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Chapter 1 - Moving in 






"Alright, I'm finally done!" I shouted into the forest, unable to contain my bubbling excitement having finished moving into my new home.  




Luck had been on my side when I discovered a great hollow not far into the Weeping Expanse. Great hollows, as their name implied, made for perfect homes for witches like myself. Especially since their roots inhibited the growth of other trees, I could use the circle of open space to plant my herbs and build a ranch for magical critters. 




There was still the issue of sparse vegetation and detritus that I needed to remove first. Left alone they could destroy my precious herb gardens in no time. Furthermore, I wasn't too familiar with the Weeping Expanse's wildlife. It might be a good idea to set up wards. 




"Nyaa~" Rio, my black cat familiar brushed against my leg, purring. 




"Hehe, aww. Are you excited about your new home, too?" I asked, reaching down to scratch his ears. "Go on inside first, I still need to get a few things done out here." 




"Prrr…nya!" 




At the edge of the clearing, I held up my staff and focused. "Enu… shal-atreev!" 




Red energy pulsed from the red gem set within the gnarled root of my staff. It expanded outward, filling the space and disturbing the leaves like a gust of wind blowing through the forest. I knelt down to a bunny skittering at the edge of the invisible barrier. It looked confused, cocked its head left, then right, and finally darted away. 




For the second barrier, I plunged five enchanted wards evenly spaced around the clearing. The first barrier should act as a minor deterrent, and the wards would emulate a dragon's presence to scare off larger monsters. Ideally, they should scare off creatures with intelligence less than that of humans. 




"Ellori!" 




Three boys that I recognized from the farming village of Durai came running to me with baskets in their hands. They passed through both the barrier and wards without being affected— as was expected. Each of them carried a woven basket that emitted a honey-like aroma reminding me I hadn't eaten yet. 




"Jonah, Mallory, and Ulric? What are you three doing here?" I asked as they skidded to a stop. 




Jonah, the oldest of the trio, flashed a toothless grin, handing me his basket. The other two followed suit, encumbering me with the extra baggage. 




"Ma said to welcome you to the Kingdom of Parthun with our signature honey bread," Jonah said. 




"Thank you so much! Rio and I can't wait to try them." I knelt down to pat each of them on the head. 




"It's the least we can do after you cured our farm animals." Jonah tackled me with a hug, burying his face into my chest and nearly knocking off my hat. 




"Ah, wait—!"  




In trying to catch myself, I had fallen on my butt with the boy clinging to me. 




"My grandma wouldn't be here if it wasn't for your alchemy!" 




"And my family's crops are growing better than ever thanks to you!" 




Mallory and Ulric also dove in for a hug. It was hard to resist their cute faces. If they were older, I might have invited all three of them in for a romp as thanks for delivering me their gifts.  




"Hyah?!" As their embracing hands felt up my back, a stray pair reached down to stroke my butt. It wasn't an accident either, the fingers were deliberately groping where they can, trying to get under the split of my robes. I know they were young and raging hormones robbed the better of their reasoning but... "Okay, boys… that's enough." 




The three of them released me, and I was able to pick myself up to preserve my dignity. Their innocent faces were probably a guise all along. 




"While you're here, maybe the three of you would like to see what a witch's home looks like?" I offered. 




"We'd like to, but…" Jonah and the others cast their eyes to the ground. "Parents don't want us staying out too late." 




I laid my staff down to ruffle each of their messy hair. "Your parents know best. I'll show you my new home another time. Now be good boys and head home." 




"Kay!" 




The three of them raced off, but Jonah turned around and shouted back, "Next time you visit, you can stay with my family!!" 




"No fair, Jonah! Hogging Ellori to yourself!" Mallory protested. 




"We could have a sleepover instead!" Ulric shouted in response, playing the diplomacy card. 




"Goodness." I shook my head as the boys scurried away bickering amongst each other.  




Picking up my stuff, I took a quick look around to confirm everything I needed to do outside was complete. Since everything was in order, I made my way home to retire for the day. It would be a good idea to report to Headmistress Anora. 




I stepped inside to the candlelit interior of the great hollow that was my new home. The entrance served as a small foyer which doubled up as the kitchen and dining area. Beyond it, on a floor two steps elevated from the base, led directly into my laboratory where my alchemy cauldron rests inert. To my right were curved stairs along the interior trunk of the tree which led to the second floor where my bed was. 




At first glance, the place was quaint and cozy just how I wanted it. No wasted space, and extra space was available if I so needed it. More of the tree could be hollowed out above my bed to create additional rooms. But I was only one witch, and Rio was just a kitten. This much space was fine. 




I discarded my shoes by the door and left the basket of bread on the kitchen table. Immediately I changed out of my robes and into a silken gown. The robes issued to us by the Academy upon graduation was way too tight around my chest. Before I left the city of Grathir, I had taken it to a tailor to add laces to the back. That way I was able to wear it more loosely. Even then, it was still hard to breathe. 




Fortunately, I'm no longer in school. I'd become an official witch, and I can wear whatever I wanted at home. I tied off the gown with a loose knot on my waist and sat down on my mahogany wood couch.  




"Ahh… I feel so free. No nagging instructors, no daily assignments… oh, right. I still have to make my report." 




Preparing the alchemical reagents.to make contact with Headmistress Anora took but a moment. 




"Pinch of ground mandragora… scorpion's tail… and dried snake venom." I tossed the ingredients into the cauldron, and a puff of purple smoke billowed out from it. The gas begins to coalesce and thicken into a round glass-like frame.  




The stern face of my Headmistress came into view with a scowl. "Ellori? Is that you?" 




"Yes, Headmistress! It's Ellori Farrowghast reporting that I have completed moving—" 




"What the hell took you so long?" the Headmistress shouted all too clearly, almost as though she was standing right next to me. "You are the final one to report in, and the last witch to report to me was two days ago!" 




"I-I'm that late?" I apologized profusely, the fear of reprisal still fresh in my mind from back when I was still attending the academy. 




Headmistress put a hand to her head, making note of something below the visible screen. "Doesn't matter. Are you settling well into the countryside of Parthun?" 




"Actually, I made residence in the Weeping Expanse. The capital is only a short ride away, and I'm in close contact with the farming village of Durai," I explained. 




"Already friendly with the locals, huh? I expected nothing less." Her tone shifted to match her scholarly demeanor. "They will be under your protection, so make sure not to bring shame to the Witch's Academy." 




She gave an approving nod, her eyes still fixated in jotting down everything from the interview. I dipped away and came back with a basket of pastries that was baked for me. "Yes, Headmistress. I've made good relations with the villagers at Durai. They even baked me a batch of bread!" 




"Good start, but Parthun is situated in a precarious spot. A lot of magical beasts prowl the area wreaking havoc along the countryside. The Elder Board has detected an upsurge in activity of magical lines underground there. For you to make residence between Parthun and the Weeping Expanse is perfect." 




A sense of dread filled my heart. That meant I had to fight, and I didn't like fighting. If there was ever a way to resolve things peacefully, that's the path I preferred to take. "Are… are you sure it was fine to assign me here?" 




Headmistress' eyes flashed with surprise. "Out of everyone else, I think you were the best choice." 




"D-Do you really think so?" I asked, perhaps letting my excitement show a little too much.  




Headmistress rarely gave out compliments, but she wasn't afraid to do so when it was deserved. 




"You're studious and creative, it's the perfect combination for you to handle Parthun. Which leads me to what I need you to do— study the wildlife, plant life, and any lifeforms that have some semblance of intelligence in the Weeping Expanse. It's uncharted territory, but this is a chance for you to really become recognized within the witch's community." 




The weight of her words bore down on my shoulder. But being relied on by the Headmistress and the kingdom of Parthun, I had no choice but to do my best.  




"Of course! You can count on me," I declare loud enough to startle Rio from his resting place on an empty shelf. 




"Good," Headmistress said, nodding her head. "Keep a journal. Start writing down everything. I want details down to seasonal changes, migratory patterns, and even mating habits and sexual customs of demihumans in the Weeping Expanse. Everything." 




"Eh?" My mind replays what she said. "What was that last part?" 




"Everything?" she repeats. 




"No, before that," I continue to press her, my mind going white. 




"Mating habits and sexual customs?" 




I gulped hard. "... and what is that supposed to entail?" 




"The usual observation, experimenting, collecting samples, and first-hand research," she answered as though it weren't an outrageous thing to say. 




Now I was getting lightheaded. "Ahaha… surely you must not mean—" 




"I do," she says with a stony expression. 




I swallowed hard and nearly choked on my spit. "D-D-D-Doesn't that mean you want me to— ?!" 




"Don't forget, Ellori. Your reputation as a witch and Pathun's safety is in your hands. Anora, out." 




The gas dissipated before I had any more chances to protest. The contents of what she said continued to replay in my mind. 




"Nyaaaauuu~" Rio, as though sensing my distress, waddled over to my side. 




"Rio, the Headmistress wants me to do weird things!" I complain to him, picking him up into my arms. 




"Nyaa?" My familiar's head tilted to one side and began to struggle out of my grasp. I let him back on the floor along with a piece of the bread for him to eat. 




"Well… straight to work, I guess." 









Chapter 2 - The Headmistress' Seedlings 






"Okay! Headmistress Anora wanted me to plant these weird seeds, so let's get this done." I wiped the sweat from my brow, marvelling at the freshly tilled patch of dirt before me. 





The earthy smell of upturned dirt tickled at my nose, a stark contrast to the smoky atmosphere of Grathir, the city in which the Witch's Academy resided in. I woke up in the morning filled with energy, eager to work to the sound of birds chirping and rustling trees. If I was still in Grathir, I would have rolled over in my bed, pillow covering my head to drown out the sound of creaky wagons and hollering merchants. 




Here, in the midst of nature with magic-rich soil all around, I was at peace.  




I poured out a handful of reddish seeds, tossing them across the plot. The seeds came to life and dug themselves into the soil. Next, I emptied the growth-enhancing serum and with my staff, conjured a small rain cloud to sprinkle water over it. 




Soon, the sproutlings began to emerge from the wet patch. 




"Rio, look! It's working! My growth serum works!" I shouted to my familiar, who watched from the door of the house. 




"Nraaa… hiss!" Rio started hissing at something. He only did this when he sensed I'm in danger, but what could— 




A slimy tentacle wrapped around each of my legs, crawling up to my thighs. "Oh, no… Headmistress?!" 




I tried to conjure a spell, but another tentacle sprouted from the ground and wrenched my staff from my hand. The patch of dirt became a minefield of squiggling tentacles. 




Headmistress Anora never told me anything about tentacle plants. What was she thinking, giving these to me? 




There had to be a way out of this. My staff was taken away, so my ability to quick cast spells has been hampered. As long as I had movement in my hands to perform somatic casting, and speech to incant words, I could still get out of this. I only needed to speak the words—  




"Enu… faltra cuma ha— mmmph?!" A tentacle lodged into my mouth, silencing me from finishing the incantation. 




I was at the mercy of living plants. 




The tentacles around my legs secreted a sticky substance. It was warm and oddly relaxing. The one in my mouth tasted bitter. Veiny ridges tickled my throat. A wet sensation brushed against my thighs and pushed against my crotch.  




"Mmm! Nhmmh!"  




Was this plant going to do what I think it's doing? 




I was beginning to lose strength. The more I struggled, the more the vine-like tentacles stimulated my body. The one at my crotch was rubbing me so gently, I almost wanted it to keep going. Powerless to free myself, I may have to let it happen. 




Below me, my familiar was chewing on a tentacle in vain until one of them grabbed him and chucked him away.  




"Mraaaauuu!" 




More tentacles joined in the assault, pulling my robes down, tearing away my underwear. They groped with feely tendrils, sticky appendages fondled my breasts and teased my nipples. 




It was beginning to feel so good, I didn't want it to stop. 




"Gulp… mmh…gulp…gulp…!" The tentacles began to throb with intensity. It's then I noticed a tiny hole at the end of each tentacle. They ejaculated thick liquid, soaking my entire body in the white substance. No matter how much I swallowed the one in my mouth, it continued to expel the substance down my throat until I was finally let go and dropped onto a puddle of it. 




"Ugh...cough— cough!" 




As though satisfied with their handiwork, the tentacles retreated into the ground and only the tip of their heads remained visible on the topsoil. I felt strange after ingesting whatever that was.  




They brought me so close that I became lightheaded, but didn't finish all the way. Somehow, I was more rejuvenated than I was a few minutes ago. 




"Rio!" I called out to my kitten. 




My little familiar floated listlessly in the air and meowed. He sniffed at the substance, made a face, and then decided to head back into the house. 




"Haahh… next time I report to the Headmistress, I'm giving her a piece of my mind…" I promised myself. 




After cleaning myself up and collecting the substance, I came away with four full jars of the white substance. It had an earthy smell and tasted bitter, but after some experiments I discovered that it possessed incredible healing properties. It was probably why I felt a lot more rejuvenated from consuming it. 




I could synthesize these into restoration potions, but at current, I was missing some key ingredients. 




"Come to think of it, Headmistress Anora left me a whole lot of seeds. Some of them aren't labeled, and others have names I don't recognize."  




I opened the container the Witch's Academy had given to me before I left for the Kingdom of Parthun. The seeds that had grown into tentacles were from this box, too. 




I picked up a pouch labeled, 'Use only in emergency!' 




Emergency? What sort of emergency?! Could it be Headmistress Anora expected me to just plant them all and find out like the tentacle seeds?  




Consulting the Headmistress was probably the best. I mixed the same ingredients to make contact with the Witch's Academy. Headmistress Anora's face popped up with a long pipe in her mouth.  




"Oh, Ellori. How goes it?" she asked, blowing a puff of smoke in the direction of the screen. 




I held up the container of seeds for her to see. "I planted one of your seeds and almost had a heart attack!" 




Headmistress laughed, the pipe clacked around her teeth. She clearly knew what was going to happen and neglected to tell me on purpose. 




"Make sure to write your experience down. Did you do the rest?" She had the audacity to lecture me despite pulling an unprofessional joke on me. 




"No! Why would I?!" I pulled out the many pouches from the container and demanded to know what they were. "Can you at least tell me what each of these are before I plant them?" 




"Hmmm." She leaned in so close her monocled eye took up the entire image. "Oh!" 




"You remember?" I asked, breathing a sigh of relief. 




"I forgot," she answers curtly. 




I about near kicked over the alchemy cauldron. "You forgot?!" 




"More specifically, I think I mislabeled them and forgot to label some others," she remarked unapologetically. 




"What kind of Headmistress are you?" I asked, the question directed at myself rather than her. 




Knock! Knock! Knock! 




"Sorry, Headmistress. Looks like I have a visitor, but don't think I'm done with you yet. Ellori, out." I ended the communication spell and raced over to the door. 




A Durai village guard bowed as he saw me. There was a horse behind him, and the face full of sweat clued me in that he was in a hurry. 




"Miss Ellori, there's been a kidnapping in the village and we would like your help!" he announced in a panic. 




I had Rio fetch a glass of water which I offered to the guard. He gratefully accepted it, drank the glass in a single gulp, and spent a moment catching his breath. 




"Slowly. What happened?" I asked, laying a hand on his shoulder to put him at ease. 




"We've always had trouble with the goblins of the Weeping Expanse. Mostly they steal crops and livestock, but in recent months they've started kidnapping women," he explained. 




"Another woman was kidnapped this time?" 




"Yes." His face turned a little red. "The women usually return unharmed, it's just that, uh… the goblins have a very different kind of appetite." 




Eager to help, I urged him to go on. "How do you mean?" 




"They prey on the women to…ahem, sate their carnal desires," he answered, a mix of repulsion and curiosity was written all over his voice. "Some of the women have even been reported to go missing for days at a time— on their own volition." 




My mind drew a blank."H-How am I supposed to take care of them?" 




"Please, Miss Ellori. You're the only one we can count on. The King of Parthun won't send his soldiers, and the goblins tear us village guards apart to shreds on sight," he pleaded. 




"Okay," I agreed, sighing. "I'll think of something. But I can't do anything about the girls that voluntarily go to the goblins." 




"Thank you, thank you so much! We know some of the goblin villages make their homes along rivers. Those are your best places to look." The guard thanked me again and left on horseback. 




"If I'm not careful, those goblins will end up feasting on me…" 




It didn't take long to get ready. I stored a few potions into my satchel and I was ready to go. I stuffed the seedling pouch labeled for emergency into my bag, as well. They may prove useful in a fight. After all, what was more of an emergency than that? 




The important thing was not to hurt the goblins too much. Protecting the balance between nature and human civilization was part of the Witch's Academy's code. Our covenant asked us to be guardians, not murders. We weren't the same witches centuries ago. 




As long as they didn't get violent, I shouldn't have to resort to violence either. 




Which begged the question of how I was going to save the women?









Chapter 3 - Goblins 






Rio and I ventured into the Weeping Expanse. As the name implied, the forest was vast and reaching. Trees towered over us, dwarfing giants and mountains. The overgrowth of thick branches created an elevated layer for wildlife to thrive upon. I struggled to keep steady trekking through large roots that gnarled over each other like nature's veins. 




Not a half an hour into the journey, and we found a river with an encampment of goblins. They lived in brittle huts made of branches and animal fur. A primitive lifestyle, but one that allowed them to survive for as long as they have.  




There looked to be about fifteen in total inside. Others may still be out hunting, so it was possible their numbers were greater. 




One of the goblins led a naked human woman by a chain around her neck. They ordered her on her hands and knees and poked her ass with their erect penises. Another one reached down to play with her breasts. Before long, it was a full on gangbang, and the woman could do nothing but accept her fate. 




I wanted to go in and save her, but I needed to know more before I attacked. If I wasn't careful, I may end up in her position.  




I offered an apologetic prayer to the gods above for forsaking the woman, and proceeded to bide my time. 




It felt like we had waited for ages. The goblins were still going at it. At some point, the woman began to sexually pleasure them of her own volition with a smile on her face. She was in a sex craze, and didn't stop despite how filthy and cum-covered she had gotten. 




"Did… did I make a mistake? Should I have gone in sooner?" I asked myself out loud, fearing the consequences of not acting sooner. 




Even Rio had fallen asleep by my side waiting. 




"At this rate I'm going to lose Durai's women to a bunch of goblins." 




I swallowed hard and began inching forward, weaving between the thick trees for cover, and laying low in the undergrowth. By the time I came within earshot, the gangbang had concluded. 




The goblins pulled the woman into one of the larger shacks, and then locked it with a wooden panel. That must be where the other women were being kept.  




Many of the goblins were going to sleep, laying on cots and pelts strewn out on the forest floor. Sleeping out in the open was going to make it difficult for me to approach any closer. 




However, I hadn't seen any patrols return yet, which meant their numbers remained a solid fifteen. The next problem was how to get the women out of that shack without alerting the entire camp. 




Rio and I waited until the last of the goblins went to sleep, but two remained awake to keep watch— one by the shack, and another by their food stores.  




I snuck up behind the one next to the shack and cracked a slumber vial at his feet. After a few seconds, he dropped to the ground unconscious.  




Anora wanted me to study everything I can about the Weeping Expanse. It might be a good idea to bring a sample back with me.  




I pulled the goblin into a brush and pressed an empty magic crystal to his forehead. He must be young, there weren't any warts on his face indicative of older goblins. An innocent sleeping face stared back at me, making me feel guilty that I may have to experiment on him for the sake of witchcraft. 




Ancient power words flowed from my lips, spurning the crystal to shine. My staff hovered just above the goblin's head, and suddenly, his entire form dissolved and seeped into the crystal. 




Rio picked it up in his mouth and dropped it into my hands. 




"Whew. Another task off the checklist." 




I turned my attention back to the hardest part. 




The door of the shack wasn't well-reinforced. When I pulled away the plank to open the door, I'm met with the sight of five naked women. Some of them were asleep, but one was awake, furiously masturbating with a deranged look on her face. 




"I'm here to help." I spoke quietly and stirred each of them awake. 




The women were all happy to see me. It looked like they had grown weak from malnourishment, but nothing a restoration potion couldn't fix for now. I gave one to each of them and ushered them outside. There was still the horny one that refused to leave. 




"Guide these other girls back home, okay?" I asked Rio. 




"Nyau!" 




Rio and the other women disappeared into the forest. All that was left was one. Upon closer inspection, this was the woman that was brought in today.  




"Oh, goodness. It's my fault you're like this." 




I patted her face, trying to get her to snap out of it, but she didn't stop. The goblins must have given her something.  




Left with no other choice, I cracked the second slumber vial on her. She fell asleep in no time, but just as I'd gotten her onto my back, the door swung open. 




A goblin walked through the door, pulling off his loincloth to reveal an erect green dick. "Hehe… time to play— wait, you no meat slave!" 




"Crap!" 




Before I got a spell off, he ran back outside to cause a ruckus. 




A fight was inevitable at this point. I ran out of the shack and prepared a spell.  




"Thundra vas o'rea!" I shouted to the winds. 




Lightning surged across the ground, stunning the goblins and sending them back to unconsciousness. Some of them were fried to a crisp, while others convulsed on the ground.  




"Rraaagh!" 




A goblin jumped from atop the shack and latched onto my back. Another recovered from his paralysis and tackled me from the front, knocking my staff away. The one on my back began to hump me, his cock poked at my butt through my robes. I tried to throw them off, but their combined weight wrestled me to the ground. 




Two pairs of hands began to strangle me. Their claws dug into my neck, and I struggled to catch my breath. 




The more I struggle, the harder they squeezed. At this rate, I was going to pass out. 




I had to… think of something… 




I came to consciousness with a throbbing headache and wrists bound behind me. 




"Ugh… my head… wait, the goblins?!" 




I was on the ground, hands tied behind a wooden post. All of my clothes and equipment were gone. The surviving goblins stared at me with lecherous eyes violating every inch of my body. Their erect cocks twitched with impatience. 




The rope was tied in such a way that I could barely move my fingers. If only they had done it properly, I could cast a spell using somatic gestures.  




"Boob witch, big boobs!" one of them shouted. 




The goblins continued this embarrassing chant. One of them knelt down to grope my breasts. He pinched both nipples and tugged on them, the sensation instantly sent me over into an orgasm.  




"Guh! Stop, you'll— ahh… ah, aaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!!!" 




The tentacles from earlier had left my body extra sensitive. I hadn't masturbated in a week because I was busy moving in. It was as though my body craved to be tormented.  




Two goblins pulled open my legs, revealing my glistening crotch. Between the orgasm and them playing with my breasts had made me soaking wet. I couldn't help it, as embarrassing as it was. This humiliation was turning me on. 




One of them stuck his face between my legs and started licking my wet cunt. The abrupt sensation nearly gave me another orgasm. I couldn't let them know I was excited. It would only encourage them. But the more his tongue assaulted my entrance, the more I writhed in pleasure. 




The goblin reared his head back and sneered. "Boob witch in heat! Hahaha!" 




The other goblins immediately crowded around me, striking my face with their cocks, poking my cheek, and using my hand to jerk them off. 




"Please, don't—mmph?!" A stinky cock shoved into my mouth and started violating my throat. He had to be pent up because he came quick and shot a load down my gullet. Another quickly took his place in my mouth, not even giving me a chance to spit out the cum. 




Their cocks were by no means large, but the smell was intoxicating. And there were so many of them lining up to do the same. The second one pulled out and ejaculated on my face. 




"Cough— hahh… cough! No more…!" I pleaded, but they weren't listening.  




To them, I was just a piece of meat to be fucked. One of the goblins slapped his veiny green member on top of my pussy, spreading the juices to lubricate himself. 




Were they really going to have sex with me? Like they did to that girl in the shack? Was I going to go crazy just like her? I didn't want this at all. 




There had to be some way to preserve my dignity. Sex with a goblin was not on my to-do list. They seemed to like breasts so maybe I could entice them with something else. 




"You like boobs, right? How about I pleasure you with my breasts?" I asked. 




Each of the goblins tilted their heads in confusion. "Boobs? No hole." 




"How that?" another asked. 




"Boob witch stalling. Fuck her!" the one between my legs shouted. 




He inserted the tip of his cock into my twitching pussy. They really were going to gangbang me if I didn't do something. 




"Boobjobs! If… if I squish your dicks between my breasts, I promise it will feel really good!" I exclaimed, trying to boob angle again. 




"Boobs? How feel good?" Much to my relief, he pulled out and began slapping his cock on my breasts. 




They started playing with them even more. Grimey hands kneaded with more intensity, fingers pinched and mouths sucked on the nipples. I climaxed two more times before they finally got it right. The goblin pushed my breasts together, squeezing them on his dick and started thrusting his hips. 




"Oooh!"  




The revelation came to them all at once. The one getting a tittyfuck has his head reared back in bliss. Suddenly, his dick started throbbing and his body quivered. Thick cum spurted from the tip, coating my already wet face and chest with his load. 




"Eugh… it has such a strong smell…" I spat out a bit that got into my mouth. 




"Squishy boobs, good! Big boob witch!" he said, slapping my breasts hard. 




Another one took his place in front of my chest to do the same. One by one they took turns until I'm covered in their cum. I was safe for now, but it meant nothing if I couldn't free myself. Eventually, they would go for my pussy again, and I'd be powerless to stop them. 




"Never had squishy big boobs like boob witch!" 




"Make pregnant. Squishier boobs when pregnant!" 




"No, wait! I can make you feel even better," I begged again.  




The goblins mumbled amongst themselves. "Boobs better than hole?" 




"I can…" I swallowed hard. "...service you more easily if you let me go…" 




They mumbled even more. 




"It trap?" one of them wondered aloud. 




"Boob witch released females," another added. 




"Risk release boob witch?" 




I couldn't believe the boob angle was working, but it was my best bet at getting them to free me. 




"I just need to be able to use my hands and mouth," I told them. 




