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Chapter one






Chapter 31


The mage hurried into Edina’s chambers, as she was permitted to do when the mana was providing troubling results. The Tower Matron's young assistant was named Jessa. She was a short elven mage from a middle family within the Hierarchy, which is to say that she was not very important at all. The redheaded, freckled girl wore silver brimmed glasses, which were rare for her people as most had impeccable eye-sight and good hearing. She stopped in the middle of the chamber and glanced around at the towers of books and other knick-knacks. “Matron!” she shouted, voice becoming shrill and cracked as she wasn’t used to raising it. Jessa cleared her throat and tried again. “Matron! This is important!” The added punctuation was needed, because if it was not important it was possible and it had been the case in the past that Edina would be missing and only materialise if the magic words were spoken. The girl waited anxiously, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. “Darn! Where is she? This is so important.” Jessa stared down at the report showing that the signatures remained but the entire hunting party and all of the guards sent out past the wards were simply gone. It could mean a number of things, none of which Jessa was prepared to make the judgement call for. 


The girl’s long ears twitched as a small, unusual sound found them. The peculiarity of elven ears was in their efficiency to tune out sounds that they have gotten used to. In the everyday life of the average elf it would be terrible to be bombarded with every annoying, mundane sound, such as the scuffing of boots on wood or the dropping of a wand to the floor, or worst of all the ringing of a coin that won't just fall flat to the floor. These mundane sounds were tuned out, however it was the unusual sounds that still triggered their natural response. She felt faint goosebumps as she heard it again to her left. It was like someone being stifled. When the sound turned to a loud gulp, like someone was choking, she quickly rushed to peer over a chest-high wall of books. Jessa lifted up onto the tips of her toes and peered over to see a grotesque green creature, like a little man with thin arms and a fat body. He stared up with small black eyes and in one of his small hands he was holding a scroll canister to a cock that seemed immense, though most of it was hidden within the canister he was holding. “What in the world?” she was too stunned to process what she was seeing long enough for her to see that around his thick member were two soft lips, their familiar waxy violet colouring smeared all along the length, and above it a cute nose that was flaring and inhaling a scent that wafted up to her and nearly floored her. She covered her mouth and nose as the sounds then truly washed over her. Gagging, choking but also sucking. While close she could hear incoherent mumbling from the mouth that was within the canister.


Edina had tried to signal for help and shout, but the goblin took the initiative to shove her conveniently portable lips over his cock. He enjoyed the power he felt, holding something so personal within his hands as if it were a toy. The mouth of a woman was uniquely pleasant to him for a number of reasons that were all terrible. For the goblin it was the way his scent made them recoil and the way the taste of his cock sent them reeling. He enjoyed forcing them to feel these things, and then he enjoyed when their senses gave up and surrendered to it all. Most of all he enjoyed the fight that they gave, trying to bite down on a cock that was too tough, or to hold their breath and avoid inhaling a musk that was inevitable as it wrapped around them. Jessa caught his eye. Her recoiling form as it stepped back and turned to run.


“I have to go get someone.” She spoke as she tried to move to leave the chambers. She had seen something far too strange and she could not shake the thought that those lips seemed so much like the Matrons. She shouted towards the door to the chambers. “Hel-” The feeling of missing a step on the stairs came over her, but she was on flat ground. Jessa sank thigh-deep into a hole that tightened enough to not let go. As she tried to push herself up and out of the holes, two more appeared under her hands and she fell forward. It was inconceivable for portals to move and change sizes after they were formed, so Jessa was completely and utterly caught off guard when they slid up her arms like a sleeve and tightened at her shoulder. She blinked and found her head stuffed into the blank white spatial storage of Edina. “Uhm. What?” she looked around, trying to move her head with some difficulty. Unlike the goblin she could not move or resize a portal so the tight one around her neck like a collar was firmly holding her in place. Finally she noticed that her head and her limbs were haphazardly piled on another set, along with another head that belonged to a familiar face. “Matron! What is-” she stopped, noticing that the Matron had a portal in front of her mouth and nose that looked like the cover of a scroll canister. The woman shook her head vehemently, brow deeply furrowed and eyes red and watery, occasionally rolling up as they responded to unseen stimulus.


Jessa put it together. “Did a goblin take over your spatial storage?” Edina nodded. “They can do that?” The Matron looked at her assistant as if that was a very stupid question. “S-sorry! Uhm- it can do that, and now we’re stuck. But, if I can find and move my hands to find yours-” Edina nodded excitedly. Jessa could feel her hands touching a hand that was making a thumbs up. The two women held hands once they met in the pile. Jessa struggled. “It- It feels like they’re stuck. Matron I don’t think the portals move. How can-” She stopped. “Stupid question, sorry. The goblin can do it, so what do we do?” She tried to think. “Oh, what if we-”


Jessa was about to suggest they try to combine their mana to form a spell in such inconvenient circumstances. Enough mana would allow anything to be possible, even casting outside of limitations. Just before she was able to get that suggestion out there, however, both Edina and Jessa were very rudely reminded that their torsos were still in the chambers outside, defenseless. The goblin used his stolen strength to pick up Jessa’s squirming torso and tear all the clothing from it. Many ideas swirled around his mind as for what he could do with two mana-filled nuggets, but he landed on the most impulsive one he could think of at the time. He pulled his slick cock out of Edina’s coughing sleeve of a mouth. “Y-you miscreant! Monster! Let us go-” He pushed her lips down over one of Edina’s nipples just to stifle her as he took his freed cock in his other hand and very nonchalantly stuffed it into Jessa’s vulnerable sex.


“W-what is ha-happening?” The girl groaned, feeling an intense hurt as her tight cunt was suddenly split by something it was never meant to take. Her torso squirmed and her arms instinctively tried to reach down, but for them down held no meaning, so they were merely jostling Edina’s arms and legs. Edina looked at Jessa’s reaction and based on the taste and size she was able to determine that she had a mouthful of one of her assistants' perky nipples.


