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Chapter one






Chapter 26


From the goblin’s perspective things were going pretty smoothly. The feeling of taking everything from you was exhilarating. The development with the elves was surprising. He had thought that they would be a problem, but the closer he got to the fiain and the more time he spent with the best examples of their species, the more he felt like they were just stupid and useless. He felt some kinship with them, since it reminded him of his own long-dead tribe. No goblin had a high degree of strategic thinking beyond laying primal traps or ambushes, but after wearing the choker and stealing some of your intelligence he gained a new appreciation for tactics. In no situation would a goblin assess his own tribe's strengths, weaknesses and organisation beyond who was at the top with the best women and the best food, but he had begun considering these things in the time he spent chained to you. 


He had not just elevated himself above the breeding of an average goblin, he had seen cities and crossed boundaries that one of his kind would’ve never been able to see. He found stupid small beings like dwarves with their penchant for making goblin-sized armour coincidentally, and the humans who seemed so intimidating, but in reality only ever turned away from conflicts with themselves to lash out and decimate his kind as if on a mission from god. The elves always had an ethereal mythology to goblins, who had some type of genetic memory living within them that told them that these beings were superior to the rest due to the grade of goblins they could produce, but they were just as rare as they were valuable. Melisia had taught him, through his new perspective, that elves often lost all their fabled intelligence and power when their pride was tested, and there were different elves with different attitudes and ideas.


The wild elves struck him as being as proud and stupid as elves but with the maliciousness and sensibility of goblins. Using his newfound intelligence and guile he figured out that it wasn’t always the best idea to immediately turn every woman into a brainless breeding cushion. The wild elves were stupid and mean like his own people, but they were also far stronger, smarter and more resourceful, so he decided on his own what he would do after they seemed amicable to learning goblin ‘language.’


‘You want us to consider ourselves goblins?’ Galatea signed to him in response to his offer. It was a private meeting with Florin and Haile. After another day of trekking through the woods the party had camped again in a clearing that was convenient for the wild elves to take the goblin and Haile away. She gasped, shivering with humiliation as he smacked her, pointed to his mouth and then hers. They had already discussed this after meeting a few times after the first. “Right. Me… Practice?” She looked at him. He nodded up at her approvingly, causing the elven elder to blush bashfully.


The goblin language was a language by technicality. Goblins were monsters that barely contained sentience and that were treated like vermin. Like most societal animals, however, they did have ways to communicate, otherwise they would never have been able to organise themselves into tribes. They communicated through grunts, guttural noises and mouth sounds that sounded farcical for sentient species to mimic, let alone learn; especially elves whose mother language stretched back to the birth of Auberaarde after the invasions from above and below. The sounds were difficult for those other than goblins to even produce, making their earnest attempts to reproduce them amusing to the goblin that was trying to teach them. When they spoke in his tongue they seemed far dimmer than even his own kind who could communicate all the necessary things to one another clearly and cleanly. That being said, he also had to admit that his own language barely encapsulated a fraction of what he’d learned about the common human tongue after becoming intelligent, so on a whim he had decided to expand it. Ultimately this just meant that the goblin was making things up and going with whatever seemed to work. Unintentionally, over a week of travel where exchanges of bodily fluids and knowledge took place, he expanded his own base language into something resembling a native tongue by integrating sounds he’d heard and understood from elves and dwarves, but mostly humans. He integrated all of that into his own guttural, tribal language to create what would become known unaffectionately as ‘patchspeek’ and generally as just ‘goblin tongue.’


Galatea and Florin, who were along for the ride, received the proposal with confusion as they exchanged looks with one another. Haile interjected and asked while pointing to herself. “What about me?” she asked hopefully.


The goblin waved his hand dismissively. To him, Haile was a slave and a breeder. Humans, even the helpful rogue, he felt no likeness to. He felt kinship with the odd, cock-obsessed psychopaths that seemed to represent the wild elves to him. They were just strange enough that he felt like he could easily take them in. He kept his gaze on Galatea, who he knew called the shots. She was his gauge of success for the idea. “What, uh, mean?” she asked; her mastery of the incredibly unintuitive tongue was still not great. He felt some superiority in having known something that an elf couldn’t learn easily. It just seemed like their mouth muscles were not made to make the sounds associated with his language, and he found it cute and endearing to watch them try to flap their lips in order to imitate them.


Galatea and Florin both listened as he spoke about what it would mean. He spoke about their identity and what he saw in them and what potential he saw in them as just slightly more than slaves to him. He reiterated that he knew that they would produce powerful children with him, which they seemed particularly pleased by. He made references to the haughty elves, and claimed that his people who also dwelled in a temple like theirs had more kinship than those city dwellers, which they wholeheartedly agreed with. He told them about how they and their descendants would persistently get fucked by big-cock goblins and how their young would never degrade. He spoke about the mistakes they’ve made breeding with male elves, which struck them particularly hard.


Galatea looked to him and asked. “May… us… sign? Comm… unicate?” she asked slowly in his tongue. He nodded to her, which prompted Galatea to turn to Florin to communicate. ‘How does this sound to you? You are the best of them, but still one of them. Not an elder.’


Florin nodded evenly and returned signs. ‘To be considered a goblin? What we call ourselves has never been important to our people. Not the Bleak Arrows. Not the tribesfolk.’


‘Good point. That’s always been true. We exist in our practices. Fiain is a word given to us by those that left and kept only because we had nothing else.’


‘A point of spite, but no identity. We are what we do and what we have done. We are strong. We are raiders and crafters. We speak with strength, wits and guile.’


‘Goblins speak with mercilessness and numbers.’ Galatea added, agreeing.


‘Together we could speak with both.’


‘So yes?’


Florin shifted anxiously at errant thoughts and concerns. ‘Do our practices change?’


They both looked to the goblin for an answer as he had clearly been watching him. He thought about the question and mostly about what he wanted from them. He finally came to an answer and spoke to them about how he could keep slaves, but that slaves were not called goblins. He told them about their weapons and their power in how they did things. Their cloaks and their tactics. Without really knowing his way around being diplomatic he came to the answer they wanted, which was to say that the reason he wanted to assimilate them was to take what they have and use it, which ultimately meant that they would remain the same in almost all but name.