"Oooooh!" They all seemed like the sound of that. 




One of them cut me loose from the post. I made a mental note of where my belongings were— behind them, next to the campfire. Acting now and failing would get me tied up again. I might be able to use my friends, but it only took one of them to grab my arms to stifle my spellcasting. Once their guards were down, I could make a break for my staff and take them out with another thundra. 




"Boob witch, get to work!"  




A goblin laid on the ground with his dick erect like a pole. 




"Uweh… this is not how I expected my encounter with goblins from the Weeping Expanse to go down..." I mutter. 




I bent down and engulfed a cock between my breasts. Using their cum as lubricant, I gave him a boobjob while teasing the tip with my tongue. He looked like he was in complete ecstasy. It's clear to me they never had a tittyfuck before. The technique worked him up real fast and he orgasmed in no time. 




A sneaky goblin snuck behind me and rubbed his cock against my butt cheeks. I kicked him away and scolded him, "If you cum now and get soft, you won't be able to experience this." 




"Me, next! Me next!" The goblins lined up and pushed each other to get to the front. As I got to work on the next one, I realized I might be stuck here for a while. Not counting the unconscious ones, there were eight left. 




If they came as fast as the first one, I should get done in no time. Hopefully.  




As I thought that, the one I made cum lined back up at the end for a second round, his member was still hard and ready to go. Just how many loads were they carrying in those testicles of theirs? 




After what felt like an eternity, I was finally at the last one. He grabbed my head, shoved his dick into my throat, and let loose a load larger than the rest. 




"Gulp…! Gulp... mmph… Peh— cough! Haahh… am I finally done?" Most of the goblins had fallen asleep with a blissful expression on their face. I took the chance to make a run for my staff, but a weight slammed into me from behind and knocked me down. 




"Hehe… boob witch boobs good. But me like hole better!" a goblin exclaimed.He was latched onto my back, humping my butt with his dick. He was going to get it in at this rate. 




My staff was only inches away from my grasp. Another inch... 




Then something pressed against my backdoor. The awkward shape of his dick began to pry open my butt.  




"Oh… no, you don't!" I finally grabbed ahold of my staff, raised it to the air, and incanted a spell. "Thundra vas o'rea!" 




Lightning surged across the camp once again, shocking the entire camp including the goblin on my back to blackish green crisp. He fell to the ground with a thud, twitching his last death throes. 




"Whew… almost lost my other virginity back there..." I said, rubbing my butt. 




Without sparing another moment, I quickly dressed myself and checked on the girl. She was still asleep. That was going to make the trek home a lot easier.  




As soon as I returned to my great hollow, there were already Durai guards waiting for my return. Their noses wrinkled up when they approached me.  




"Miss Ellori! Thank goodness you're safe. Oh, god… what's that smell?" the captain asked, pinching her nose. 




I passed the unconscious girl to the guards before my legs collapsed from exhaustion. "Let's… not talk about that." 




They thanked me for the trouble and set off back to Durai. Now, left alone, I retreated back to my great hollow to rest. 




"Nya~" Rio greeted me at the door, and I reached down to pat his head for a job well done. 




My dear familiar, which was imbued with the soul stone of gluttony, could only do so much. They gained strength through the consumption of a creature's magical signature, but even then it was a flip of a coin whether Rio would inherit that power. Unfortunately, I hadn't the chance to properly hunt and feed him stronger creatures without risking his death. 




As long as I could handle things myself, I didn't need Rio to get involved. I much rather kept his company, than possibly losing him because I want him stronger. 




I ran a bath underneath the great hollow that had been hollowed out to serve as a bathroom. By combining an ignis and aqua spell together, hot water poured from my staff to fill the hollowed out lower trunk of this tree. Once the water level rose to my knees, the spell ceased and I could take a dip in the bath to relax. 




"Haahhh… this is paradise." I sank my head below the water's surface and blew bubbles out. With the warmth seeping into my body, the frustration from being showered with goblin cum gradually drifted away. "After this, I'll need to write about the goblins in my journal before I forget."  




Despite the much needed relaxation, I couldn't sit still. Maybe it was the heat or my exhaustion, but I was feeling itchy down there and my nipples were still hard. 




The sensation of their dicks against my breasts were still so vivid. My fingers found their way down to my clit. With my free hand, I gently squeezed my nipples. I rubbed myself, imagining how they almost had their way with me. 




When I really thought about it, I could have escaped whenever I wanted afterwards. I earned their trust to not tie me up. If I stayed, they would have screwed me to submission. Made me their sex slave to bear their goblin children... 




"I can't believe they made me cum… ahh! By teasing my breasts...nnnghhh..." I fingered myself to an orgasm and sat there light-headed until I could think clearly again. 




The clarity that came with the climax reminded me that I still had work to do. Strangely, there was a creeping sensation that I forgot something very important. 




"It will probably come to me later. Time to write that journal entry— huh?" I looked up to see a goblin dick in my face. Was the heat causing me to hallucinate? I must be seeing things. 




No. There was a better explanation for this, and I had completely forgotten. 




I screamed at myself for being so forgetful just as the goblin pounced. 







Chapter 4 - Three's a Crowd 






I ended up sexually servicing one more goblin which might have been a mistake. With a roof over his head and someone to vent his libido to, the goblin I brought back refused to leave. 




"No leave. Stay with boob witch!" he exclaimed, dancing around the house. 




"You can't just— ugh." I watched as he explored every inch of the house like a curious cat, getting between the bookshelves and walls, hiding underneath my bed, he was certainly enjoying himself. 




Killing the goblin would be easy. I had the power to do so. But he hadn't done anything to warrant being killed over, nor had he shown any inclination towards violence. Taking him back to his people wasn't an option, I'd killed most of them trying to escape, and what was left of the survivors had likely left. 




For some reason, the enchantments and wards didn't affect him either. Was he too dumb for them to affect him? Or was he smart enough to know they were just illusions? 




Keeping him as a servant was one option, making him subservient by use of sexual rewards was the best method. On the other hand, his presence here came with it a whole host of problems. His high libido, as was normal for goblins, being one of them.  




Well… if he ever became too much to handle, I could send him far deeper into the Expanse so he couldn't find his way back. 




"Fine… you can stay," I answered, sighing. 




"You wife now. Make babies now!" He jumped on me and started humping my belly. 




"Living here means you play by my rules. Or…" I cast a spell, invoking roots that bound him to the ground. The tip of my staff ignited, and I lowered the licking flames to his face. 




"No! No hurt. Understand boob witch!" His dick immediately went flaccid. 




I was pleasantly surprised and relieved that my hollow threat worked. 




"Good. First, what's your name?" I asked, releasing the spell and extending a hand to help him up. 




"Me, Gurk. Boob witch scary," he whimpered, taking my hand with trembling fingers. 




Unlike the other goblins from his tribe, Gurk appeared more docile. While they were so quick to pounce and showed no interest in working things out, he was quick to acquiesce. Though, a large part of that was due to demonstrating my magic first hand. The plan for now was to wait and see. 




"Okay, Gurk. From now on, no more calling me boob witch… it's embarrassing…" I cleared my throat and straightened out my robes he wrinkled up from jumping on me. "You will refer to me as Mistress Ellori." 




"Mistress Ellori," Gurk repeated. 




I picked up my familiar and held him in front of Gurk. "This is Rio." 




"Rio. Food?" he asked. 




Rio hissed and jumped away from my hands. His fur stood on end and his tail was puffed up. "No! Rio is my familiar, you can't eat him even if you try." 




"Not understand, but okay. Cat not food," Gurk said, kneeling down to inspect Rio. 




The three foot tall goblin had the intelligence of a young child. He wasn't going to get any taller, at least I hoped not. Their strength, however, did continue to grow to match that of an adult male. 




"Gurk," I called to get his attention. "You'll be working for me, and in return I give you a place to stay. You must behave, or it's back to the wilds." 




He was suddenly filled with fear. "No send Gurk back, Mistress! Danger! Do anything to stay!" 




I patted his bald green head. He was kind of cute, if it weren't for his ugly features and lack of clothings. His penis hung limp between his legs, barely covered by the poor excuse of a loincloth around his waist. 




There was a basic white tunic and pants for him in my drawer. I wasn't sure how it got in there, but it must have belonged to a boy I was seeing back in Grathir. Chances were I stuffed it in along with my stuff when I was packing. 




Gurk resisted wearing anything at first. Of course, he was. He lived in the forest with sparse clothing. Hunting in the undergrowth caused all sorts of issues if the fabric caught on bushes and branches. That was on top of having lived all his life outdoors, his skin wasn't accustomed to clothing. 




I wouldn't be opposed to letting him walk around naked if I didn't have my own libido to worry about. Letting him walk around with that penis flopping around would eventually get the better of my rationality. And, at least for now, I had no intentions of having sex with a goblin of all things. 




A heavy knock at the door caused Gurk to yelp in surprise, in turn scaring me. 




I guess he was also a lot more panicky than I thought. 




"Who could it be now?" I wondered aloud. 




The same guard who had sent me to find the women was back again. He was less in a hurry this time, and trimmed the beard to a lighter shade. "Miss Ellori, we forgot to tell you. The elders of Durai would like for you to visit— aaaaahhh!" 




The blood drained from his face and he screamed at the top of his lungs. 




"What?!" I was taken aback by his sudden panic. 




"There's a goblin behind you!" He drew out his sword and tried to push past me. 




"Wait, wait! He's harmless!" I glanced back in the room and Gurk had hidden behind the table, cowering. 




Which was strange. I recalled being told that goblins were aggressive to the Durai guards. But Gurk was more terrified than anything. 




"Those filthy creatures are not harmless. We must put them down!" the guard shouted, not willing to sheath his sword. 




"He's… the goblin is under my protection. He's my servant, and I will not allow you to harm my property," I declared, standing my ground. 




His eyes snapped between me and Gurk a few times before he finally decided to yield to my insistence. "Very well, I won't judge you for your… peculiar predilections." 




My face turned red. "It's nothing like that, I swear! Anyway, what were you saying about a meeting with the village elders?" 




"Yes, they would like to discuss concerns more pressing than goblins." His eyes fell squarely on Gurk again. 




"This sounds serious. How concerning is this?" I asked, preparing for the worst. 




"I'm not privy to the details," the guard answered. "That will be between you and the elders. They ask that you see them when possible, and will accommodate your arrival." 




I shut the door as he left and slumped against the door. One wrong word and the guard would have skewered me to get to the goblin. 




Gurk tiptoed up to me, still trembling in fear. "Mistress protect Gurk. Gurk thank you." 




My familiar crawled up to my shoulders and nestled in the pocket between my neck and shoulders. 




"Well, Rio. Looks like our life in the Weeping Expanse just got a little more crowded." I said, scratching the back of his ears. 




"Mraaa~!" 




First thing was first, I needed to replenish my supply of restoration potions. In order to do that I had to stimulate the stupid tentacle plants that I have aptly named anoragrathi.  




I couldn't openly vent my anger at Headmistress Anora, but I could at least cursed the flowers I named in her honor. 




If I kept my distance and conjured wind to stimulate them instead, I might not have to go in myself. Their maximum reach was seven feet away from the plot, and I stood eight feet away just in case. 




I cast a rain cloud to water the plot when suddenly— 




"Gurk help Mistress!" 




"Hm—?" I watched as Gurk ran towards the anoragrathi pot with a watering can. "Oh, shit— Gurk, stay back!" 




My warning came too late. Half a dozen tentacles sprouted from the ground and grabbed a hold of the goblin. He was lifted into the air, struggling to free himself by biting and clawing at the plants to no avail. 




"Ahhhhhhh! Mistress, help! No, Gurk no want! Don't put in— AAAAHHHHH!" 




There was nothing I could do now that the anoragrathi had gotten him. His only way out was to ride the course, and as bad as I felt, I wasn't going to risk my own holes. Once they had their fill of him, Gurk retreated back into the house, rubbing his butt and traumatised by the tentacle plants. 




"Plants… tentacles… scary… Gurk go lie down…" As soon as he got inside, he laid right down on his belly. 




I guess it was becoming tradition for members of this household to get attacked by the anoragrathi. A fencing around the plot would have to be my next project. 









Chapter 5 - Durai Village 






Gurk's head was thrown back as he sat on the couch, an expression of pure bliss written all over his face. Meanwhile, I had a mouthful of his penis sliding in and out of my throat. Exhaustion was setting in, but I wasn't getting any sleep without finishing one more chore. 




"Shlluurp… haahhh— shllrrrp… chu, chuuu— shllrp!" 




Gurk wouldn't let me go to bed until I pleased his sexual urges. For a goblin, he was a little on the bigger side. When I had his member down to the base, the tip reached the back of my throat.  




Fortunately for me, he was weak to my technique. As soon as I started humming, vibrating the walls of my throat and teasing his testicles, Gurk came instantly. Not wanting to make a mess of my couch, I swallowed the thick load down to the last drop. 




"Gulp… gulp— pwuah! Now will you let me sleep?" I asked, wiping the dribble of ejaculate from my lips. 




Gurk was in a trance, his body still trembled from the orgasm. He came to his senses after a few pats to his cheek and said, "Gurk happy now. Mistress mouth better than normal hole!" 




Waking up early was suddenly scrubbed from my list of plans. Building the raised garden beds will have to wait until I return from Durai. I really wanted to start growing some mandragoras and sephalothanes before I left. 




There was no use fretting over it now. I made my way upstairs, stripped off my clothes, and hopped into bed. When I closed my eyes, something crawled underneath the sheets.  




Rio was a solitary familiar, and I had a hard time getting him to show affection. Was he finally opening up to me? 




"Aw, Rio! You want to sleep with me, tonight? Come here, my little kitty!" I cooed. 




"Nya?" My familiar meowed at me from the nightstand. 




"Wait… if you're there…?" I lifted my bedsheets to see Gurk crawling up from the bedside. "Gurk?!" 




"Sleep with Mistress!" he exclaimed. 




"No, Gurk. Bad! You're going to rape me in my sleep, I just know it," I scolded him. 




The biggest problem with him sleeping by my side was a combination of things— I was a heavy sleeper, I always slept naked because it was more comfortable, and Gurk was a goblin. That was just a recipe for disaster. 




I looked under the sheets again, and sure enough he had a raging erection going. No doubt from being so close to a naked woman who had just given him a blowjob. 




"Safer with Mistress. Scared to sleep alone," Gurk squeaked out. 




Hearing him say that was a shot to the heart. Why I was weak to his pleading was beyond me. Gurk turned out to be more of a coward than I thought for a goblin. 




Perhaps his age had something to do with it. In relative human years, he would be around twenty. An average goblin's lifespan was 35 years given their penchant for perishing young. Those in captivity and indentured servitude, namely in High Saquin and Grathir, live upwards of 60. 




This was my own fault. I invited him to stay and didn't even carve out a place for him to sleep. 




"Fine… just remember, no sex or it's back to the woods!" I warned. 




"Gurk touch only. No put in." He snuggled into my chest like a kitten. I wished it was my adorable familiar and not a horny green monster, but I had no choice in the matter. 




"Touching is a no-go, too…" I smacked myself for not clarifying sooner.  




As long as he didn't try anything funny, it should be fine. The last thing I needed was accidentally getting pregnant with a goblin baby.




"Nnh… huh—?" I woke up the next morning to a strange weight on my chest, and saw a green penis sliding between my breasts. The head twitched and a geyser of his seed spewed out, coating my face and chest.  




"Gurk!" 




After cleaning myself up, Rio and I prepared to leave for Durai. If it was just a meeting and nothing else, we should return early in the afternoon. Then I could start my planter boxes. 




"Mistress Ellori gone long?" Gurk asked with a shaky voice. 




"Rio and I will be back sometime in the afternoon," I answered, packing my satchel in case anything went awry. 




Gurk followed me around the house as I prepared my things. Even the promise of returning soon wasn't enough to ease his mind. "Can't go with?" 




"I'm sorry, Gurk. The villagers of Durai won't take kindly to a goblin visitor," I explained. 




Especially since he was from the same group that kidnapped and raped the village women. 




"Gurk alone, scared. In forests, many monsters. Many orcs and horsemen hunt goblins," he said, voice quivering. 




Rio patted the goblin's leg to reassure him as well. "Nyauu!"  




I almost forgot he was an inhabitant of the Weeping Expanse. He knew more about the forests than I did. When I get back, interviewing him to get as much information as possible would be a good idea. 




"You'll be safe as long as you don't wander too far outside." I took a look around the house to see what he could do to keep his mind off things. While he was here, he could at least make himself useful. If nothing in the house, then perhaps outside. "Gurk, do you know how to farm?" 




"No more tentacles, Mistress!" he shouted, cowering behind the couch. 




"No, Gurk! That's not it! I just want you to build some planter boxes." 




The fear faded from his face, replaced with a toothy smile. "Oh, can do! Good builder." 




Oh?  




Did I happen to acquire myself a goblin woodworker? Their architecture and constructions were primitive, but their skills were tempered building in the harshest of environments. Generations of being the weakest link in the demi-human hierarchy forced them to adopt human professions to survive. 




"In that case, can you build me six planter boxes? Each ten by four feet, at about my knee height." I pointed behind the great hollow. "You should find a stack of planks behind our tree." 




"Gurk do this for Mistress Ellori! Want reward for work," he said. 




I pretty much guessed what he would want. "Oh. As... long as it's not sex…" 




*** 




By the time Rio and I arrived at Durai, the clouds cleared away for the sun's morning rays. Farmhands and ranchers were already up to prepare another day of hard work. 




Durai was a community of farmers along the eastern countryside of Parthun that existed long before the kingdom's sovereignty. Their farmlands encompassed thousands of acres, supporting a variety of orchards and vegetations which fed the kingdom's people. 




One of the guards saw my approach and beckoned to the townsfolk. In a matter of minutes, Rio and I were swarmed by grateful villagers. They offered baskets of food and gifts, but I could only take so many.  




Even Rio was suffering his fair share of the attention. All the children who had seen him the first time I visited wasn't letting him go without a rough petting. 




This attention certainly brought a smile to my face. Witches weren't always welcomed. It took many generations to repair the relationship we had with the human race. Especially after the Crimson Wars that led to our persecution many centuries ago. 




I was fortunate enough to live in more prosperous and peaceful times. 




The crowd parted away to two elderly men whom I recognize as the village chiefs, Kes and Ordin.  




"Miss Ellori, good to see you again," Ordin said, inching to me on his cane. 




"Good to see you two are in good health." I replied, bowing. 




Kes bowed back and gestured towards the front of their town hall. "Let's get this meeting underway, yes?" 




The meeting was held in public, an old tradition of the Kingdom of Parthun. A large number of villagers gathered around the small amphitheater, while the chiefs took a seat at the table on the stage to face them.  




Ordin pulled out an open seat between himself and Kes. I didn't realize how close together we were until I sat down, our shoulders just barely touching. Kes leaned over, I felt his eyes glancing down my robes.  




He announced to me, "The first meeting shall be held public. We must relay what King Marcus told us, to the people. Then we shall have the second meeting in private to discuss what shall be done." 




"Yes, sir— eep!" A wrinkly hand planted on top of my left knee.  




Had Ordin mistaken mine for his own knee?  




Suddenly, the hand started caressing my thigh. 




"Miss Ellori," Ordin began, his hand now rubbed my inner thigh. "We're very happy the Witch's Academy sent us such a promising young woman to assist with Parthun's many issues. I thank you on behalf of Durai." 




The villagers couldn't see this was happening because the tablecloth extended down to the floor. I grab his hand, but his free hand picks up where the other left off.  




"Of course. It is my pleasure to help," I answered, trying to keep my cool. 




The attendees applauded, and I saw the three boys from the other day waving at me. I waved back, not realizing I had let go of Ordin's hand. Then, another pair of hands assaulted me from the right. Kes had one hand caressing my back and the other rubbing my left thigh. 




"Chiefs… what has gotten into you two?" I asked under my breath. 




Kes smiled for the villagers and spoke in a hushed voice, "Be still, Miss Ellori. We don't want to alarm the village folk." 




"King Marcus has informed us by letter that there appears to be dark magic brewing in the Weeping Expanse," Ordin explained as his hand reached under my robes to probe my crotch. 




"Nn— eek!" My body jerked in surprise at the intrusion, but I maintained calm nonetheless. I crossed one leg over the other, but the hand continued to squirm and stimulate my lower body. 




Kes continued, "Indeed. We were just as shocked as you were, Miss Ellori. We know little of the creatures that exist in the forests, but recently King Marcus learned there may be another influence at play. Worse than orcs, centaurs, or goblins." 




The villagers gasped at this revelation. Murmurs filled the amphitheater. Kes' hands left my body to clap twice, drawing everyone's attention back to them. When their eyes resettled on us, his hand returned to my back and pulled loose one of the lace. 




"But worry not! Parthun is under the protective watch of the Witch's Academy, sending none other than their greatest student!" Ordin shouted. 




The crowd applauded again at Ordin's words, and then he said quietly, "Go on, wave to them!" 




I raised a hand to wave, but kept one hand around my abdomen to keep my dress from slipping down. Ordin took this opportunity to invade between my legs. A finger slipped into my underwear to stroke my clit.  




I'd been so pent up being around that horny goblin all night that this situation was turning me on. Even my nipples had gotten hard. I could only hope no one else noticed, and that the elders stopped soon. 




I threw a pleading look to Ordin who turned to me with a grin, "See, everyone? Ellori is excited as well! Do you have anything to say to the people of Durai?" 




At this rate, I was going to cum. 




The more their touch assaulted my body, the closer I got to climaxing. 




"I— aaahhnngh!" The finger teasing my clit slipped into my crotch. Kes reached into my robes from behind and pressed a finger into my ass. The two of them started fingering me in front of the crowd. "Yes… nnngh… I'm here to do my best for… everyone— ahh!" 




My body stiffened as I reached climax. 




The villagers rose from their seats to give me a standing ovation. All of them watched, none the wiser, that I orgasmed from their chiefs finger-fucking me under the table. 




"What, you horny old men? That was the most humiliating thing that's ever happened to me… and in front of all those people…" My fury came pouring out as soon as we entered Kes' manor.  




It was a modest two-story home, built from lumber harvested from the Weeping Expanse. Paintings of Kes' family hung on the walls, some of whom dated back to the founding of Durai. I was asked to sit at a low table in the living, a cushion was laid out for me to sit on. 




However, I couldn't sit still at all after what had happened. 




Thinking about it made me embarrassed, but experiencing the intense orgasm while being watched flipped a switch I didn't know I had. 




Kes returned to the room with a bottle of wine and three cups in his hands. "Now, now! There's good reason for why we did that." 




"It better be a damn good reason!" I snatched a cup from his hand. Some of the wine spilt onto the table, but I was too furious to care about etiquette. 




"The dark magic I mentioned in the public meeting," Ordin began, "It appears to be intentionally targeted at Parthun and originating from the Weeping Expanse." 




"How do you mean?" I asked suspiciously. "And how the hell does this link back to why you fingered me?" 




"Let me finish! King Marcus of Parthun received a threatening letter asking him to step down and abdicate the throne. The contents of the letter also stated that if he did not, then he would rule but a kingdom of carnal beasts," he explained. 




Kes cut in and said, "You've seen it first hand, didn't you? No sane woman willingly fornicates with flea-ridden goblins." 




"Right..." I bit my tongue and withheld details about Gurk.  




"Until a few years ago, demi-humans wouldn't dare leave the Weeping Expanse, let alone kidnap people from our villages. King Marcus believes it is magic's doing," Ordin said. 




I did find it odd that the goblins I encountered had such excessive libido. To kidnap so many women and not even be satisfied. Then the woman I tried to save went into a sex craze. There was definitely something going on.  




Could Headmistress Anora know more? She said I was the best choice to send to Parthun, but what exactly did that mean? 




"It isn't just the women, the men testify to acting strange, too. I suspect it may be the result of this magical haze coming from the forests," Kes continued. 




"Strange how?" I asked. 




The chiefs gave each other an embarrassed look.  




Ordin finally answered, "They are more inclined to… salacious and lewd conduct, without a shred of shame." 




Kes and Ordin put their hands together, begging for forgiveness. "So you see, we were testing to see if you've fallen under such influence!" 




"I had no idea…" 




It was possible that I was affected living in the Weeping Expanse. I always had a high libido to begin with. Sex was as much a routine as sleeping and eating to me back in Grathir.  




When I thought about it, I had permitted Gurk to stay with me and provided sexual relief on more than one occasion. Even before that, my near-gangbang incident with his tribe also raised some red flags. 




"I see. Though you two were quite bold to try something like that on a witch," I scolded them. 




Kes' eyes widened with remorse, "Fortunately, you're a powerful witch. It may not affect you as much as us who do not possess magic." 




"I'm beginning to understand," I said with a sigh. "You want me to investigate whether or not there was a culprit behind everyone's… unusual lustfulness?" 




"Yes. We believe a rogue witch or rival sovereignty is at work," Ordin suggested, referring back to the letter sent to King Marcus. 




I took a sip of Kes' wine. The sweet flavor of grapes went down smoothly, enticing me to drink more of it. 




Kes poured into my cup, filling it again to the brim. "You simply must have more. I can offer you a bottle to take home yourself. My family's pride is in our vineyards." 




"So, Ellori… you're so young for a witch. How old are you?" Ordin asked, scooting closer to me. 




"I'm nineteen. Two years younger than the average Witch's Academy graduate," I answered proudly. 




No matter how much I drank, my cup didn't appear to be emptying. My head was getting warm and fuzzy, and Kes had cozied up to my other side. "A girl as pretty as yourself must have had a boyfriend growing up?" 




"Hehe… I used to be popular with all the boys in Grathir. I've had a few boyfriends, but they've never been able to… properly… nnh… ahh—!" I was interrupted by a hand slipping into my underwear. 