I’m not going to do anything to the poor girl that isn’t already being done. She thought resolutely. The goblin, while feeding his entire length into Jessa, watched his canister toy not doing what it was supposed to. With both hands free he demonstrated again how helpless she was by bringing it close to his backside with a smirk. It was meant to be a threat, but then he enjoyed the idea far too much to not carry it out. Edina was suddenly treated to a far more distasteful experience as her mouth was pushed between the goblin’s crack. Her lips were pressed up against his star and her nose was treated to such an ungodly scent that the Matron passed out immediately. Without even thinking about it he just moved her lifeless, drooling mouth around the hole as he turned his attention towards Jessa’s perky body. He drew his cock back before plunging it in again and again. Eventually the girl was numb to the pain. As he threw the canister down in order to focus on her small tits with both hands Jessa was gasping and moaning within the space.


“It’s- it’s too much! Ooh Goddess this- this is-” Her whole body tensed. The muscles in her torso were those most important to him and the squirming nugget did not disappoint as her tight sex seemed to be sucking him in with each thrust. It responded so pleasantly when he pinched her nipples and groped her breasts as well. He deemed this toy quite enjoyable, though he expected it to be as it showed so much promise when he used a similar method on the other elf mage. He began to think as her reactions became very pleasurable that this was the natural state that those mages deserved to be in.


Without noticing, the canister he threw with Edina’s nose and lips continued rolling behind him until it reached the door, and then it teased with rolling over the lip of the spiral stairs for so long before one extremely hard slam to the floor,as the goblin bottomed out in Jessa and came, that sent it over. While Edina was still unconscious the canister tumbled down the stairs, mercifully landing most often on its rounded sides and rims before finally rolling onto a flat tile floor. It stopped at the heel of another mage. A girl by the name of Tiffa, who was very much swept up in all the work of handling the manar readings, but was also very much stuck without Edina’s orders on what to do about them. “What do we have here?” The woman picked up the canister curiously, wincing when she brought it up as she could smell whatever was wafting off of it and especially the breath. “How vile.” She remarked, taking a very close look at the mouth. “This is real.” She stared up the stairs towards the Matron's chamber. “What in the world is she working on at a time like this? Also, whose lips are these? They look-” She gasped, noticing the smeared shade of violet that only a single person tended to wear. “Her own. Uhm, Matron?” She asked, trying to poke her finger into a seam in the portal near Edina’s cheek. It was too tight. “I have to admit, this is actually really good work.” Tiffa mumbled to herself, turning the canister over in her hand appraisingly. “I mean… she would have to be looking for this, right? Matron, can you hear me?” She weighed going up the stairs. 


Chapter two






Chapter 32


Boredom was a common problem in the tower. Less so in Heimkaiel than others, but still a problem for any mages that happened to be on their long shifts attending to the manar array or other duties. Tiffa thought about ignoring the canister, but then shrugged, finding a rather compelling reason to walk up to Edina’s chambers with the fallen item to see what was going on. As an enthusiast of magical items and arrays, Tiffa enjoyed finding reasons to go up, although they rarely appeared and it was rarely worthwhile. Edina did not like being bothered. I think she might like being bothered about someone finding her mouth in such a state, though. The mage thought with a light chuckle as she crested the top of the stairs to see a scene that would’ve sent any normal individual running.


Tiffa stopped in the open entryway as a stunned witness to two twitching, limbless and headless torsos. Both were naked and clearly different from one another. The first had a very dignified softness and thickness to it and showed less movement except for subtle breathing. The other was squirming, muscles still tensing from some unseen trauma and most shockingly its sex was made raw by something that also left a rather rude present that was persistently bubbling out of it. It was a thick, murky white present that Tiffa could guess about. In an instant she looked down at the canister, eyes widening as she connected the thing to the torsos, and suddenly after that a lewd realisation crossed her mind. “Oh- oh my!” She poked her head inside. “Matron? I found your mouth.” she said, waving it. Edina was of course still rendered unconscious.


The goblin was waiting and observing cautiously. He could see that the new elf had brought his toy back, which he was grateful for. He paid particular attention to her demeanour which conveyed not an expected horror but intrigue at the two nuggetted elves. She got close to Edina’s and reached down, feeling it. This is definitely real, which means- Her peach-coloured cheeks flushed. So this is an actual person that’s been reduced to this? The elf took on an odd smile as she bit her inner lip, thinking. What an interesting experiment. This was someone, and presumably still is. Their head and their arms are living somewhere, probably safe and sound but not in a nice state while their body has been reduced to this obscene, faceless thing. The only thing differentiating these two is the shapeliness of them, though I’m sure I would have so much to say about them if I could see their faces and know who they are… or were. She reached out and squeezed one of Edina’s plump breasts, then ran a hand down along her belly to her hip. Whoever this was may have had all sorts of things to say about being touched like this, but not now. Now they have nothing to say. They’re more like an item than a person, or at least their body is.


Tiffa had a thought as to how it was done and where the heads were. This is using spatial storage quite cleverly, I suppose. Maybe clever is the wrong word? This application seems a bit esoteric and lewd. The requirements are quite unique, but it means that both must have absolutely wanted it to happen. There would’ve been a lot of effort calculating the right portal sizes and placements, as the technique required to move them after the fact would be a bit much. So they decided they wanted to become this. She was feeling incredibly aroused, then looked at the mouth and remembered with a smile. Matron Edina wanted to become this, otherwise how could she? She eyed the slender one. Jessa as well. I wonder if she’s planning to make more like this. As she wondered that, Edina awoke to the feeling of her body being groped.


“You little monster! If- If you don’t release me I’ll-”


“What?” Tiffa said into the canister. The sound did not reach Edina’s ears.


Edina continued on her tirade. “-skin you down to the bone you goblin miscreant, for what you’ve done to me!”


“Goblin?” Her eyes widened. Behind her the goblin was preparing to add her to the collection of obscene toys until a peculiar wording pricked his ears. “A goblin did something as amazing as this?” She heard a tap as something landed behind her. She turned and could see the supposed being standing with a smugness that would’ve made sense were he an idiot, as a single goblin was nothing in this world. However, behind those small black eyes she could sense an intelligence and could hear the curses from the canister that seemed to confirm all doubts and place her in a prickly position between two elves who she concluded did not choose to be in that state. Somehow that only made it even more exciting. I really had no idea I was this perverted. She stared at the goblin cautiously, wondering what to do. In a moment of epiphany she looked at the canister and in a gesture that saved her arms and legs Tiffa respectfully presented the canister to him with both hands as he stared at her searchingly. “Uhm. I am ashamed to admit that I like your work. Do you understand me?” Heimkaiel was a trade hub. The goblin understood her because the language Edina preferred was the common human tongue and the language that most spoke was common, save for the guards who were often hired out from the military based deeper into elven lands. Also, somehow it felt less believable that he would understand elvish over human.


