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Chapter one






Chapter 41


Ever since the last thing she was aware of, losing consciousness on a goblin cock, Edina was no longer fully aware of anything. A blindfold blocked her vision and plugs drowned out all sound. Her mouth, when it wasn’t being used for lewd purposes which she had to oblige with what had become trained precision, was gagged and she was prevented from ever using it for any normal purpose. The Tower Matron had been utterly defeated and humiliated in her own mind, but the small mercy of the gag meant she couldn’t admit it and the blindfold prevented her from seeing the humiliation that had been wrought upon her. She had thought that she could be saved by a single competent mage under her charge, but as days passed she became convinced that not a single competent soul existed not only in the tower, but anywhere within Haimkaeiel. 


When she was ungagged she took in a deep breath instead of spitting insults. She had learned that they would not matter, anyway, and receiving a rare deep breath of air was more valuable in the seconds before her mouth was stuffed with the foul tasting goblin cock that she had gotten used to. She was used to it in such a sense that she almost felt an odd sense of anticipation when it did not come. She took in a few more breaths, then felt her ear plugs being removed. At that point it occurred to her that her mouth was back on her actual head for the first time in who knows how long. “What’s going on?”


“Ah, good. You aren’t broken mentally. I knew you would be fine, Matron.”


“Tiffa!? What in the hells are you doing, girl? Free me at once.” She coughed, not used to using her voice. Her throat had been used for other things so much more often since she was captured.


“I freed you as much as I could, but Master only really approved of that in order for you to help me get him what he wants.”


“Surely you don’t mean-”


“Now now, it’s not as bad as you think. Sure, I am serving a goblin, but that goblin had already subdued you by the time I got involved. Call me a coward if you want, but I’m just looking out for my own interests. I am sure you can swear at me or insult me or call me useless, if you like, but that just leads you back to a situation where you are being used as a sex toy several times a day, and kept gagged for the rest.”


Edina conceded quickly, given the choices she had at her disposal. “What do you want?”


“I want to expand on your experimental automatons. The ones with interchangeable arrays.”


“Hah. Do you need my permission?”


“In a sense, yes. There are minor details which only you know. I’m not as good at this as you are, naturally.”


“Naturally.”


“Yes, well, if you can help me-”


“Slow down.” Edina sighed. With a click of her tongue she asked. “What is your idea?”


“Ah! I saw the automatons and I thought that the concept was brilliant, but in practice-”


“In practice there is nothing because the amount of surface area required for the modular arrays exceeds the usefulness of the Automatons that use them.”


“Exactly! But then I thought of a way for that to not be the case.”


Edina’s sharp ears twitched. “I’m sorry? How? There is no solution, it’s just-”


“Matron, it was a logic problem all along.” Tiffa asserted.


“A logic problem…” Her mind began to race as she trailed off. “Are you saying I missed something that you caught?”


“Call it inspiration. I caught this method because of what happened to you and the others.” Tiffa grinned. “So, how about this, Matron; a spatial storage that contains a massive Automaton with enough surface area to allow it to work.”


“No… no it wouldn’t work. It would be too bulky to-” Edina inhaled sharply as connected the dots. “You can attach limbs to the body through portals and have them work without carrying its own massive form. The body that appears outside need not even be enchanted, it only needs to contain the storage array, but there is still room for other enchantments for defense and- and-”


“Matron you’re getting very ahead of yourself, but you’re absolutely correct!” Tiffa squealed excitedly. Edina could hear and feel the girl jumping up and down in place.


“Why oh why did you have to be the one to come up with this idea.” The Matron complained.


“That’s not nice, Matron. You know I’m your biggest supporter. That’s why I wanted to serve in this tower.”


“Everyone wants to serve in this tower. You were able to come here because your family paid your way in. I wonder how your parents would feel about-”


“Nevermind that. What do you think?”


“Of your concept?” Edina groaned, as she had to admit something to the girl in spite of her apparent insanity. “It’s quite novel of an idea. I genuinely wish I had thought of it. What is the minor problem that you need from me?”


“I just can’t figure out how the modular arrays slot into the automaton. I understood the concept but even the ones we have stop working after a few tries.”


“Hah. Of course. It’s not a very intuitive or visible solution so you wouldn’t even notice it until it stops working. But I wonder what I should ask for in exchange for the answer.” She mused slyly.


Calmly Tiffa retorted. “I could hand you back to the goblin while you think about it.”


“N-no! That won't be necessary.”


“Are you sure?”


“Can you just guarantee that I’m not used in that way again?”


“He can be convinced to not use your mouth but nothing in the world is going to stop him from fucking you if he wants to. That being said, there’s a lot more bodies at the moment so it’s not as much of an issue.”


“Fine. Do that.”


“Good choice, Matron. So what’s the secret?”


“Don’t go back on your word, and don’t laugh.”


“Why would I-”


“It’s lubrication.”


“Haha, what?”


“I told you not to laugh. It’s true. If you simply push an array into another object without connecting them in some meaningful way the connection weakens or just completely doesn’t work.”


“I thought the screws securing the cards would be enough…”


“No. There needs to be a medium between the cards and the body. You are a complete amateur so you think that things like hinges and screws and bars can connect a piece into a whole but complex prosthetics and automatons already use lubricant to connect individual pieces into one smooth whole. It has to be something that conducts magic. It doesn’t necessarily need to be slippery and in fact, maybe something sticky is fine, since it won't flow or move around as much. I should have an amount left for servicing automatons. Just find it and douse the cards before insertion.”


“Aha!” The sounds of searching through a pile of things punctuated the short lecture, then Tiffa’s triumphant cry as she pulled a bottle of oil that had survived being thrown out with the rest of the junk. “One left. Lets see if this works. You don’t mind being the test subject, do you?”


“Test- test subject for what?”


“The other half of my idea.”