One of them was playing with my clit again, and I felt another hand rubbing my butt. 




"Wait, what are you— Oh, mmmh… that, yes… that's so good…!" My protests were quickly cut short as a finger slid into me. The pleasure was getting the best of my reasoning. 




I started grinding my hips against Kes' fingers. He was skilled, like he had done this many times before. With one hand, he rubbed my clit and finger-fucking me at the same time. 




"How are you doing that—? Guh! NNnnn, aaahhh!" I was being brought closer to an orgasm with each passing second. 




"Miss Ellori, you're being too loud. That just won't do." Ordin grabbed my head and kissed me. 




"Huh— mmmph?! Chu! Chu— huaah… mph— shhlrrp."  




He was doing more than just kissing me. He shoved his tongue into my mouth, like it was trying to play with mine. Kes' fingers thrusted faster and more passionately. Something behind me shifted, and my robes fell to my waist. 




Ordin released my face to play with my nipples. He twisted them a little, but it was enough to send me over the edge. 




"hahh… I'm cumming— mmph!" Ordin screwed his lips shut on mine again as my orgasm robbed me of my senses. 




I moaned into his mouth, savoring the taste of wine between our lips. 




The two of them stepped away from me and dropped their pants down. Two towering dicks, larger than Gurk's, stared back at me.  




"Miss Ellori, please don't leave us like this!" Kes begbed. 




"It's only fair that you pleasure us, too." Ordin pushed his twitching member so close that it was laying on my face. It was so hot. Their meat looked so delicious at this moment that I couldn't help myself but open wide. 




My mouth was salivating so much that Ordin's dick entered my throat with ease. It was larger and girthier than Gurk's. There were thick veins all over the shaft that felt good sliding in and out of my throat. 




Another penis poked at my breasts. Kes teased my nipples with the head of his cock. I grabbed a hold and started jerking him. My free hand found its way past my robes and into my soaking pussy, wet from the orgasm of being finger-fucked. 




I didn't know if it's the wine, or if I was pent up, but having their eyes glare at me with such lustful looks got me hot all over. These two men, one whom I was sucking off and the other giving a handjob to, who were old enough to be my grandfathers, treated me like a prostitute. 




All the while I was playing with myself so I could get off again. 




Ordin's cock twitched and poured a load of cum down my throat. He pulled out slowly with my lips and tongue milking every last drop. I brought Kes' up to my mouth and teased the bulbous head, drawing my tongue along the shaft down to his balls. 




"Haamph— shhlrrp… chu, shhlluuurrpp— chu!" 




Kes' wasn't as big, but it was longer and the curvature of it caused the tip to scrap against the back of my throat. It was like a massage, I bobbed my head more ravenously on top of his member to get that feeling in my neck. 




Ordin shoved his dick in my face again, begging for more. I stroked him the same way I did for Kes. It was a lot more lubricated this time in a mixture of my spit and his cum. 




Both of their bodies trembled uncontrollably, their heads reared back from the inevitable orgasm. Kes' dick slipped out of my mouth and I jerked both of them to a quaking orgasm. My mouth hung open as I was sprayed with their ejaculate from head to stomach. 




Ordin and Kes fell on their butts from exhaustion. 




"I feel twenty years younger after that," Ordin said. 




Kes agreed and said, "I think I can go for a second round." 




The two of them glanced at each other, and then at me. Their limp members were getting erect again. Ordin grabs the bottle of wine and shoves it down my throat as I was catching my breath. The sweet taste of alcohol made me dizzy again… 




Gulp! Gulp! Gulp— cough, cough! 




The wine was like some sort of aphrodisiac.  




When I looked up, their cocks glistened before me, making my mouth salivate even more. 




*** 




I grabbed a handful of hair as Rio and I were making the return home. "Uwaah! What the hell came over me? I can't believe I did that… I reek of old men cum, too." 




I ended up sucking them off until noon before I came down from the drunken stupor. Perhaps I should consider myself fortunate they didn't try anything past violating my throat. I couldn't see them the same way again. All that occupied my mind when I left was their dicks. 




"Maybe it's that dark magic at work that they mentioned? I don't remember them being like that the first time I came. Sure they're old and pervy, but that was clearly too much!" 




"Maauu!" Rio purred in agreement with a piece of dried fish in his mouth. 




"They even gave me three bottles of that wine… there's no way I'm drinking this…" I took a look in the paper bag where three grape wine bottles were nestled in confetti and hay. 




Just looking at them reminded me of a very different taste. 




When we returned to our great hollow, Gurk was finishing the last planter box. A total of six raised garden beds in the exact dimensions I specified were built perfectly. They were also already filled with dirt, ready to have seeds sown in. 




"Gurk, this is incredible!" I exclaimed, admiring the simple yet sturdy construction job. 




"Do good for Mistress!" he said, patting his chest with the hammer. 




"I should be able to start sowing my mandragoras and sephalothanes. I've been itching to do more alchemy and—" A clawed hand tugged at my robes. Gurk looked at me expectantly. I gulped hard remembering the reward I promised him. "Ah… right, your reward. What did you have in mind?" 




I prepared myself for another blowjob or titjob, or even something more sexually humiliating. The thought was getting me wet before he even said anything. 




Gurk's eyes filled with resolve and said, "Mistress cook good. But Gurk want eat meat, not bread and plants." 




"Oh?"  




I couldn't help but be stunned at such a modest request. He didn't push the matter of sex, nor asked for anything sexual. Just food. Somehow, that made me a little disappointed.  




"In that case, sure! How about we have pork tonight?" I asked. 




"Pig good!" he cheered, then threw his apron and hammer aside to race back into the house. 




For the rest of the day, Gurk and Rio helped me plant the mandragoras and sephalothanes. Thanks to my growth enhancing serum, both plants sprouted in no time. I wouldn't be running out of either plants anytime soon.  




Sephalothane was a key ingredient in a number of potions, and mandragora was a versatile synthesizing ingredient to stabilize volatile concoctions. The roots of mandragoras could be dried and ground to a powder as an ingredient to make contact with the Headmistress as well. 




By nighttime, I'd whipped up a grand meal of roast pork, steak, and a variety of vegetables from the wilds. It was great to see Gurk and Rio enjoying themselves. We were like a happy family— an awkward combination of one. 




But as I sat there watching them gorge themselves on food, I felt a different hunger. My lower body began to itch. Giving Ordin and Kes so many blowjobs left me so pent up, and I wasn't able to maturbate because they demanded handjobs in between. 




As Gurk helped me wash the dishes, I brought up an offer, "I was thinking that it's okay for you to sleep with me from now on." 




His face lit up. "Gurk be good to Mistress!" 




"Well…" My breath was growing shallow and a distinctly wet sensation was spreading between my legs. "I was hoping you can help me with something…" 









Chapter 6 - Rewarding Gurk 






Every muscle in my body tensed and relaxed. The knots that had been torturing me since arriving in the Weeping Expanse came loose. Gurk sat on my back, kneading his hands across the length of my shoulders and obliques. 




"Mmmm, yes… right there, Gurk! You're so good at this…" I purred to keep him going. 




It was a good thing I lived out in the forests. I could never get this sort of treatment back at the Academy with roommates around. 




"There— nngh, keep going… I'm feeling it all over, I'm going to go crazy—!" I suddenly felt more limber with my lower back muscles unknotted. 




My body was on cloud nine. If I could feel this way forever, I wouldn't mind. And all I really needed was a goblin. 




"I'm so close, nnnguh… ahh! Aaaahhhhhhh!" I let loose my voice, howling into the night. 




His erection pressed against my back, no doubt as the result of my lewd moans. For once, I didn't mind. The massage was too damn good to think of anything else. My capable goblin woodworker could also double up as a personal masseuse.  




His hands came around to massage the sides of my breasts. Occasionally his fingers brushed against my nipples, causing me to twitch in pleasure.  




"Mistress scream like female in heat. But no sex?" Gurk asked. 




"Ahh… mmm, that's because your hands are so skilled. A good massage can be just as pleasant as good sex." I vaguely remembered needing to ask him about something, but I couldn't quite put my finger on what. 




"Gurk not smart. But can do anything to make Mistress happy!" he declared happily, bouncing on my back.  




Having a goblin pledged to make me happy stirred a mix of emotions I wasn't sure how to feel. Happiness was certainly one of them. "Hehe, awww. You're so sweet. You're as much a member of this family like Rio. As my servant, I'm obligated to make sure you're happy, too." 




"Want to make Mistress into wife. Make tribe together!" he exclaimed. 




"Okay, now we're getting ahead of ourselves." Suddenly, lying naked on the bed with him on my back became a dangerous situation. "Where did you even learn the concept of marriage? That's a human tradition." 




Gurk gently humped his dick between my butt cheeks. Normally, I'd scold him, but he gave me such an amazing massage that he deserved some leniency. 




"Other tribes make tribes with human females. We try do same," he answered. 




It made a lot of sense. Demi-humans like goblins could only propagate with humans. They had a better chance of ensuring their race's survival by coexisting with them. If Gurk's tribe was left to their own devices, those women would eventually assimilate and become lifelong mates. 




Previously, demi-humans treated their kidnapped victims more inhumanely. The tribe I defeated looked like it was prepared for a full-blown community with farms, homes, and livestock. 




If only peace could so easily be achieved this way. Having demi-humans and humans co-exist would resolve many of our problems. Unfortunately, most of inland Talmora was ruled by humanity, and nonhumans entities were enslaved or worse. 




Humanity's prejudice extended so far that they barred us from doing trade with elves and beastfolk towards the southwest. The Council of Kings that governed humanity on this side of the world forbade us from patronizing, or faced the penalty of death doing so. 




I was curious to learn more about how demi-human societies functioned in this forest, and decided to follow that angle. "Where specifically did your tribe learn this?" 




His hands stopped as he fell into thought. "Gurk thinks they learn from deep village called Shallowglade. Orcs and human females live together." 




So there were demi-human societies that have successfully pulled off cohabiting with humans. The orcs of Shallowglade must have kidnapped women long before I arrived in Parthun. Which could also mean other races were attempting to do the same. 




Could the enemy that sent King Marcus the letter actually be a collective group? 




No, that couldn't be. 




The contents of the letter the elders of Durai showed me was written eloquently, as though by a human hand. 




Headmistress would want to hear about this. 




"Okay, that's enough. I feel like I can take on the world thanks to you, Gurk." And I really meant that. My body was so much more flexible and relaxed after getting out all those kinks. 




"Can Gurk get reward before sleep?" He asked timidly. 




He did do a lot for me today. A little reward couldn't hurt. I grabbed his hard green cock, kissed him on the cheek, and winked. "No sex, but you will allow your Mistress to spoil you tonight." 




*** 




"Hnnghh!" There was no better feeling than waking up after a good night's rest and heavenly massage. I peeked between the railings and saw Rio downstairs grooming himself. 




Gurk was still asleep to my side. I must have been like a succubus sucking him off so much last night. But he seemed to enjoy it, and that was really all that mattered. 




To think, this audacious goblin declared marriage with me. If anyone saw us in bed together, dining together, pleasuring each other, they would think we really were married. 




Dear, gods. 




What was I doing? This should feel wrong. In fact, it would have a few weeks ago when I was normal.  




No, I couldn't think like that. Gurk wasn't like other goblins. He was kind, sweet, and—  




I shook my head violently until my hair became a mess.  




Setting these emotions aside, I went downstairs to pour myself a warm cup of honey mead. Beer in the morning was prohibited while I was attending the Witch's Academy, but now that I was a full-fledged witch, no one was around to tell me otherwise. 




While sipping my mead, I prepared the usual ingredients into the cauldron to communicate with the Headmistress. When everything sunk in, the bubbling cauldron puffed out a cloud of smoke, materializing the very tired face of Headmistress Anora. 




"Ellori? I expect a good report this time," she growled, clearly in a foul mood. 




Omitting some of the obvious sexual escapades, I recounted everything the Durai village elders and Gurk told me to the Headmistress. She nodded every now and then, glancing down at something below which I assumed was her taking notes. 




"I see," she finally said once she finished writing. "This goblin, Gurk. How is he?" 




"He's transitioning well, and he's super helpful around the place." I answered, gushing about him just a tad.  




I drank deep of the mead. The hint of honey in the warm beer tickled my throat, slowly stirring me awake. 




Then the Headmistress asked, "You're fucking him, aren't you?" 




"Psssshhhh— cough, cough!" I choked on the mead going down the wrong pipe, spitting it into the cauldron and causing the smoke to distort her face. "What… No! I certainly am not!" 




"Hey, it's fine! We witches work solo. Some get posted near demi-human settlements and get curious, it's perfectly normal!" Headmistress raved, it sounded as if she had experience of her own. 




"You've got it wrong, I'm just… er—" I was carefully choosing my words so she wouldn't get the wrong idea about me. 




"Goblins weren't my thing, but I had myself a minotaur back in the day," she said, grinning. 




"You what?!" I blurted out. 




Had Headmistress Anora always been like this? 




She fell into a reminiscent ramble, detailing me of a time when she and a minotaur hooked up. "Thorin was his name. Ah, I remember our first time. I thought he was going to split me open. Haha!" 




"The goblin and I aren't like that! I just use my mouth and breasts—" I shut my mouth too late, realizing what I'd just admitted to. 




"Oh? Holding out on the little guy, are you?" she asked, not letting up the teasing.  "Well, it's a matter of time. Just in case, you may want to invest in some anti-contraceptives to make sure you won't be impregnated." 




"This is not the kind of discussion I had in mind when I called you…" I grumbled. 




"Actually, Ellori," she disappeared for a moment and came back holding a folder. "It's a hunch, but I have reason to believe our culprit is a former witch of the Academy." 




"A sister who turned her back on the coven?" I asked 




Rogue witches were not unheard of, but when it happened it was our duty to dispose of them. Our power must be used responsibly, an imbalance could easily lead the world to ruin. The Crimson Wars was proof of that, and much of its destruction still shows in the northwestern reaches of Talmora. 




In fact, someone dear to me was in the Kingdom of Randover handling a rogue witch right now. 




"I'll have her files sent to you by flying courier," Headmistress said, pulling me away from my thoughts. "Continue the investigation. If you determine the situation in the Weeping Expanse has become dire, I may have to come myself." 




I gave her an enthusiastic, "Understood, Headmistress!" 




*** 




Now that I had a mini garden up and growing the plants I needed, it was time to start raising some magical beasts.  




I had Gurk and Rio build a pen lined with chicken wire. The villagers of Durai were more than happy to provide me with supplies and resources. Some of them even tried to offer me cows and pigs, but I didn't know the first thing about taking care of livestock. 




Not that I would raise them even if I could. 




The issue with raising animals here was the dragon's presence warding off potential threats. Livestock and lesser creatures would most likely frighten to death by the first day. 




Instead, I had a family of bicorn hares to ranch. The bony protrusions on their heads granted these little critters resistance to all forms of magic. They grew constantly and only shed once a month. Raising them would provide me a consistent source of magic resistance potions. 




The only downside to raising them was their aggressive temperament. They feared nothing, and would fight creatures larger than themselves in packs. I only managed to catch them thanks to the slumber potions, they would have skewered me otherwise. 




"Pen done, Mistress!" Gurk said, impressed with his own handiwork. And it was impressive. He seemed to have a knack for following instructions down to the most minute detail.  




The wide pen was finished, and stood three feet tall so the bicorn hares couldn't jump over it. There's no need to worry about them digging out either as, unlike their hornless cousins, had no nails with which to dig. 




"Good job, Gurk. We're almost done. Can you go grab the hares for me?" I asked. 




"Go do now!" The goblin raced off towards the back of the great hollow. 




There were plenty of preparations to make before venturing deeper into the Weeping Expanse. Though some of the wildlife and fauna I'd encountered were no different than the rest of the world, the magic that lingered in this forest appear to have altered the essences of some. 




Bicorn hares, goblins, orcs, centaurs… these were things that could be encountered anywhere. However, the inhabitants living here had basked in whatever magic influenced this place for so long, they had developed unique traits. 




Just the other day, I discovered a pair of obsidian-skinned basilisks hunting together. Not only was that a never before seen color on them, those beasts were normally solitary hunters. I wouldn't be surprised if these bicorn hares had a unique trait in them as well. 




"Back with rabbit!" Gurk shouted to get my attention. 




"Oh, good—" I saw Gurk running to me holding the flailing hare by its ears. I step back to avoid the sharp horns. "What are you doing?!" 




"Bring Mistress rabbit?" He raised it to his face, and it kicked him square in the jaw. 




"You were supposed to bring the cage, not grab one out of it!" I scolded him. 




Gurk tilted his head in confusion. 




A chill ran up my spine. "Did you… lock the cage?" 




A group of hare came charging in our direction, their horns pointed with murderous intent. Gurk tossed the hare over his shoulder and took off running. 




"No! No hurt!" he pleaded, as a dozen pairs of dagger-like horns poked and prodded at Gurk, who was barely out of their reach. He then veered in my direction, begging for help. "Mistress, save Gurk!" 




"Oh, no… don't lead them to me!" I took off running, and now the both of us were being chased. "Rio do something!" 




"Mraauu…" My familiar turned around and headed back into the great hollow. 




"Rio…!" I wept out loud. 




Just as I thought my unaffectionate familiar abandoned me, he returned with a slumber potion in his mouth and deposited it in my hand. I shattered it on the ground in front of me which caught all of the hares, including Gurk, in the fumes. 




After placing my new pets into the pen, I carried Gurk back into the great hollow and set him on the bed. Even in his sleep his libido didn't stop him from pitching a tent under the sheets. 




"Huu… I'm getting horny again…" I rubbed my tummy, just above the crotch. Gurk's erection looked tantalizing, but I didn't want to use him like that. "Ahem… Rio, I'm going to go check on the anoragrathi." 




We were full on restoration potions, but it couldn't hurt to have extra. 




Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding. 




I came out of the bath to the sound of a bell chiming outside. Rio was at the window pawing at something to get my attention. I threw on my robes, grabbed my staff, and made my way out to find a merchant wagon being pulled to the edge of the clearing.  




Two large oxen reared their heads, groaning in protest. They were clearly spooked by my wards. A balding middle-aged man with an unkempt beard was having trouble keeping them under control. 




"Excuse me!" I waved to get his attention. 




"Ahh. Pardon, ma'am! I'm trying to pass through but my beasts are being disagreeable," he said. 




I incanted a spell to grant the oxen clarity of mind, and they immediately settled down. The wagon was pulled up to me, and down the man came almost losing his footing on the landing. 




He adjusted the monocle on his right eye and introduced himself. "Good evening! Morten Sinau is my name. I did not expect anyone to be living here." 




"I recently moved into this great hollow. I'm Ellori of the Witch's Academy, Parthun is my domain." I introduced myself, bowing. "You said you were passing? Into the Weeping Expanse?" 




He nodded. "I make trade with the demi-humans of the forests. A purveyor of goods for all humans and non-humans alike! Goblins, orcs, centauri, even forest nymphs if they so happen to need something. Which I don't think they often do?" 




There was a good chance he knew more. "Have you ever encountered a witch in the Weeping Expanse?" 




"Other than you?" He scratched his salt and pepper beard thoughtfully, found an insect inside it, and flicked it away. "Nope. Perhaps you would like to do trade? I have many goods." 




Morten slid open one side of the wagon to reveal a plethora of items. Weapons, potions, ingredients, even a couple of frightened exotic animals in bird cages were inside. Unfortunately, there was nothing I saw that caught my attention. 




Before I could even shake my head, he said, "Actually, ma'am. I'm in need of a few supplies which I hope you can provide. A witch like yourself must be versed in alchemy. I would like some elixirs that would otherwise keep me from kicking the bucket. It is dangerous out there." 




He then pulled out a smooth red and black wand with no magic crystal attached to it. In spite of this, I sensed magic brimming within it. What kind, I wasn't sure. "In exchange for this?" 




"What does it do" I asked curiously. 




"Not sure. I received it from another trade many years ago from an older woman. Perhaps a witch like yourself," he answered. 




Both of us were in luck since I had excess in restoration potions. 




I went inside to fetch six for him, and we made the exchange, shaking hands on it. He stashed them into his wagon, beaming. "Thank you. Thank you! I must be on my way. Do take care, and be careful with whatever that is." 




The strange merchant departed, heading deeper into the Weeping Expanse. No sane person ventured in there without a death wish. Either that or he was a capable combatant.  




I couldn't shake the uneasy feeling about him. Something about his manner of speech didn't feel right, yet somehow familiar. I should make a note of him. Morten Sinau. 




The wand I received from the exchange didn't look particularly special. It was imbued with magic, that much was true. When I waved it in front of me, nothing happened. I couldn't channel my magic to it. Perhaps it required a power word to activate. 




Without the right ingredients, I wasn't able to divine it to uncover what it was imbued with. I set it aside for now and dug into my dusty tomes hoping to find some clues. 




However, my research was abruptly interrupted by Gurk shouting, "Mistress, look! Gurk has staff like Mistress!" 




I looked up to see the goblin waving the wand in my direction. My hands flew up instinctively to guard whatever magic might fly out of it. "Wait, stop! You don't know what that does— aah?!" 




My body became tingly. The sensation of the robes against my skin felt so much more intense. A single step forward stretching the elastic fabric set my skin alight with pleasure. Just standing there made my legs quiver. 




"Did Gurk hurt Mistress?" Gurk asked apologetically.  




The goblin grabbed my hand, the unexpected touch sent a shock of pleasure down my spine. It traveled down to my crotch and made me lightheaded, robbing the strength from my legs. I trembled on the ground, but the sensation didn't stop. It continued to grow until an orgasm gripped my body. 




"Aaaguh— nnnh… AAAAaaaaaaaahhhhh!!!! Haah… hahhhh… what was that? Did I just… orgasm from being touched?" I was shaking all over, unable to determine the cause of it. 




Gurk was still clutching the wand, seemingly fearful that he accidentally hurt me. 




The wand! 




This only started happening after he waved it at me. 




I got up, but in my lightheaded state bumped into the counter. Gurk grabs me from behind to keep me from falling, but once again his sudden touch set fire to my body. 




Why… just being touched was making me feel… so good? 




Unable to bear the magnified sensation of clothes on my skin, I pulled off the robes and headed up to my bed to lay down. The silken sheets brought a different kind of comfort, but teased me still. The simple act of laying down was going to make me cum.  




Gurk crawled in next to me, causing the bed to bounce. Each sudden movement made my mind go white. 




"Gurk… no, nngh… touching tonight, okay?" I pleaded, my breath was becoming shallow and my nipples hard as rocks. 




If he did, I don't know if I'll be able to resist. If I could just sleep it off for tonight, it should wear off in the morning. 




Even though I said that, my moans had been stimulating him so much an erection poked my thighs. He ignored my pleas and grabbed my breasts, sinking his fingers into me without mercy. My senses went haywire. 




"Gurk— ah! I'm cumming again— AAHHhhnnnnn!!! No… anymore, and I'm going to...go crazy!" 







Chapter 7 - A Petrifying Encounter! 






I woke up to a spinning room and a massive headache tormenting me. 




One too many orgasms had knocked me unconscious. Gurk wouldn't stop touching me, and I was powerless to stop him. To think, I was able to get off so much without needing to masturbate or stick anything in. 




Whatever spell was enchanted in Morten's wand was a lot more powerful than I thought. Especially if it was able to affect my body to the extent of leaving after effects. 




I was still feeling the effects, just not as intensely. A part of me wanted to get rid of it, so an incident like that didn't happen again. On the other hand... 




"I'll just keep it for now. For research purposes." I stowed the wand into a small box and tucked it into a drawer behind the alchemy cauldron. 




While Rio and Gurk were still snoozing, I took this chance to step outside of the great hollow naked. The gentle morning breeze brushes against my skin, sending goosebumps across my body. The crunching leaves under my bare feet, the wind in my air… nature was so serene. 




"Nnnh— ahh!" I stretched my limbs out as much as I could and filled my lungs with nature's breath. The few streaks of sunlight that peeked through the canopy warmed me right up. "I've always wanted to do this living alone. Well, I'm not entirely alone, but I am the only human here." 




Hoo! Hoo! 




A translucent owl descended carrying a cylindrical container in its talons. This no doubt came from Headmistress Anora. The owl deposited the container into my hands, and promptly shimmered out of existence. I was surprised at how heavy the container was, and I saw why as soon as I unlocked the cap. It was stuffed full scrolls, neatly rolled up to fit inside. 




If I remembered right, the Headmistress suspected someone who might be behind the magical haze in the forest. 




But... 




"Isn't this a lot of information for just one person?" I asked aloud. 




I made my way back inside and bumped into Gurk at the door. 




"Sorry, Gurk! I was—" My resident goblin's weary eyes snapped open as soon as he saw me. He stared with a drooling mouth and bulge quickly rising in his pants. That was when I realized I was still naked. "...let me put this away, and I'll take care of you." 




The contents of the scrolls Headmistress Anora sent me didn't inspire confidence. Even though she said I was capable, I was modest enough to understand my own limitations. As a witch, our hierarchies were defined by seniority and the familiar which we summoned. Gluttony left me at the bottom of the barrel. 




When I was attending the Academy, we often held duels to test our magic against each other. Instructors served as proctors to make sure things didn't go awry. Suffice to say, I lost every challenge issued to me, and never once sought one of my own accord. 




I knew when I was outmatched right from the get-go. 




So when the suspect in question was the most wanted rogue witch on this side of Talmora, I had good reason to fear for my life. 




Eudora Faust— The Cackling Witch. 




No one who knew that name dared take her alone. The Headmistress assured me that she would find suitable candidates to send my way. However, she couldn't send more than one witch to a single country without proper authorization from her superiors— the Council of Kings, an association of united human kingdoms that oversaw witchcraft in Talmora. 