The goblin stepped forward and swiped the canister from her hands while it continued to spit insults. He grinned at her and pointed to it, then made a very clear point of bringing it to the tip of his cock and sliding his entire member between those pretty, plump lips in one smooth motion. Tiffa’s heart thumped. The whole thing- she was made to take the whole thing. Those are Edina’s curse words so those are Edina’s lips which means that goblin, a weak creature, made Edina into that and- and forced her to take his entire length. That is so- so- She gulped and said the last thing she thought out loud while her heart fluttered. “Incredible!”


“It seems like it’s completely gone. We can’t find him anywhere in or around the temple.” you explained to your concerned party. Melisia was anxiously looking over her shoulder at every shadow and both she and Korrine remained close to you. Haile was far more at ease with the situation, which you found curious, but could chalk it up to her natural calm. It did not seem to be worth investigating at such a time because the priestess of all people who was guiding you through the temple seemed the most anxious and distracted.


“What about your scrying, Priestess?” Melisia asked.. The elf was incredibly annoyed that her immediate opportunity to remove the goblins growing inside of her had passed as another crisis arose due to the little mongrel that seemed to be the source of all of her problems as of late. Luriel looked up at Melisia as if she hadn’t heard her. “Priestess?”


“Pardon?”


“You’re scrying. You can locate it if you use your scrying, no?”


“I-” She remembered the corrupted basin. It weighed on her mind. “It didn’t work. There is something shielding him.” It was a half lie. The waters could not show her the location of the goblin. All they showed her were lewd visions of what he had, was or would do. She had so far been treated to images of nuggeted, living women, exotic creatures being used as livestock and many, many quaint scenes involving the human rogue that was lagging behind the party as they searched. She rubbed her temple as she tried to think. Purifying the basin might help, but this is also extremely pressing. I don’t know what a monster of that calibre can do within this humble town. Worse on all fronts is that if I assume it to be no threat, then my own acquisition of an artifact that can help my Goddess is also threatened if the guards or the tower happen upon it first.” She claimed to have warned the guard and the tower, however she could not bring herself to. The guard would do one of two things. They would kill the creature on sight or they would capture it for the tower. The tower would take it and find a way to take the artifact for themselves because she knew the Matron. Edina is not a bad girl, but she is greedy and worldly. She will not spare the items for the reasons I need them. Thus, I need to be the one to make this right. How to make it right was the problem. She had gotten used to being helpless. She was sick of it. This is pathetic, I know the answer. I am just intimidated by it.` She clenched her fist and spoke up to you and the party. “I believe I should make another attempt to scry for the answers I seek.”


“Alright. If you think that’s best. As for the rest of us, the only thing we can do now is leave the manor to explore the town for clues.” You took one look at the vulnerable priestess and remembered how she was taken advantage of the first time. “Someone needs to stay behind to guard her.”


“I’ll do it.” Haile volunteered.


“No.” You and Korrine and Melisia all said at the same time. All of you had your reasons. Yours was only partially due to suspicion. You continued, offering a reasonable answer. “Haile, your tracking skills are needed outside the manor.”


“Okay.” She couldn’t really argue with that. I assume he’s either here or he’s left. I haven’t seen enough evidence to be sure he stayed, but I think he’d want more of a piece of that elf’s ass. If it isn’t that then he’d be out looking for any advantage he can get. This might work. She shrugged. “So who’s staying?”


“It’ll be-” You looked at Melisia, another solo victim of the goblin, then at Korrine. Individually none of them stood a chance. “Damn…”


“What?” Haile asked.


“I just realised I’m probably the only one suitable to stay here. The three of you need to support one another outside.”


“What if she’s not on our side?” Melisia asked bluntly while looking at Haile.


“Then we’re in a bind either way!” You reasoned. “You all stay close. I’ll join you once the priestess is finished scrying. At that point we can make a bigger net, all of us. This shouldn’t take long, right?”


Luriel shook her head. “Not long.” She concluded that it would be quick, whether it was successful or unsuccessful.


“Good. I’ll see you all soon. Don’t risk anything. If you see him shout.”


“Lotta good that’ll do, but sure.” Korrine grumbled. Both she and Melisia were unsatisfied with the situation. After hearing that, the elf’s pride took over.


“I am still a seasoned Mage, you know?”


“Then show off a bit instead of getting captured or taken out first.”


“I will!”


“Alright.” Both you and Luriel returned to the chamber with the basin. You were checking the periphery of the room as she stared down into the waters that had only become murkier and more viscous than before. She winced.


“It is as if it’s turning to-”


“What was that?” You asked.


“No-nothing. I will begin the purification.” The priestess knelt down. 


Chapter three






Chapter 33


While Luriel stared into the murky waters she reasoned. It would be responsible to pour out the corrupted waters, however I am not in a position to be responsible. Replacing the original waters in this basin would require me to crawl to the Empress for aid and I’ve lost too much of my pride already. I still feel some of the Goddess's power within the waters. I merely need to drain the good from the bad. But how? She considered a few options.Distilling was a possibility, though it would be far too time and resource heavy. Filtration was easier said than done, because it would require a proper filter. In the end, the quickest, albeit not the best, method was to channel more divine power through the basin in order to force the waters to become more pure. The priestess glanced up at you as you explored the periphery of the chamber. “Please protect me while I attempt this.”


“That’s what I intend to do.”


“Thank you.” The woman smiled and stood in front of the basin with her hands resting on either side of it. It occurred to her that she would need to dip her fingers into the vile waters to make the connection, as she would have in normal circumstances. Everything would have to be as it normally was, even though they were not. She could not avoid touching the water, she could not hold her breath or leave the side of the basin or turn her head. She needed to remain stoic and focused on her task. If I must.