Galatea’s heart thumped as she said to Florin. ‘We may have to kill many of our kin.’


Florin nodded. ‘All of the men, but it is of little consequence. Some of those that are too proud, as well.’ They both stopped as the goblin interjected with a good point. Florin smiled and nodded. ‘He is right. Those who would refuse would only do so if their pride resembled our cousins. Those elves.’


“Sows.” Galatea cursed in goblin. He laughed in response.She decided quickly, motioning to him as she asked. “How- how we… be goblin?”


Florin added, also in agreement. “To be… we want.”


Though their language was crude and uncertain the sentiment was clear. The goblin grinned and immediately knew in that moment that it was possible to indoctrinate even stubborn wild elves into his tribe. He asked them something that gave them pause. Florin and Galatea exchanged a hesitant glance, but Galatea then answered.


“Yes.” She nodded. “Know… tribes... oth-ther lo- locations.” 


Chapter two






Chapter 27


Less than a day and we reach Haemkaiel. Thank God. You stared down at your thinning wrist. You knew the cause and that it was happening, but to say that it was happening would have been far too embarrassing and the results did not show while you were wearing clothes. It was a strange kind of change, because although you lost muscle mass and a bit of height you remained strong enough to best the goblin and any other monsters that you came across on the road, such as the horned, hoofed lupines and the giant snakes that came out of hibernation this time of year. It was incomprehensible to you that only your shape was being changed, but you were thankful for that. The mechanics of that ‘lucky’ break were pretty simple. The strength of you and the goblin had equalised to the point that you were no longer being drained. You were still stronger due to your experience and training, but there was nothing left to take. For your body, as intelligent as the goblin had become, he still had the mentality of a monster, and he did not even know what he was doing to you as he craved more virility, more masculinity in order to sire as many children as possible. Embedded within every goblin was the drive to breed and grow the tribe, because in a normal tribe the monsters were so vulnerable that it was the sheer number of attempts to breed that kept their birth rate above their death rate. If even a small percent of his kind did not have that drive they would never be able to grow into tribes.


You had already become infertile without knowing. Your member had shrunk even more as the remaining length was stolen by the goblin. You found yourself staring jealously at his cock occasionally before you realised how embarrassing it was; you knew that he was enriched by you in that department. In the travel between the forest and Haemkaiel your waist had narrowed significantly and your skin had fully softened into a pale, light colour that almost glowed. Your dark hair was smoother as well and a bit fuller. All you could do was thank God that the goblin did not value a hairline; that was a small mercy. The most awkward change was your thinning neck and lightening voice which would crack and break into a softer tone if you did not constantly try to watch how you were speaking. You found yourself looking over your shoulder more, and feeling far more testy as you wondered if the others noticed but weren’t saying anything. You could never bring it up just in case they did not know. So long as they can get this thing off of me I might be able to go back to normal. If I had known that this is what was waiting for me, and if I had known what would happen to everyone here, I would have taken the thirty-percent chance. I should’ve taken the chance. It was what you thought about most as of late. Korrine confirmed that without the full forge there was basically no chance for her to remove it safely, meaning you were stuck.


The mood of the party felt strange as you got close to the town. There was tension without a source. Everyone can feel that something is off but no one knows the source. Korrine swears that she sees nothing is amiss, but things feel different. Is it the peacefulness that we simply can’t trust? After so much went wrong out of so little, how can it be that things are going so smoothly now? You eyed the goblin suspiciously as he trailed just a few feet behind you, chained to you. When your eyes met he shot you a frustratingly cheerful grin, as if things were going his way. You averted your gaze quickly, feeling disheartened by the way he looked at you. This makes no sense. I don’t believe this goblin has the ability to not be miserable if things aren’t going this way. According to everything I’ve seen he has been restrained for an entire week. We feed him, sure, but the bare minimum that he would need for survival. There is no comfort or advantage in what he’s doing.


“What’s wrong, Hero?” Haile asked after observing you for a few moments.


“Just tired.” You lied.


All of them could see what you couldn’t without a mirror. It was subtle, but it was there. The shape of your jaw and eyes and lips and the width of your shoulders. You thought very little about how much you had changed, but the women who had the discerning eye to see these things were painfully aware of what seemed to be happening. Haile enjoyed it to no end. Melisia was oddly attracted to the shape you’d taken, though she had not yet been able to see the state of your cock. Korrine had completely lost interest and the dwarf found it incredibly unfortunate; she hoped to help you but didn’t know how.


“We could take another rest.” Haile offered.


“No.” you said quickly. “We’re very close.”


“He’s right. We might as well just trek the rest of the way to Haemkaiel. It’s why we stopped when we did the previous night.”


“You don’t have to remind me.” Haile muttered, gazing straight ahead through the trees. She would’ve liked another stop. It was another chance for the goblin to fuck with the elves. It wasn’t every single night that they were able to bring him out. Some nights the positioning was just too risky. Others, there were slip-ups which were quickly covered up before Korrine noticed. Even then they had hours at most, as they would not have the chance to do what they did with Melisia awake, otherwise the mage could easily see through what was happening.


You needed something to distract you for the remainder of the trip. “Mel, tell me more about Haemkaiel.”


“Not much to know.” she said at first until she saw the look in your eyes. The elf quickly added. “But I suppose I can give a few facts.” She cleared her throat before she began. “Haemkaiel is the site of the first tower. That means that this region is where the old Empire retreated first and established the buffer with the tower at the edge of our new borders.”


You smiled, remembering something she said. “Towers are like watchtowers and colleges, right?”