As Tiffa left to insert the slathered cards in the order she had prepared them Edina realised that she felt an odd sensation around her torso that was not something she had become used to in the time since she was captured. It was the feeling of being clothed and it was also the feeling of some kind of cool harness tight around it. “Wait! This isn’t going to hurt, is it!? Tell me what you’re doing first so I can vet-” She felt a dizzying feeling of vertigo as her torso was moved upright and then walked around.


Edina heard an ecstatic shout of. “It works!” from Tiffa as her head was abruptly drawn back through a portal that had been tight around her neck for the first time in what felt like so long. She had no vision, but she could move her head and crack her neck and stretch.


“O-ohh. Oh my Goddess that is something I didn’t know I needed…” She was attached to herself again, but her arms were still elsewhere and she felt no connection between when she moved them and when she happened to feel the limbs attached to her body move without her input. “Tiffa what is happening?”


Tiffa could see the culmination of her work. Edina’s curvy torso with her big tits and ass bouncing and her wide hips swaying as automaton limbs moved her independently of the hosts wishes. It was such a unique sight that it caught the attention of the goblin, who had mostly been happy ignoring the Tower Matron, considering the amount of fresh meat he still had to impregnate.


“Tiffa, why aren’t you answering?” Edina questioned as her body responded to wordless programming to kneel and prostrate herself before the goblin as he approached. He grinned as he inspected her, cackling and licking his chops. “Uhm… Tiffa?” When he finally rounded the back of her he simply hopped onto her incredibly plump rear and hooked his cock expertly into her cunt before she had any time to know what was happening. “Ah!” Edina moaned, her torso squirming while the arms and legs she was given responded by submissively spreading and reacting to his thrusts. One reached back and spread her ass for him while the other was planted firmly in a mathematically optimal position for getting fucked from behind. Tiffa watched in amazement as Edina’s tits bounced pleasingly due to the subtle way in which the legs had her moving in response to his thrusts. “N-nono, this- this isn’t right!” The Matron gasped. It feels really good, but it isn’t just that. The way these limbs are moving, even if they aren’t mine it- it actually feels like I’m submitting to this thing. It- it feels like my body wants it! Even if it isn’t me it feels like it is reacting to him so favourably. The result was a mind-melting experience where the resilient matron was forced to crumble as the goblin, helped by her own traitorous automaton limbs, drove her into a state of frenzied arousal.


Why is this so much worse than when I had no limbs or sight at all? Edina knew why. As her moaning form failed to buckle due to its automaton limbs working tirelessly she found that even though there was no feeling in those limbs, having them move her body so naturally to reciprocate the goblin’s rutting made it almost feel like she was the one participating. The mental trickery of my body being moved by limbs that aren’t my own is jarring. I’m getting embarrassed and flustered even though these aren’t my movements. Worse still, the muscles I am using are becoming instinctively attuned to these limbs movements. She winced, eyes rolling up as the goblin’s wild, uncaring thrusts eventually drove her over the edge due to the assistance of her new limbs moving her body in such a way that his already massive cock was being driven even deeper, at far more pleasurable angles for her. “H-how did you make something like this!? Why!?” Edina found that she was drooling into a pool on the floor as her body was shaken by a powerful orgasm. She stared down idly to see the hand of the automaton wiping away the drool dutifully. Oh now that- that is especially humiliating. She thought exhaustedly.


Tiffa was marvelling at her own work. “The truth is, you can manage almost anything using this system. Yours is the first and only model. I repurposed that big storage wall. Other versions can be self-contained. Since I’m essentially just building a giant three-dimensional shape that can fill as much space as I want there are far fewer limits.”


Edina would’ve normally collapsed as soon as she came, but because the limbs were not tied to her own exhaustion the moment the goblin pulled his cock free from her and smacked her ass hard enough to send her cheeks clapping together she was already standing up at attention. Luckily she did not feel the fatigue in those limbs, but still, standing up after such an intense lovemaking session was jarring. “No one can live like this.” She stated.


“Well that’s what we’re trying to find out, Matron.”


Edina thought through the situation she was in. Despite the fatigue in her mind she was still sharp. That girl did almost everything right, I think. I can’t see anything while blindfolded, which means that she knows it’s plausible for me to cast a spell through vision. Without vision I can cast a spell around my hands, but nothing I can use would do anything other than harm myself, and I don’t even know where my hands are which is definitely very intentional. The only thing I can feel is more flesh that is not my own. Quite grisly… Her ears twitched as she heard movement of more than just Tiffa. “Is someone else there?”


“Very sharp. He has a lot of followers apparently. I was really surprised as well.”


“He? The goblin?”


“Yep. Wild elves. Seems like a whole tribe of them from the south.”


“What? That strict tribe is following a goblin?” Edina remembered the size and shape of his cock very vividly. Well, I guess it makes partial sense why those people would follow that thing.


“You should do, Matron.”


“What? Why would I?” She was offended by the mere concept of working with him.


Tiffa spoke very frankly against Edina’s indignation. “I think you should probably think about it because if you collaborate with him you won't be treated like a fleshlight.  When it comes time to make him a new toy he’s not going to notice if its your mouth or someone else’s.


Edina opened her mouth to retort, but the experienced mage stopped herself. She had lived through upheaval, she had changed her profession multiple times and she had carved out a significant chunk of the sunsetting kingdom for herself such that when it all fell from the inside out she could still call Haimkaiel her home, and keep it running for centuries thereafter. Edina knew when to toe the line and she knew when to be rebellious. All great elven mages within the Hierarchy were politicians and Edina was no politician. She gulped. “What is it that I would have to do?” 


Chapter two






Chapter 42


It was humiliating to have to defer to one of her own apprentices, but Edina was desperate to not return to her original position as the goblin’s personal stress-reliever toy. Tiffa had somehow managed to become the creature's personal assistant in all things magic related which allowed her the special privilege of walking the tower freely. Edina, on the other hand, was bound in what she could do to just speaking and listening. These two skills were all that Tiffa needed, as Edina’s experience filled the gaps in the young mage’s knowledge. Edina aided Tiffa in pruning the automaton arrays most of all, as the girl, much to the Matron’s surprise, was actually capable of reproducing most of the rudimentary and intermediate arrays that were needed. 