Until then, the only help I had was a young familiar and a goblin with an insatiable sex drive. I picked up Rio who had walked up to me, and he immediately started struggling in my grasp.  




"Mrrrrr…" Rio growled. 




"If I was a better witch, maybe you would've been infused with a stronger soul," I lamented, recalling the first time I summoned him. 




Every witch in their third year of training was made to summon their own familiar. Once the familiar had been given form, a soul was infused in the manifestation of one of the seven deadly sins. It was completely random; I happened to infuse Rio with the weakest of the seven— gluttony. 




The gluttonous soul possessed a chance of inheriting the magic signature of the consumed. But since our magic was shared through our bond, Rio rarely got hungry. Trying to feed him creatures with magic signatures has also yielded nothing so far. 




As soon as I put him down, he rolled over on his belly as though to apologize. 




"It's okay, Rio. I still love you because you're adorable!" I cooed, scratching his stomach. 




"Nya." He farted and walked away. 




The door suddenly swung open. "Back from feeding evil rabbits!" 




"Good work, Gurk! Since it's still early in the day, I was thinking we go foraging in the forest," I suggested. 




Gurk scowled at the thought. "Not safe outside…" 




"Don't worry," I said, patting his head. "Leave it to your Mistress!" 




The excursion started off well. Few creatures in the forest dared to face a witch, and those brave enough to try were easily scared off by a small burst of fire. What began to impede our progress was the undergrowth. The thicket grew more dense as we ventured deeper. Low visibility and thick roots made the prospect of slipping into a ravine more dangerous. 




"I think I see the end of it," I told the two behind me. 




Beams of light slipped through the thinning branches and shrubs. What I hoped to be a treasure trove of exotic flora at the end, was instead a small scale battle unfolding. 




A centaur cleaved through a group of kobolds with a crude axe. The lesser demi-humans and their makeshift clubs were powerless against the larger creature's raw strength. A horn sounded in the distance, signalling the kobolds' retreat from the battle. 




The centaur, victorious, let loose a celebratory howl. Gurk's trembling hands clutched the ends of my robes. It was best if we didn't linger here.  




"Let's head home before he sees us—" Before I could turn around, the centaur stomped its hooves. 




We weren't what caught his attention. He cocked his head east and reared up on his hind legs, sizing up whatever just showed up.  




In a flash, an enormous snake slammed into the centaur. The length of its body constricts the equine torso down to the legs. It was as captivating as it was terrifying. A hair full of hissing snakes bit into the centaur's neck and let it bleed out into the dirt. 




I instinctively uttered its name, "A gorgon…?" 




They shouldn't exist in forests. These demi-humans made their homes in the northwestern seas of the Valisca Archipelago. What was a gorgon doing so far inland? 




The gorgon and it's many snakes suddenly whipped around and saw us. "More company?" 




"Run!" I screamed, but my words fell on deaf ears. Rio and Gurk had already turned to stone.  




Shit! 




My feet followed suit, then the rest of my body. The hand clutching my staff was already frozen. I fished for any and all potions on my belts to chug, but I only managed to drink a few before my hands became stone.  




The serpent-woman lifted me from the ground with one hand and brought me to her face. If it weren't for the half dozen snakes glaring at me, I'd have thought she was beautiful. 




I could fight her right now. Using a staff only allowed me to cast more efficiently, as long as I could speak the power words, magic was still at my beck and call. But one wrong move, and I was snake food. 




She opened her mouth, an elongated forked tongue rolled out to lick my face. 




"Another witch? You aren't one of her coven," the gorgon said. 




Coven? Did she mean to say there were a group of witches out here instead of one? 




When I opened my mouth to speak, the gorgon kissed me. Her tongue explored my mouth and throat. It might have even gone as far down as my esophagus. 




"Mmmph?! Nnng… mmm!" 




Her free hand ripped away my robes. She wrapped her arm around me and squeezed me against her chest. Her scales were cool and rigid to the touch, but her breasts were smooth like human skin. 




For some reason, the petrification was gradually being undone. I could feel my chest and arms again, but my staff had since fallen to the ground. 




The kiss became tender and gentle. She sucked on my lips and tongue, while her hand teased my crotch.  




Is she… was this really happening…? 




"Nnnnhh!!!" 




Two fingers slipped into me. My pussy was so soaked, stimulated by her teasing, and offered no resistance. I couldn't close my legs to stop it; they were still petrified. Her fingers were long and thick, and my mind was going fuzzy from her tongue play. 




I was clearly her prey. Yet instead of eating me, she was using me like a toy.  




There must be something in her saliva. The gorgon's distant cousin, lamias had paralyzing venom. Gorgon venom varied wildly, so there was no telling what it was.  




As the gorgon's tongue slid out of my throat, and I was left with a mouthful of her saliva.  




"Cough...uuugh…" I spat out a blue substance. A tingling sensation began to spread in my mouth and throat. If it was poison, one of my elixirs should nullify it.  




"Not dead yet, hmm? More time to play." She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers out of my pussy.  




Shhhllliiiccckk. 




"Guh— nnnghaaaahhh!" 




I nearly came from her pulling it out. The gorgon's long tongue curled around the fingers wet from my juices. 




"How about a bargain? What's it going to take for you to let me go?" I asked her. 




The both of us dropped to the ground as her serpentine body coiled around me. I almost decided now was the time to attack until she started stroking my body. Delicate fingers glided across my skin, teasing my butt and frontside.  




"Ah… mmmh…" I couldn't control my voice because my body was still sensitive from the damn wand. 




Her tongue caressed my face, occasionally brushing against my lips. Whenever it did, I opened my mouth to taste her. She gave me one last lick and turned me over, pulling my petrified legs to her face. More of my lower body became unpetrified, and I quickly learned why. 




A wet sensation pressed against my pussy and my ass. Her meaty, forked tongue, was drilling into both of my holes. 




"Ahhhh— guh… nnnghh, aaaaaahhhhaaahhh!" 




Both of my holes were pried open at the same time. It pushed deeper into me, stirring my insides with spastic movements. The writhing tongue was nothing I've ever felt from a dick. 




The pleasure was unrelenting. 




Shlurp. Shlick. Shlurp. Shlick! 




"Yes… oh, god! I'm cumming…! My ass and my pussy feels so good— ahhh! Cumming! Nghhhaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!" 




The double penetration quickly drove me to an orgasm. My whole body twitched and spasmed as I climaxed on her tongue. The gorgon didn't stop. She continued to slather her saliva over my body and ass. 




I noticed her scales glistening with a dampness. The reptilian plates relaxed and exposed a distinct fleshy pink opening.  




That was my chance to fight back. "Two can play at that…" 




The gorgon twitched as soon as I parted the opening, her body constricted just a bit and then loosened. It was enough that I could drag my tongue across the wet flesh of her pussy. 




"Brazen witch… Ahhh…!" Her entire body quivered, aroused sighs and a lack of resistance betrayed her tone. The warm breath against my two holes still plugged by her tongue threatened to send me into another orgasm. 




Even I had a few tricks up my sleeve. Just like what she was doing to me, I buried my tongue into her pussy. 




"Mmmnn! Shhlllrrrr… hahh…shllrp! Shllrrp!" 




Her clit had engorged and that made her more sensitive to my touch. The two of us pleasured each other, our tongue and body locked in a passionate embrace. Her scales grew warm. I felt two hard palms squeeze each of my butt cheeks as her body tightened. 




Even the walls of her pussy clenches around my tongue, but it was so lubricated that I could continue assaulting her back. But unlike her, I was being stimulated from both holes, and it was making me lose my mind. 




I was going to climax again. 




"Haahhh, ahhh… nnguh…!" 




I'm cumming again… But not before… I get her, first… 




I thrusted my tongue deep into her cunt. A powerful quaking orgasm sent the gorgon wild. Her body uncoiled, and her tail flailed wildly. The forked tongue slipped out from both of my holes, and as it does— 




"Cumming again— ahhaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh!" My screams echoed into the forest. It was so loud I was scared other creatures might be drawn to us. 




The gorgon released me from her clutches, and I lingered on top of her gasping for air. I came twice in a short span. I had been with women before, but a forked tongue was another level of cunnilingus. 




I rolled off her torso and landed on my feet. My legs were no longer petrified. The gorgon recovered from her orgasm, took one look at me, and said, "I rather enjoyed our dalliance. Unfortunately, work calls." 




"Wait—!" I shouted to the gorgon, but she appeared too much in a hurry to pay me any mind. She disappeared into the undergrowth, leaving me with more questions than answers. 




Gurk and Rio raced up to me, their petrification undone by the gorgon's mercy. She could have left us stuck, but didn't. 




When I went to pick up my stuff, Gurk started humping my butt. He almost slipped it in because the gorgon's saliva slickened the entrance.  




"Now really isn't the time!" I scolded him. 




"Was stone, but Gurk saw everything!" he exclaimed. 




The tip of his dick pushed into my ass which was left gaping from the gorgon. My body was still sensitive from the wand and from being eaten out. The pleasure of putting a hot dick inside me was overriding my sense of reasoning.  




"But… okay fine, just a little…" I dropped to all fours on the ground, sticking my ass in the air and shaking it to entice him. It's not like I can get pregnant from there. We were out here in the middle of nowhere with nothing but a dead centaur, and Gurk needed relief. It couldn't hurt to offer him a little fun— and for myself. I was getting close to another climax from just getting his dick halfway in. I wanted it all in, right now. I can't believe these next words came out of my mouth, but it was the gorgon's fault for getting me in the mood. "Gurk, hurry and give it to me..." 




However, before we could have our fun the ground began to shudder. A large number of kobolds, greater than the group that fought the centaur, filled into the clearing. They surrounded us and started chanting, waving their shoddy weaponry. 




"The she-witch defeated the horseman and snakewoman!" one of them cheered. 




"What's going on?" I asked, pushing Gurk away and dressing myself to preserve what was left of my dignity. 




They didn't look hostile. If anything, they appeared relieved. Kobolds were skittish demi-humans, these of the reptilian variant rarely fought, and were only brave enough to do so when it had to do with defending territory. 




One of them ran up to me and tugged on my hand, "You slayed the horseman and chased away the snakewoman. We are in your debt!" 




I couldn't very well tell them that it was the gorgon who killed the centaur. Unlike the tribe of goblins, these kobolds were more inclined to talk first. This was a good chance to make contact with other natives of the Weeping Expanse. 




"You must meet with the forest guardian!" another kobold pleaded. 




More continued to speak over each other. "Strong enough to defeat the big ones!" 




"Celebrate with us! Drink! Eat! We treat!" 




There was no room for me to chime in due to their non-stop chattering, they were insistent that I went with them. I personally saw no problems with it, and Gurk— though he was outnumbered by ones not of his own kind, didn't seem to mind either. If things went south, they were just a bunch of kobolds. It couldn't be anything worse than facing a gorgon. 




There was also this forest guardian they mentioned. Whoever it was, may have some ideas about what was going on in the Weeping Expanse. 




"In that case, we accept your invitation," I said, bowing. "I hope it'll be alright if I bring my goblin friend?" 




Their heads tilted to one side, "Goblin is she-witch mate? Looked like you two were about to mate when we came in." 




My face flushed red. "No! There's no mating going on—" 




Gurk came between us and proudly exclaimed, "Mistress is Gurk's mate!" 




"Oh! Savior Ellori! Savior Gurk!" they chanted. 




I clobbered Gurk over the head with my staff. "No more funny business," I said to Gurk, clobbering him over the head. 




The kobolds snickered and chortled at Gurk's expense. They appeared more childlike than goblins. In the wilds across the rest of the world, the two races were often found at odds with one another vying for suitable lands. However, these two didn't seem to mind each other at all. 




Instead of going further east into the forests, we're led north. It made sense as kobolds were demi-humans towards the bottom of the food chain, and stood little chance against greater threats within.  




This particular tribe of kobolds created an encampment for themselves, fenced around their settlement was a palisade wall. Their architecture was less complex than goblins, they lived under leather tents reinforced with branches, and wore neither clothing nor armor. 




All of their tents faced the center of the settlement where a large tree lay with bone and wooden ornaments. It was no great hollow like mine, nor was it like the rest of the trees in the forest. From here, I felt it pulse with energy. Much like the crystal on my staff and the wand from Morten Sinau, or myself and other witches, the tree had a magic signature. 




A red, face-painted kobold raised two large from sharpened bones. "We have feast tonight. Dine upon slain horseman!" 




"Eugh…" I suddenly lost my appetite, but Gurk was much more enthusiastic about eating his former predator. When they said they would treat us, I didn't think they had meant to serve us centaur meat. 




"Tomorrow, summon forest guardian to meet with savior! Until then, you can sleep here." He pointed to a much larger tent than the rest in the encampment.  




"I'm grateful. Thank you for having us." I tried to sound appreciative, but this was so strange to me that my words came out hollow. For all I knew, I walked us into a trap.  




While I sensed neither malice nor ill-intentions from them, that didn't mean they weren't capable of scheming. I had a lot to ask this forest guardian tomorrow. 







Chapter 8 - Kobolds and Their Guardian 






The feast was celebrated around the great tree at the center of their settlement. Kobolds' idea of festivities took after human culture— copious amounts of drinking, foods of all kinds, and loud enough to wake a slumbering dragon. 




I had come to learn the face-painted kobold as Kati, and he served as both chief and warband leader to the kobolds. Kati wobbled up to me in his drunken stupor and offered me a whole roasted centaur leg. 




"Eat, Savior! Grow strong from the flesh of your enemies!" he said, chewing on a leg of his own. 




"Thanks… I'll, uh..." I took the entire leg that's about the same height as myself and set it off to the side. "Save this for later." 




"Curious to know how Savior Gurk become Savior Ellori's mate?" the reptilian humanoid asked. 




I choked on my wine. "Wait, we're still on that misunderstanding—?" 




Gurk beat his chest and said, "Gurk serve Mistress, gets blowjob and plays with Mistress as reward!" 




"Gurk, stop humoring him!" I clobbered his head for the second time today to shut him up, but the damage was already done. 




The kobolds around us expressed their oohs and ahhs. Kati looked up at me, eyes glittering. "Can we serve Savior Ellori, too?" 




"Oh, no. I'm not sexually servicing an entire tribe of kobolds!" I declared as loudly as I could. 




Their shoulders slumped, followed by a simultaneous discouraging sigh. They looked so sad I almost felt bad for refusing. Although the idea of having an army of kobolds at my beck and call did sound fun. 




I shook the thought from my head before it could show on my face. 




Get a hold of yourself, Ellori. Gurk was already asking for sex. I basically agreed to let him have anal sex with me, and we almost did. I was losing bits of my mind to whatever lust magic is affecting this forest. 




A month ago, I'd never imagined giving boobjobs to a tribe of goblins, let alone eating out a gorgon. I wouldn't put it past myself to agree to a gangbang with a tribe of kobolds if I was horny enough at this rate. 




"By the way, do you know anything about the gorgon? How long she's been here, or if there are any others?" I asked Kati. 




He threw a worried glance to his fellows. The apprehension and fear in their eyes were palpable, and demonstrated how unprepared they were against the predators larger than them. Which was understandable. Gorgons and centaurs were not creatures to play with. 




"Snakewoman usually leaves us alone. Sometimes our hunting party sees her, but we steer clear not to interfere," he said. 




A part of me wished I had finished her off when she had her back turned to me. A dangerous entity such as a gorgon could cause untold damage to the Weeping Expanse. Worse so if she left the forests and wandered into Durai or the countryside of Parthun. 




Hopefully this was the last time we would see her.  




Though the gorgon aside, there was also the kobold tribe's forest guardian. 




"And this forest guardian you want me to meet. Who exactly are they?" I continued to ask. 




Nothing in the Headmistress' report mentioned anything about a guardian nearby. It could be a number of things, but for them to qualify it with 'forest' would imply a forest nymph. 




"Great protector! She blesses us with bountiful harvests. If big horsemen show up, she scares them away. We live by her mercy." Kati's eyes lit up speaking about their guardian. 




"Bountiful harvests… that sounds like a dryad to me," I thought aloud. 




"Not sure what is dryad, but she is strong like Savior Ellori. Brave, unlike Savior Gurk," Kati said. 




Gurk cocked his head as Kati's comment finally registered as an insult. "Hey, Gurk can be brave!" 




Forest nymphs were a blanket categorization of all fae creatures birthed from trees. Dryads were under the same family, but unlike their smaller and winged fairy cousins, were given form closer to humans. That makes a lot of sense. With enough kobolds worshipping a tree, it was only a matter of time before a dryad was born. Now, this great tree at the settlement's center has come to protect its beloved devotees. 




They wanted me to meet their dryad. But what exactly that entailed, I had no idea. Dryads were benevolent, so as long as our meeting turned out to be nothing but cordial, I could only benefit from this. 




Towards the end of the feast, most of the kobolds had drunk themselves to an inebriated slumber. I made sure to keep my intake to a minimum, so as to not make any bad decisions like that time at Durai. 




If my fellow humans were scheming enough to give me aphrodisiac wine, who was to say the kobolds wouldn't either? 




With the celebrations winding down, Rio found himself a bed on a branch of the large tree. Gurk and I retired to our tent. As soon as I got inside, I instinctively disrobed and laid down on the fur pelts that was our bed. Most of them were wolves and rabbits, and the larger brown pelt covering the entire floor was likely from a dire bear. 




There was something about the fur caressing my bare skin that was so soothing. The thousands of strands of soft fibers brushed against my body, enticing me to rub myself against it. 




The one thing that didn't feel right was the hard goblin dick rubbing between my butt cheeks. 




"Gurk. Do you mind? I'm trying to go to sleep..." I said, but he didn't seem to care. My tentmate was trying to satisfy himself on my ass, still sexually frustrated from having his anal moment with me cut short. 




"Can't hold back, Mistress," he groaned. 




I didn't stop him. I allowed him to hump my butt with his veiny and hot cock. Each time he did, the movements pushed my breasts and crotch against the fur pelts. The stimulation was beginning to turn me on. 




"Oh… nnh…" A few moans escaped my throat, encouraging Gurk to continue his lustful foreplay. I couldn't hold it in anymore either. I needed something to satisfy me, and Gurk was the only thing here. "We're definitely not having sex, but I want to have fun, too…" 




I got up and pushed Gurk onto his back. Without putting it in, I lowered my pussy onto the shaft of his dick and started dry humping on it. 




"Mistress…" Gurk moaned my name affectionately. 




Slow and rhythmic, our crotches pleasure each other without the need for penetrating. Using my wet cunt to lubricate his dick, I can slide on it with ease.  




"Ahh…! Yes... this is what I needed… a nice hot…nnnngh…!" The more I humped his cock, the closer I got to an orgasm. 




Shhhllick… shhlliickk… shhhlllick… 




The erotic sounds of our smacking hips grew more intense. My juices completely soaked his dick, the longer I grinded on it, the wetter I became. This was getting dangerous. Without clothes, he might actually push it in. Everytime I went from base to tip, the head of his cock would almost slip into my pussy.  




I grabbed Gurk's hands and led them up to my breasts. He didn't need any convincing to start kneading them, pinching my nipples every now and then. At this point, if it did go in, I wouldn't mind. 




"Oh, god… Gurk, your dick is so good…ahhh—! Keep pinching my nipples… mmmh!" My comments only served to intensify his movements, and I loved it. 




"Mistress is so wet… and hot… starting to feel good—" Gurk muttered, his eyes screwed shut to bask in the pleasure I was giving him. 




He began to move his hips, too. The both of us picked up speed and the inevitable rush of my climax was coming. I embraced his small frame as an orgasm shook my very core. "I'm cumming, Gurk! Your Mistress is going to cum on your goblin cock! NnnnggaaaaaAAAHHHHH!" 




Even after my orgasm, Gurk continued to dry hump me. Then, I felt it. The tip of his cock found its way into my pussy. It was so wet, he didn't even notice, but I did. He was spreading open my pussy, and I had no intentions of stopping him.  




"Ohh… fuck, yes… give it to me..." I whispered into his ears. 




Suddenly, the sound of shuffling outside the tent stirred me back to my senses. I got off of Gurk's dick just as he spurted his load onto his stomach. 




I turned around to see dozens of reptilian eyes peeking in from the opening of the tent flap. I heard one of the kobolds say, "The Saviors are mating! Today is a good feast, indeed!" 




In my embarrassment and fury, I grabbed my staff. "I was just getting to the good part… thundra…!" 




*** 




We gathered around the tree in the morning. Some of the kobolds were more charred than the others after my outburst last night.  




As embarrassing as it was, I couldn't deny that they did save me crossing the point of no return. I almost had sex with Gurk after losing myself to the moment. Just what the hell was going on with me? There had to be some anti-magic concoction I could brew up to keep me unaffected by the miasma. 




Or at the very least, less horny. 




Headmistress Anora, you wouldn't hear this prayer, but I didn't know who else to pray to. I had no idea how much longer I could last before I became just as sex-crazed as goblins.  




Granted, it wasn't the worst way to go. Having sex until the end of my days, experiencing orgasm after orgasm. In fact, it was tempting. 




I'd gone to the Academy to become a witch simply on the whim of my foster parents. Sure, I was a little promiscuous and a troublemaker early on. Headmistress had to straighten me out into a proper witch, but now it felt like I'd thrown into a pack of wolves in heat. 




"Heh…hehe..." I started giggling under my breath like a madwoman. "What am I even doing with my life?" 




Kati, Gurk, and I stood before the tree as the kobold chief whispered ancient incantations. His words coaxed the tree to life. It creaked and groaned, shaking loose leaves and twigs from its thick branches. 




My eyes were glued to the trunk as a human form took shape. Their guardian emerged. She had emerald skin and branch-like hair decorated with leaves and flowers cascading down her back. 




The dryad's limbs were like thin branches coiled together. While the body appeared human, it was all held together by powerful magics. 




Kati backed away, bowing. "Guardian!" 




She placed a hand on her chest, facing me and said, "You are the one my devoted calls Savior Ellori? Thank you for saving my children. They name me guardian but to my sisters, I am Flora. You may call me as such." 




"It was by chance that I ran into Kati's tribe, but I'm happy to help." Unsure what to do, I bowed as well, but the dryad lifted my chin to face her. 




"A gift is in order." Flora said, which sounds more like a command than an offer. 




"You really don't have to— mmmfffhh?!" The dryad silenced me with a kiss. 




I was once again locking lips with a powerful creature. Her lips and tongue definitely felt human, but as the embrace continued, something began to ooze down my throat. 




"—Nnnngh! Mmmghh? Gulp… gulp… shllrp… gulp!" I tried to swallow as much as I could, but some of it began to overflow from my mouth. 




The viscous substance I quickly ascertained was the dryad's sap poured without end. A lot of it spilled out between our lips. Some of the nearby kobolds came by with bowls to catch the liquid before it touched ground. 




It tasted sweet, like honey. The addicting flavor was all I could think about, and I threw my arms around the dryad's neck to be closer to its source. She had to pull away to get me to stop, and wiped the sap from her lips. An amused grin stared down at me.  




The thick, hot liquid slowly made its way down to my stomach. My body was suddenly filled with an inexplicable power. 




This wasn't like the innate magic that allowed me to be a witch. It was… different, less volatile and more natural. 




"What was that?" I asked, coughing. 




As the dryad helped me to my feet, some of the flowers on her body withered away. The lustre of the petals turned dark and disintegrated to ash.  




"I have shared with you a piece of my heart— of the forest itself," she said. 




If that was meant to be romantic, it certainly didn't make my heart skip a beat. There were stories of travelers receiving boons from forest nymphs, but they were minor and temporary enchantments. The most someone's ever gained was a bountiful harvest. 




This was not the same thing. The way this new magic swirled inside me felt permanent. 




"Your affinity with the forests has grown. My fellow sisters will not hesitate to help you should you find yourself in danger." She placed a hand on my shoulder, a warm smile reassured me what she had given was not malevolent. "I see you, Savior Ellori. You seek to rid our forests of this lingering miasma, thus is it in my best interest to help you." 




"You know of my duty in the Weeping Expanse?" My inquiry was met with a nod. 




She pressed a finger to the pair of lips I was just making out with. "Our short exchange allowed me to learn much about you." 




My face started getting hot. It occurred to me I made out with the kobold's guardian in front of them.  




"D-do you happen to know the origin of this miasma?" I cleared my throat of the lingering substance and asked. 




Flora shook her head and answered, "I'm afraid not. I cannot wander too far from my tree . Perhaps my sisters may know. When you venture deeper into the Expanse, seek out a dryad by the name of Willow or Esmerelda. They are closer to this corruption than I." 




"Thank you so much!" I bowed again, this time more sincerly. 




Not only did I receive a dryad's boon, she also gave me a lead into solving the miasma. I wouldn't put it past Eudora Faust to have set this up, but I needed to investigate further. 




Still, this had all been so strange. Setting aside the boosted sex drives of Parthun and the Weeping Expanse's denizens, there were creatures that shouldn't belong here like the gorgon. And how does this tie in with the threatening letter sent to King Marcus? 




"There is one more thing I must bestow upon you," the dryad said, her lips curling to a smile. "Your fertility presents an issue." 




"My… fertility...?" I gulped. 




She was right. If I were to become pregnant, that would present a whole host of trouble. I couldn't possibly care for a child, let alone risked being impregnated by a demi-human. Namely… 




I glared at Gurk, who waved excitedly from his seat alongside the kobolds. 




"Is it another boon?" I asked. 




"Something like that," Flora said, she then reached into her tree. Barky hands passed through the wooden layer without resistance, like putting a hand through the surface of water. She returned holding a mushroom about the length of my arm. "Behold. Do your witches know of the tennoraphallus?" 