“Right you are. Dual purpose. Though, the third purpose that most avoid talking about is how deployment to the towers is meant to de-centralise the influence of Draoi’Teagh, or ‘Mage Families.’ Those at the top don’t want the power structure to get too fat near the middle so the children of the families that are proficient in our magic will be enlisted for mandatory service at a tower, which also doubles as training or indoctrination as some call it.” She collected her thoughts for a moment before continuing. “Come to think of it, Haemkaiel is one of the few ‘Tower Towns’ in the kingdom. It is rare for us to build around a tower because their whole purpose is as a buffer. Living within the buffer would therefore be dangerous, but in this region there is plentiful trade along eastward and westward routes running straight through Haemkaiel.”


“It’s called a town, but is it more accurate to call it a city? In our lands a human settlement with a garrison which sits on a trade road would quickly be established as a city.” You commented.


“That’s because you humans breed almost as invasively as goblins. In elven lands we move, change and expand as a tree grows. So in terms of my people’s standards Haemkaiel is still a hungry sapling compared to our oldest cities.” She adopted a satisfied smile in response to her own metaphor.


Feeling a bit bored, Haile stared at Melisia out of the corner of her eye and asked very subtly. “Are you hiding food, Mel?”


“What in the world are you talking about you-” The elf blustered before the rogue interjected.


“It’s just that you look a bit big around the belly.” She brought it up as innocently as she could, but only you failed to see what she was blatantly referencing.


“Bit outta line.” Korrine uttered grimly, acknowledging what she pointed out. Is she- The dwarf pushed that thought to the back of her mind. It wasn’t her business.


Melisia grew incredibly quiet, her cheeks flushing as she looked down at the bump. I need there to be a Priest or Priestess at Haemkaiel. She brought her hands together tightly under her chin and begged. Goddess please! I don’t ask for anything, but please deliver one of your own to Haemkaiel!


The party grew silent as a few words from Haile threw a wrench into the conversation. You all trekked forward through the woods for hours, nearly crossing into night before finally you all saw the warm lights in the distance from the tower. You rushed to meet the walls of Haemkaiel, which were tall but not as sturdy or well-protected as a human settlement. The reasoning seemed to be written all over the wood itself as strange wards were present every dozen yards. From the woods you could see over the walls into the town, which by your standards would be called a city with its densely packed wood and stone structures held within a web of narrow, cobbled roads that all converged from capillaries to veins and then valves at the heart of Haemkaiel where the tower stood as a tall monolith of pure white stone and purple-painted wood.


An elvish garrison guarded the gates into the town. The soldiers of the elven kingdom were impressive in how each of them was equipped like only a lordling would’ve been in a human army. They each carried long halberds and tower shields which were too much to carry continuously, so they leaned against the armoured elves as they waited in front of the gates and every hundred feet along wooden ramparts. Unlike the wild elves, the metropolitan elves seemed far more focused on melee combat with mages supporting those soldiers. There was barely a bowman to be seen up on the walls. As you approached the elven guards in their sleek hawk-shaped helms which they peered at you from beneath, they ordered you to halt rather quickly as one stepped forward, lifting their shield to move.


“Halt! Monsters such as these are not permitted within these lands, even in chains. Step aside so that we may exterminate it at once.” He spoke in elvish and seemed to be ready to do as he said with no hesitation, but thankfully Melisia heard him and spoke up in his native tongue.


“Please withdraw your weapon. The circumstances we are dealt are such that it must remain alive. An artifact of our people from the temple, from ancient times, depends on this man staying alive.” In that statement rested all of the important, weighted language that was needed. She did not make the mistake of wasting words saying that you would die, or that you were a Hero, or that you simply needed him to stop while you explained yourselves. She said exactly what needed to be said and he stopped instantly, backing up right to the gate to communicate through a heavily reinforced door.


After a few moments he motioned for you all to approach and said to Melisia. “You will be permitted limited entry where the Priestess will assess your claim. Needless to say, this item is not the property of the tower, and the authority above. You will surrender all rights to it once it can be removed safely.”


She knew that for him ‘safely’ did not refer at all to your safety, but it was the best chance you had. She was also thinking. Praise you, goddess! You heard my prayers! She stopped short of cheering and turned to you all to explain. “They will let us inside. We will be able to meet a Priestess who should be able to help.”


“That’s incredible!” You said excitedly.


“Yeah…” Haile glanced back at the treeline. They seemed really sure of themselves, but this place is a fortress. They even got wards. She thought that as you were all guided into Haemkaiel. 


Chapter three






Chapter 28


“Tower Matron, we have over two-dozen manar signatures in the woods keeping distance from the wards. They read as magical wildlife but the movement is suspicious.” 


Edina glanced up from her experiments. She had been testing unique arrays that could later be applied to produce new magical items and it was far more interesting to her than a report of a wildlife surge from the magic forest. The woman had presided over Haemkaiel for centuries and was one of the rare Tower Matrons that was quite happy with her work due to the presence of the town below. Typically those stuck in her station would be trapped out in the middle of nowhere. After thinking about the problem for far more than she wanted to, the elf waved her hand. “We can’t have them lingering in the woods outside of our wards. It could interrupt trade. Send an extermination squad to-” She was about to say ‘chase them off’ but smiled as an idea popped into her head. “-kill the beasts but tell them to try and preserve the materials. You never know.”


“Yes Matron.” The girl bowed and left to convey the orders.


Edina immediately returned to what she was doing. She reviewed the reports of the twin chokers that had arrived on her doorstep, humming happily to herself. If all goes well, I’ll be able to take a look at these items. She chuckled to herself. “Lucky lucky.”


“We’ve been told to take good care of you.” The guard assured as he led you past the gates into Haemkaiel. You had never been in an elven town so it was all new to you. Even though it was nearly dusk the streets remained alive with all of the main roads and the faces of shops lit up by magic. The elves that lived there did not seem to mind you as they had all seen humans before, however there were many stares levelled at the goblin who trailed behind you in chains. Some were aghast while others just treated it as a novelty and continued about their day.


You had to remind yourself that they were all elves. The creatures that were the most blessed by nature and magic. Many of these people who look like normal townsfolk might have been alive longer than my eldest ancestor and I would never know. These people have probably seen it all. You tugged the goblin closer insistently, making doubly sure that nothing could happen. Looking at all of the shops that were remaining open even after dark there were signs with runes set up outside and in the windows but in those shops you did not see the items themselves. Those were present and on display in many of the normal businesses. “What do those shops with nothing on display sell?” You asked Melisia.