She grimaced and took her first deep, unabridged breath while standing in front of the water. Immediately the woman’s mind was assaulted by the memory of what had happened. His cock against her face, and pushing between her lips. The taste and smell of it were as if it was right in front of her again. She faltered and held her nose, then winced, knowing she would have to start over. It is disturbing to see how the scent wafting off of these filthy waters holds such similar, and in some cases more potent energy. The usually calm waters required interaction and channeling. Here, the memories and visions waft out from the waters like an illusory fog that assaults my mind. She comforted herself with the idea that the powerful waters were not stronger, but simply less ordered. No control. It is simply leaking the energies out into the air. The scent is so strong that I can taste it. She kept her eyes shut and calmed herself.


Luriel took in another deep breath through her mouth and nose, just as she would normally do during a rite. She shuddered but otherwise remained composed and continued to take steady breaths while thinking. This disgusting scent. Is this the scent of a man? Surely not, no man that I’ve ever met, not even a human, has smelled so strong or foul. A perfect picture of the goblin’s massive cock and large balls dipping into the waters slipped into her mind. It happened so quickly and effortlessly. Was it affinity? It must have been. To think that malicious little monster could have done so much damage with such a flippant act of vandalism. She remained calm, breathing out before breathing in again. Relax. Must relax, even though what I am smelling is undoubtedly him… he made the faintly sweet scent of these holy waters his.


Luriel’s eyes fluttered as she was fed something she would typically have to attempt, a scrying. Sometimes the visions were of the past and sometimes the future or the present, but it was unknown only when they were uncontrolled, such as at a time like this. Wait, is that- She could see you, or at least someone that looked similar to you. The Hero, but perhaps a descendent. The features are too different and it is clearly a woman. She is fighting goblins. She is on a hunt for something, I can feel the intention in every swing of her sword. So it must be the future? The Hero's descendants are shaped by these experiences to such an extent. Goblins were pests, but the idea of hunting goblins down specifically was a bit strange due to how weak they tended to be once found. The idea of a human going out to hunt goblins was strange. It seems to be a vendetta, no- She paused, delicate brow furrowing. Desperation?


She couldn’t put it off any longer. After preparing herself she shakily brought her hands over the surface of the water and dipped her hands into the pool to begin the communion with the Goddess. The point was to provide an avenue for divinity to enter the world more easily, and the ripples in the water coupled with the priestess's hand acted as conductor and beacon. As she dipped her fingers into the water, instead of the warmth from her Goddess she felt a sickly, slimy feeling assault her body similarly to how the smell of it was consistently assaulting her nose and mouth. She pursed her lips and frowned. It feels as if this sickly feeling between my fingers is crawling up my arm. My heart is slowing, as if my veins are clogging. She exhaled, then took a deep breath as she begged. “My Goddess, please hear me! Channel your powers into these waters so that they may expel the corruption!”


The attention was given, because when one of Luriel’s status in the Goddess's eyes made an attempt to commune with her she was bound to listen, not literally, but as a Lord to a vassal. The various Gods held tangible sway over their domains, but they held no form of infallibility. Their power relied on followers such as Luriel. They could disappear, grow, shrink and they could of course become corrupted. In many ways Aenai had already been corrupted. She once stood at the tip of the elven Hierarchy due to her Temple’s influence, but her influence waned and her powers instead became a tool. For those reasons, the weakened, semi-corrupted Goddess was overwhelmed when an odd force interfered with something she had blessed. She had felt an incomprehensible thing, like being smacked in the face with a cock, but it was so brief that she could simply set it aside. As Luriel, her High Priestess, channeled through those corrupted waters again, communing with the woman was to the divine being like stepping into a vast, smelly swamp. With no way of knowing, the odd scent was that of a goblin’s cock and balls that had not been cleaned, and the humidity was the sensation of putting one’s face between his legs and beneath his loincloth.The entire location was simply an analogy created by Aenai’s confused mind. She knelt down by the waters, thick and gray.


“Something is wrong,” she said gravely.


“What is wrong, my Goddess?” Luriel asked. The Goddess's voice entered her mind as if someone had brought a megaphone to her ear, but the elf did not flinch.


“My waters. What has happened to them?”


“A being with an unexpected power and demeanour. He had corrupted them.”


Aenai stood up after touching the water. She attempted to flick it off but it clung to her fingers. She glanced around. Typically the feeling of communing with one of her faithful was like stepping into a cool bathhouse where temperate, clean water bubbled up from springs, and the smell of the place was the same smell as mana, faintly sweet, though the soft perfume of Priestesses often mingled with that scent. Where she stood, Luriel’s scent was no welcome relief. The girl had become dirtied somehow. “How could you let this happen, Luriel?” She wondered out loud in a disappointed tone.


“I- I was complacent. The waters must be fixed for a crisis of your temple to be averted.”


“What a mess.” Aenai sighed, shaking her head. She supposed that she would have to do as the girl asked, because otherwise the mistake would only weaken herself further. She could scold her Priestess after it was all said and done. “I will begin to purify the waters.”


“Thank you!”


Aenai knelt down at the edge of the swamp and stared down into the murky waters. There was no seeing through them, they were simply too thick and obtuse. To handle corruption I must deal with the problem at its source.” She remembered the feeling of being slapped. “Ah, that’s right.” She brought forth into her world a manifestation of the problems that had befallen her holy waters. She was surprised by the humble appearance of the small green creature, but not the grossness of its gangly limbs which supported an unseemly body. The most obscene and distracting aspect was of course the massive swinging cock between its legs. “Really?” She groaned. “This simple thing is where the issue began? This creature is what insulted me?”


It was not the goblin himself, but the manifestation held all of the disdain for larger creatures and all of the dominant instincts of his inspiration. His one-track mind did not at all question why he was in a swamp. He immediately identified a woman that was bigger than him. Aenai appeared as a six-foot-tall elf with a matronly physique and pale blue-white skin. Her expression was frustratingly calm. The woman was adorned in loose white robes with sapphires inlaid within the seams, and sapphire and silver jewelry adorning her deep teal hair, slender ears and long neck. Eyes like diamonds stared at him with an air of superiority that he did not appreciate.