My student instincts kicked in to answer, "Oh, oh! They're mushrooms that survive off being lodged in animal intestines. They proliferate by ejecting liquid pollen that is scattered alongside feces. That liquid pollen has been used as a contraceptive— er, huh?" 




I gaped as Flora inserted the tennoraphallus halfway into her crotch. Her face contorted in delight, and suddenly the mushroom rose like a penis growing erect.  




Realization came too late. 




Four thick roots shot up from under me, immobilizing my limbs and forcing me down on all fours. The entire tribe and Gurk watched on as Flora approached me from behind.  




"You… you can't be serious? We're going to do this here? In front of everyone?" A mixture of fear and excitement was welling within me. 




Flora grabbed my ass and caressed it. She laid her new organ on top of my butt so I could feel its size. It was big. Real big. 




"Ahhhnn…" I moaned simply from the sensation. There was even heat to it, like a real penis. 




I was so pent up from being interrupted last night that being touched was setting me off. Her mushroom dick found its way to my wet entrance. She rubbed the tip against my slit, sending waves of pleasure through my body. 




Flora dripped her saliva onto the mushroom penis, then rubbed the thick substance against my slit. The warm sensation sent a shiver of pleasure through me.  




No matter how much I struggled against the roots, my arms and legs wouldn't come free. More saplings began to sprout from the ground. Their growth accelerated, extending thin stems and leaves to tease my breasts. 




Just like the anoragrathi, the vegetative appendages assaulted every inch of my body. They pinch my nippled, kneading my breasts in a circular motion and leaving behind the sappy substance.  




"Ohh… ahh! Wait… you can't… not in— nngghhaaa…! Not in front of the tribe!" My pleas went ignored. 




The branches immobilizing me raised my body to a standing position. The dryad embraced me from behind, brushing her breasts against the length of my backside. She tilted my head towards her and kissed me, a more sour type of honey dribbled down my throat this time. 
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Chapter 9 - A Witch & Her Goblin 






A day after we returned from Flora's kobold tribe, my familiar had begun to display some odd behavior. 




"Nyyyaaaaaa!" 




Rio ran at full speed around the clearing, faster than I'd ever seen him run before. It was like an extreme version of zoomies. Sometimes he picked a direction and continued to run until— 




SMASH! 




—He slammed into a tree with enough force to knock one down. This was the fifth tree he had upended since this morning. 




I raced over to Rio and picked him up. His eyes were spinning, but he was otherwise perfectly fine. "Oh, my god… what's gotten into you?" 




Until recently, he hardly had any strength to push a book. Now he was a one-feline deforestation crew. In the first place, he shouldn't possess this much raw physical strength as a familiar. 




Could this be his gluttonous soul's doing? Nothing came to mind what he could have eaten to cause this. 




Did he take a bite out of the gorgon? That couldn't be it. He was petrified the entire time, and we were immediately surrounded by the kobolds right after. Consuming a gorgon would have granted him something else. 




What about the centaur? 




The kobolds served us the dead centaur. Rio could have gotten some during that time. 




"You ate the centaur meat, didn't you?" I asked my familiar. 




"Mrau— burp!" A putrid breath erupted from his mouth. It was so disgusting, I could feel the breakfast churning inside my stomach. 




It wasn't the answer I was expecting, but eating centaur meat would explain the obscene new strength. 




What didn't make sense to me was, why hadn't he absorbed the other beasts I fed him in the past? Perhaps there was no surefire way for gluttony to inherit a magical signature, and that it was a matter of chance. 




Putting that aside, Rio's rampage left us with a surplus of lumber. I should have Gurk work on that later and build some fences around the clearing. For now, it was time to check on the tennoraphallus.  




Behind the great hollow was a storm cellar, and inside Gurk was hammering away at building a basement. When this finishes, we would have expanded our home a whole another floor.  




However, unlike the tree itself, I planned to use the basement level to incubate mushrooms and cultivate magic crystals. An enclosed space underground served as perfect insulation, safe from the impulsive weather of the Weeping Expanse. 




Gurk was just finishing the support columns as I came downstairs. In just a day, we had managed to dig out a large space underneath the tree and essentially constructed an underground garden. 




"Almost done building for Mistress. Lots to do, but easy because Gurk made it before!" he said, hammering in some nails. 




"Good work, Gurk! Look forward to your reward later tonight," I replied, gulping hard with anticipation. 




Somehow, I was just as excited to play with him as he was with me. Since my fertility was temporarily stunted, I'd been getting hornier and my body more easily stimulated. 




I wasn't sure if this was a side-effect of the tennoraphallus' spores, or if I was just turned on living with a readily available dick in the form of a goblin. The fact that I couldn't be impregnated didn't help, because my mind was slowly losing its will to hold back. 




The… encounters with the gorgon and dryad didn't exactly help either. I felt like I was slipping back into my promiscuous ways during the Academy years. Sexual relations were encouraged back then. The senior witches believed it relieved the stress of studying witchcraft, and opened the channels within our bodies to better incant magic. 




I ended up having many partners by the time I graduated, but my best friend— whom we frequently took pleasure in each other's body— was the closest thing to a relationship I had then. She wasn't here to satisfy my libido now, being that she was on the other side of the continent. 




Thinking back was getting me in the mood again. 




I shook the thoughts away and got back to the task at hand. 




Flora told me that the spores inside my body would last for some time. Only every once in a while would I need to inject them into me again. Until then, I had to make sure they grew fine in this environment. 




My goblin carpenter helped hollow out smaller tree stumps to cultivate the fungi in. It had only been a day, but it looked like they were growing well. Five stumps in total were filled with a mix of wet mulch and tennoraphallus grain spawn from the bark. Their tiny little heads were poking out of the shredded bark much like the anoragrathi 




On a raised garden bed along the walls, small beads of crystals were planted into a solution of water and growth enhancing serum. They weren't growing. I was missing one more ingredient to put into the solution before the crystals could grow.  




I needed living slime extract. 




Red slimes in particular would be ideal. Their corrosive and regenerative nature worked in tandem to digest organisms while preserving the integrity of their glutinous forms. With their extract, I could corrode and regenerate the crystals, using the growth serum to expedite the regenerative process and thereby giving me a net yield. 




The problem was I don't have slime extract. I didn't even know if slimes lived in this forest. There was no other choice but to keep looking or send a requisition to Headmistress Anora— which I wasn't keen on doing. 




Rio hopped out of my arms and onto the tennoraphallus. "Mrau— chomp!" 




"Rio no!" I quickly tore him away from the mushroom and dug my fingers into his mouth. My fingers pulled out what I could of pieces of mushroom. "Bad, kitty. Bad! Spit that out now!" 




"Nya…" he expelled the rest of the mushroom to the floor and dashed back upstairs. 




"Of all the things… don't let him absorb that..." I prayed to the gods. 




Gurk jumped down from the ladder and puffed out his chest. "Finished! Roots of tree strong. Hold back walls of dirt like ogre." 




"Hmm, it'd be nice if we didn't need to worry about the walls." I said, grabbing a handful of the dirt on the ground. It was loose after excavating, but the great hollow's roots were really entrenched into the ground. It would take a lot more digging for it to actually topple over, but to be on the safe side I wanted to reinforce the basement. 




He tugged on my sleeve and looked up at me expectantly. "Is it true Mistress can't be pregnant?" 




"It is. The spores sprayed into my womb are supposed to work like a contraceptive," I answered. 




Gurk looked disappointed. He often expressed how much he wanted to get me pregnant, and fell into the habit of referring me to his mate when he spoke to others.  




His disappointment vanished, and his ears suddenly perked up. "Does that mean Gurk and Mistress can have sex?" 




"N-no, wait… how did we come to that conclusion?!" I backed up into the wooden plot of a raised garden bed. 




"If Mistress can't get pregnant, then no problem! Almost had sex at Kati's tribe," he said, reminding me of that night. 




Gurk hugged my waist, his eyes glistened with anticipation. I felt something hard poking my thighs. 




"We… we can't…" I pleaded, hoping he would give up first before I gave in. 




Then, the unthinkable. Gurk's shoulders slumped a bit, but he let go and said, "Okay. Gurk obey Mistress. Will settle for anything!" 




"R-Really?" I muttered. 




"Gurk go upstairs now to help start dinner." He exited the basement through the storm cellar door. 




I dropped to the ground, a damp sensation between my legs began to soak my robes through my underwear. "Did… did I just cockblock myself?" 




My hands found their way under my robes. Merely grabbing my breasts made me yelp. I had become so sensitive that my clothes were enough to tease me to an orgasm. This entire day, I had been holding back. 




It was Gurk's fault. 




Is what I thought to myself as I pressed two fingers into my wet pussy. Two fingers pinched my nipple, and I began to finger myself to let the tension away. 




Shlick. Shlick. Shlick. Shlick. 




"Nnhhhaa… God, yes…" 




I started imagining the gorgon's tongue, Flora's mushroom, but my mind kept drifting back to Gurk. His erect green dick that I had serviced with my mouth and breasts many times already. 




How good would that feel inside me? To have all of his lust poured into me? 




"Fuck me, Gurk…! Yes, harder… nnghh— more! I'm so close!" I screamed into the empty room. 




My mind became hazy as I sped up my fingers. 




"I'm going to cum…!" 




A shift of movement from the entrance froze me right up.  




Standing there with his dick in his hand was Gurk. "H-heard Mistress call Gurk's name so Gurk came as fast as can. Does Mistress want Gurk…?" 




Right now, I wanted nothing more than to bury a hard cock into my cunt. I licked my lips and gestured him forward. "Oh, dignity be damned. Come here, Gurk. It's time for your reward." 




Gurk wasted no time throwing his clothes off and climbing on top of me. He clawed into my robes, tearing bits and pieces of my clothes away until he got to my breasts. Sharp teeth bit down on them while a slippery tongue teased my nipples. 




"Ahhnn! So rough…!" I squeaked, as his teeth drew a little bit of blood. 




He suddenly pulled away, a look of concern was written all over his face, and he stopped the voracious assault assault. "Don't want to hurt Mistress. Gurk sorry." 




This goblin was just so cute. How did I ever think he was a vermin like the guards described them to be? Gurk was so sweet and caring, so helpful around the house. He deserved more than what I'd been giving him. 




I lifted his face and leaned in to kiss him. Gurk was taken aback, but he quickly recovered to reciprocate, pushing his tongue into my mouth. It wasn't long like the gorgon's, neither was it filled with aphrodisiac sap like the dryad, it played with me as though we were passionate lovers. 




His hard member poked at my belly as he dry humped on top of me. I reached around his small frame and pressed him into my body, squishing my breasts to his chest and his cock against my stomach. 




In no time at all, hot liquid spurted from the tip and onto our tattered clothes. I'd lost count how many times he has coated me in his cum, but this time was turning me on even more. Even though he came, he was still hard and raring to go. 




I licked my hand wet with mine and Gurk's spit, and then reached down to stroke his dick. His hips didn't stop moving, using my lubricated hand like hole.  




Anticipation wracked at my body as I led his cock to the entrance of my pussy. I didn't need to feel it to know I was soaking wet down there. Our lips parted, and I gazed at this creature I was about to have sex with. Cooing into his ear, I said, "Don't make me wait. Fuck me— iiieeeeaaaahhh! Ahhh… mmm, yes…!" 




Gurk slammed his dick into me in one swift thrust. Immediately his body started shaking, and I felt something gush into me.  




"You're already cumming?" I asked, surprised by his second shot. 




He was in a daze. His cock pulsing inside me, threatening to make me orgasm from just having it inside. 




There were tears at the corner of his eyes. "This is Gurk's first time with anyone… Gurk is grateful to be with Mistress." 




His sweet words made my heart sing. 




"Well, then. Don't keep your Mistress waiting," I whispered seductively into his ears. 




Gurk wasted no time thrusting into me. This goblin, a barbaric demi-human race only half my size was stirring up my pussy. And I was the one who seduced him to do it. 




Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap! 




It was all I could hear down here between the wet sounds of my pussy and my own moaning. 




I was in heaven. This was bliss. After the gorgon reminded me how it felt to be penetrated, after Flora reminded me of the feeling of sex— why did I think I could hold back when it felt this good? 




"Guh… so hard… ahh! You're making me go crazy, Gurk!" I screamed. 




I pushed Gurk onto his back. Just like that night at the kobold tribe, this time we wouldn't be interrupted. With his dick buried in me, I started bouncing on it. He sat up, buried his face between my breasts, and wrapped his hands around me. 




"Hahh… ahh! Nnngh— so good… nnh… Look at me, Gurk…!" I ordered him. 




He did, an expression of ecstasy adorned his green face now tinted with a shade of red. I tilted his head back and pushed my tongue into his mouth. He sucked on it like a baby, and I was more than happy to be his pacifier. 




"Mmmh! Kiss… kiss! Haahh— ahh! Chu...shllrrrpp…!" 




If anyone saw us right now, what would they think? This human sow mating with a lowly goblin. How disgusting must I look?  




But those thoughts didn't matter to me. I didn't care about the consequences. This cock was messing me up and giving me so much pleasure. That was all I cared about. 




The climax was coming. My body was being set on fire. "Chu— mmph! I'm cumming… give it to me, fill me up with your goblin cum— yess, ahh... hahhh, aaaaahhhhhh!" 




My body quivered to a powerful quaking orgasm. I held him in a tight embrace, locking my legs around his waist.  




His hot cum gushed into me a second time as he continued to fuck me. Even his own orgasm didn't stop him from taking advantage of this pleasure— this opportunity to fuck me silly. 




At that point, I knew I had crossed the line. Giving myself to Gurk meant that he was going to ask for more from now on. Instead of blowjobs and titjobs, it was going to be sex. Day in and day out, whenever I had free time. I was going to be a readily available fuck hole for him to use. 




And I didn't mind that one bit. 




I fell onto my back, and Gurk on top of me. His cock was still inside, hard and ready for more.  




"Again! Again!" he said, enthusiastically while he plunges deeper. 




"Nnh—! Wait, I'm tired… I can't…" I protested. Being bigger than him, I had the strength to push him off. But I didn't. 




The moment he started pistoning into me again, I felt another orgasm coming soon. "Mistress can't get pregnant, so Gurk keep going inside!" 




"Ahhh! No— oohh, mmmh!" 




I wasn't sure how long we were down there. By the time we emerged from underground, it had gotten dark out.  




My cunt was dripping with cum and my breasts had bite imprints on them. Suffice to say, the two of us came out more or less satisfied. Gurk's dick was still erect, and I might have to do something about it before bed. 




The two of us helped wash each other off in the bath and went about the rest of the night like nothing happened. We had dinner, tidied up the house, and then hopped into bed. 




Surprisingly, I didn't feel an ounce of regret having given into my temptations with the goblin. I thought I would be filled with indescribable remorse and going through a moral crisis. Instead, I was perfectly content. Like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. 




Gurk crawled into bed next to me and snuggled into my chest. I respond by wrapping my arms around him. We didn't have any more boundaries with each other, so why not relish in having a bedmate? 




He looked at me and asked, "Dryad says Mistress wants go deeper into forest?" 




"That's right," I answered him. "I have an important job out here. There are other witches like myself who want to cause harm to this world. It's my job to stop them." 




"Deep in forest scary. Others in tribe say not to wander too far in. Many more like centaurs and big things hunting goblins like Gurk," he said, trembling in my arms. 




We did have a brush with death in the encounter with the gorgon. I have to count my blessings that she was more interested in sex than turning us all into stone. Had she petrified me, it would have been the end of my journey. 




I needed to remember that even though I was a witch, I was still very much human. Who knew what else lurked within the Weeping Expanse? In order to protect myself and Gurk, I had to become stronger. 




The Kingdom of Parthun and its citizens were depending on me. 




Whatever help Headmistress Anora planned to send my way, I hoped it comes soon. 




But did I really want that?  




If she sent another witch, that means the end of our privacy here. And I had just crossed the point of no return with Gurk today. 




There was still the concern with Rio. He proved that he could in fact absorb other creatures. I had to keep feeding him different things to make him stronger. 




I missed a chance with the gorgon. Rio could have developed the ability to petrify, but I got swept up by the kobolds. 




Gurk was so terrified of the prospect of going deeper into the Weeping Expanse. I put a hand to his face to reassure him. "Don't worry. Your Mistress promised to protect you, remember? You are my servant, and it is my duty to see to your wellbeing." 




He flashed a toothy grin. "Gurk lucky to find Mistress. Will do same to protect Mistress. Do anything to help!" 




"You're such a sweetie." I gave him a light kiss and reached down to stroke his limp dick. It quickly got hard in my hand, which was exactly what I wanted. I propped myself up on his waist and squeezed my breasts in his face. "Maybe you can help your Mistress now? Continue where we left off… hehe."









Chapter 10 - Unexpected Visitors 






It had been nearly a month since I made my home in the Weeping Expanse. So much happened that I could scarcely believe happened if not for the compendium I'd been updating. 




After my sexual encounters with several of the forest's inhabitants, as well as becoming sex friends with Gurk only a week ago, I was reexperiencing the halcyon days of lust and pleasure. It was like I had returned to the Academy where sexual activity was encouraged. 




The past week since returning from Flora's tribe had been nothing but sex. Day in and day out, Gurk didn't get enough of screwing me. It wouldn't be a surprise if he had molded my pussy to the shape of his cock by now. 




I hadn't felt this good and satisfied in a long time. Stressing over the thought of dealing with the infamous Cackling Witch had vanished, swept away by the countless orgasms Gurk's given me.  




Everytime I started feeling guilty, I would remind myself of what Headmistress Anora told me. She was the one that put the thought of having sex with Gurk into my mind to begin with. 




Because of this, progress on investigating the Weeping Expanse had come to a halt. In order to get back into the swing of things, I swore to get some work done. 




After one more round. 




Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap! 




"Nngh— ahh! Okay… that's enough…" I told Gurk as he pumped another load into me. I climbed off his dick and out of bed, changed into my robes, and grabbed my staff.  




I couldn't have sex all day. Complacency bred weakness, and I was a witch tasked with the protection of the Kingdom of Parthun. 




As I headed downstairs, I noticed Rio getting stir crazy. His eyes were dilated and his whiskers twitched with excitement. If I didn't let him outside soon he was going to wreck the house. 




"Gurk, can you take Rio out for a walk again?" I called upstairs. 




"Yes, Mistress!" The goblin quickly dressed himself and led Rio outside. I watched them depart into the forest while I stayed behind. 




Having Gurk take my familiar out on walks was the only way to take a break from sex. Rio could also go berserk to his heart's content away from potentially ruining the great hollow. The shed behind the great hollow had a surplus of lumber thanks to Rio's bulldozing antics.  




Them going out achieved two things— Rio could work all that excess energy out of his system, and he could hunt things to grow stronger. 




Unfortunately, Gurk told me the only hunts Rio managed were small game like birds and rabbits. Larger creatures they encountered in the forest kept their distance from the pair. Like due to the fact that Rio exuded the essence of a centaur. 




"While they're gone, I have to test out what Flora's boon has done to my body." I twirled my staff and muttered some incantations. Sparks of energy emitted from the crystal at the end of the gnarled roots, subsiding by the time they hit ground.  




Raising it to the air, I invoked an enchantment, "Firebrand!" 




The length of the gnarled branch ignited with fire. Since it was invoked by my magic, it did no harm to me. Anyone ignorant enough to touch it would be set aflame like kindling. 




The boon didn't appear to affect my enchantments. What about volatile magic? 




"Igni vas o'rea!" Fire shot out from my staff, charring the ground in its path. 




It wasn't any stronger or weaker than before. If igni remained the same, thundra and aqua must be unchanged as well.  




I recalled what Flora said about the boon. It had to do with my affinity to the forest. 




Beneficiaries of similar boons saw grand harvests and healthy growth. If anything, my proximity to plants should have an effect on them. But I wasn't keen on throwing my body over a field of tentacle plants. 




The sephalothanes and mandragoras on the other hand were growing rather well. Actually, they were growing a little too well. 




"What in the name of Demos..." I marveled at the change in colors of the sephalothane and mandragora plots. 




Sephalothanes were an angiosperm with wide purple and orange petals. The grossly overgrown petals on the flowers I was staring at were red and blue. The three raised garden beds were on the brink of collapse from the weight, even the roots were beginning to split the corners of the wooden plot. 




From what I studied in the Academy, red and blue petals were of the highest quality yield. Witches and alchemists rarely got to use them because they were so expensive. Ingredients of this quality were normally reserved for senior witches like Headmistress Anora and Elder Board of the Academy, or on special requisition by expert alchemists. Never mind that they could net a fortune, I could craft Grade-A potions with these. 




"S-Steady, Ellori… calm mind… calm mind..." I chanted to myself, taking deep breaths to ease my eager heart. 




I took a look at the mandragora, which weren't overgrown like the sephalothanes. The stem and leaves had taken a darker green hue. Not too out of the ordinary. In order to really assess any changes, I had to pull one out. 




"Sothra, silentium." I whispered to the mandragoras.  




Everything had gone silent. The world around me was without sound, devoid of the gentle rustling of tree leaves.  




I took a deep breath and pulled one out by the stem. The mandrake's gaping mouth stared back at me screaming in silence. I still felt the vibrations in the air, but they weren't strong enough to harm my hearing. 




After a few seconds, the vibrations ceased and the mouth closed. The mandrake had expired.  




I dispelled the aura of silence, the sound of wind and rustling leaves filled my surroundings again.  




Nothing appeared out of the ordinary with the mandrake, but I couldn't help but feel there was something off. I snapped the mandrake root in half and noticed a distinctly sweet aroma, unlike the usual earthy smell. It smelled like perfume. 




With the snapped mandrake in hand, I race back into the house. I ran my finger through a shelf of tomes and grimoires until I came across the Compendium of Photosynthetic Flora Vol. 39. 




"If I remember correctly… ah!" I put my finger at the top of the page. "It says… 'The scent of a mandragora root, or the mandrake, grown in proper climates should emit an earthy smell if not treated with any serums or additives. A mandrake with a sweet smell is highly sought after for its many health benefits, but it is truly prized for life-prolonging properties if synthesized with dragon's blood.' What…?" 




I gawked at the snapped mandrake. I had in my hands, the ingredient for an elixir of life— no, there were more outside. Flora's boon had not only flourished my garden of alchemical reagents, but also raised its quality to the peak. 




The next hour was spent carefully harvesting the sephalothanes and mandrakes. The haul came out to twenty palm-sized herbal satchels and ten mandrakes. I hung them on an ingredients rack behind the cauldron and admired the expensive yield. 




That rack alone came out to a fortune that could last me several lifetimes. Sold to the highest bidder, I could buy myself a mansion and live like royalty. 




But that wasn't the point. 




I was able to brew the highest quality potions and elixirs. I could formulate new concoctions without worrying about going broke. My fellow sisters at the Academy would look at me with envy. My name was going to be etched into the annals of history as one of the greatest witches to ever exist. 




"Heh…hehehe!" I let my laughter fill the house.  




This boded well for my investigation. Though Flora's boon didn't gift me any exceptional powers, the concoctions I could brew might grant me an edge against more dangerous opponents.  




Elixir of ogre's strength, unending stamina draught, cat's eyes vision, equus' haste, greater panacea… the list was endless. 




"What should I make first?" I mused excitedly to myself. 




I dropped onto the couch, mind spinning with ideas of what to brew first. I set aside those thoughts and reached under the seat to pull out a rectangular wooden box. Inside was a long pipe with gold bandings, and next to it was a pouch of herbs. 




"Huu…" I inhaled deeply from the burning herbal fumes. My brain and body became fuzzy. An intoxicating pleasure was spreading throughout my body, sending me into a state of euphoria. "Hah… it feels like I'm floating on a cloud." 




I deserved to treat myself today. 




When I was about to drift off, the door suddenly swung open. "Oh? Gurk, Rio? Back already?" 




No answer, except the sound of snorting and grunting. Heavy footfalls rattled the vials on my shelves and shook the floor. From the door, three enormous bipedal pig-faced humanoids entered my home. 




"Orcs?" I choked on the fumes. I reached for my staff, but knocked it away in my dizzy state. I looked up to see one of them picking up my staff.  




Behind his loincloth, a massive penis barely covered by the sparse clothing glared back at me. Even limp, it was as large as my leg. If something like that went in me, I'd break for sure. 




I didn't know much about orcs of the Weeping Expanse, but if they were anything like the goblins affected by the miasma, I was in deep trouble. 




On the ground and high out of my mind, several questions ran through my head. 




Why hadn't the wards worked? 




How did orcs find my home? 




Was I really about to be raped by these orcs? 




"All I ask is, please use the special lubricant under my desk drawer!" I prostrated before them, pleading as the closest one reached out to grab me. 




A large green hand lingered in mid-air, and the orc reeled back in surprise. 




"Uh, Miss. I'm faithfully married," one of them said. 




"My girlfriend's gonna chew me out for being in another woman's home. Can't imagine what she'd do if I cheated on her," another one remarked, and then pointed behind. "Luugen over here's single." 




The orc named Luugen put his hands up. "Witches are scary. Farmer girls are more my type." 




My mouth hung open, speechless and unsure how to react to their lack of interest. I thought orcs were more sex-crazed than goblins. Now I just looked like an idiot. 




"Um… What's going on?" I asked them. 




"Roga's the name. The pink-skinned one's Fergus, and farmer girl fetishist is Luugen." Roga introduced his companions as he helped me to my feet, and then returned my staff to me. 




I got to my feet, clutching the staff close. I wasn't out of the woods yet, so I had to be careful. "You're not here to rape me?" 




"No, of course not. That's immoral!" Fergus winced at the insinuation. 




"You said you had girlfriends and wives? I thought orcs were one of the many races whose fertility was crippled— er..." I shut my mouth and felt a wave of shame hit my gut. 