Actually somewhat impressive. She thought. Speaking even a whisper out of turn in the tower was risky as there were apparently fiain everywhere. Then there was the hope that she could avoid drawing the goblin’s attention more than she needed to. Unfortunately for her, her curvy body with its large bouncing breasts and perfectly formed ass was enough to attract the goblin to her once per day at a minimum. The limbs that carried her around independently of where she actually wished to go seemed to place her on display, as well, like food on a plate. If I can somehow get into a situation where this blindfold is removed then I will get my bearings. I may be able to cast a useful spell by sight, if I prepare for the moment. The difficulty will be losing focus since that damn creature wants to fuck me every single day. Sometimes more than once or twice or a handful of times.


“Edina.” Tiffa called out.


“Yes?” The Matron turned her head. She had to accept that the girl was going to call her informally due to the way their positions had changed.


“If you have any useful advice for the inspectors that arrive it would probably go a long way.”


Edina frowned. I was hoping she would’ve forgotten. Edina hadn’t forgotten. She was waiting for the day that they arrived, though her hope was that she could find some solution to her problems before they became a necessity, mostly to spare herself the embarrassment of being rescued in such a state. “That is a difficult one, but I think that there is very little you can do considering just how much is going on here.”


Tiffa frowned. “Oh, that’s not the answer that I was hoping for.”


“Yes, well, there isn’t exactly much I can do in this state. Perhaps if you-”


“It kind of illustrates the main problem with you right now.”


“What problem?” Edina questioned cautiously.


“The problem that you’re still basically a thinking, scheming Tower Matron beneath those obedient limbs. It’s probably the biggest problem I’m facing right now and I’ve been giving you a lot of slack while observing what you do and the cute expressions you make when you think no one’s looking.” Edina blushed furiously at Tiffa as she continued to speak without filter or care for how enraged her Matron was becoming. The mage circled her former master with a smug smile, enjoying the helplessness Edina was feeling. “The goal hasn’t been to put you to work, though you have been very useful. My goal was to observe you and figure out what would be the very best way to break you. This project of mine will be complete when I can break you, Edina.”


A chill ran down Edina’s spine. “What project? You’re done. I’m helpless and you’ve won.”


Tiffa laughed. “Of course you want to say that. In that big brain of yours you’re still brainstorming things you can do to get away. The blindfold is one obvious hope. You’d like it to come off so you can get your bearings. Maybe you’ll have a chance to cast a spell by sight alone with enough preparation. That thought you had means that you’re not helpless and I haven’t won.”


“Vain girl.” Edina scoffed.


“See? That’s what I’m talking about. You’re still the same.”


“What do you want from me!? I’m humiliated and you know I have barely a fragment of a chance of escaping this situation.”


“Not enough and too much. You’re not humiliated enough if you can talk like this and that fragment needs to disappear completely. I’ll spell it out for you, Edina, I’m chasing ‘intelligent’ automatons.”


“Foolish waste of time.”


“Yes! It is a complete waste of time if you’re attempting to build intelligence from nothing.”


Edina suddenly felt quite disquieted as her mind began to connect to what Tiffa was getting at before she began explaining. “No.” The Matron shook her head. “That’s insane! How could you even think to do that to someone? It wont work, but to even attempt it is-”


“I see that you’ve already figured it out.” Tiffa giggled and traced a finger down the small of Edina’s back from neck to crack. “Building up is harder than breaking down. I just take your big brain and I simplify, simplify, simplify until I have exactly what I want. An Edina Automaton that can think and follow orders.”


Edina’s lips curled into a horrified grimace. “You’re not just insane, you are an ungrateful little wench!”


“I’ve swapped some of the cards around. You’re going to be serving the goblin more often and with far more enthusiasm. Try not to use your mouth unwisely or he’ll probably want to have it filled with something.”


Edina was shaking with anger. Dammit. There’s nothing I can do. A small glimmer of hope appeared at the back of her mind, however. A small smile formed across her lips. When the inspectors arrive this will all come crashing down for her. I no longer care how embarrassing it will be. Just like that, the moment she finished that thought her body began moving on its own. This wasn’t new to her but it began to seem even more purposeful and hurried as if there was some role it was not playing correctly. What did she mean? With far more enthusiasm? Quicker or- or what?


Edina figured out quickly what Tiffa meant as she was immediately drawn into the same room as the goblin. He had occupied the space below, as the elves had turned it into a comfortable temporary barracks with constant access to warm, attractive bodies. His instincts drew him to stronger women, though as his psyche developed he gained a taste for strength in the more abstract sense. Unluckily for Edina she fit that description and she also had quite a matronly form for him to enjoy. The mage’s automaton limbs descended the steps skillfully, which was actually quite admirable and exciting, if not for the fact that she was steadily moving towards him. To accomplish what Tiffa had with the movement and application of the automaton would have felt incredible. She wished that she had taken the small step in coming up with that idea. Portals… to think. She thought to herself as she landed and immediately turned to step, led as if on an invisible leash that she was forced to follow. The moment she stopped her body was contorted by the limbs into a prostrating position, as low as she could possibly go.


Edina didn’t have to wonder why she was prostrating herself. For one, it was obvious. But she could also smell him. That scent of sweat and sex, and his strong musk like an unwashed animal. Goblins truly were like beasts in most senses of the word, it just happened that this one could think. Ugh. That smell. It has a habit of wrapping itself around one’s mind. It’s so bad that I can’t think. She couldn’t even remember the last individual she’d ever spoken to who smelled so foul and attention-grabbing, not even among humans or dwarves; it was truly unique, and it was right in front of her face. Ugh, goddess… She knew it well enough from being gagged over and over again while acting as a fleshlight. This time felt slightly different. There was an unsubtle posture being enforced by the position of her limbs, like a gentle prodding at her neck and back. Her head lifted as she faced the cock that she had been brought to many times. Approaching it felt stranger than that. The way her body moved was enough to almost trick her into believing they were her own movements with her own intent before the reminder that she had essentially become just a fancy doll sank in. If they were her limbs and if her body was her own she would not have brought herself closer until her face was forced to nuzzle up to the rock-hard green member affectionately. The powerful mage could feel a faint shiver run down her spine. The degree of controlled helplessness she felt was unlike before. Instead of just being an object to his desire she had suddenly become a participant to it and unwilling or not, it was a jarring change.