“Those? Arrays that are designed by Enchanters. They will apply the array to a piece that you bring, so long as it is compatible.” The mage smirked. “I know in your lands it is rare to see magical items in your average shop, so this must be very jarring. It’s normal in these lands to see this type of thing, since magical items are more common. We like to personalise what we own, since we are likely to own it for a very long time.” She eyed the tower and added off-handedly. “If I could’ve chosen where I was assigned, Haemkaiel would’ve been it. The Tower Matron here is famed for her arrays, which I’m sure many are being sold in these shops on commission. Most of the magical items that humans see likely pass through this town’s walls.”


“I’d expect a lot more protection for such an important town.” Haile remarked. “With just those wooden walls it seems kinda lacking.”


“Agreed. Solid stone, dwarven make if possible.” Korrine added as she walked around with her hands on her hips. She stopped just shy of thumbing her nose at the architecture of the town that tended to be far less layered and far less stone than she would’ve liked.


Melisia rolled her eyes at the two of them. “That’s because the walls are like a fence around a garden. They just need them to keep the riff-raff from walking in. For anything else the wards are present.”


“What do they do?” You asked curiously.


“Glad you asked.” The elf smiled brightly. “From what I could tell they are protection wards that cast harmful spells on anything that dares attack the walls. These are naturally just a single layer of protection. In times of war the mages get involved and at that point there’s really nothing our enemies can do.”


“That’s impressive.” You admitted, staring up at the tower admiringly. “I’m glad I was able to see a tower firsthand. They’re bigger than I thought.”


“They are even bigger on the inside.” Melisia stated proudly. “Though, I’ve personally seen enough of them for my life.”


You chuckled at her. “Every time we talk to a mage it feels like they’ve been traumatised by towers.”


“It’s not somewhere any of us want to be.” She grumbled.


“We’re here.” The guard stated, still not bothering to speak common.


He had brought you all to a tall, pillared half-stone structure with a monument to the goddess within a fountain out front. It seemed to you to be more like a small stone manor than a temple. You said as much without thinking, since no one had responded to you so far when speaking in common. “Compared to the temples we’ve seen, this looks far less-”


“Grand?” A soft female voice wafted down from a set of marble steps. Descending them was a silver-haired elf with emerald-green eyes and a long, flowing priestly vestment. For elves that meant that she was in a sleeveless white garment with gold lacing throughout. The gown clung to her voluptuous form while also refusing to show even a hint of skin aside from her arms as even the neck was wrapped with the white and gold lace. As she stepped down you could hear the tap of heels on marble, though you could not actually see them due to the vestments just barely hiding them.


It struck you that she spoke in common as she descended the steps. You blushed at being caught and immediately said. “Sorry. I didn’t mean-”


“It’s intentional.” She said breezily. “In times past the Temple of the Goddess was the seat of power of our Empire alongside the Empress herself. Our temples were built to display that fact with the pyramidal structure displaying our place in hierarchy. When the great retreat was called and so many of our lands were left behind, our influence was also left in those halls.” She motioned up to the building. “Now, as you can see, we have been quite literally blunted. No temple structure may be tipped with a point. Not a tower nor even a weathervane. Our influence has rounded into that dome you see there.” She paused for a moment, eying it wistfully before she seemed to remember you all there. The priestess perkily smiled at you all and said. “But, where are my manners? Let me invite you all inside. As it is late and I have not yet had my meditation time I would like to invite you all to stay in one of the rooms I have prepared. In the morning I will look at that artifact that you have on.”


She spoke so sweetly that you could not argue. You just nodded and followed her up the steps as if you were on a leash. As she walked you paid particular attention to her extremely plump, round rear. Though her vestments did not show skin, you wondered how useful that was if they clung so tightly to her ass that you could clearly see the shapely outline of it. As she took a few more steps in front of you, you swallowed as she pulled at the fabric around her hips without thinking to stop the fabric from being eaten by her rear. That must be a constant issue for her. You felt an odd hunger for her body that you wouldn’t normally have. You were usually in control of your emotions and especially your arousal, but it had become clear to you that you had taken some inconvenient traits from the goblin. You weren’t sure if you could take another night of this when you were so close.


“Would it be possible for you to just take a look? At least tell me if it can be removed.” You asked desperately.


She continued walking for a moment before she passed a glance back at you over her shoulder and smiled. “Very well. Only you may follow me.”


“Thank you!”


“The rest of you continue down the hall. There are enough rooms prepared for each of you.” She then turned abruptly and you followed.


“W-wait! I have this-” You motioned towards the goblin on the chain.


“That’s fine. I’m assuming you have it under control.”


“I do.” You nodded, thinking. I hope I do.


The Priestess walked you up a set of stairs to a centralised room at the back of the building. The place had an entry through two ornamented double doors and the interior was best described as a work of art. You felt bad about stepping onto the floor. All around were walls carved from wood, each one a different mural. At the center of the room there was an area that was seemingly carved out for prayer with the widest mural in the room being a carved image of a goddess overseeing a vast land. She guided you to one of the many seats assembled before the long mural and sat herself down with her back to it.


“Do you need me to do anything?” You asked. “Would you… like to see it?”


She shook her head. “No. I recognise it. I’ve worked with this before.”


You brightened, while the goblin grew nervous. It was a good sign. You leaned in. “That’s great! Anything you can do for me would be welcome. I’ll do anything.”


“Anything?” She repeated. “Yes, I suppose that makes sense. I remember these chokers. They were used by us in the old days. We could equalise rivals to stop them from warring with one another. Religion is fine, but power is better.” She eyed the goblin. “You’ve landed yourself in a tricky situation, Hero.”


“I know. I just need to know, is there a way to return what was taken from me?” As you asked, you could feel the goblin’s anxiety feeding back into yours.