The orcs shifted uncomfortably where they stood and cleared their throats. 




"They're human," Roga answered. "We live with human women. I even have a kid." 




Fergus noticed my confusion and took over with an explanation. "We've built a settlement where orcs coexist with female humans. Still can't pop female orcs out, but we can at least lead some semblance of a normal life." 




I eyed them suspiciously. "You didn't kidnap them?" 




"Well... " Fergus scratched the back of his head and looked down with a hint of shame. "We did at first many years ago but not anymore. There are female humans who meet us by their own free will. They're actually why we've come to seek your help." 




"I suppose I am tasked with protecting Parthun, and that isn't necessarily restricted to just helping humans… How can I help?" I asked, expelling the stale breath I'd been holding in since they came in. 




The three orcs lit up, relieved that they hadn't come all this way for nothing. Fergus explained the situation, "Our settlement is but one tribe, there are many other orcish and demi-human tribes that see our society as nonsense. They've left us alone in the past, but a few months ago started raiding our settlements." 




"Let me guess, they're kidnapping women?" 




"How did you know?" Roga asked, astonished 




"If it wasn't your settlement of orcs that had been kidnapping Parthun's villagers, then it must be the same ones attacking you. Since this affects both of our societies, I'm more than happy to help," I assured them. 




The orcs held each other to keep from falling. Their ordeal must have made them really desperate to seek me out. 




Which led me to my next question, "How did you guys find me? Or even know who I am for that matter?" 




Fergus wiped a tear from his eye and said, "A merchant told us about you. Said a witch took residence at the edge of the forest." 




"Wait… Morten? Morten Sinau?" 




"Ah, yes. That was his name," Roga said, nodding. 




Morten did say he was traveling further into the forest and had done business with demi-humans before. To think he would blab about my residence here. That could have been very bad. I should be fortunate Morten had good intentions. 




"That explains how you found me. Aren't you three terrified of the dragon's presence from my wards?" A part of me was beginning to wonder if my wards were effective in the first place. 




Roga cleared his throat and threw a nervous glance at the others. "We kind of just closed our eyes and walked forward. As soon as we saw your tree home we knew that it was just an illusion." 




"Luugen near shit his pants. Haha!" Fergus teased. 




"Shut up. You wanted to turn back! Anyway…" Luugen's tone took a sudden shift. His light green skin takes on a reddish tint. "I've been meaning to ask, are you… married?" 




"Me? No, why do you ask?" I replied, shaking my head. 




"Maybe the others are too considerate to mention it, but this place is thick with the scent of your pheromones," he said. 




My face turned red. "M-must be your imagination, I don't…" 




"Orcs have a good nose for this. I also smell a goblin. You wouldn't happen to be…?" Luugen trailed off. 




Fergus and Roga noded in unison. "Normally goblins kidnap women, but it smells like you're living with one?" 




"You've got the wrong idea—" 




"We won't judge! Some of our women have had experience with goblins before we rescued them!" Luugen assured me like it was no big deal, but I was getting more and more embarrassed by how casual they were about it. 




Gurk suddenly bursts through the door, throwing rocks at the orcs' backs. They achieved nothing but clatter to the ground. "Orcs stay away from Mistress!" 




Once I explained the situation to Gurk, he became more or less calm. I imagined he wasn't enthused about seeing a goblin's natural enemy in his home. He continued to growl quietly while hidden behind my back.  




"Please, don't mind him. I'm sure your settlement had nothing to do with it, but his tribe used to be hunted by orcs and centaurs," I explained. 




All of us had taken a seat around the table. Because the orcs were so large, they opted to take a seat on the ground. I made the mistake of offering them tea, and now I was met with the amusing sight of them holding tiny teacups in their oversized fingers. 




"We would never, not unless they meant us serious harm," Roga said, finishing his drink in a single sip. 




Luugen and Fergus stared hard at Gurk, which likely wasn't helping to cool his nerves. Meanwhile, Rio had quickly warmed up to the orcs and laid on top of Roga's head like a hat. 




"So, that little guy's the lucky goblin..." Luugen remarked with a trace of envy. 




"Can we give that a rest…" I asked, putting a hand to my face. 




"That's right!" Gurk exclaimed. He groped my breasts from behind and shook a fist at them. "Gurk and Mistress have sex every day! Make Mistress feel good, Mistress begs for more— ack!" 




I clocked him over the head with my staff.  




"Any more out of you and there won't be an 'every day' anymore." Gurk went back to hiding behind me back after being scolded. 




The orcs averted eye contact with me when I turned my attention back to them. Rio hopped off Roga's head and landed next to me on the table. His whiskers twitched as he groomed himself. 




"When should we expect your help, Miss Ellori?" Roga asked. 




"Since I don't know the way, I think it would be best if I depart with you. I hope it won't be an issue if I bring my familiar and goblin?" I responded. 




The three of them were overjoyed to hear it. They likely didn't expect a witch to be so willing to help them. It especially took exceptional courage for them to get over their fear of me. Our kind— witches and orcs, that is— wasn't paved in cordiality. We were, after all, the ones who created the concoction to render them unable to produce female offsprings centuries ago. 




"Not at all! We can prepare you a place to stay, a personal residence so you and the goblin can have your private fun," Roga said. 




"...Great." I muttered. "We'll be ready to leave soon. I just need to prepare a few things." 




While I synthesized a batch of potions, the orcs were kind enough to help dig a wide three foot deep plot in the ground. Once I returned, I could get right to working on a project that involves cultivating coral and ranching fish. 




I was able to brew a number of Grade-A potions with high quality ingredients. They should prove useful in case of violent encounters with other demi-humans— which Roga believed was inevitable. 




The journey to their settlement took the better part of a day, further into the forest than I'd gone previously. It would have taken longer if we had to make the trek ourselves, but the orcs lightened our load carrying most of the equipment and bags.  




By the time we arrived, the sun had long set and the bioluminescent algae that covered the forest illuminated the rest of our way. A number of orcs holding torches and clubs greeted us at the entrance. Like the kobold tribe, their settlement was enclosed by a long palisade wall reinforced with wooden spikes at the base. 




"Roga, you're back! And successful in bringing help it seems?" One of the orcs waved a torch in my face. His club was smeared with fresh blood from a recent kill. He glanced past me to Gurk who clutched my cloak, cowering. "The help is smaller than I expected." 




"You dumb swine, the witch! It's the witch who's here to help. The one the human merchant calls Ellori," Roga answered in my stead. 




"Bwuohaha! It was a joke! We welcome you, Ellori. Goblin and cat as well." The orc pushed open the gate to the unexpected sight of a sprawling village— rather, a town.  




Female humans and orcs populated the settlement. At a glance, it was maybe four or five times larger than Durai's farmstead. Though few, even kobolds and goblins lived among them— an entire community of demi-humans that I'd never seen before outside of the Weeping Expanse. 









Chapter 11 - Shallowglade 






If it weren't for the demi-humans, this settlement would appear as any other human town. However, unlike humans where the dregs of society idled away their lives, each orc had a role in their community as soon as they could walk. There was no orc without a job. 




Shallowglade was what the residents named their quaint settlement. Their society was sustained through farming and ranching, supplemented by hunters that helped fill additional hungry mouths, and the occasional trading. 




They infrequently traded with other demi-humans tribes, but found better luck foraging the bountiful forests around them. Unfortunately, that had become rather difficult given their recent predicament. 




Roga was true to his words when he said there was a personal residence waiting for us. As opposed to the meager tent at the kobold tribe, we were given a whole cabin furnished with a bedroom and kitchenette. 




Gurk couldn't sit still until I gave him a blowjob to calm him down. It was hard to blame him. He was quite literally surrounded by orcs no matter where he turned. Even the sight of other goblins coexisting with the orcs didn't assuage his instinctual fear.  




Knock. Knock. Knock. 




"Nyaa!" Rio rubs his head against the door.  




"Coming!" I shouted. 




I opened the door to a red-haired woman about my age. She wore a robe fashioned from the pelt of a wolf or bear. In her hands was a large meat pie that roused Gurk from his hiding place. 




"Ellori? I'm Ana, Roga's wife. I wanted to welcome you to Shallowglade with my signature chicken pot pie!" she said. 




This was my first interaction with a human resident of Shallowglade. I shouldn't waste this opportunity.  




"Would you like to come in? I'd love to finally talk with another human being in this forest," I offered. 




"If that's alright with you? I actually haven't eaten yet, and the smell of my own cooking's got me salivating," she said. 




I stepped aside for Ana to come inside. She set the pie on the table which Gurk slowly crept up on. 




"This little one must be Gurk? Roga told me about your relationship," Ana said coyly. 




"Gods… even though I tried to clear up that misunderstanding." I poured her some tea I had brewing in a kettle and sliced a portion of the pie for each of us. "How long have you known the or— your husband?" 




"I know you think we're strange. Why would humans leave the comforts of their own home to live amongst the savage orcs? The ones that live here aren't like that. I met Roga when he saved my father's caravan from an ogre attack seven years ago. To me, it was love at first sight," she explained, gushing a little about Roga. 




"Do the other women have similar stories?" I asked inquisitively. 




"Well, every girl's got their own story. I'm sure mine isn't unique, but I do know we wouldn't want to be anywhere else." There was a twinkle in her eye, like that of someone who had found the love of their life. 




It used to be that demi-human and human relationships were common in the past. In fact, there was likely a time when antagonisms didn't exist at all. When humanity began to make use of witches as a tool to elevate themselves above the other intelligent races, that was when the biases started. 




Shallowglade was a picturesque settlement of what things could be without the Council of Kings. 




Another thought crossed my mind. A more lewd one. If they lived together, had children together, then they clearly had sex. 




I swallowed hard trying to frame my question appropriately. "Having sex with an orc's got to be difficult, right?" 




Ana blushed. She took a bite of the pie, choked on it, and had to drink the piping hot tea to down it. "I admit it was tough at first. It took a lot of lube and patience. Once we got it in, it was the best sex I've ever had. I don't think I could ever go back to being with a human." 




I couldn't imagine. Even looking at the size of their limp dicks made me woozy.  




"Hey, hey?" She leaned over the table and gestured me closer. "If you're interested in orcs, how about a round with my son?" 




"Ngh— ?!" I spat out a mouthful of tea. "You're— wait, what… no! I couldn't possibly. I'm not interested at all!" 




She raised her hands apologetically. "Ahaha! It's only a harmless offer!" 




"What kind of mother offers someone sex with their son so casually?" I asked, still shaken by her offer. 




"We do it all the time, it's like a rite of passage for them. Orcs mature by age five before their bodies go through a major growth spurt. The women in Shallowglade offer to take younger orcs' virginity as casually as we give hugs," she explained. 




"That's... an incredible tradition you've got going on here," I remarked. 




Ana puffed out her chest. "Teach them young so they're more in control during adulthood. I have proudly slept with twenty young orcs!" 




I shared in her glory with an awkward laugh. No way could I ever consider doing something like that. Then again, some time ago I never expected to have sex with a goblin. Or a Dryad. Or perform cunnilingus on a gorgon. 




"And… your husband doesn't mind?" I asked. 




"Nope. He encourages it! My offer still stands, El. In fact, I would be honored if you took my son's virginity!" she exclaimed. 




"Aha… I'll consider it…" I said, taking a nervous sip of my tea.  




At a glance, the settlement didn't appear to have any female orcs. That meant the mutation still affected the orcs. They weren't able to get around it by copulating with humans, and could only produce male offspring. 




A part of me was glad the Council of Kings' centuries-long attempt to exterminate demi-humans from Talmora failed. At the same time, it was a terrible feeling knowing they lived like this. 




"Oh!" Ana yelped in surprise as Rio hopped onto her lap. "Awwww, how cute! Is he yours? I haven't seen a kitten in so long." 




"Prrr... prrr…" Rio nestled comfortably into her lap. 




"He's not actually a cat but my familiar." I watched on with envy. Rio never displayed affection like that to me. "I actually wanted to ask regarding my coming here. Are the recent attacks really threatening your livelihoods?" 




"They are. My best friend, Liz, was a kidnap victim of centaur raiders." Her cheerful demeanor quickly became somber. 




"Shallowglade seems really well-protected. For centaurs to launch an offensive against the spiked wall outside is rather reckless." 




"We can't stay cooped within the walls forever. Trading and foraging is vital to this settlement's survival. Parthun isn't exactly fond of orcs either, so we can't go to them for help." Ana grabbed my hands and looked me right in the eye. "You have no idea how much your help means to us. To me!" 




My heart filled with renewed vigor. Once again, just like the villagers of Durai, I was being depended on. They looked to me for help, because at this very moment, I was the only one who could. 




I gave her hands a gentle squeeze to reassure her and said, "I'll do everything I can. I promised Roga, Luugen, and Fergus before I came that I would. And I promise you now, I'll find Liz and discover a way to protect Shallowglade." 




Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes, but her relief was cut short by the sound of a bellowing horn. 




"What's that? What's going on?" I asked, jumping from my seat. 




"Oh, no. It's happening again," she stammered, her hands trembled in my grasp. "We're under attack." 




The horn echoed across Shallowglade, driving its inhabitants into their homes. Three dozen orcs armed with clubs and slabs of iron as makeshift swords raced to the entrance. What had been a bustling town moments ago was now vacant streets and shuttered houses. 




"Get back home. I'm going to help them." I told Ana. 




"Be safe. Please look after my husband!" she pleaded. 




When I climbed onto the platform overlooking the clearing, an army of centaurs greeted my sight. At a glance their numbers were far greater than the orcs. The only thing keeping them from stampeding was the palisade and spikes. If the forest terrain permitted siege weapons, Shallowglade wouldn't stand a chance. 




Roga brandished a pair of rusty claymores and growled. "Don't count us lucky just because there's a wooden wall in the way. A hundred charging horsemen will knock this down like paper." 




"At the cost of their own lives?" I gasped in horror. 




"They've done it before," he said. 




Though their numbers were many, they were still creatures with instincts of self-preservation. I could easily dispatch a sizable chunk of their army with magic. But centaurs were as much natural residents of the Weeping Expanse as the orcs. Was I right to pick a side here?  




The orc that guarded the gate earlier, whose name I came to learn was Clem, leaned over the palisade and spat.  




"Back for another beating?" Clem taunted. 




The centaurs stomped in place, causing tremors in the ground. One centaur strode forward, much larger and muscular than the rest and wielded a lance twice his length. 




"Hand over your women, Clem. We may spare you yet," he said. 




"Ha!" Clem reached into a barrel and pulled out a bag that gave off a rancid smell. He flung it over the palisade, and it splattered before the centaur's hooves. His antics earned a round of laughter from the orcs. "That's my answer." 




"My queen has charged me with subjugating this part of the forest. I will have it one way or another. Charge!" the centaur leader ordered. 




The ground trembled at their approach, and the orcs clenched their weapons bracing for the inevitable clash. 




There had to be something I could do. This entire town was doomed and more would die if I did nothing. But what? 




"Wait, this is an emergency!" I pulled out the seeds labeled for this very occasion. I only hoped whatever Headmistress Anora gave me could prove useful. 




I scattered the seeds over the wall and doused them with the growth serum, then prayed harder in my entire life at that moment it could help. 




A hundred tentacles sprouted from the ground, halting the centaur army's advance with their grasping appendages. The anoragrathi assaulted them in every hole they had, spewing the juices over their entangled bodies. 




"Gods, damn it. I had a feeling that's all it was," I muttered under my breath. "Well… might as well just to keep them down." 




I pointed my staff at the liquid substance and cast, "Transmute!" 




The white liquid lost its viscosity and color, turning into water. With half their army defeated and risking a gaping butthole the centaurs sounded their retreat. 




"Whew. You may want to uproot those, or you'll have a bad time tomorrow— w-w-whoa!" I was lifted onto Clem's shoulder.  




"We're saved thanks to the witch! Ellori has saved us this day!" he threw a fist up and cheered. 




The other orcs also threw their hands into the air and shouted triumphantly. Shallowglade's residents crept out of their homes and seeing that the battle had been won, joined in the celebration. 




"Miss Witch, you're strong. I like strong women. What say you and I have a row?" Clem asked. 




"Er, what?!" I pushed Clem's groping fingers away from my breasts, but his large hands went for my thighs and sent shivers up my body. A large finger teases the entrance of my slit. "Nnh— oh… no, I can't! This really isn't the time, either" 




"It'll be fine! We have a special lube that the women use. I guarantee you'll be screaming for more until the morning," he tempted. 




While it sounded fun to stuff the largest cock I'd seen yet into my pussy, I rather not go down a rabbit hole I couldn't crawl out of. 




"I'll… have to respectfully decline," I answered. 




"That's too bad. I got a raging hard on just looking at you." He puts me down in front of him, giving me an eyeful of his erect member.  




I tried not to stare too much or show interest, but it was hard not to look when it was right in front of me. 




"Do you know anything about this queen that was mentioned?" I asked, trying to shift the topic. 




"Dunno. They've been fighting in her name for months now." Clem said, adjusting his loincloth. 




I had a feeling the centaurs were referring to Eudora Faust. 




"Are your people aware that the forest has been enchanted with magic?" I asked. 




"Aye, but we're lucky. It'll be easier to explain once I show you." 




I followed Clem further into the settlement until we reached a communal longhouse in the center of town. It was reminiscent of the kobold tribe where a dryad's tree resided.  




He opened the door to a large open room, furnished just like the other cabins. The only thing distinctly different was a wooden tub and inside it a large, pulsating red slime.  




Immediately, I lifted my staff to protect myself. "You're keeping a red slime? Do you know how dangerous these are?" 




"We were scared at first, too, but it isn't malevolent. Even its fumes don't harm us," he answered. 




Slimes had no inclination towards evil or good. Could a slime demonstrate benevolence? 




In the wild, these creatures consumed everything it touched without bias. That this slime laid there, not even disintegrating the wooden box, made me wonder if it was somehow tamed? 




"So how exactly does this slime protect you from magic?" I asked with genuine curiosity. As far as I knew, while slimes had some degree of magic resistance, they couldn't impart that property to another. 




"We drink from it!" he said as a matter of factly. 




"You… drink the corrosive slime…?" I wondered aloud, trying to wrap my mind around this absurd scene. 




Clem shook his head. "We ejaculate into the tub, and it secretes a watery liquid that makes us more resistant." 




"I'm sorry, what?!" 




"Here, let me show you." Clem ripped away his loincloth and positioned his penis in front of the tub. 




"No! You really don't have to!" I shielded my eyes but am strangely attracted to the enormous dick being stroked in front of me. 




After a few minutes of trying, he shrugged and scratched his head in frustration.  




"Sorry, not used to having an audience. This'll go faster if you can help me out?" he asked. 




I was appalled that he would ask me to do such a thing, but I was curious. Shallowglade had an odd symbiotic relationship with this red slime, and I wanted to know more about it. As long as it didn't involve that thing going into me, I saw no reason to refuse. 




"How about this…?" I dropped my robes down to my ankles, giving him a bare view of my body.  




Clem stared lustfully at me, drool dripping from the side of his mouth. His fingers barely wrapped around his penis, that was how girthy it was. The more I watched him stroke that thing, the more I felt compelled to give him a hand.  




With impatience and curiosity getting the best of me, I reached out to grab his dick. It was incredibly thick and veiny, and took both of my hands to reach around it. 




Being this close, the heavy and musky scent of his dick became intoxicating. It throbbed so much in my grasp that it seemed to have a mind of its own. 




How long was this going to take? I lost track of how long I'd been stroking him.  




"Sorry, this never happened before," Clem said with a devilish smile. "If you use your mouth, I'll cum in no time." 




I bit back the retort to decline his invitation. Using my mouth shouldn't be a problem. So I started licking the tip of his cock.  




"Hahh… shhluurrp… mmmf… shllrrrpp… chuu! Chuuu!" 




Eventually, the entire shaft of his cock was coated in my saliva but he still wasn't close to climax yet. As I continued to suck him off, I noticed his eyes were closed and head rolled back enjoying my blowjob. He was clearly holding it in. This was the same orc that propositioned me, and I was sure he wanted to extend this as long as possible. If I wanted him to finish fast, I had up a notch with my chest. 




"Oooh!" Clem moaned in pleasure from having his dick squeezed between my breasts, all the while I continued to suck on the bulbous head. 




It might be large, but it was only like putting a fist in my mouth. As my breasts worked on the shaft, lips and jaws stretched to their limit, I managed an inch down my throat.  




"Ohh! Your deepthroating is gonna make me…!" His hands clamped around my head. I slapped his thigh to remind him that it was supposed to go into the tub, not my throat. 




"Mmmph… shllurp...shlllrrp… mmmh…!" 




"I'm cumming, Miss Witch!" he warned, just as his cock convulsed uncontrollably. His hand let go of my head, and the thick member slipped out of my mouth in time as it gushed into the tub. Spurt after spurt, white ejaculate splattered onto the red slime. 




"You're letting out so much…" I said, astonished at how great the volume of his load was. 




"Ha. It's a shame I couldn't pump it into you!" He remarked, licking the finger he stuck into my pussy. 




My face turned hot at the thought. I quickly dressed myself before he, or even I, got any funny ideas about taking this another step further.  




Headmistress Anora said she used to get it on with a minotaur, and they were much larger than orcs. I couldn't imagine how she did it, nor did I want to. 




The red slime reacted to the semen, it took on a more vibrant shade of red as the substance broke down into pure mana. Then it began to secrete a clear liquid from its glutinous body. Clem pulled back a lever on the tub and drained the fluid into a jar. 




"This is what keeps us from being affected by the forest's miasma. Keeps us from wanting to fuck each other silly, but won't suppress our natural inclinations. Er… problem is, it has side effects." he said, handing the jar to me. 




"What sort of side effects?" I asked, sniffing and finding that it gave off a fruity smell like apples. When I lifted it to my mouth, Clem stopped me before I could get a sip. 




"It's like a strong aphrodisiac, keeps ya horny for a week. I coulda said nothing, and you and I woulda gone at it like pigs in heat!" he bellowed. 




"It seems like everything produces an aphrodisiac in this forest…"  




Clem gave me a lid to cap it, and I stowed the jar into my satchel. I'd have to find time alone to drink this back home. I didn't want to end up having random visitors and drawing them into a week-long sex spree. Gurk would be none the happier about this. 




"How did your people even find out about this? Don't tell me one day you just thought to ejaculate into it?" I asked. 




"It told us to," he said, curtly. 




"It— what?" 




I couldn't tell who the weird one was. Me or Clem? He answered so confidently that it caught me off guard. Slimes couldn't talk. Though, neither should slimes be able to produce a fluid from semen that granted magical resistance. 




What the hell was going on in the Weeping Expanse that was causing all these strange physiological changes in its inhabitants? Normally, evolutionary mutations took many years. Magic could only do so much to cause these anomalies. It couldn't just be lust miasma. 




"Uhm… c-can I get some help please?" a pitchy voice pleaded. 




Someone other than Clem and myself spoke, but I couldn't pinpoint the voice anywhere. 




"Nnn… S-S-Something's licking me and it feels weird!" It spoke again with a distinctly young feminine voice. 




I glanced into the tub to see Rio licking the red slime, completely unaffected by its corrosive body. I pulled my familiar away, taking care not to brush against the slime lest I wished to lose my hand. 




"Rio… you really do eat anything. Be a good boy and sit still okay?" I put him in Clem's hands. 




"Thank you! That was an uncomfortable experience…" the slime said. 




"You actually talk. Do you have a name?" I asked. 




"I'm Miuna! You must be Ellori, it's nice to meet you. Ah, be careful not to drink my secretion all at once. It's best to dilute it." It bounced and vibrated as it spoke, there was a personality to it like any living thing. 




"I'll keep that in mind, erm… How are you able to speak?" There were so many questions I wanted to ask, but I didn't want to bombard it just yet. 




"I could talk for as long as I can remember. Another witch like you made me in a lab, but she tossed me aside calling me a failed experiment…" 




Another witch. It couldn't be anyone other than—  




"Eudora Faust? Crimson hair, short, laughs like a lunatic?" 




Miuna flattened just a bit in what looked like an apologetic form. "I don't remember too well. I only know that she was one among several others that lived deeper in the forest." 




This was a big revelation. Though I had little evidence for it, I believed Eudora Faust was behind this, and led a coven of witches doing gods know what in the Weeping Expanse. 




This slime was also proof that they were carrying out experiments outlawed by the Witch's Academy. Tampering with nature was a big taboo, even our alchemical pursuits have severe limitations on what we could and could not perform. 




Shallowglade was fortunate to have found the very thing Eudora cast away that would protect against their magic. 




However, something about that didn't quite add up. 




"Clem, I know Miuna is your settlement's source of magic resistance but... would it be alright if I take it back to my home for study?" 




Clem jerked his hand away from petting Rio, embarrassed of being enamoured by the small critter. "That's a lot to ask. You saved us and all, but the slime is key to our sanity." 




"Oh! Then how about this?" Miuna divided itself into two slightly smaller slimes. "I can be in two places at once!" 




"You're quite the handy slime, aren't you?" I mused. 




When Rio and I got back to our cabin, Gurk snarled at me. "Mistress smells like orc!" 




"Um, we don't have to talk about that. Anyway, we're following them into the forest tomorrow. You might end up encountering centaurs. Do you want to come with us?" I asked. 




"Don't like orcs… but Gurk go with to protect Mistress," he said. 




I skipped over to my goblin companion, drew him into my arms, and gave him a deep kiss. Gurk reciprocated, and we held each other like two lovers enjoying youthful romance. 




"Aww. You'll protect me, will you? Even though you didn't come with us when the centaurs were here?" It was a harmless question, but Gurk pulled away offended. 