“I will begin the purification with this vile representation.” As Aenai raised her hands to channel her power into her waters through the realm she was in, she intended to smite the creature but he was far quicker and more annoying than she expected. She turned on her heel and followed him with her eyes as he avoided her, completely unhindered by the swampy ground. “Is it because it is light, or because this is a space where it is at home?” She wondered. “No matter. You are merely wasting t-” Aenai gasped and stepped back as the goblin suddenly stopped, reached into the waters and then swung his arm around to splash it over her. “You little- stop that!” She shouted, moving to get out of the way. He snickered and continued harassing her by forcing her to avoid getting splashed. “It- It should not be this difficult.” She uttered through clenched teeth. She continued to avoid him until finally she had enough. “Annoying!” She finally surrendered enough of her pride to utilise some of the master over her world that she had thought she wouldn’t need for such a simple threat. She levitated the manifestation, happy to watch it struggle in the air uselessly.


“Heh.” Once he was dealt with she was about to dispose of him when a thought occurred to her. “This thing forced me to use my power to stop him. Perhaps it deserves some investigation.” She looked around at the swamp. “But then…” The Goddess trailed off and shrugged. “Never mind.” As she waved her hand and transformed the environment back into a rich, clean bathhouse she smirked. “I can simply leave you as is. No need to pull the corruption out at the root when it is easily controlled and studied.” Aenai remarked. She cleared her throat and spoke to Luriel. “It is done. Take more care in the future, child.”


“Yes! It- It worked! Thank you, Goddess!” Luriel was so pleased to see those pure waters again that she completely ignored the unsettled feeling she continued to have while her fingers were dipped into the basin to scry the location of the goblin. Immediately she received an answer. “Oh. Oh no.” 


Chapter four






Chapter 34


Florin laid the last body down. The elves that had been sent out through the gates to hunt them as if they were beasts found themselves quickly surrounded. Arrows had flown from directions that did not make sense, where no enemies seemed to stand. Before even one could think of escaping the Fiain had taken care of the hunting party and likely panicked the mages inside the walls. “They’re sending gifts outside the walls.” Florin uttered in an attempt at dark humour. 


“Way of speaking.” Galatea responded beside her in the new language, a series of noises and grunts that were difficult to form for their throats. They spoke from within their cloaks so as to not let a trace of their true magical signatures out. With the cloaks over their heads and around their bodies they only looked like the forest on the mages manar. It was a trick they had learned ages ago.


“Hard.” Florin complained in her warleaders new favoured tongue.


“Must get used to.” The elf smiled.


From behind the elves' formation Leadi approached, and wisps of pink hair were frayed by travel beneath the cloak. “Must we?” On the trail the secondary leader’s authority was already diminished, however the moment the goblin had run through Leadi, her authority had fallen even further. Suddenly Leadi was considering whether your seed was strong enough to take root in her, or if the goblin’s seed had overpowered it. Florin was wondering the same thing, but with prayers to the latter. Both women had tried you before they knew that the goblin was just so much better as a man by their strict standards.


“Must get used to.” Galatea repeated. The language uses fewer words, smaller words. It hurt to speak in a long-winded, breezy fashion so she simply didn’t. That is what getting used to it meant to her and the other elves. They had to dumb down their way of speaking to one another.


“Your charge.” Leadi nodded, unable to defeat Galatea’s authority during a mission. She was hesitant about all of this, however. It still doesn’t sit right with me. We don’t have any knowledge that his children will be great. We have everything to suggest that they will not be. His cock is incredible and his demeanour is perfect, but distance from him creates dissonance. Those who were uncertain in our ranks are only more uncertain. Galatea is more and more utilising authority where respect should be sufficient. Far from wishing to stoke a rebellion, Leadi enjoyed their order of things. In the irony of the Fiain’s opposition to the elven Hierarchy, their own hierarchy had taken hold and it was convenient to both Leadi and Galatea. The goblin had shaken things in multiple ways. Elves were beginning to question their authority. Those that had not yet been taken by the goblin and his cock were the most susceptible to dissent, and Galatea’s answer that they could all get fucked was probably effective, but not realistic or ideal. Just as the girls were about to leave to plan their entrance through the wards Leadi spoke up. “Thought.”


“Thought?” Galatea peered at the cloaked elf. They had learned to communicate well enough while invisible. They could tell where one another was, and often they would use their hands as a means to show one another, since it was difficult for any other species to see in a desperate scenario.


“Temple inside.” She pointed towards the gate. “Holy waters. Use to see within.” She opened her cloak very briefly to show herself pointing to her belly.


Galatea’s brow furrowed. “Be sure?”


“Yes.”


The warleader felt a complicated set of emotions. Good to know if I’m right, very bad if I’m wrong. I no longer care if his children are weak or strong. Goblins use strength in numbers and can learn. He is just too perfect. Others would not see it that way, their culture had sunk into the Fiain women, which is what allowed them to humour the idea of following the commands of a goblin with a strong demeanour and a giant cock. If they were sure that he did not meet the most important criteria, however, they would turn immediately. “Should focus. After.”


“After? Don’t want to be sure?” Galatea winced. Leadi knew her well. “I want to be sure.” The warleader began to feel a bit helpless. Her authority could wane. Everything could change if Leadi uncovered an inconvenient truth through scrying the holy waters within the temple.


“Fine!” Galatea frowned and took Florin aside. She whispered to the girl. “All loyal. Need a plan for a bad outcome in the temple.”


“Understand.” Florin signed her approval as she spoke.


Just as you were about to leave with Luriel to alert the rest of the party you were confronted by an open door and two opened windows that were far too high to be secured, however you were sure that they were closed when you checked. You sighed and pretended not to notice long enough to warn. “Priestess, if you’re able to protect yourself I’d suggest you do so. We’re surrounded.”


“By who?” She did as you suggested, regardless, and channeled divine power into her garments. The silk that covered nearly every inch of her body from neck to toe began to glow with an otherworldly pale light, illuminating a mist that surrounded her. The moment she had begun you charged forward, leading with your elbow as you darted towards the door. You felt yourself hit something. Your shoulder caught on a soft target that was driven back by you. It was someone you couldn’t see, and they made a feminine gasp as you had knocked the air out of them. As the invisible figure was slammed against the wall opposite the door to the chamber the cloak parted as the figure slunk down against the wall. Through it you saw a wild elf. “What in the world are you all doing here?” You wondered out loud.


“You’re supposed to be weak and pathetic.” The elf rasped, clutching her chest as she struggled to her feet while trying to catch her breath. Before she could, and before the cloak could close around her fully, you took a step forward with your left foot, then drove a foot into the woman’s stomach with your right, causing the walls of the temple to buckle as she was thrown into it again. This time she fell to the floor and showed no signs of getting up. You drew your sword and searched for any sign of cloaked figures. With nothing to go off of, you walked back into the chamber to see Luriel looking around anxiously. She rested her gaze upon you as you strode in confidently and spoke to the air, looking up at the windows and around at the shadows.