Your heart sank as the woman said. “It would be a poor tool if that were the case. When it is removed, things will remain as they were set. Equal, or at least it is meant to be equal. One has what the other has. Each party gets what they want. We did not consider what would happen if this situation were to occur, where one would be connected to a monster such as this.”


“Ar- are you saying there’s no way?”


“There is a way.”


The moods of both you and the goblin were slingshotting back and forth in response to every answer. “Please tell me!”


The woman smiled coyly. “I apologise for making you feel so many emotions in such a short time. What I mean to say is; the artifact produced was a way to equalise the wearers. There is no way currently, but if one can conceive of this artifact then one can conceive of another that is made to reverse the effects and return the desired qualities.”


You weren’t sure how to feel about that. “How simple would that be?”


“This artifact you are wearing has not been produced in over a thousand years. You would require an expert to assess it, and then agree to duplicate the array with some minor alterations, however even that is very, very difficult and unlikely.”


“Damn!” You clenched your fists tightly. The goblin had settled into a feeling of relief, but he was still on edge. Finally you just asked the important question. “You can remove it, can’t you?”


“In times past I would have.”


“In… times past?”


She motioned to herself. “In times past I was the High Priestess of the temple. I had the key to all such artifacts that were under the Temple’s dome. Now, I am exiled to this place and the Temple’s power has been surrendered to the Empress. They have the key… so long as they have kept it.”


“So we need to go all the way to the capital!?”


“I wouldn’t say so. If you are willing to stay, I can attempt to remove it using alternative means. I know the inner workings of these chokers like the back of my hand.”


“Anything you can do. I- I don’t know how much longer I can go on like this.”


The buxom woman opened her arms in front of you. “Poor thing. You are not alone.”


You gulped, feeling unable to resist standing up from your seat to approach her. You dropped to one knee and let her close her arms around you warmly. As you were comforted, the goblin was contemplative in the background, assessing the circumstances. Most of all, he was assessing the shape of the woman’s body and licking his lips. 


Chapter four






Chapter 29


Luriel had been alive since the very height of her people’s Empire when she was the High Priestess, a position that was only rivaled by her then counterparts, the imperial family. The temple had grown complacent during the retreat and lost much of its holdings, unable to reel them back in as the Empire shrunk to a fraction of its former glory. When it was done, her influence had dwindled and the goddess had already faded from a staple of each household's inner workings to a figurehead. Luriel was exiled shortly after. 


As she hugged you, only the goblin could see her inspecting the choker subtly. I thought they were all lost, but this could give me exactly what I need to even the score with the empress. We were once equals and now I have nothing. If I apply this to her and myself I will be able to take everything from her. She thought while eying the goblin. He was eying her, as well, and he was doing so quite intelligently. She stopped comforting you to hold you at arms length. You felt a bit weak in her arms, and for good reason. She had used numbing magic to comfort you. It was a common practice. Luriel was a virtuous woman, even though she had less-than virtuous intentions. She believed that the Hierarchy was rotten. She needed the chokers which meant she needed you and to some extent she needed the goblin.


“Has the creature taken much from you so far?” She asked.


“So much.” You responded calmly.


Luriel looked you over, your thinning frame, rounding face and soft jaw. She then happened to see the massive cock swinging between the goblin’s legs by accident. The priestess quickly turned her gaze away. “I have to warn you-”


“Yes?” She leaned in and listened as you spoke.


“Everything seems to go wrong. I am trying to keep it under control but something feels wrong. I’m not sure if I am actually keeping it at bay. I still have dreams that are difficult to confirm. They are blurry, but they seem impossible.”


She gripped your shoulders tightly, her nails digging in without intention. “The dreams should be believed. What do they show you?”


“It’s free at night with my friend, surrounded by elves. It’s taking advantage of them.”


Luriel’s brow furrowed. “By… elves?”


You nodded. “Wild elves.”


“Fiain?” She looked at the goblin. He was staring at her smugly with a carnal hunger that outstripped his size. She clicked her tongue and turned on her heel to strut up to the altar, a basin of water blessed by mana. She dipped a finger inside and stirred the water. While staring into it she was shown images of the forest closing in around a group of guards sent out from the tower. They were being decimated and prevented from retreating. “That is not good…” She considered your words. Wild elves working with a monster. With the choker being a factor it all fell into place before her.


“You were with the Fiain before you came here? The tribe to the south?”


“Yes.”


Luriel bit her bottom lip. The Fiain were not exactly allies to the temple, but they were closer to observing the old ways than the Hierarchy was. She mourned losing them to corruption. “They had you and let you go, even though you are a Hero?”


“How did you know I was a Hero, by the way?”


“Just answer me, please.” She asked with a calm forcefulness that directed you to obey.


“They did.”


Luriel stared at the goblin’s cock a little longer than she should have before turning away. “I see. It seems as though they have followed you here and are planning to try and aid that creature.”


“W-what? Why?”


“They value strength, survival and-” She huffed, hesitant to say that they valued cock size.


“And?”


“It is impure to speak of. My long-lost cousins have lost their purity after so many centuries apart.” The goblin cackled at that. She shot a look at him, and then at you. “It understands?”


“It- it seems to, yeah.” You offered, feeling a bit more hectic as the numbing magic began to wear off.


If I did not need the artifact to be intact I would be weighing whether it is worth ferrying a good soul into her arms rather than to allow this creature to continue on as it has been. She smiled at you weakly and said. “You must have been someone of great strength and respect. The choker’s effect has not been kind to you. I thought that I had time but we are in dire straits. Would you allow me to try something?”


“Please, priestess. I’m already in dire straits.”


“So it would seem.” She motioned you to a carpeted area behind the dais. “I need to lay both of you here. I can not reverse the effects of the choker but I can attempt to purify some of them if my Goddess allows it.”


“Really!?” You brightened. “Thank you!” The goblin fought the chain as you dragged him to the carpeted area as directed. He wanted no part in what was to come. “Dammit, hold still!”


“Please just hold it. I will attempt to use the Goddess's Mana to calm both of you at once.”