“This can’t even be comfortable for you.” She made the mistake of grumbling out loud as she could sense the hand that wasn’t her own gripping and stroking his cock. She couldn’t tell how skillful it was, nor how much he was actually enjoying it, but her unprompted statement earned her a smack from his cock to her cheek, then another. “What are you-” Edina figured out very quickly that it wasn’t his hand but hers that was guiding the slaps to her own cheek as she gripped it near the base and toyed with herself using it like a baton on her own face. The hefty thing smacked her plump lips and cheeks and forehead over one eye until finally she was guiding it between her lips so that her already very well-acquainted mouth could suck it down. I hate that I’ve become good at this… Her lips sealed tightly around his cock as the flavour she had come to know filled her mouth. It was a savoury, bitter taste of sweat and sex, likely the last woman he had. She wondered if it was a fiain or another one of the mages, or if she could even tell the difference. What she did know for sure was that blowing this goblin felt much different when her whole body was getting into it. Her legs moved her hips so that she was rolling forward subtly while her hand moved in sync with her mouth as it glided down the entire length to just a hands-length from the base before sliding back.


Silver lining, at least I’m not getting choked. She inhaled through her nose, shuddering as she took in his powerful scent so close up. The smell of his balls near the base of his cock was something else. If I have a wish, it’s that I never get used to this. I don’t want to be acclimated to this. When I’m rescued I am going to return to my normal life. If I retreat from society for a hundred years or so people will eventually- She groaned. Who am I kidding? They won't forget. She rolled her eyes beneath her blindfold, then had a flash of genius. When his cock pops out of my mouth, if I can angle my face right it might catch the blindfold and pull it off! She chuckled, sending vibrations into his dick that made it throb with a familiar feeling. Okay, he’s about to cum. Edina, you’ve got this! For all her talk, she was almost overly distracted by the sheer amount of cum that he unloaded down her throat. Unlike before when he had buried his cock too deep to notice, her own motions of sucking it off had the load fill her mouth as well such that it burst from her lips and dribbled down her chin. The taste and texture were everything she didn’t want it to be. Soapy, thick and just far too sticky as it coated her entire mouth. The moment it popped out, she was ready.


She angled herself just right so that the moment his cock sprang from her lips it was deflected up to slide over her face, coating her with a gooey mix of his load and her own saliva that sent shivers down her spine. It was worth it, though, because her plan worked and his member caught under her blindfold and slid right over her lidded eye to come out the other side. She jerked her head away and she felt the blindfold loosen but not come free. As he grabbed her hair she jerked her head another way just in time before he pulled her face back to look up at him as her vision came back. One of her violet eyes was glued shut but she was able to see him and she was able to see the look of giddy malevolence he had while staring down at her through those beady black eyes. Edina gulped. Oh. I don’t know what I was expecting to be able to do. She tried to prepare something only for him to unexpectedly roll his cock over her other eye, gluing that one shut as well as he snickered. That face stuck in her mind. The way he, the insignificant creature he was, looked down on her despite her status as Matron of the Tower. Then again, it was like that before as well when he just carelessly defeated her with her own tools. The magical items and the arrays she had spent ages on were able to be turned against her so easily using his cheating powers of affinity. The thought of it flushed her face and filled her with an unusual sense of need. There’s no way I have even an ounce of respect for this thing. 


Chapter three






Chapter 43


Tiffa’s primary goal had been to work all of the goblin’s lewd ideas into one workable, modular solution. For that she needed a few more things and unfortunately she was not able to leave the tower to get them, nor was she able to procure them from outside. She paced back and forth anxiously while the goblin played with the toy she’d gifted him in the background. Edina having legs and arms that automatically just moved her in a way to serve him bought her a lot of time to figure things out, but it also served a second purpose. “Edina is the only one able to use the Tower's massive stores of mana to teleport to and from her study within the city.” Edina had developed that ability for her own convenience and not much else, though it was a revolutionary talent when applied to literally anything else. “To get things from outside we need Edina, which means we need her to crack.” She muttered, glancing over at her as she was getting throat-fucked by him. “I can’t tell if she’s close to cracking.” She saw Edina belch out a big cum bubble the moment the goblin drew his cock from her lips. “Maybe?” She couldn’t tell. Edina looked roughly the same as when she started. 


“Curses! As it stands none of the arrays being used can leave the tower, meaning all of the mages and any other elves that get converted would have to stay here and he won't be able to do the same to people outside the tower like he wants.” In her ideal vision, instead of being tied together through portals into the large storage within the tower each ‘product’ would have their own spatial storage array tied to a sexy garment, meaning that they would be self-contained and could go anywhere. Within the storage much of the space would be taken up by a blocky automaton array that could be used to automate tasks and move the elf nuggets around. She thought out loud. “I’d also need a quick, useful and reproducible storage for the heads and limbs as they come to be needed or not needed. I don’t have that yet. Everything is so inelegant and rough now. I definitely just need more magical items and parts from outside to test my ideas.”


“What’s the problem?” Leadi asked. “Also, are you practicing with Goblinspeak like we discussed?”


“Y-yes.” Tiffa lied. “But I’ve also got a lot on my plate. Most of the tower's functions are only usable by Edina, meaning that we’re stranded without all the things I need.”


“Don’t be so certain. Our master is capable of much, much more than you can imagine. If the ability is a function of the tower then he should be able to use it effortlessly once he understands what it is he needs to do. Plus, the goddess herself is on our side.” The fiain leader turned spiritual leader said faithfully.