“The only reason you think I’m pathetic is because you have some strange standards. You never once tried to harm me or my friends so never once did I need to act, but at this point you’ve gone too far. I’m going to show you what differentiates us.”


Florin scoffed quietly behind her cloak. Big talk, but you can’t see us. Immediately your eyes rested on her location. What? The elf glanced around to ensure there were no signs. Before she could react you squatted down, then jumped towards where she was hidden near the ceiling. Florin tried to dodge, but you caught the invisible cloak and pulled it, slamming the woman attached to it to the ground harshly. Florin coughed loudly as her back hit and cracked the tile below. “Im- Impossible!”


“It’s not impossible.” You grumbled, looking around the room carefully. “You’re all just really dumb. You think because I look like this I’m weaker? You look more fragile than I do. I don’t judge your appearance-” You paused briefly, turning suddenly to swing your sword across a cloaked elf as she attempted to charge you. Once she was revealed you ducked low under her center of gravity and flipped her over your shoulder into one of the hard stone benches, breaking it in half. You continued, waving the dust of crushed cement away from your face. “-I judge actions.”


The priestess was deflecting arrows simply by being. She could tell very easily that they were attempting to kill her, which made your warning of lifesaving importance to her. She clutched her hands together as she watched you, her heart fluttering as she witnessed you easily dismantling the wild elves ambush. Once you were done you approached calmly, as though you hadn’t even broken a sweat. “So this is the power of a Hero, but how did you find them while they were invisible?”


You held out a hand for her as you pointed to your eyes and explained. “In the woods they’re basically invisible. In a place like this the walls and floor and ceiling all have repeating patterns. The shimmer of their cloak is more obvious in places like this. It’s something I thought and kept to myself for the first time when encountering them in the woods to the South. They let us go so I never had to make use of that info. No idea what they’re doing here, though…” You frowned as you trailed off and shook your head. “No. I think I know. They’re obsessed.”


“What do we do?”


“We need to find Mel, Korrine and Haile first. We know where we’re headed at this point so we all just need to join up.” You stopped as you felt a tugging on your back and turned to see Luriel biting her bottom lip anxiously. She stared at you. “What is it?”


“What if there is no returning? What if this is already a turning point?”


Your brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”


“I-” She stopped herself. “It’s nothing.” She waited for you to turn, then searched her memory for the answer she needed. I can’t jump to conclusions, but the way he fought just now was exactly like the woman in my visions. That must mean that the Hero never finds the goblin again, but he never stops hunting for it. But how can I say something like that to him? She felt strangely about you. At first she was hesitant, but the moment she witnessed your valiance and your skill she felt a stirring inside that drew her to you. Those friends weren’t by his side. If they do not remain with him then I believe I must. She thought resolutely.


You found Haile a moment later with Mel and Korrine lagging behind. “Are you all okay?”


“Yeah.” Haile said frantically. “I actually found a trail but it went stone cold like something swept him up into thin air.”


“That fits in with what I saw! The goblin must be within the tower already!” Luriel asserted.


Melisia caught up, bending down to lean on her knees as she caught her breath. “That- that doesn’t bode- bode well for us.” She admitted, panting.


Korrine grunted harshly. “Maybe an elf’ll listen to reason once in their damn lives if we go up there and talk to the bint in charge?”


“Maybe avoid using such language, since she is rather vain.” Luriel brought up, glancing around at the group cautiously. They are all still here, which means that it is possible that the Hero's fate can be altered. She smiled and offered. “If it is alright with you all, the moment we get to the tower I will simply offer to remove the artifact. That is within Edina’s interests. I’ll give up my claim to it.”


“You would do that? Thank you.” You said to the woman gratefully. “I promise I’ll repay you.”


“You don’t need to repay me. The difficult part will be if they allow me to look at it long enough to reverse the draining effects. I am sure Edina will be interested in the results, however. We simply need to go up and talk to her. I’m positive the goblin is her prisoner.”


Melisia winced. “Let’s just hope it isn’t the other way around.” Haile smirked at that statement. She wondered how likely it was. She worried for the goblin, but he was far too wily to die to an elven mage, especially one that had an interest in keeping him alive.


“You really think that is possible?” Luriel questioned.


The dwarf snorted. “He escaped you, didn’t he?”


“Ah.” Luriel frowned. “Perhaps we should hurry.” 


Chapter five






Chapter 35


Tiffa blushed as she lined up the other torsos that she had helped to lure up to the tower. All in all, with her help the goblin was able to claim five more attractive bodies. Each of the elves that had been lured was other young mages with perky tits, slender waists and plump rears. As Tiffa stared at them all lined up like items, squirming, she thought about how it looked. Everything that differentiated them is gone, placed in storage. Now, like this all those girls I knew are reduced to these things that barely show any sign of identity or individuality, but there is still that spark elsewhere, those are separate from these, as these things no longer belong to them. Their bodies are items, now, plain and simple and their intelligence, individuality and personality and even their appearances are all stored to be used for other purposes, like that tube with those cheeky lips belonging to Edina.


She giggled, squeezing the breasts of one of the items added to the stockpile. “We can make quite a few more of these before we run out of mages.” Tiffa explained to the approving goblin that stepped from the belly of one torso to the other carelessly. She smiled wide at the sight. I have my own dirty thoughts but he doesn't think anything of treating them like objects. As he stopped to bounce on Edina’s belly like a trampoline she raised her hand and asked. “The question is what do you want to do with them? Do you want the process to be systematised?” He stared at her blankly. “O-oh. I mean-” She tried to think about how to explain systematisement to a creature that didn’t know the word. “Do you want it to be something that can be repeated over and over easily?” She found an easier explanation quickly after she finished. “Made convenient.”