“Alright.” You struggled to restrain the goblin. You were stronger but he was smaller and far more difficult to nail down. It was frustratingly similar to trying to hold a cat that did not want to be held. Just as the priestess reached out with numbing mana to be applied to both you could feel the goblin slipping its small arms out of your grasp. “D-damn. Priestess just give me a-” It happened within the span of a second. Her hand was knocked up at the wrist, then pushed back to slap her own face when the goblin pushed her elbow. At the same time her other hand rested on you, effectively numbing both you and the priestess with the numbing magic.


“What?” She stared down at her own hand that had touched her, then at the goblin as he rifled through your pockets for the keys. You couldn’t bring yourself to react, only really noticing idly as the shackles that you used on him were haphazardly slapped to your wrist. The priestess also watched that happen with a dulled distress, unable to bring herself to react properly as the smug, malicious creature jumped onto her lap and tore her tight robes open from neck to navel. Her enormous tits immediately fell out of the torn garment and for a moment he dug into them with his tiny hands, eliciting small moans from the elf before he figured that there was far too little time to waste. He gave her tits a satisfying slap from the side, knocking them into one another like an executive office toy before he used them as a platform to stand on.


Luriel stared up with wide eyes as the goblin lifted his giant smelly cock over her face, casting a deep dark shadow. In the second that it loomed there she wondered passively How did this happen? before feeling very wet, dirty and aroused as the goblin dropped his cock over her elegant, porcelain white features. Reactions were dulled by her magic but arousal was not, nor was sense of smell. Nice things were purposefully kept, so she felt an odd shudder wash over her as she inhaled the powerful musk and felt his sweaty member being ground into her face as if she was being marked. He lifted it up and dropped it a few more times, as if slapping her with it. Each time the full length of it drooped over her head. She lost composure in her numbness and dizzily began licking it as it grew and stood up before her eyes. “So big…” She uttered breathily. “Big and smelly.”


You were a witness to all of that, watching as the goblin stood on her breasts and slapped her insistently with his cock until she began submissively licking it. It was a lot like living through one of your nightmares as you were unable to react to what was occurring right in front of you. “Priestess… stop.” You begged weakly.


“Huh?” She could barely bring herself to look away from the cock to acknowledge you. She planted a warm kiss in view of you right onto the tip of his member, shutting her eyes as she did. The warmth of it was almost overwhelming. “Mmm…” She smiled and breathed deeply into his scent.


Once he’d had his fun with the elf, the goblin was fully aware that he did not have much time left before the two of you came down from the magic, just based on his counting of the initial dose you received earlier. He quickly looked around the room for where he could do the most damage possible in the least amount of time. In an instant his eyes rested on the waters in the basin at the dais. He had no way of knowing as he climbed the stone pillar that held the enchanted marble basin, but the waters were ancient. They had been maintained and re-purified for centuries, with the water being at least in part the original water that was placed there once the structure was repurposed at the start of Luriel’s exile. It held great significance to those of the faith.


As he dipped his filthy cock and balls in the waters he had no way of knowing that they were like a direct connection to the Goddess herself. Although she was primarily a deity to the elves, Aenai was a Goddess of mana across the entire world. In niches where magic was a religious practice and not just a scholarly pursuit her influence arose and spread, and it had fallen in recent centuries but she was kept alive by small pockets of worship. The weakened Goddess was not aware of why there was such a bad taste in her mouth as the goblin dipped himself in her waters, but like a subtle decay it was noticed and forgotten about in the sea of other matters she had to draw her attention towards.


Before the Mana was set to dissipate from both your body and the priestess’s, the goblin hopped down and scurried off into the darkness of the manor. “No! Damn it!” You regained your senses too late, staring down at your bindings. You struggled to just break them with your strength, cursing Korrine’s craftsmanship as the chains refused. You turned to try and help the priestess as she sat on her plump behind, still stunned. Her face and lips were slick with goblin sweat, still. “Are you alright?”


“N-no.” She gathered herself to her feet. “Such humiliation.” The woman shuddered. You noticed her tits were fully out and quickly averted your gaze.


“If- if you don’t need my help, I need to go and warn the others.”


“Ye-yes of course. I just need to purify myself and then I will also help you search. The creature can’t have gotten far, but what we truly need to be aware of is its allies. They might be coming.”


“Noted!” You left the room, checking every shadow for any signs of the monster.


Luriel had not seen what the goblin had done to the waters. The goblin did not even know the damage he caused, as the malicious being simply assumed he was offering one final insult to injury, like knocking the dwarfs boots over after fucking her in her cot. As Luriel cupped the tainted water in her hands she drank some of it before splashing it over her face. She immediately recoiled as an unfamiliar flavour filled her mouth, acrid and slightly salty. She refused to spit out the water and swallowed it out of instinct, in spite of the odd flavour. “What?” She eyed the murky waters, noting that something was off with them. She was fed flashes of the image of her goddess on her knees before a fat ugly goblin man as he dipped his balls in her mouth before slapping her with his massive member. “What was that!?’ She touched the waters and tested them. Even a small cupped handful over her face felt like she was being slapped across the face with a sweaty member. The priestess shuddered and leaned on the basin for support as she suddenly felt weak between her legs. “O-oh. Oh no.”


With a hand over her heart she relived every second of humiliation that had occurred to her ten times over. When Luriel recovered she pulled herself up to her feet and stared down into the basin of water, dumbfounded. She stared and could see how strangely murky it was, and the scent wafting off it was unmistakable. She bent down, inhaled near the surface of the water and shuddered before leaning back and asking herself. “What in the world am I doing?” She covered her mouth and her nose and wondered aloud. “Are the waters ruined after all this time?” It wasn’t a simple thing to fix. For anything as important as the water within the basin she was beholden to the main temple, which was beholden to the Hierarchy. “Curses!” She slammed the side of the solid basin with her fist, causing the water to leap within. She grew weak again as the mistake caused the disturbed waters to waft out that same scent, as strong as ever as if it was producing it.