“Sure.” Tiffa said with thinly veiled skepticism to the strange woman. “But I am pretty sure that with many of the things Edina did it was a mix. She used the Tower’s mana to bolster her own magic. He would theoretically be able to access the tower's mana but he’d need to become a powerful and experienced mage to do all the things she could do. That’s why I’m worried because I don’t know if she’s close to cracking.”


“Heh. That’s what you’re worried about? I think the biggest worry would be whether or not she is functional when she does. Strong-willed elves are such a pain. Some would rather go mad than surrender a bit of their pride and respect.” She thought for a moment, a malicious smile crossing her lips as she stared at the Tower Matron and her master engaged in intercourse for what must have been the fifth time that day. “Maybe only some parts of her mind need to be intact?”


“That was the idea… I don’t need Edina, I need her magic. What are you thinking?”


“To a hammer everything is a nail. Sometimes, though, a nail is what is needed.”


“Eh?” Tiffa blinked. “A nail?” She followed Leadi. “A nail? What does that mean?” Without answering Leadi approached Edina as she was getting railed. The woman’s moans lifted and surrounded them as they got close, drowning out the sounds around the room but just as Tiffa suspected the ancient Tower Matron was not broken, just incredibly off-balance. “Ugh, yeah, look at that she’s still basically all there.”


“Tiffa!? Is- is that you?”


Tiffa didn’t answer, she simply looked at Leadi curiously as she circled around the other side of the woman, kneeling down silently with a soft smile on her lips. Even for the moderately degenerate Tiffa, the way the fiain seemed to relish in certain delights disquieted her. Leadi reached out cautiously as if going to pet a skittish cat, then just jolted and grabbed the Matron by the hair and pulled her face up. “Ow! Damn you!” Edina cursed. The Goblin didn’t mind, he wasn’t using that side at the moment.


“Shush.” With her other hand she tapped Edina’s forehead illustratively. “I don’t know if they teach you about practical things-” Leadi paused as her master’s eyes narrowed on her due to her common speech. “I- I know, she doesn’t know yet. She doesn’t understand, Master.” He nodded, then looked at Tiffa appraisingly.


The girl gulped and did her best broken interpretation of the language that the fiain all spoke in. “I… sorry?” He shrugged and let it go since he was still making use of his favourite toy. She sighed with relief.


“A-anyway.” Leadi cleared her throat. “The physical brain is tied as much to how people act as their Essence.”


Tiffa knelt down as well. “Makes sense. I remember one time Erianna fell down the steps and bumped her head a few too many times. She wasn’t really the same.”


“That’s what I’m talking about, but that’s a hammer method.” She rolled her finger around Edina’s forehead before stopping at a point. “What we need is a nail.”


“Wait wait… what are you two talking about?” Edina asked anxiously.


Leadi chuckled. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”


“It’s because you’re being so stubborn.” Tiffa teased.


“What the hell do you want from me!? I’m already-” She had to pause, her muscles clenching as the goblin nutted in her once again. She let out a low groan as he drew his cock from her, leaving her gaped and oozing. “Al- already in this state.” She panted and tried and failed to move her head but Leadi’s grip was too strong. Try this when I’m not blindfolded with my hands literally in another dimension. She would never say that out loud. The elves that appeared in the tower seemed to have something wrong with their heads.


“The issue is, we all know what you would do if you could.” The Elder spoke sternly to the mage, gripping the woman’s hair tighter to make a point. “You aren’t like us. You don’t have the sense to submit when you’re met with a greater power.”


She scoffed. “G-Greater power? I’ll admit it… I lost. I wasn’t able to defend myself against that creature and that was my mistake.”


“But you won't just give up, and I wouldn’t believe you right now if you said you would.”


“I thought she would’ve gone crazy by now.” Tiffa admitted.


“Fortunately I’m not as weak willed as you.” Edina all but spat in the girl’s direction.


“Well-” Leadi began, holding her hand out to Numina. The brown haired elf slipped a thin object into her Elder’s hand discreetly from beneath her cloak.


Tiffa’s eyes widened. Her perverted heart skipped a beat as she identified the object. “Wait, is that-”


“Blood bug proboscis. Cleaned and coated. We use these in all sorts of medical procedures but in a pinch they can also be used very, very generally-”


“Hold on! Let’s talk about this. None of us have to do anything. I don’t have to try and escape anymore and you don’t have to-” Edina jolted. It happened so very fast that she didn’t even know if something had happened. Leadi’s skilled hands steadied the woman’s head with one and manipulated the proboscis with the other to drive the long thing up through Edina’s nose effortlessly. It was so thin that Edina barely felt a mildly uncomfortable coolness in the membrane of her nose. She blinked beneath her blindfold. “What did you-”


“You’re going to want to hold perfectly still unless you want to lose a lot more than we’re taking.” Leadi warned in a tone that was far too cheerful for what she was doing. As she held Edina in place, helped by the obedient limbs that kept her as an ornament when the goblin didn’t need her, Numina brought a small resin vial to the end of the proboscis, sealed the top and squeezed the flexible resin, sending the liquid up through the needle. Edina didn’t feel much of anything since there were no nerves in that part of her brain capable of feeling it, but a mixture of chemicals spread out into her gray matter. Numina carefully and slowly drew out the proboscis and Leadi let go the moment it was out.


Edina hung her head and her body relaxed. Where before she had been struggling with the minuscule amount of control over her body that she had left, the mage suddenly felt like a puppet with its strings cut as she stared at the floor, mouth up. “What- what did you do to me?” she asked, feeling surprisingly calm.


“Doesn’t matter. Don’t ask.” Leadi said firmly.


Edina nodded and exhaled wearily. “Oh. Okay.” Her eye twitched. That’s not… right, right? I should be really upset. They just… Hm. The Matron just couldn’t bring herself to care. Maybe it really doesn’t matter?


While Edina struggled in her confusion Tiffa approached Leadi and whispered. “Okay but what did you actually do?”