The goblin snickered up at her and nodded, seeming to very much like the idea. Tiffa brightened and explained. “Sure! I think the first thing we want to figure out is what we want to do with the heads. I think it’s probably good that they’re kept alive, but they’ll need to be fed and watered periodically-” She looked to make sure he was listening. She wasn’t sure what to expect from a goblin but it did look as though he was taking in her recommendations and advice earnestly. How unexpected. He seems so much smarter than the average goblin somehow. Is he an experiment? The girl shrugged and added. “There’s also the matter of them all being intelligent mages. Sooner or later they could potentially find a way to cast-” Tiffa was suddenly upside down and wondering why. “That’s not good.” The instant she felt that sensation of losing her idea of up and down while floating up, a pair of automaton arms and legs emerged from Edina’s torso and grabbed the goblin firmly as he bounced on her belly.


A chuckle emerged from the tube that held her mouth and nose as Edina stood up with her automaton legs while keeping the goblin restrained. “Tiffa, my dear, you are in for such a world of hurt.” The woman effortlessly tossed the goblin up into the air before he could act. She levitated him out of reach of Tiffa while her headless body looked around before finally finding her mouth. She held it up in one hand so she could speak more normally, but she looked strange with no head and doll-like limbs. Tiffa actually quite liked the idea, though it was currently not in her favour.


“Ma-Matron! How did you manage to-”


“Retrieve my faculties? My arms were so tangled up that I had no clue where they were or how I could use them. So, instead of focusing on them I focused on something that hadn’t moved, the automaton I created. It still had a simple order to carry out which coincided with what I wanted, so I returned its arms to my body and its legs are now ferrying me safely around. I must admit, I was in a difficult spot, but restriction breeds creativity.” The woman cackled. “Now it is only a matter of time before I am able to find my head and my real arms to free them. My storage is just too cluttered. This might take a little while, but maybe soon I’ll be able to write a theory on using magic through the body of an automaton. Sounds quite useful, no?”


“Incredibly useful, if it’s possible!” Tiffa responded excitedly. “Oops. I probably shouldn’t be excited, since my hours are numbered.” She stared at the goblin who was making magic casting gestures with his hands and pointing at her. “Me? But she’s the Matron! It was different when she was already subdued.” He seemed to be calling her an idiot very insistently with his eyes as she complained. “Well, you’re right. I am probably better off trying anything to get out of this situation.”


“Tiffa, you’re talking to yourself again, dear.” Edina sighed.


“I am worried that anything I do can just be countered by the Matron.”


“You are right to be worried.” Edina said smugly. “So just quiet down. I’ll only punish you a little if you sit tight.”


“Only a little, huh?” The girl looked at the goblin again curiously. She lifted a quizzical brow as he pointed to her and crossed his arms, then pointed all around to the room in general and then nodded very insistently. “What are you-” Her eyes widened. “Wait, he’s right!”


“Right about what?”


Tiffa grinned as she turned upside-down again. “I thought you’d cast a spell on us, but now that I look at it, you’ve cast a spell on the room in general because you can’t find a specific target without vision of them.”


“Don’t be ridiculous.” Edina grimaced. Why did she have to hit the nail on the head? The mage began to paw more frantically for anything she could use while Tiffa just extended a hand and began moving herself forward with subtle gusts of air until she reached the goblin. In the zero gravity he steadied himself by grabbing hold of her and then pushed off from her, sending her careening into the ceiling so that he could dart down towards Edina’s torso. He grabbed hold at an awkward angle and swiped the tube. “D-damn you!” As she cursed him she began to lose concentration as the goblin spanked her ass hard, then shoved her own mouth to her sex in a moment of desperation as he tried to figure out anything he could do to distract her. The spanks made the field falter, but as Edina was made able to lick herself she suddenly lost control and Tiffa tumbled down from the ceiling into a pile of books with a loud thud.


“Ow!”


“This is-” Edina grumbled. “-this is pretty nice. I never knew I was so good at thi- wait! You bastard, move my mouth at once! How dare you tempt me into kissing my own-” Once the spell was cancelled he granted her wish, took the tube back and shoved it over his cock like a sleeve to prevent her from speaking or concentrating. He made sure to lodge his cock deep enough that she would gradually lose consciousness due to lack of oxygen. The goblin snickered throughout that process, staring up at the torso with the automaton limbs as the combination stumbled around the room like an idiot, struggling to carry out any of its orders.


Tiffa crawled out from where she fell and observed it as well. “Not a bad idea, right? We can recreate that with different limbs and different programming. I can reprogram those, as well. I’m well versed in all of this stuff.” She brightened as the goblin patted her head approvingly. “Thanks. As fun as that sounds, though, I think we should work on making sure that incident with Edina doesn’t happen again, right?” He nodded at her and seemed to be motioning for her to do just that. “I’ll see what I can do with her and the others.” She set to work immediately, paying attention to the goblin as after a minute Edina’s drooling, open mouth was pulled off of his cock with a satisfying ‘pop.’ She blushed and started taking notes while she watched him go about fucking the remaining squirming fucktoys that had been created. His goal seemed to be to have all of them leaking his cum. She integrated that into her notes.


“When commissioning a product it is important to consider the needs of the consumer. In this case the goblin is the consumer. What do I know about goblins? This one is pretty different but he fits most of the stereotypes. He’s malicious and he wants to breed. So for this, he probably wants to be able to effectively breed the item and I doubt he cares about ethics.” Tiffa shrugged. “Well that does make things simpler.” She tried to get his attention. “Uhm, hello?” She froze as he turned to look at her with a lustful gaze. She quickly asked. “Could I get access to the storage to have a look around?” The goblin just waved his hand, creating a portal just large enough to squeeze through. Her hips just barely got stuck, but she was able to wiggle and make it through as she wondered. “Did he make it too small on purpose?” As she entered into the extremely large white spatial storage owned by Edina she did not have to look very hard for the parts of the elves; she could hear moans and groans coming from one corner.


Tiffa made her way towards the sounds as she admired the Spatial Storage array that Edina had set up within the tower. “You know this is probably technically not allowed, since she’s hijacking the power going to the mana array, but this is part of why I respect Edina so much. She doesn’t follow the rules.” The elf smiled coyly, admiring the lineup of dormant automatons. The doll-like constructs were presented against a wall of strange objects all stuffed vertically into the wall behind. “What’s this?” She walked between the displayed automatons and reached out towards the wall, ignoring the loud moans behind her as she pulled one of the objects free. It was a rectangular panel that was made of some type of flexible material that was solid in make but felt waxy on the surface. “What in the-” Tiffa gasped as her hand ran along the lines etched in varying thicknesses on both sides. “No way! Why didn’t she ever talk about this? She was keeping it to herself?” Tiffa turned and stared at the back of one of the automatons. There were slots similar to the ones on the walls where the thin slabs could be inserted. “This could be revolutionary but now I see the issue.”