"Gurk want to help, but scared. Not strong like orc or Mistress…" 




I suppose it wasn't Gurk's fault. There was only so much to expect out of a single goblin. Their race normally hunted and fought in packs. Like many bottom of the barrel races, their strength depended on their numbers, but I took him away from his tribe. 




The best way to get him stronger was by training and gearing him up. Get him some armor and weapons, and maybe he would feel a bit braver. The problem was, I couldn't exactly bring him to an armorsmith to have him outfitted. 




Something like that would have to be left when we returned home. Tomorrow morning was going to be another long day, and who knows what we were going to encounter out there. 




But before that… 




Seeing Clem's enormous dick erupt with so much cum earlier got me real horny. But I wasn't going to let it show to an orc. If he pushed the idea… I might have actually had sex with him though. 




Fortunately, I had another outlet, and what better way to cheer up a goblin than a steamy night of sex? 




"How about I take your mind off things." I undid my dress and slipped a hand into his pants, his dick quickly got hard in my grasp. "And then, you return the favor." 




I dropped to my knees, pulling his pants down along the way.  









Chapter 12 - Search Party 






The next morning, our scouting party gathered at the front of the gate. Luugen and Roga were the only two from the original trio joining us. Fergus had other obligations within Shallowglade to attend to.  




Four additional orcs seasoned in combat would be accompanying. Including my group, we made for a total of ten. We're sizable enough that any normal size group of aggressive creatures would think twice about attacking. 




Should the orcs' brute strength prove insufficient, we had my magic to fall back on. Fortunate still were my restoration potions, slumber vials, and fresh arsenal of explosive flasks.  




"Alright, time to bash some centaur skulls!" Luugen brandished and swung his tree trunk of a club, just barely missing Gurk's head. "Oh! Sorry little guy, didn't see you." 




Gurk ran behind me, trembling in fear. I gave him a pat on the head. For him to join us was admirable and worthy of some praise, even the other orcs were pleasantly surprised. It turned out wringing him dry last night was a good motivator. 




Roga and Ana embraced one last time. It was an odd sight, if not just a tad heartwarming. In a perfect world, humans and demi-humans would coexist peacefully. One of the Witch's Academy's major pillars was to work towards that end, but it wasn't easy to reconcile humanity's racist values. 




"Be safe, you hear? Don't do anything stupid." Ana punched her orc husband in the arm. 




"Ellori will be out there, too. She'll be watching our backs." he said, confidently. 




"I get that witches are powerful, but you all bleed the same. Just make sure you come back alive, or I'm spreading my legs to the butcher's boy who's been eyeing me." Ana pointed behind her where a crowd of orcs were seeing us off. 




The two of them shared a laugh. While I couldn't relate to their appalling exchange, I did see how their sexual freedom had made them more open. Human to human relationships were just way too different from human to demi-human. 




Though… I wasn't not one to talk. 




The more time I spent with Gurk, the more I became fond of him. I wasn't in any way romantically attracted to him, but he did provide a unique companionship I couldn't find in another human being. Where else would I find a readily available dick unless I were a prostitute? 




"Shall we get going?" Roga asked, catching up to us at the gate. 




The orcs led the way with Luugen at the vanguard. Apparently he was a pathfinder. It was thanks to him they were able to find my great hollow. His experience in traversing unexplored terrain transitioned well into searching for centaur tracks. And since a whole horde of them came and subsequently retreated yesterday, the tracks were still fresh. 




Roga plucked a few fruits from a tree too high for me to reach and handed one to me. "We know their main encampment is way further east, but their frequent raids suggest there's a smaller camp nearby." 




"You think they're bold enough to set up camp so close to an orc settlement?" I asked. 




"Must have," he said, rubbing his chin. "They'd be dumb not to have a supply line to feed an army that large." 




"But this forest is gigantic, how are we going to find a small centaur camp?" Everywhere I looked it was the same sight of green undergrowth and towering trees. 




If I could fly, it would make traveling across the Weeping Expanse a breeze. Too bad I didn't have that sort of magic available to me. There were some witches who could imbue magic into staff to fly on, or incanted strong enough magic to achieve pseudo-flight. I couldn't do either, and have to rely instead on a combination of alchemy— of which I didn't have the ingredients to concoct yet. 




"Key is their hunting habits. Centaurs cover themselves in dirt to mask their scent. Tracks were a toss-up since they could be mistaken for other animals." Luugen stopped in front of a deer head. He pointed to the neck where it was cut clean off from the body. "Bears don't carry swords. Goblins and kobolds take the body and head whole." 




"Fascinating… There's still moisture in its eyes. This was a fresh kill." I knelt down to inspect the head. 




Roga nodded, impressed by my deduction. "Now the question is, how close are we?" 




Gurk's sudden trembling and chattering teeth answered that for us. Rather than finding their camp, it seemed the centaurs had found us. 




"Look, they bring a woman to us." 




"I was getting hungry for goblins, too." 




From behind the trees and mist, a dozen centaurs emerged with arrows nocked. 




"I messed up. We're surrounded." Luugen growled. 




A hundred different plans played out in my mind. I couldn't cast a spell faster than their arrows flew. One good hit, and I was a goner. Even if I did manage a spell, the orcs would take some friendly fire. 




Reaching for my potions wasn't an option either. The slightest movement might provoke them into firing. Then the only thing we could do was surrender. But doing so meant I would be gangraped by a bunch of centaurs, and they were much larger than the orcs. 




I clutched my staff close and whispered to the others, "At the very least, I can cover your escape. I'll take care of them on my own—" 




"Haacck…!" 




Below me, my familiar dry heaving. "Rio, of all the times to cough up a hairball?" 




"Hack… kaaa...! Mraa!" 




Rio suddenly disappeared. 




"Bwuoh—!"  




One of the centaurs toppled to the ground, then another. They loosed arrows in panic, striking nothing but air and trees. Their encirclement broke as one centaur after another was struck by a flying blur of black fur. 




When silence befell the surroundings, Rio was sitting atop a centaur, coughing up a massive hairball onto its equine torso. 




"Looks like the cat is the real hero today," Roga gasped. 




The other orcs cheered, marvelling at Rio's destructive thrashing. My would-be captors laid in an unconscious heap. I felt my pussy twitch in frustration. Somewhere deep down, a part of me was hoping to get a taste of centaur cock. 




Roga volunteered to stay behind while we continued to the centaur camp. He was thrilled to continue bonking the centaurs each time they began to stir. 




As it turned out, the camp wasn't too far from where we were ambushed. Luugen was leading us the right way after all— just a little too well. 




We found four women at the filthy encampment. All of them hung by saddles, heads and hands bound by stocks, and legs spread apart by grounded shackles. Their holes were gaping and dripping with ejaculate from being used as the centaurs' fuck toys. 




Considering the size of the centaur army, these ladies must have gotten fucked by at least twenty each. 




The orcs started helping the captives down from the harness. We cleaned off the gunk and laid them by the fire, then gave each of them a swig of my highest quality restoration potion. Almost immediately, their sunken cheeks filled with volume, color returned to the skin, and all four of them awakened.  




"Is any one of you Liz?" I called out to them. 




"I'm Elizabeth. Some call me Liz." One woman with dark hair and broken spectacles raised her hand. Seeing Ana's friend alive and well lifted a burden from my shoulders. It would have been heartbreaking if I'd gone back empty-handed. 




"Thank goodness. Your friend, Ana—" 




"Mmmh? Aaahhnn!" 




Liz was whisked away by one of the orcs, her lips buried by the other, straddling her waist against his hard member. The other three pairs followed suit, one of them forgoing the foreplay and straight into the screwing. 




Luugen was the odd one out, jerking away to the sight of an orgy. Even Gurk was expressing his horniness dry humping my butt. The stimulating attack got me into the mood and wet right away. 




Gurk sensed this. He tore away my underwear and thrusted into me without hesitation.  




"Guuu… aagh, aaahhhhh!" 




Our slapping hips joined the symphony of bodies clashing in sexual frenzy. A large shadow fell across my face. Luugen's towering cock was the only thing I saw in front of me. 




Caught up in the moment, I pucker my lips at the tip but Luugen was already so close he sprayed a load onto my face. At the same time, Gurk was smacking my ass as hot cum spilled into my womb.  




"Switch places! Mistress' hole good, orc should feel too!" Gurk exclaimed excitedly, but catching me off-guard by his willingness to share me with an orc— 




Wait, share me? 




"Hold on—" I tried to stop Luugen, but he was already behind me. The rigid pillar of meat plunged deep. "NNNNGGH— AAAAAHHHHH...Hhhaaaaaa… mmmh, fuck, ooohh!" 




An orgasm shook me to my core, my arms lost strength and I plummeted face first into the dirt. I was filled to the brim, the massive orc cock buried into and stretching my pussy to its limits. He was so big, it nearly knocked the lights out of me. I could see the ever slight bump below my tummy. 




It was the biggest thing I'd ever taken. So big and so good… 




"Nhaahh… I'm going to break, it's so full… but it feels so… aahh!" I screamed. 




"You're tight, Miss Witch! I've never had a pussy cling to me so much… Can I start moving now?" Luugen asked. 




Before I could answer, Gurk silenced me by shoving his dick into my mouth. The bitter taste of his cum mixed with my pussy juice filled my tongue. "Mmmh— hmm! Mm-hmmmmpphh!" 




I tried to answer yes through a stuffed mouth, and it was enough for Luugen to understand. 




He grabbed my waist with his large hands and thrusted into me. Each time our hips met it tipped me closer and closer to unconsciousness. I thought it wouldn't fit, but it did. My soaking pussy made sure of it. 




Behind Gurk, the four couples were enjoying their animalistic pleasures. The women were in a lust-craze, howling their pleasure for all to hear. I was just like them, a cumslut for giant orc cock, because right now I was being fucked doggystyle by one. 




Such a lewd thought was getting me so hot. 




"Mmmh! Mmmpphh… shhllurrrp… shlluurrp… lick! Nngh— mmnnnhhh!" I couldn't focus on sucking Gurk anymore, so he started face-fucking me instead. 




My body quivered into another orgasm while I was being drilled into. Having my cervix poked at while I was cumming drove me immediately into my third orgasm. I pushed Gurk away, his final load spraying my face, and joined the chorus of moans. 




"NNhhooohh! Nnngh… Aaahhh!! Fuck me! Fuck— aaahhnn! Yes, it's so big… keep giving it to me…!" I begged. 




"I'm going to cum, Miss Witch! You're going to get pregnant with my seed!" Luugen shouted. 




I knew I couldn't get pregnant. The tennoraphallus' spores lined the walls of my womb and prevented that from happening. I'd been having sex with Gurk for so long now, I knew that for sure. "Mmmh! Pour it all in, it's okay! I won't— aahh… make me your cum dump!!" 




He wasn't even thrusting anymore. Holding me by the waist with both hands, he used me like a cocksleeve. I had become his toy, and my body a vent for his bestial appetite.  




I grabbed and squeezed my cum-caked breasts, pinching my nipples, to get the most out of this moment. Shocks of pleasure danced up my spine, exploding like fireworks in my head. 




Hot cum gushed into me, filling my womb more than Gurk could in a week. Luugen pulled me off and had me face his cock. It kept spurting, like an endless fountain, until I was drenched head to toe in his juices. 




I reached down to spread my cunt, letting a river of white flow out. 




"Whew. That was really good." Luugen lifted me to his face and stuck his tongue out. I opened my mouth to suckle on it, our lips interlocking in a passionate kiss. 




Gurk patted me on the shoulder. "Other orcs want to play with Mistress. Gurk wants to go again, too!" 




Somehow, Gurk managed to bond with the orcs in our party over a shared interest— me. Behind them, the girls laid unconscious in a puddle of the orcs' baby-making juices. It seemed I was the only one with enough stamina and willpower to stay conscious. 




But that turned out to be my misfortune. Or rather, blessing. 




Still, the idea of getting gangbanged by orcs was tempting. "I… don't know if I can handle four orcs— hhyyaa!" 




"Make that five. I can still go!" Luugen hugged me to his broad chest and squeezed my nipples. My legs wrenched shut as I felt a fourth orgasm approaching.  




"Wait… I need a stamina draught or— iiiee, aaahh!" 




It took Roga getting tired of bashing centaur heads to come break up my orc and goblin gangbang. But by then, night had fallen and we needed to stay the night.  




My pussy was gaping and still leaking with cum hours after the sex session. Fortunately, the vagina was elastic and would return to normal after some rest. I could only imagine how disappointed Gurk would be if I'd been stretched like this forever. 




One thing that might still need time resting were my hips and legs. They've given out, and I could barely stand for a few seconds with my staff. I'd have to be carried back in the morning. 




Liz interrupted my horny reverie, crawling up to me taking care not to wake the others. "I was awake towards the end, you really took it like a champ!" 




"My hips don't feel the same way. I'm still getting aftershock orgasms," I whispered. 




"They'll pass." She stuck out her hand to shake. "Thanks for saving us. When the centaurs kidnapped us, I thought we'd spend our whole lives being raped." 




I swallowed hard and steadied my breathing. "Did you see other women being taken? Like citizens of Parthun?" 




"I did. A whole lot of them. Their leader came back yesterday with a lot less centaurs, looks like Shallowglade beat them good." She then patted her ass. "Took a beating from their frustration though." 




"Did their leader say anything before he left?" I asked. 




"Something about a queen and retreating soon. I'm not sure, but it sounded urgent. Like they needed to get back before something happened," Liz answered. 




Even though we managed to save the women and claimed the centaur's forward outpost, I wasn't any closer to figuring out Eudora's true purpose. 




Liz pulled out a smooth purple gemstone and offered it to me. "Could this help? The orc I fucked gave it to me, thought it'd make a nice courting gift." 




"This…!" I snatched the gem from her hand and held it up to my eyes.  




The unmistakable pulsating faint glow, cloudy body, this amethyst is a soul stone— the same gems used during the infusion of a soul into a familiar. 




"An orc found this just laying around?" I asked. 




"Yeah. Said he saw it glittering under some leaves and just picked it up," she said. 




A soul stone was beyond measurable value. These crystallized souls took centuries to grow to a usable state, and this one was just ripe. The Witch's Academy only graduated ten to fifteen students every five years, and isn't an exaggeration to say they were bottlenecked by the availability of soul stones. 




Just what kind of familiar were they trying to summon out here? 









Chapter 13 - Familiar Company 






The way back to Shallowglade was made in awkward silence. The thoughts of our sexual adventure were still fresh in the back of my mind. As I had expected, my legs were far too weak and sore to move in the morning. Luugen ended up carrying me on his back, but I didn't expect my body to react so sensitively being so close.  




My wet crotch had no doubt been soaking his lower back. It wasn't helping that he had caught on early and started gently shrugging his shoulders. The tender squirming teased my breasts and made them erect. At some point, I began to grind on him and came three times before begging Luugen to stop so we could have sex. 




Fortunately for me, he was in the mood. Roga, the other orcs, and the women continued ahead while we stayed behind to fuck. 




I was still pleasantly surprised Gurk was fine with me having sex with the orcs. I had thought he would be ostensibly furious at the idea, yet he urged them to do me. Though, given that goblins enjoyed sharing in the fun, it was only natural that he developed companionship with them— by screwing me. 




Even now during our pit stop, Luugen was fucking the living daylights out of me for the fourth time today, and Gurk was none the happier to watch. I never took him for a voyeur, but seeing him jerk off to me getting fucked by another demi-human flipped a switch inside me. 




"I'm cumming again! Oh— nngh… aaaahhh! Kiss me, Luugen! Mmmhmm, chu! Chu! Shlllrrrpp…!" I sucked on his tongue until Gurk had enough watching, and decided to screw me while I was on top of the orc. 




Eventually, Gurk went into the bushes to relieve himself. Luugen and I laid there cuddling in the aftermath, his meaty hands stroked my backside down to the buttcheeks. Laying on an orc offered a comforting heat I couldn't find with Gurk. Despite a martial lifestyle in the wilderness, their bodies were smooth like silken sheets. 




I poked at the big orc's belly. "I thought you were into farm girls." 




"Well, Clem talked up a storm about how good your mouth was," he said, embarrassed. That meant the whole town knew what I did. Once we got back, what I did out here probably wouldn't be a secret anymore either. "Then seeing you and the goblin go at it, I couldn't hold back anymore." 




"Aha… I guess neither could I. Though, taking five orcs at once is not something I want to try ever again," I said. 




My legs and hips were still sore, and I might need to rest for a day in Shallowglade before I could move properly again. 




"How about I be your only orc from now on? Let me take you as my wife." Luugen asked seriously, tightening his embrace around me. 




Marriage? With an orc? Sex with demi-humans was bad enough, but what would my coven say about me being wed to an orc? 




"I don't mind the sex, but the marriage is a little much. We hardly even know each other..." I was trying to find words to fill the awkward tension in the air. 




The look of determination in his eyes faltered, but just as quickly as he gave up, new hope reignited his resolve. 




"Then… I'll just have to keep fucking you until you say yes!" he shouted. 




Luugen tossed me onto my back, positioning his dick at the entrance of my pussy. "Wait, I'm not— AAaaahhhhh!" 




Rescuing their women was a much bigger deal than I expected. The key to the orcs' survival was by reproduction after all. Since human women were hard to come by, and their union could only produce male offspring due to the artificial mutation, it made them a scarce resource. 




I received a hero's welcome upon returning to Shallowglade. The whole town poured into the street to cheer my name. Some of the orcs tried to court me while the women asked me the honor of taking their son's virginity. 




Receiving their lavish praise placed me in an awkward spot because the real hero was Rio. His gluttonous soul was a lot more powerful than I gave credit for. Perhaps I was the incompetent one who couldn't draw out his latent strength. If he could knock down trees like a lumberjack cutting saplings, what else could he topple? 




Moreover, how much stronger could he become if he continued to eat?  




Not wanting to get roped into the orgy that followed their celebration, I retired back to the cabin. Luugen dropped me off by the door. After refusing his hand several more times and parting with a long kiss, he wished me well to join the town's ongoing merriment. 




I hobbled over to my bed, using my staff as a crutch and plopped down into it. I'd regained some control of my legs, I would just be walking with a little limp for a while. 




Before I came to the Weeping Expanse, I could never have imagined milking orc dicks with my pussy. At least not willingly. Sure I was a little promiscuous during the early years of the Witch's Academy, but… was the miasma getting to me, too? 




Headmistress Anora was going to get a kick out of my next report, I was sure of it. 




I pulled the soul stone from my satchel and inspected its cloudy surface. Rio hopped onto the bed. He made himself comfortable just out of my reach, his eyes fixed on what was in my hands. 




"Rio, you're not allowed to eat this. Another soul will just rip you into oblivion," I warned. 




"Mraaa~" He began to groom himself, keeping his eyes on the stone. 




"What do you think? Should I summon another familiar? Would you be jealous if I start loving it more?" My familiar stretched and yawned, then crawled even further out of reach. "Rio, you're breaking my heart!" 




Despite having grown in strength, he hadn't demanded any more or less magic from me. It was the same sustained output since the moment we bonded. Maybe I could keep this stone a secret and summon a second familiar. 




However, it was impossible to hide something like that from the Headmistress. Familiars gave off a magical signature, and she would sense their unique presence belonging to me instantly. The best course of action would be to send this back to Grathir, but I was more curious what alchemical purposes I could use a soul stone for. 




*** 





The next day, I recovered enough to make the journey back home. Yet against my protest, the orcs insisted they escort me back just in case. Luugen and Fergus volunteered to, and much to their disappointment, I made it explicitly clear that there was to be no more sex. 




Miuna was contained in a rickety bucket and loaded onto a wagon pulled by Luugen. Her gelatinous form bounced with excitement at the prospects of a new home.  




"How exactly does slime division work with split consciousness? Are you aware of your other self?" I asked, procuring a parchment and quill to take notes. 




"I am! I'm both riding in this bucket and being ejaculated on by Clem and seven other orcs," it said. 




I rolled my eyes. "That's… I didn't need to know that much." 




Slimes had no true consciousness, they were but matter broken down to its most basic molecular structure held together by dense magic crystals. Smaller slimes disintegrated if the crystal core in their bodies were destroyed. However, larger slimes like Miuna will have long dissolved and absorbed the core, expanding in both size and corrosiveness. They continued to survive off consuming anything unfortunate enough to cross its path, and would decay if starved long enough. 




Miuna, the talking red slime, appeared to be so much more. 




"Do you remember if you were born with a core? Like a crystal in your body?" I continued to ask. 




It flattened itself in the bucket and then rose ever so slightly. "Nope. As far as I can remember, nothing in me. I was hungry one day and eating ejaculate was the first thing in my mind. When I asked the orcs, they were spooked, but all it took was one curious piggy and the rest followed suit." 




Luugen was at the front, pulling the wagon. He scratched his head and laughed nervously. "We orcs will try anything." 




"Uh, Miss Witch? Were you expecting company?" Fergus, who was ahead of us pulling another wagon full of our belongings, halted his approach. 




Luugen also stopped, he perches a club on his shoulders as though expecting a fight. He helped me out of the wagon, and we joined Fergus at the edge of the clearing. 




Sure enough, there were about nine knights bearing the Parthun heraldry of the moon. Their armor and weapons seemed too fancy to be guards from Durai, so they must have come from the capital or a larger town. 




They skulked about the great hollow, several of them peeked into the windows and climbed into the underground farm. All of them kept a wide berth as they moved around the anoragrathi.  




Their wariness of the plot meant this wasn't the first time they came by.  




What would they want with me? 




I brushed the dirt from my robes and stepped into the clearing. Luugen placed a hand on my shoulder, and Gurk tugged at my sleeve. 




"I need you all to stay here, don't come out under any circumstances," I ordered. Rio followed me out, floating close by. 




All of the soldiers went for their weapons upon seeing my arrival. One of them, his beard spilling out of his chainmail coif, held a hand in the air. "Lady Ellori, you return at last!" 




"Do I have King Marcus to thank for receiving your visit today?" I inquired. 




Every one of them moved with the grace of a newborn flamingo as they surrounded me. These soldiers couldn't be more nervous. Were they here because I did something wrong? I couldn't recall having done anything to draw the kingdom's ire. 




"Captain of the eastern borders of Parthun, Wendall Claude. We're here on High Magistrate Semyon's orders to investigate reports of goblins lurking in the area?" the captain said, coming uncomfortably too close. 




"The only goblin tribe close enough to pose a threat to Durai has been dealt with. You may ask the village elders to verify my claims," I retorted 




Captain Wendall raised a disbelieving brow and scoffed. "Eye-witness reports of a goblin living here. You wouldn't happen to have seen one would you?" 




"I assure you, if I had, I would have taken care of it," I said.  




The coarse touch of his leather gloves gives me goosebumps. I didn't like the tone of his voice, and I didn't appreciate that he was caressing my arm without my permission. 




"Must be tiring out here in the lonesome. Even if you're a witch, you're still a woman. Couldn't be that you're keeping a goblin around to fill that cunt of yours?" he asked. 




I slapped his hand away with my staff. "I'm afraid I can't accommodate you at this time. Please leave so that I may return to work— hey!" 




Someone shoved me from behind, and another wrenched my staff away before I could incant a spell. Another knight lunged on top of me to pin my arms behind my back. 




"What do you think you're doing? If King Marcus hears of this, you'll be—" 




"King Marcus relies too much on the occult. You lot are nothing but trouble waiting to happen. " Captain Wendall unbuckled his girdle. "It's time you whores learn place." 




The Parthun knights had me pinned firmly on the ground. I couldn't so much as reach for my satchel or staff without having my arms stomped on. 




"Cover her mouth, boys. Never know with these ones." the captain snarled. 




"You're making a mistake— mmf!" A filthy rag was stuffed into my mouth. 




It was a simple matter for Rio or the orcs to deal with them. They were only human. They bled as easily as punching a finger into a tomato. But if they found out I'm in the company of demi-humans, the kingdom wouldn't look kindly to me anymore. 




I didn't want any of this. If I struck out, I would be harming the people of the kingdom I swore to protect. If I didn't, they were going to have their way with me. 




Just as I was about to resign myself to this fate, a lighter pair of footsteps stole everyone's attention. 




"My, my, my. Who are these insolent wretches that dare lay a finger on my precious Ellori?" a woman said. 




That voice. It couldn't be…? 




"Kraaa! Kraa!" 




A black bird— no, raven, with glinting red eyes soared just above the knights. There were many witches who bonded with a raven familiar. However, I knew only one witch whose raven had ruby-like eyes. 




Captain Wendall spun around, sword drawn. He tripped on the trousers at his ankles. The other knights followed suit, but their swords clattered to the ground. They claw at their necks as a bubble of water enveloped their heads. 




"Ahh! Aaaaahhh!! Blurp… glurp…" 




One by one the knights fell to the ground clutching their throats. The sacs of water robbed them of air, slowly drowning them in an unnatural bubble. 




"I came to see my junior only to find her assaulted. My, oh, my. I knew I couldn't let you out of my sight." She stood before me wearing the same academy robes as I. This witch, I knew. 




"Mira?" I spat out the rag, catching my breath. 




Short platinum hair framed pale porcelain cheeks and a sinister grin. Eyes as deep crimson as the familiar perched on her shoulders, was none other than Miracella Dawncrest.  




She blew me a kiss and said, "Just a moment, darling." 




"Mira, wait! They're—" 




My words were lost on her. 




The silver-haired witch snapped her fingers, silencing the knights and encasing their heads in a tomb of ice. I watched in horror as the frozen blacks crashed to the ground, shattering on impact. The dirt beneath them began to open up, swallowing their limp bodies whole and then shutting them below the earth.  




Captain Wendall was all that's left, whose bubble of water had yet to freeze over. Mira knelt down before him and sneered. "I shall let you live under the condition you bark. Blow one bubble for no, blow two for yes." 