Leadi looked down at the Matron smugly as the powerful woman drooled onto the floor without noticing for a few seconds before jolting and catching herself. She led the girl out of the way and explained. “The toxin makes her more compliant and passive. She’ll be far more calm now, until it wears off and we have to apply it again. By then, though, it will have done some permanent damage so maybe it wont be needed. In any case, she retains her intelligence so we should still be able to use her. We call it the ‘Essence Killer’ toxin.


“In-incredible!” Tiffa offered with genuine excitement.


Leadi chuckled. She almost pinched the girl’s cheeks. “You should try and learn faster, otherwise we may need to make you more compliant.” She felt a sense of satisfaction as Tiffa had a sudden fire lit beneath her. Her expression had turned from excitement to worry. “Good. That’s a good feeling. Sometimes you need that. Next time we speak, if you can’t answer in the Master’s tongue we may need to pin you down and fix you, just like we fixed your old Matron.”


“Y-yes.” Tiffa awkwardly said in what she hoped was accurate fiain-goblin language. She relaxed a little when Leadi smirked and gave her a short nod of approval.


“Good girl.” 


Chapter four






Chapter 44


Aweek and three days had passed since the first report of a fallen tower. Three days for the Hierarchy to decide what to do and a week of travel to Haimkaiel. Due to the nature of the report there was no army being sent and barely a word being spoken about it, outside of there being an investigation. While standing overlooking the town Siobhan contemplated the odd circumstances of the assignment. 


“The town is still standing, as is the tower. There are still guards and mages on the first floor, and around the perimeter preventing entry and exit. There is no invasion and seemingly no emergency at all, yet here we are.”


“You already know we share the same opinion.” Ciara stated flatly. “No need to litigate it.”


“The Matron left her post and manufactured a disaster.”


“The most likely thing to have happened.”


“There are odd claims of a-”


“Likely originating from her, though I expected a more believable scenario. Wild elves and goblins. Tall tales meant to confuse us.”


“We need to show our face in the tower, at least, so that we can get an idea of where she went.”


“What about the witness? The only one that matters, the graduated mage.” Wordlessly they had both agreed to ignore the words of humans and the Priestess. For two Mage Investigators from the Hierarchy they respected the opinions of other mages first and foremost.


“You’re right. We should start there.”


In the town below you had been staying within the temple anxiously walking to the Tower every day only to be turned away every single day. The promise of investigators didn’t excite you, especially since you already knew the issue. The only thing a Mage Investigator would bring is a possibility of being able to tell them what they already know. According to Melisia, there was an even greater possibility for them to ignore the truth out of arrogance. She warned you the morning of their arrival. “They’re not going to listen to anything you say and anything you say may just make them think the obvious. These elves are going to be very wary of anything not said by a fellow mage.”


“I don’t think anything I say can sway them, either.” Luriel admitted sadly.


“This society is frustrating.” You remarked, trying to keep calm. A week and a half had already brought about a lot of changes for your party. Your body had lost most overt hints that you were ever a man. Staring into your reflection in the waters of the fountain showed you a face you barely recognised. In your dreams you imagined that maybe your mother would look something like this. The androgynous features completely betrayed your stated masculinity, as did narrowed shoulders and a slim waist. You tried to speak less as your voice had reverted to how it was before you grew into a man, or at least that is what Haile said that it sounded like. There was no practical change. Slender hands held the sword the same while thin arms swung it in a consistent style to your own. Your walk could carry you a bit further, though that did require longer strides.


“I should cut this.” You muttered, holding shoulder-length black hair in your hand as you stared down at the reflection. Faithfully, Haile was there to stop you the moment you said that.


“You don’t need to. You look fine.”


“Really? I don’t think anything about this is fine. If I shortened my hair then at least-” She came distractingly close and held your arm.


“I’m telling you it’s not necessary and you don’t even look bad.” She assured you.


Your cheeks reddened and you let go of your hair, then looked away from your reflection. “I appreciate you saying that.” Haile had grown closer to you over the week and a half. It was to the point where you really felt like, aside from your appearance, things really had gotten closer to normal.


She leaned in and whispered. “You know, unlike the others I wouldn’t care if you stayed like this. It wouldn’t affect the way I think of you.”


A smile crossed your lips. “That’s sweet, but the hope is that I don’t.”


“I know.” She pulled you back as you attempted to move along. “But what if you don’t? I’ll still be with you. I can’t say the same for them. I know you had a night with both Mel and Korrine at this point.” She enjoyed how shocked you were at being called out and continued, filling the silence before you could speak. “You noticed that nothing’s moved with them since you started looking like this?”


“I don’t blame them.”


“Of course not. But, you know I’m different.”


“I-I know, Haile.” You thought back to the few nights you had spent together during the week. It was odd for it to be so nice. You hadn’t expected to feel like that again after her initial betrayal, but it really seemed like things were coming back together just as they were falling apart. You exhaled. “I know that you’re the one that I should’ve been faithful to. I’m sorry for-”


“Shush. If I get a second chance and a third chance then so do you.”


You laughed awkwardly. “I suppose that’s f-” Your eyes widened as she pulled you into a deep kiss. It was an odd thing kissing her with such plump lips. It felt nice, better even, despite the fact that it was only possible to kiss her like this after the dreaded change you had gone through. When she let you go Haile strutted forward confidently.


“Come on. We should get to the tower. Those elves aren’t going to listen to us but we should still be there.” As she turned towards you and then turned back to walk away you couldn’t help but notice how her belly had grown. The bump had first appeared a few days ago and the moment it did it began growing even more every day. Melisia’s was even bigger and more noticeable. According to Luriel there was something interfering with Aenai’s magic that disallowed her from ending the pregnancy. She had segmented herself away for the week and a half trying to contemplate why this could be the case. As you were lost in thought Haile stopped again and called out to you. “Coming?”


“Yes!” You hurried after her.


With Melisia leading the way and Luriel behind her you arrived last with Haile. Korrine rolled her eyes at you as you arrived with the rogue. She and Melisia still had not come to trust that Haile had changed.