Automatons were etched in a very specific way where a skeleton was etched with a number of arrays that handled surprisingly complex tasks like bipedal movement. Typically, automatons were only capable of simple movements and then further etchings were included that allowed them to be controlled magically to take certain pre-determined actions. Due to this intensive process once an automaton was created its purpose was set and thus its use was actually quite impractical. Edina used them because she felt they were novel and enjoyed the process of creating them. As Tiffa inspected the cards she realised what Edina was attempting. “The cards have arrays inlaid. This line of automatons is set to accept them, which would hypothetically allow them to accept variable programming under different circumstances. The idea is good but the surface area is small. You would need much larger bodies to have this work as intended and Edina is very clever, but never sacrifices style for substance.” Tiffa turned around and clicked her tongue as she stared at the wall where hundreds of pre-etched arrays were placed within the storage that was specialised to hold them safely. As she pushed the card she took out back into its slot an idea occurred to her.


An excited smile crossed the elf’s lips. “The cards are a genius idea with poor application. Automatons have poor application but beautiful design. Edina couldn’t combine them effectively because to utilise both together would require a construct with a body that was far too huge to be aesthetically or practically useful to her. But…” She trailed off, eying the open space of the storage. The memory of the automaton limbs poking through portals to walk Edina’s torso around stuck with her. She found the automaton in question, or at least its torso. “Most of the programming is present in the torso but it was able to follow instructions even though the limbs and the unit were separated.” Tiffa grinned and passed one more wide-eyed glance at the wall. “Edina, you’ll have to forgive me for improving upon your work.” She remarked, slumping as the cries of pleasure reaching a crescendo reminded her that she was here for a reason. “I’ll double back to this gem.”


She found the heads all lined up on the floor of the storage near a pile of portaled arms and legs. As she stepped close, they stared up at her and Jessa shouted. “Tiffa! Thank the goddess, you have to get us out of here!”


Carmen, the first elf that had been lured by Tiffa, scoffed and glared up at the dark-haired mage. “Don’t bother, Jessa. This one’s a traitor and a complete pervert.” Her voice sounded strained because she had just been bred out by the goblin. She was drooling slightly and her brown hair was strewn over her face uncomfortably.


“I can’t believe that-” Jessa began trying to speak as the last girl in the line, Numina, let out a lewd, shuddering moan. Her eyes were up nearly in the back of her skull.


“F-fuck- I- I’m being fucked! Why’s it so b-big!” She complained, fighting a smile that was creeping onto her lips. “It- it feels so…” They tried to ignore her cries of pleasure as the goblin was undoubtedly making very specific use of her body outside. They all knew the feeling, they could all relate; though all of them felt varying degrees of ecstasy from their own encounter. Zena and Darcey who were the last three in line before Numina weren’t about to disparage her, as their voices were the ones being raised when it was their turn prior.


Zena, an elf with short, light-green hair did stare up at Edina and ask with a clearly betrayed look. “Why’d you do it, Tiffa? I thought we were friends.”


Tiffa nodded slowly as she knelt down in front of the line of heads, turning Darcey’s upright. The girl mumbled a thanks. “No problem.” Tiffa smiled. “See- uhm- it’s not like there are hard feelings or anything, it’s just that I think that what’s being done to you all is-” She searched for the words and failed to fight a smile from approaching her expression as she found the word and said. “Intriguing!”


Carmen spat up at the traitor, but the angle was wrong so it just landed in front of her. The elf grimaced. “Great, now I have to live with that.”


“Okay okay, girls, hear me out.” Tiffa smiled far too brightly for someone that was speaking to a line-up of her fellow mages’ heads attached to bodies that were being bred and turned into toys for a goblin’s amusement. “We’re in this situation and it’s not ideal for you all, sure-”


“Not Ideal?” Mousey Darcey grumbled.


“Yeah. It’s not ideal but I’m willing to try and make things comfortable for you. I’ll hear you out.”


“It would be comfortable if we had full control of our bodies, Tiffa.” Zena stated firmly.


Tiffa stared blankly for a few moments before shrugging and saying. “That isn’t an option, so let's adjust our terms a bit or I’m probably just gonna end up putting you all in bags.”


“W-what!?” Carmen gasped. “What the fuck is in this for you!?”


All it took was one look at Tiffa’s blushing face for Jessa to realise what it was. “No… you are just a pervert, aren’t you?”


“Why don’t you volunteer?” Carmen asked through her teeth. “If you like it so much why don’t you get fucked?”


“I’ve got a few ideas about that, but I need to secure my worth, first.”


Zena offered a sigh, then said reasonably. “It’s a goblin, Tiffa. Your worth is the same as ours.”


“He seems quite a bit smarter than the average goblin. I’m not sure why.” Tiffa wondered out loud.


“I can tell you why if you stop him from doing anything too bad with us.” Jessa promised.


“Deal. I’ll try.”


“No! You will!” Carmen shouted before letting out a grunt. “Oof… Bouncing on my stomach again.”


Tiffa chuckled. “Blame yourself for having such a bouncy belly. I’ll do what I can. What do you want from me? I said I want to make you comfortable. I don’t have to do that for you.”


“F-fine.” Jessa conceded. “Do what you can. I can tell you that the reason behind his intelligence has to do with a temple artifact allowing him to inherit the strengths of a Hero.”


“What a mess.” Tiffa clicked her tongue. “I guess I made the right decision. That sounds kind of scary.” The elf slapped her knees and stood up. “Here’s what I’m going to do. None of you are really talented enough to do anything if I blindfold, gag and earplug you, so I’ll do that and I’ll work on a contraption to feed you all and give you water automatically.”


Zena gulped nervously, but Darcey was the one to point out timidly. “That’s complete sensory deprivation. You- you know that drives people crazy, right?”


Tiffa ignored the question. “An-y-way, I’m going to go collect the stuff I need. See you girls one more time, then probably not at all until something else happens.” She waved and walked around to look for more of Edina’s stash. 


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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