to push their minds into a mode of acceptance from the start so that the moment he began the true indoctrination they were primed. The greatest fear of the fiain was to be useless and to die choking on a cock that they could have easily just submitted to had to top the list of most humiliating ways to die. But they also had a secondary feature that was difficult to figure out, and that was the way in which they gained respect. The goblin knew that if he made them feel fear for their lives that he would utterly defeat them in their minds. Indeed, within Areden’s mind and translated through a desperate stare into his small merciless eyes was her begging for her life as her consciousness fled. I-I don’t want to die! Please! I’m losing… The moment of truth. The humiliation of mercy hit her and broke her will as a fiain the moment he dragged his cock from her lips and allowed her to breathe. Areden was shaking. She was shaking uncontrollably and when she looked up she no longer saw a goblin but a creature that was superior and that had shown mercy to her. She felt disgraced and excited at the same time, lowering her head to the tile obediently as he just moved on. The indoctrination proceeded for each and every Bleak Arrow that had gone on the expedition. 


Chapter six
Afterword


Thanks for reading! If you want to read more on my work, you can find way more on my Patreon!
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