As you approached the gate you were met with two new faces. The Mage Investigators were a mismatched pair of elves with fiery red and light blue hair. Siobhan’s red hair was left untied until halfway down her back where she began binding it with silver into a tail that reached below her waist. She ignored you all and appraised Melisia through vibrant ruby eyes. Her very subtle frame stood in a cocked posture with one hand on her hip. Ciara’s light blue hair was short and ended just above her shoulders. She wore a headdress of pearl medallions that hung in an arc just above her brow and silver eyes were far more focused on the significant bump in Melisia’s belly than anything else. She was a half a foot taller than her partner and quite a bit more filled out in her chest and rear. She stood with an arched posture and seemed to have her head very faintly tilted up to look down on all of you. Both women wore blue and silver suits with pants and high boots. They were wrapped in white cloaks clasped with a symbol of their authority. Neither bowed.


“I am Mage Inspector Siobhan.”


“I am Mage Inspector Ciara.”


Melisia lowered herself before the two mages. “I’m honoured. Graduated Mage Melisia ready to report.”


“Get on with it, then.” Siobhan said bluntly. “We need to move on shortly.”


“I-I’m sorry?” Melisia asked, surprised by the implications of that.


Ciara explained. “We suspect that Edina has in fact fled.”


“That’s not the case. With respect, there are fiain with a single goblin-”


Ciara smirked. “A single goblin with some wild elves? One thing is as unbelievable as the next.”


“It- It’s the truth.” Melisia asserted.


“You think we’re wrong?” Siobhan looked upon Melisia harshly. The mage shrunk under the woman’s gaze. With that, as Mel struggled to find an answer you finally stepped forward, regardless of how unadvised it may be. You weren’t sure what they were saying in elvish, but you could pick up a few clues and Mel’s expression said everything about where things were going.


“The reason things got to this point is because of me.” You pointed to the choker. “This thing ended up on a goblin. It’s an elvish artifact that’s been slowly draining some of my power and giving it to him. This is bad because I’m a Hero. Now you can probably see why this is actually quite a big deal. I’m sorry for speaking out of turn but-” You paused to see that they were both staring at you, waiting until you finished. When you stopped they exchanged a glance and Siobhan chuckled.


“Interesting. I know this town is half human but still.”


Ciara eyed the choker. “We’ll have to figure out how to retrieve that artifact once we’ve finished our investigation.”


“Agreed.”


“What are they saying?” One look from Melisia suggested it wasn’t good.


Before anyone could answer the gates opened to the base of the tower and a guard from the base floor announced frantically. “The- the Matron has returned!” 


Chapter five






Chapter 45


You and your party exchanged worried glances as the announcement was conveyed. The two Mage Investigators shared a look of quiet confirmation as it confirmed most of what they had theorized. All of you, especially Melisia, knew how things would play out if you didn’t interfere. However, Melisia also knew very well that if you had said anything it would only poison the well against your own interests. She spoke up first. “Isn’t that strange for her to just disappear only to return as soon as you two show up? It reeks of attempting to leave and then returning once you’ve been caught.” 


Siobhan considered the fellow mage’s words carefully, then smirked at Ciara as she concurred. “Doesn’t it seem that way?”


“Not wrong.” Ciara answered skeptically. “Where has she been this whole time, did she say?”


The guard looked very put on the spot as he had to answer the very pointed and very out of his depth question. “I- I’m not sure. She didn’t say anything, except to tell you that she’s returned.”


Melisia knew she had to tread carefully to lead the two women in the direction you all wanted so she spoke very precisely. “Also, maybe it was a bit ambitious to say that a goblin and some wild elves took the tower, but there was an attack on the town and there were some wounded in the attack, weren’t there? Strange that she fled as soon as that happened only to return now.”


“You’re speaking out of turn.” Ciara warned.


Before Mel could say anything to correct herself Siobhan added. “But, that is strange, isn’t it? There was something about an attack but they have not been forthcoming with information about the event. Doesn’t this just reek of a coverup? Ciara, don’t you think-” The woman leaned in and whispered something to her partner.


Ciara smirked and nodded to Sio. “If she says that I owe you a bottle of wine.”


Both women turned to enter the tower proper. Melisia raised her hand. “Uhm… are you going inside?”


“Yes. We’re investigating.” Ciara stated in a chilly tone.


“My party member is a human but is still a Hero. Perhaps we could-”


Siobhan scoffed. “I have no clue why that would be necessary.” You all watched the two women disappear into the tower.


As they ascended the steps Ciara asked. “Do you think the Matron will try something?”


“On us? She’s not that dumb. The reason she returned is likely because we are the ones that would be after her. It would be useless.”


Ciara nodded in agreement as she took note of the bare surroundings. There were not as many mages as there should be in the upper floors. The guards were mostly found on the lower levels and there were a few mages around the base floors that were afraid to go up. “We could question them.”


“After. Our target is ahead. If we get everything we need from her, questioning others is unnecessary.”


They ascended into the crystal dome of the second to last floor which contained the manar array itself. The floor, surprisingly and against all reports, had several mages stationed within the chamber at their posts. Since Siobhan and Ciara paid no mind to these types of workers typically, they did not notice anything overly wrong with the scene. Siobhan cleared her throat as they entered and the only confirmation they needed that things were normal was when several nervous elven faces turned from their posts and awkwardly stood at attention where they were. “This seems normal. Where have you all been?”


“Uhm…” One of the women exchanged a look with the other. “Maybe there is some mistake? We’ve been here the whole time.”


“That’s not what-” Ciara began.


Siobhan scoffed and just kept walking. “Leave them. We’ll spend more time grilling them after we talk to Edina.” They kept walking as the sharp-eyed mages exchanged looks and nods behind the investigators backs.