Luriel winced. She did not have time to stay and understand what was happening. Within the basin the goblin had unknowingly used Affinity to plant his own corruption within the holy waters and the Goddess's mana was replicating it alongside her own. “It is going to take more strength and time than I have right now to fix this.” She decided, rushing from the room with her arms over her chest. First she needed to return to her room for a change of clothes. 


Chapter five






Chapter 30


The goblin had already made his way out of the manor. The city was lit along its main arteries but the square that held the temple was sparsely populated and dimly lit by lamps. The lights were off in the buildings around it and the fountain was trickling quietly into its reservoir. He searched his memory for anything he wanted to use. A few things came to mind immediately in Haile and any of the elves, but he set aside his bottomless sex drive to think of more practical matters. The many magic item shops that lined the main roads. Those were in places where he would be conspicuous, but the capillaries that fed into them were shaded and almost completely unlit save for the same dull lamps that he could easily hide from. 


With that plan in motion he rushed into the shadows to carry it out only to be yanked jarringly in another direction. In an instant he was transported to a place that was far more well-lit than the street he was on. His eyes had no time to adjust so he pawed around, feeling polished tile. He also caught the scent of perfume before hearing the voice of a wizened woman.


“Slippery little thing.” Edina snapped her fingers. The artificial being that had reached through a stable portal to grab the goblin by his collar adjusted its grip to secure his arms and legs instead. Looking back at what was grabbing him in an attempt to bite or kick it, he saw smooth porcelain material shaped into arms, hands and a feminine frame connected through various complicated joints that lay in mechanisms beneath the porcelain shell. They were models for Edina’s work, and of course it could be said that such a complex thing was a bit much as a stand-in for a mannequin, the usefulness also spoke for itself.


Looking ahead while struggling the goblin saw a tall elven woman with dark violet hair and sparkling violet eyes swirling with blue. The Tower Matron of Heimkaiel was ancient and held many secrets within her labyrinth of a mind, one of which was the secret to containing massive stores of mana within her person. The woman was dressed rather lazily in a revealing nightgown that might as well have been woven from moonbeams themselves with how light and breezy it seemed to be. Beneath that she wore the vaguest attempt at modesty; a purple thong and some lacy stockings tied to a garter belt around her upper waist. She sipped wine as she observed the goblin, but mostly as she inspected the choker around his neck. Surprisingly, she spoke to him.


“Don’t look so stunned. I claimed ownership over you the moment you set foot in my walls. Now… owning a human is a bit complicated, but a goblin?” She smiled and sipped wine from a mug she was holding. “Especially owning a Hero…” She mumbled to herself, pacing back and forth. “This is still complicated. The first chance in over a hundred years I’ve had to study Affinity.” Violet brows lifted a bit excitedly. “First time in a thousand I’ve had an opportunity to control it.” The goblin wondered if she was expecting an answer, but quickly realised that Edina was more or less just muttering to herself. “Ironic for an artificer such as myself to not have it. I always thought that it’s what blacksmiths must feel, giving their masterworks away due to never being able to use them to the fullest themselves. It is the piece of the puzzle that I’ve always lacked and here it is, with a few complications.”


Edina was an odd elf. The goblin did not need to know her for even a minute to be able to tell that she was eccentric. The woman spoke out loud to herself in common as if it was her native tongue, she walked around her tower half-naked within a see-through nightgown and her haven within the tower was piled high with books that started from the floor and reached the ceiling. All shelves were empty, despite hypothetically being able to hold some of her things. Within the sea of unorganised books and papers were oases of forgotten, half-finished projects. The goblin put together very quickly that his original goals, the magic shops that he’d passed by, were here if he could manage to break free from the grasp of the automaton that was holding him.


“The choker can randomly kill my subject. That is not ideal. If I could kidnap a human Hero I would have ages ago. No… I need to remove the choker and add it to my collection, because it is interesting, but that is not the focus. Set that aside for now, Edina. Let’s see… I need to either preserve the little monster after I find a way to remove the choker or I need to-” She squinted as the goblin’s massive member rose before her eyes. “Well. Good for you, I suppose.” She offered sheepishly, stepping back and also covering her nose and mouth. It was some combination of her being so close, her perfume and her simply being a female within a few yards of him. He hadn’t fucked in a little while so his cock was pulsing with need like a flexing muscle. The sight of it distracted her and had her taken aback to such an extent that she lost her train of thought. “What was I saying?” she asked herself, becoming incredibly perplexed as the goblin tauntingly swung his hips back and forth in order to swing his cock in front of her. “What in the- now that is a bit much, don’t you think? Can you stop?” He shook his head.


“Wait, you can understand me?” He nodded. “Are you intelligent?” He nodded again, but she rolled her eyes. “Well of course you would say that.” He glared at her in response to that. “Oh, that annoyed you?” He nodded. She smirked and asked. “Because it was a pointless question?” He nodded. “Fair point, then. Hmm. Does this change things?” He nodded, causing her to wave at him dismissively. “I wasn’t asking you! Though, it does change things slightly.” Getting closer, Edina asked sweetly. “Are you willing to cooperate?” He shrugged. “That means maybe, I think? Well what do you want?” The mage opened a portal right in front of the goblin’s eyes in a similar way to how Melisia opened one within her robes. That type of action immediately stood out to him, so he locked in on what she was doing in such a way that it even caught her attention as she withdrew a gem from the portal and presented it.


“Do you like jewels? No? Well then what is it you’re- The portal?” Edina chuckled. “This is my spatial storage. I am able to access it within this room. Most only work within a very limited space, like a bag or a piece of clothing but due to my own tinkering with the concept I have done away with that limitation.” She added quietly. “Though I suppose the mana of the tower does help quite a bit in that reg-” Before her eyes she watched a portal into her storage open up beneath him and the porcelain automaton she had built. Both fell through immediately and soon after the portal closed before she could so much as react. “Even with affinity someone would need to have experience manipulating a spatial storage device.” She remarked, opening her own way into the comparatively giant space to take a look. Within it she saw the automaton but not the goblin. “Intriguing.”