The two women ascended the final set of stairs into the cleaned and emptied study of Edina. It was completely bare of anything, save the Tower Matron herself. Siobhan stepped forward while Ciara lagged behind while attempting to decipher a fluctuation within the droning hum of the manar. Siobhan could see that Edina was waiting near the back of her room with a passive smile. Otherwise she looked almost exactly how they expected with her purple hair done up in a high bun with twin bangs hanging down to frame her face. She held a dull expression, though. It was one that seemed to perceive them and the situation but not in any meaningful way. As Ciara focused herself, unable to discern the fluctuations from the noise, she turned her full attention on Edina and noted within the sleeves of her robes were a pair of gloved hands and she was covered from neck to high-heeled foot in violet and gold robes.


“Welcome.” Edina said with open arms.


Ciara leaned over to whisper. “Did she just welcome us?”


“I know. It’s suspicious.” The redheaded elf stepped back. “Explain yourself, Edina.”


“I had merely-” She paused mid sentence and looked to be listening to something before she continued a brief second later. “-secluded myself for too long before I noticed that it was reported that I had gone missing.”


“What about the reports of an attack?” Ciara asked.


“Repelled at the walls. How would they attack through the defenses?”


“Are you saying that you never left the tower? You were just so secluded here that no one noticed you were still here?”


“Correct.” Edina said with an odd calm about her. “I could show you.”


Ciara’s eyes narrowed. “The fluctuations? Did you do something to modify the tower without telling anyone?”


“Yes.” Edina said instantly.


“Oddly forthcoming.” Siobhan muttered to Ciara. She raised her voice and ordered. “Show us.”


“Okay. Since you asked.” Edina had been trained quite extensively in a way that definitely diminished her abilities slightly, but ultimately forged her into more of a mechanical spellcaster than a mage. Obediently she watched for the way her hands moved and then in response to that memorized pattern, as if hypnotised she mouthed the words to herself as a reminder as what remained of her mind kicked into gear to call upon the knowledge of the spell and the visualisation for what to do with it and how. The Tower Matron’s speed, ironically, had increased since the arms and hands and fingers moved with mechanical precision, which is how both Investigators were caught off guard as Edina drew an incredibly fast, and pleasingly symmetrical circle in front of her to form a portal behind Ciara. As the mage was in the process of casting her first spell Edina formed a hollow ball with her hand and thrust it forward, sending Ciara through the portal to the other side of town. She reversed drawing the circle easily and mechanically, closing the portal. “Wow.” Edina commented, surprised by her own speed. “This is a lot easier than before when I’m just doing what I’m tol-”


Siobhan strode forward and kicked the Matron's legs out from under her. Her eyes narrowed as she felt metal. Armour? No. It felt too dense. Without much care for Edina’s wellbeing she stomped down onto the limb, crushing it. Her crimson brows lifted. Automaton? As Edina attempted to make a hollow ball with her palm again, Siobhan side stepped the mechanical motion, made a fist with her right hand and jabbed it downward in the direction of Edina. A hollow burst of mana shot into the mage’s stomach. Before she could properly investigate where Ciara went or what was wrong with Edina she felt the ground beneath one of her heels open slightly before the other, allowing her to side step that attempt and several others as she carefully and nimbly zigzagged unpredictably across the floor. Small portals opening, trying to trip me up. She curled two fingers with one hand then pulled them back discreetly to a point at her side while making a loop with two fingers on her other hand. The moment she caught another portal she lined her sight through the loop and released her fingers, sending a bolt of angry red energy through the portal. Tiffa ducked and cowered as the red bolt collided against the walls of the space, causing it and the tower to rumble. Try it again. I’ll destabilise the whole dimension you’re hiding in. She thought smugly, waiting to react to another portal only to be immediately confronted by a pair of mages that had ascended the steps at first sign of a commotion.


Out of sheer instinct Siobhan made an angled blade with her hand and swept it from right to left as she swept her foot in the same direction at the same time. The action arched a powerful gust of wind across the floor, sending the two mages off of their feet to land on their asses. Her ruby eyes then caught glimpses of resin weapons in their hands and then continued to dart around the room searchingly. She quickly cupped both hands below her waist, widened her stance and lifted them upwards, creating an updraft that lifted her cloak and also lifted the cloaks of Florin and Galea, revealing them in a short enough span for Siobhan to close both hands into a closed ball around her, creating a shell over overlapping red scales which the pair of daggers from Galea and Florin bounced off of. She shut her eyes for a moment and took in a deep breath, releasing her somatic component while she instead concentrated to have it remain while she looped her fingers on one hand and drew two fingers back with her other, like pulling the string on an invisible bow and watched the floor carefully without checking the air around her. She was startled as she felt a very hard tug on her long red hair, then a jarring shift as that tug became a pull that brought her head into another space where she could see Tiffa and a handful of attractive torsos all lined up. The shock caused her to release her spell, destabilising her own barrier.


“What in the-” She struggled but her hands could no longer even fit a finger through the portal that tightened around her neck uncomfortably. “Let me go!” Siobhan screamed. “This is treason, you little-” Her eyes swiveled to the side as she saw a little green goblin walk smugly into view, massive cock in hand. “Uhm…”


Ciara glided up the stairs, her feet moving as if they were on air. Below in the Manar dome room the disguised fiain had all been blasted back against the wall by the draft emanating when Ciara moved. It happened again as she entered the study and saw Edina on the floor, four fiain knocked on their asses and then finally Siobhan’s body without a head convulsing and kicking, her hands curled, clawing at her neck as it was distended by some kind of thick object. “No! What are you doing to her!?” She questioned through gritted teeth. As she closed the distance carefully she watched Siobhan’s movements weaken and slow until finally her hands fell to her side, leaving just the sight of whatever was pushing down her throat rutting in and out rapidly before sending something so thick down her throat that it triggered several heavy, automatic gulps. Ciara circled around Siobhan, noticing that the top of her neck was simply flat and seethrough. She’s not dead, just unconscious. A portal? She rested her gaze on the fiain angrily, then sensed something that brought her off the ground yet again. As portals started to form around her, trying to trap her, she twisted in the air and flew all the way down to the bottom of the tower like a rocket, landing and skidding to a stop in front of your party.


“You need to explain what is going on up there, now!” She ordered. 


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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