Edina turned in response to feeling new ways opening up within her room. The place was so cluttered that she would have trouble finding such a small, fast creature if she did not have other measures prepared. They were not prepared for goblins exactly, but any type of vermin. Several fractal stars of shrinking and expanding right-angle lines formed at the very height of the ceiling and immediately descended towards the small creature. Edina waited, slowly turning to follow them only to see as each one of the spells that sprang rose into the air with a caged book or contraption that had gotten in the way. The rest seemed to change direction and become confused with where they were going. “Running in and out of the spatial storage seamlessly like little tunnels? Quite clever, but I will just have to make it easier.” She raised both hands, opening several portals all throughout that she maintained and prevented from being closed. Instantly the traps all split up, entering and exiting different tunnels as they attempted to reach and collide with their target. The mage smiled approvingly as they gained on the little monster. Her expression became a bit more flustered as they continued to fail to catch him, instead just turning up more objects that had gotten in the way, triggering even more to descend and give chase. Edina opened more portals to make it even more difficult to escape to any corner of either the room or the storage and then at the height of her distraction she let out a yelp as she stepped into a hole while turning and lost balance.


“What in the-” She glanced down to see that her leg had fallen into a portal. The woman gasped again as she was pulled thigh deep into it with surprising strength along with the other leg which soon joined it. Before she even understood what was happening or how, as she released all of the portals she was sustaining, her vision of the room faded and was replaced by a view with an odd perspective within her own special storage. She was not able to see her arms and legs but she could feel them being restrained somewhere. Edina looked down to see her head was disembodied within the storage. “I’ve been stuffed through a portal?” The mage’s eyes widened. She looked up to see the goblin wandering towards her and she attempted to cast a spell at him, but she was unable to figure out in which direction her arms were facing, and even on which axis they were. “This- this is very troubling.” She grunted, struggling with bonds as he picked up her head.


“Wait! You can move portals freely within the spatial storage?” He nodded. “Well I suppose I’d always thought it possible, but the energy required- Ah, affinity, of co-” Getting annoyed at how distracted she was, the goblin bludgeoned her face with his erect cock to get her attention. “Ow! What do you want!?” He grinned down at her maliciously, flashing many small sharp teeth. Edina gulped. “Oh, uhm…Apologies!” He seemed to approve of her submissive demeanour but she was willing to play along. She was placating him while she attempted to sort out through trial and error where she was spatially in all positions. “What can I help you with?” She asked politely while fiddling with the restraints on her wrists. They felt like simple cloth, though she was just a simple weak woman. She tried fire, then yelped as the heat licked her and left the fabric completely unharmed. “Curse my practical tastes…” She muttered, looking up at him again. “O-oh! Yes, as I was saying, how may I help you?”


He chuckled, holding up a scroll canister. She watched him quizzically, wincing as he dumped the contents and tossed them for no reason before replacing the cap. “Come on. There is genuinely no reason to m-make a mess.” She felt an odd sensation and then saw what it was. Within the circle at the end of the canister her mouth and nose were present, poking through a portal. “Uhm, what is the purpose of this?” She asked, elven ears twitching as they felt it strange to hear herself speak a foot away. She squirmed uselessly when the goblin took the canister and held it up to the end of his cock. She could watch with wide, misty eyes as her lips were pressed up against the broad tip of his dick. Her nose, which was directly over it, could smell it as well. “N-no no! Wait I- Uuhng-” She could feel his cock pushing between her soft, vulnerable lips, but she could also see it and think. Those are mine. Those are my lips wrapped around his cock. As he carelessly pulled the canister down over his length like a fleshlight. It did occur to her. I am being used as a sex toy! It was so distracting that she lost track of her arms and legs all over again. No! Damn… Her eyes twitched as his cock pressed against the back of her throat insistently. Each time it failed to push deeper she would gag and make a lewd groaning noise before he tried again, harder, until finally her muscles simply gave up and allowed the goblin to fully use her throat in the way he wanted. I-It’s tight. Edina thought, feeling his cock hollow out her throat.


Mercifully, after she saw her lips kiss the base of his dick he slowly drew it out of her like pulling a sword from a sheath. It looked like that with the way he held the canister. She was astonished by the sheer length and thickness of cock that was being pulled from her lips as she watched in profile. Th-that was inside me all the way? As soon as it was drawn out an uncontrollable wave of bile spilled from her lips onto the floor of the storage. He shook it out as if he was shaking out the canister itself and she could feel actual inertia pulling saliva and fluids from her lips. He pushed his fingers into her mouth unceremoniously, scrubbing the inside of her mouth as she spat and asked. “W-what are y-you doi- Eugh-” She gagged as his fingers pushed down her throat, probing it as well as every other inch of her mouth until finally she started to crack. “Please… please s-stop… Please!” She could see him motioning to her with his tongue. “W-what?” She realised quickly that he was directing her. “Okay.”


She began licking his finger obediently as they pushed between her lips. They closed tightly around them and she sucked on them as well. An oddly arousing and terrifying thought crossed her mind as she watched the way her mouth was moving, almost as if it was separate from her. It’s like he’s programming a magical item, teaching it how to behave. It is working. She had to follow his directions otherwise he would keep doing uncomfortable things in her mouth. Willingly by her estimation, she allowed her mouth to be conditioned. In a mere matter of minutes, out of fear of gagging and being gagged or having things shoved up her nose Edina had allowed her mouth to be transformed. She stopped controlling her saliva and relaxed her throat. Her lips were kept open in a wide, waiting ‘O’ that was constantly drooling and her tongue was available, always responding to anything that got close to her lips.


Happy with the result the goblin manipulated the canister to the tip of his cock. Instinctively Edina sucked on it lewdly and wetly, licking out at every part of it she could with her tongue. When he fed more of his length into the elven fuckhole she greedily sucked it down and tightened her lips, swallowing it into her slick throat. This time he fucked her throat, not allowing her any air. He-he is trying to kill me… She thought as he fucked her right down into her belly, finally cumming directly into her stomach as she lost consciousness due to lack of air. 


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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