The captain, having turned blue in the face, vainly mustered up what little air he left in his lungs to blow bubbles. 




"Good doggy." She flicked a wrist, popping the bubble of water. 




"Cough! R...uff… cough… ruff…!" the captain barked. 




Mira dangled a burning herb in front of his face and whispered, "Anu fel ra'ami. It's too bad a band of giants crushed your knights and feasted on their remains. Fortunately, Ellori took care of them. Now scram." 




"Th— thank you… for your service," were his final words to us before he walked away. 




Mira threw her arms around me. "Ah! It's so good to see you again, darling." 




Her abrupt change from wrathful to affection was at a flip of a coin. She was just as I remembered her from the Academy. But now wasn't the time for a happy reunion. 




"You just slaughtered Parthun knights. The very kingdom I'm supposed to be protecting!" I shouted, pushing her away. 




Mira simply blinked, her long eyelashes fluttering in confusion. "Were they not brigands?" 




"Were their plate armor emblazoned with the moon not a dead giveaway?" I asked. 




"Hmm. I would like to say that was an accident, but it clearly wasn't." Mira's bravado diminished, but she didn't look the least bit apologetic. 




"I'm going to be sick… I can't believe you killed them so casually." I grabbed a handful of dirt where the knights had been buried. "You charmed him, but who knows how long that will last... More importantly, why are you here? I didn't receive any letters about you coming." 




Mira brushed the dirt from my robes and returned my staff. The smile on her face was as warm as it was reassuring. Even though she was only two years my senior, it felt like we were generations apart in terms of strength. 




"I came as soon as Headmistress Anora received the approval. In fact, the letter should arrive any moment now," she said, nodding. 




"Hoo! Hoo!" 




An ethereal owl perched on my shoulder and deposited a scroll into my hand before disappearing. The contents of the letter read: 




"Ellori Farrowghast, 




I've been given the okay to send a second witch to Parthun. Miracella Dawncrest has already finished with her business in the Kingdom of Randover. She will be your backup. I know you two have history, so working together shouldn't be a problem. 




Miracella's original ward, Randover, is on the opposite side of the 




continent. She should arrive, in haste, at about two weeks' ride. Make sure 




to prepare some living arrangements for her. 




Yours, 




Headmistress Anora" 




I had to go over the letter twice and double check if my eyes were deceiving me. "Mira, it says here it would take you two weeks to get here."  




"Heh. I just got here a little early," she shrugged, wiping the sweat from her forehead. 




"You arrived before the courier did." My mind raced with scenarios to how Mira could have gotten here in record time. 




"Oh, that doesn't matter. What does matter is I'm here now, and you can rest your little—" Mira yanked my arm, pulling me behind her. She raised her staff eastward. "Reveal yourselves, lest you wish to fertilize the forest." 




I realized who she was pointing to, and hurried to put myself between her and the demi-humans coming into view. 




"It's okay, they're friendly!" I said. 




"I see," Mira said after a long silence that followed once I explained everything leading up to now. 




It was inevitable, and only right that Mira knew all that happened since she would be assisting me. Even though it was embarrassing to recount every single one of my sexual encounters, I had to for the sake of transparency. As witches bound to the covenant, we were to treat each sister as an extension of ourselves. 




Mira removed her legs from Luugen's back, and then rested it on top of Fergus. The two of them had been prostrating head down since we came inside. Mira wouldn't have them in the house any other way. 




Meanwhile, Gurk was fanning Mira with an oversized palm leaf she conjured from a sapling. It seemed, and this was almost expected, her sentiment towards demi-humans were less welcoming. Though I suspected it had less to do with what they were, and more to do with who I was. 




"So, as you can see, we may have no choice but to work with the other races." I said nothing more and waited for Mira's response. 




She produced a pipe similar to mine, sprinkled a mix of herbs I didn't recognize, and took a long drag of its fumes. She gestured for Gurk to come closer and blew the smoke into his face, causing him to dry heave. 




"I could kill the three of you filthy mongrels as easily as brushing dust from my shoulder. Out of respect for her, you may live," Mira finally said. 




Parthun was my domain to begin with, and that extended to the Weeping Expanse. For Mira to show up and prance around like she owned the place was infuriating. Worse yet, with her here, I wouldn't get a chance to have sex with Gurk anymore. 




"This is getting out of hand," I said, slamming the table. "You may be older than me, but this is my house, Mira. Don't go thinking you can treat my guests like they're beneath you!" 




"But, Ell—" 




"No buts! It was like this at the Academy, too. You scared away every boy that tried to get close to me. I thought I'd get my freedom here, but you just had to come and ruin everything!" I shouted over her. 




Mira took her feet off the orcs and sighed. 




"You're right. I, too, am a guest here. If it pleases you, shall I bring out the whip? I can tie myself up with magic, and we can play bondage again like old times!" She glances up, eyes dilated and panting heavily. 




"Oh, gods. Not this again!" 









Chapter 14 - Unsettling Times 






Once everything was unloaded from the wagon, Luugen and Fergus gladly went their way. Being under the presence of a witch like Miracella Dawncrest spooked them worse than the wards. 




When we were still attending Academy, Mira boasted the highest marks in academia and practical arts. She had never been afraid of demonstrating her aptitude as a witch, and her innate talent allowed her to excel in just about anything. Only a handful of witches were at her tail, but even then she was several steps ahead. It was why no one was surprised when she summoned a greater soul of the deadly sins— envy. 




Talos, the black raven antagonizing my familiar and chasing him around the field, was imbued with the envious soul. Unique to the seven sins, envy replicated a witch's incantations yet expended no additional magic. It was believed that such familiars drew magic from the space around them instead. 




Given her capable background, it reasoned that she might know more about the soul stone than I did. 




Mira rolled the purple gem between her fingers, occasionally weaving it from the pinky to the thumb, and then over again the opposite way. 




"There's no reliable way to determine what soul is inhabiting this. Though, there's no doubt in my mind this is a ripe soul," she said conclusively, setting the gem back on the table. 




"Should we send it back to the Academy?" I asked. 




"Why? You found it. Treat yourself to another familiar," Mira scoffed, taking a long drag from her pipe. 




"I don't want to get in trouble with Headmistress Anora. Besides, we don't know what the summoning ritual will bring." I had a hard enough time raising Rio to be a strong familiar. Two would be asking for trouble. Few witches had more than one familiars, and that required permission from the Headmistress. Even among the Elder Board, I could count on one hand the number of witches in possession of two familiars. 




The worst that could happen would be summoning a wrathful soul and not having the manpower to subdue it. 




"We could always experiment with it. How often do you use a soul stone as an alchemy ingredient? Never. 'Too expensive!' That hag is always telling us." Mira waved a dismissive hand in the air and grimaced. 




Alchemy was one of the more enjoyable studies while in school. Too bad everything we did down to the ingredients used had to be audited before concocting anything. 




"I'll just put this in the box of things to not mess with… along with Headmistress Anora's seeds." I placed everything into a tiny lockbox and shoved it a lower shelf for easy access. 




I glanced up to see Mira staring daggers at Gurk who had hidden himself at the stairs leading down to the baths. 




"Want to go see the talking red slime?" I offered, trying to divert her attention away from the goblin. 




Miuna had been poured into a tub along with a cluster of magic crystals. Its corrosive and regenerative slime body was already hard at work expediting the production. Soon, I would have a steady source of magic crystals for both Mira and myself. 




"Uwah, it's the scary witch!" Miuna exclaimed as we walked in. 




Mira tapped her staff against the container. "It does speak, and its first words to me intend to cause offense? Shall I freeze it over?" 




"N-No…" Miuna shrunk in size, quivering. 




To my horror, Mira reached in to touch the red slime. However, Miuna flattened itself to avoid contact.  




"Do not avoid me," Mira said. 




She reached down with both hands, but Miuna continued to form its body in strange shapes to avoid being touched. I had to wrench Mira away before she hurt herself or the slime. 




"What are you doing? You're going to lose a hand!" I pushed Mira away, setting myself between her and Miuna. 




"Oh, pshh. There is a two-second window between the moment of contact and applying a neutralizer before any lasting damage can happen." She shrugged off the danger like it was as harmless as touching lukewarm water. 




"Education was supposed to make you cautious, not reckless!" I shook my head and sighed. 




A light went off in Mira's head. She grabbed my shoulders and said, "Slimes usually have a magical crystal core. What if we feed the soul stone to it?" 




"You're insane." I stared at her in disbelief. 




"It's just a thought. The worst that will happen is the slime will degenerate and collapse on itself," Mira said. 




"I don't wanna die!" Miuna puffed itself up in defiance. 




Fortunately for Miuna and myself, Mira's inquisitive nature led her back upstairs where her eyes settled on the anoragrathi plot. She approached them without caution and bent down to inspect the buds. 




"Are these…" 




"Mira— don't touch them!" I shouted too late. 




Tentacles sprung up from the ground and latched onto Mira's limbs. Just like the first day, she was entangled as I was, and now at the mercy of Headmistress Anora's dumb plants. 




"Is this supposed to happen?" She yelled, trying to close her legs but the tentacles were far too strong for her. More stems and roots emerged from the ground in response to her struggling. They slipped under her robes, teasing her body underneath. "Unhand me! I shall not accept bondage play from anyone other than Ellori!" 




Hold on. Isn't this exactly the kind of play Mira's into? Should I just leave her? 




"Oh— oh? It's trying to penetrate me? Ellori, don't look— nngh… I mean, please look! Aaah… Being teased while you watch… isn't so bad… kuh!" Her face turned red as her resistance was chipped away. 




The tendrils' outlines underneath her robes made a show of it. They circled around her nipples and spread across her entire body. 




She could easily break free if she wanted. Mira's refined control of magic signatures in the forest was almost as powerful as a forest nymph. 




"They'll let go after a while and spray white liquid. We need that substance to make restoration potions, so hang in there for me!" I said, making my way back home. 




While the anoragrathi kept Mira occupied, I helped myself to a round of sex with Gurk. Our opportunities would be few from now on with Mira living with us, I had to savor any moment I could. She returned later covered in white goo, so the two of us went down to the baths to wash off. 




"What do you think Eudora is doing all the way out here?" I asked Mira as I brushed her silky platinum hair. 




"It does nothing to ponder that which you have no clues to. We'll hear it from her own mouth, bit by bit with my hands around her throat," she said. 




"Why does it sound like you have a personal stake in this?" 




I wasn't around when Eudora Faust attended the Witch's Academy. I did learn, however, that she was in her final year around the time Mira became a student.  




Mira sunk an inch into the water and leaned back into my chest. 




"The witch behind the Randover incident squeaked out a single name as she bled out—Eudora. I wonder if they were somehow connected," she revealed. 




"Connected? At the opposite sides of the continent?" I wondered aloud. 




"Who knows? But as I've said, it does nothing to dwell on such things." Mira turned around to play with my hair. "Pop quiz, darling: What is Edith's Prerogative?" 




"I know this one! It's the philosophical theory that a witch powerful enough to see no equal will inevitably betray the covenant," I answered. 




"Correct." Mira patted my head and drew fingers along the length of my hair. "It is the covenant's duty— every witch sworn to it must keep each other in check. Edith Percouli saw herself as peerless, and thus believed she needn't answer to anyone beneath her. So she exacted the Crimson Wars many centuries ago. Eudora might be following the same path." 




Edith Percouli was an old name that marked the history of witchcraft with shame. Her ambitions led her to summoning demons into this world, with goals to establish witches as something akin to gods. 




That same irresponsibility was what led to the persecution of witchcraft once she had lost the war. When Eudora was assigned to one of the greater northern empires of High Saquin, she manipulated her way to the throne. A single witch toppled a thousand-year dynasty in a single year simply to demonstrate that she could. 




I wasn't there for Eudora's trial, but I was told the crazed witch was made to kneel before the Elder Board and Council of Kings. As the jury announced the verdict of her death sentence, she merely laughed. She laughed until her body melted away in what turned out to be a complex illusion spell. 




Eudora had everyone fooled, and it was on that day, despite her many stigmatic brands she became known most notoriously as the Cackling Witch. 




Headmistress Anora and her allies walked a tightrope to narrowly avoid a second inquisition. One that would have likely ended witchcraft for good. Powerful as we were, witches were humbled by being few in numbers. A sizable coalition of kingdoms would easily have us erased from the history books. 




And if banded nations weren't enough, the Council of Kings had in their arsenal an army of witch hunters known as the Order of Piety. 




Tensions between nations and witches had stagnated in recent decades, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say Eudora's transgressions have united the two closer than the last four hundred years combined. 




"On the topic of rogue witches, what exactly happened in Randover?" I asked. 




Mira cupped a handful of water to pour over my head before answering, "The cur tapped the King of Randover's younger brother with a mind-maggot and incited a rebellion. She wanted a kingdom of her own. I introduced her to the kingdom of the dead instead." 




I shook at the thought of what went through that witch's mind as she laid dying. Mira was strong, but she and I might be no match for Eudora. 




"Do you think we can defeat Eudora together?" I found myself asking. 




"Enough of this dull talk," Mira suddenly said. 




Mira drew me tighter into her embrace, nuzzling her face into my dampened hair. It has been a while since we had felt the comfort of each other's skin. Warm and smooth, tenderly she stroked my hair and shoulders. 




Our friendship was a unique one. 




It was normal for fellow sisters to become intimate with another being how sexually open we were. I don't quite remember how it started— this very intimate friendship that we shared. I knew only that we became fast friends since my very first day attending the Witch's Academy. 




"Do not fear Eudora, darling. We face this together." Mira's cooing sent shivers up my spine. Her very touch made me melt. Her lips drew close, but before we kissed, Gurk crashed down from the stairs in a panic. 




"Gurk sorry! But something happening outside!" he exclaimed. 




The water around us rippled violently, and the ground shook with cataclysmic tremors. Mira and I quickly dressed and armed ourselves. We raced upstairs, past the vials toppling from the shelves. 




As soon as we got outside, it was clear something unnatural was happening to the Weeping Expanse. 




"You've been here longer than I. Is that… normal?" Mira asked. 




Towards the east, a massive stone pillar— or rather, a tower rose into the sky. It was so tall, we needed to crane our necks to see the top. 




Mira uncorked a vial from her belt, poured it into her mouth, and grabbed me by the shoulders. Our lips made contact, her tongue screwing open my mouth to allow the liquid to flow into my throat. 




"Jump," she said, taking my hand. 




The two of us leapt into the air, the levitation potion carried us high and past the canopy. The sight before us took our breath away. More stone towers emerged, shooting past the verdant ceiling of the Weeping Expanse. 




Flying around them, just barely visible to the human eye, a number of winged beasts surrounded the towers— wyverns, manticores, harpies, and even… dragons. 




"No…" I answered. "That's not normal at all." 




Word of strange stone towers appearing all over the Weeping Expanse had spread across Parthun like wildfire. King Marcus sent his most trusted, High Magistrate Semyon, along with a number of soldiers to my protection and hoped I could shed some light on the phenomenon. 




"Unfortunately, we're also at a loss, Your Excellency." I said, regrettably. 




Semyon chewed on his thumbnail and glanced up at the canopy. "With every day that passes, those flying monstrosities grow bolder in encroaching our farmlands. It's gotten the elders of Durai in talks of moving west to seek refuge." 




"That might be the best course of action," I nodded. "There's only so much Mira and I can do to keep—" 




"Durai fields thousands of acres worth of harvests, feeding a large portion of the eastern side of Parthun. You understand we cannot afford to lose these lands?" He'd come so close I could smell his breath. 




While I understood the severity of evacuating such a large swathe of farmers, the dangers far outweighed the risks of staying. Dragons were their biggest concern. The few that Mira and I had scouted remained perched at the top of the towers. Only several manticores and wyverns managed to creep their way past my wards. 




Since these were unnatural spawns, Mira and I had free reign to kill as many as we deemed fit. For the most part, we had dealt with anything that came too close to the great hollow. But for them to escape past our notice wasn't beyond our expectations. It was inevitable. 




"Mira and I are only two witches. We can only do so much. The villagers are in danger if they stay," I pleaded. 




"Isn't it your duty to keep them safe? To keep Parthun safe? Fix this. King Marcus mobilized one-hundred soldiers from our army to be at your disposal. Use them and deal with this problem." High Magistrate Semyon gave no room for me to talk back. He spat on the ground before me and rode off on his horse. 




A hundred soldiers were now building an outpost by the river where the Gurk's former tribe used to be. Another smaller group was posted within the boundaries of my great hollow. Many of them looked ill-equipped to deal with a swarm of manticores let alone a dragon. 




Mira returned from advising the senior officer at the outpost. She whistled to me to signal her approach. There was a harsh scowl on her face. 




"Whatever happened to my alone time with Ellori? Now this forest is not only filled with beasts, it is rife with the rancid smell of steel and sweat," Mira groaned. 




"I don't like it either, but King Marcus holds authority over us here," I reminded her. 




"It's beginning to look a lot like Randover. I ended one war, only to find myself in another." Mira leaned against the garden beds. She emptied her pipe, and then plucked a leaf from the sephalothanes. Liquid was pulled from the leaf, drying it, and crushing it into her pipe. She whispered low enough that only I could hear, "The ones in the forest will likely all die by the morning." 




"What? We have to help them!" I exclaimed. 




Mira held me still by my hand and shook her head. 




"This is for the best. When news of their slaughter goes back to that idiot Semyon and King Marcus, they will know to leave this to us." Not an ounce of remorse in her voice. 




"A hundred people, Mira…" I glanced east, where the soldiers of Parthun were stationed, then to the ones making camp here who were none the wiser of their fellows' fate. 




"You're trembling, darling." She brushed the back of her hand against my cheek. "Know that unless they do not take this matter seriously, more will die. Like those Durai villagers." 




Headmistress Anora and King Marcus entrusted me to safeguard the Kingdom of Parthun. Was it right to just let those soldiers die? What if she was wrong, and the High Magistrate only ends up sending more? But if Mira turned out to be right he might reconsider evacuating the nearby villages. And should he remain defiant, the king would likely pressure him to do so. 




"Did you have to make choices like this in Randover?" I asked. 




I could scarcely believe myself, looking for a reason, logic, some moral sense in not following through with her suggestion. It was cruel, heartless, but the scholarly side of me understood this was the only way. 




Mira handed me her pipe and urged me to take in its fumes. "I let many villages burn simply because the next one over had more people to save. It will not be your fault. If the Headmistress ever asks, tell her it was my decision." 




"But Parthun is my…domain..." My train of thought became foggy, then my vision followed suit. It was the fumes from the pipe. "Mira… what did… you…" 




*** 





I was awakened by the chirping birds just outside of the window. Gurk was folding fresh bed sheets and storing them in the mahogany drawer I had brought from Grathir.  




"I don't recall teaching you how to do laundry," I remarked, yawning. My head was still groggy from waking up. 




"Mistress awake! Gurk scared when Mistress collapsed. Other mistress says to watch Mistress, but not touch Mistress or else Gurk become frog soup," he said. 




"Mira threatened you—?" The memories came flooding back. "What happened to the soldiers?" 




I scrambled out of my bed to find Mira coming upstairs. 




"They perished. As expected," Mira said, taking a seat at the foot of the bed. "Good work, creature. Perhaps I shall serve you a reward." 




"N-No need! Gurk fine just serving!" He stuffed the last bedsheet into the drawer and scurried downstairs. 




"A pack of manticores bore down on them last night. 94 casualties, six in critical condition but nothing your potions couldn't heal. You should rejoice. The remaining soldiers sent a letter to Semyon requesting a retreat—" 




"There's nothing to rejoice about!" I shouted over her. 




The burden of almost a hundred deaths weighed down my heart. To let even one of them die would have been a tragedy. This would plague me for the rest of my life. 




"94… they had family, Mira. They were important to someone, just like how you're important to me." The empathy in her eyes was replaced by another, less sympathetic emotion. She didn't care that others had died— because it wasn't me. 




Was this the difference between a witch who had seen war and one who hadn't? Was Eudora like this, too? Or worse? 




While you were asleep, I mapped out all towers within a fifty kilometer radius of here." Mira rolled out a large map and sprinkled dust over it, coaxing the ink to life. Illusory trees sprung forth from the parchment, birds and clouds filled the skies. Dozens of pillars larger than the trees shot past the canopy.  




It never occurred to me to create a map myself. I didn't think to do so because the Weeping Expanse was just forest as far as the eye could see. But these were unusual circumstances that call for thinking outside of the box. 




At a glance, the map seemed to accurately depict the location of each tower. The most alarming thing about them was how well-spaced out they are. Almost as if there was a purposeful pattern to them. 




Two towers were relatively close to us. The one due east was the one we saw first, and the other was north, towards... 




"Kati's tribe is right in front of a tower," I said. 




"Kati?" Mira repeated after me. 




"A kobold tribe. They're protected by a guardian dryad, but who knows how long they can last so close to a tower." I grabbed my stuff and turned back to Mira to stand my ground. "They showed me nothing but hospitality. I will not abandon them." 




"In that case, I can't very well let their goodwill to you go uncompensated," she grinned. 




Mira whistled for Talos. The avian familiar landed on her shoulders and, if my eyes didn't deceive me, he bowed in my direction. 




"Kaw!" 




"It's been some time since I've seen Talos in action. Have you gotten stronger?" I scratched Talos' firm head.  




"Mraaauuu!" 




Rio hopped onto my shoulder and swatted at Talos, but Mira's familiar took the attack in stride and turned the other cheek. 




"Lead the way, darling. Talos and I are with you." 









Chapter 15 - The First Tower 






Before leaving, I went to check on Miuna in the underground garden. Its gelatinous form trembled like a human would in terror. The great hollow should be safe for the time being, so I didn't see any reason for it to be afraid. 




"What's wrong?" I asked. 




"Shallowglade is under attack! Big tiger-like flying things are sieging the town," Miuna answered. 




"Manticores…" I muttered under my breath. 




My worst fears came true. I could only be in so many places at once. Mira and I could split up, but doing so deprived us of our united strength. There was no telling what we might encounter, meaning one wrong move and it's over. 




"Miuna, how are the orcs holding up?" I swallowed the lump in my throat expecting the worst. 




"They've barricaded themselves in. Those tiger things occasionally jump over the wall, but the orcs have been able to beat some back. I can't imagine what will happen if the barricade breaks…" 




Orcs were resilient. A large enough group could give an adult dragon trouble, but it wasn't as though they were invincible. If enough manpower tired out or became too injured to fight, they would be in danger. Manticores were the type to play with prey. 




As much as I wanted to make sure Shallowglade and Miuna's other half were safe, I had no choice but to let the settlement fend for themselves for the time being. Kati's tribe came first since they were the closest, and I needed to repay Flora for her gift. 




Miuna withdrew its body to let me pick up three matured magic crystals. The glistening stones were dull in color. They had yet to fill to capacity with magic but should suffice in a pinch. 




Magic crystals had a number of uses. Their main purpose was to provide a source of magic if a witch ever exhausted their own well. I could also brew draughts to increase my spells' potency, but we were running short on time. For now, I had to make do with what I have on hand. 




Miuna's body continued to shudder. I wish there was something I could do to ease its mind. Bringing it with us wasn't an option; it would just slow us down.  




"Don't worry. I'm going to take a quick detour, and you'll see me in Shallowglade soon enough. This half will be safe in my great hollow," I assured it. 




"B-Best of luck, Ellori!" 




Which reminded me. 




I had yet to drink Miuna's secretion to protect myself from the forest's miasma. With all that's been going on recently hasn't left me an open window to do so. It would have to wait until we saved the kobold tribe and Shallowglade.  




Mira and Gurk were outside ready to depart. Gurk had a short sword sheathed to his waist that I didn't see before. 




"Gurk find this on ground. Want to use to help Mistresses!" he exclaimed. 




One of the soldiers must have forgotten to take it back. 




"That's perfect. I was thinking about equipping him with a weapon anyway. Do you know how to use it, Gurk?" I asked. 




He unsheathed the weapon and swung it around a few times. He wielded it with two hands to keep balance. Even for a short sword, it was unwieldy in his grip. 




Mira opens her robes to reveal dozens of vials fixed to the belt on her waist. "I had to flash brew some elixirs. They should serve us well, but…" 




Flash brewing was the alchemical process of concocting potions without using mandragoras to stabilize the final compound. Potions and elixirs brewed this way could have adverse side effects, and imbibing too many could fatally poison the imbiber. 




The covenant didn't explicitly forbid flash brewing, but those who actively pursued alchemy this way weren't looked upon kindly. As witches striving to perfect our trade in both witchcraft and alchemy, bastardizing one's own skill was the pinnacle of shame. 




"Desperate measures…" I remarked. 




I offered Mira two of the three magic crystals, but she pushed them back into my hands.  




"I much rather you hang on to them, darling. I could never forgive myself if harm came your way," she said. 




With the preparations complete, we took off in the direction of the kobold tribe. Mira and I drank a stamina draught and an elixir of speed. The combination of both potions allowed us to make haste without tiring, cutting the travel time in half. 




Gurk hung on to my back. Thanks to my endless stamina, he wasn't too much of a burden. 




Our familiars went ahead to act as vanguard. Thanks to our bond, we could see through their eyes to anticipate any potential dangers. 




Mira's eyes were glazed over and glowing. She was watching through Talos' eyes right now. That should normally rob her of her own sight, but she deftly maneuvered over uneven terrain with ease. 




Thanks to her, we were able to keep an eye on what was above while Rio kept an eye on the ground ahead. 




"We're getting close," Mira said after half an hour running at full speed. Her eyes flicked in every direction while she had Talos' vision hijacked. "There's something strange with the tower. Roots are encroaching up the stone walls." 




"That must be Flora's doing!" 




Their camp came quickly into view, but it looked deserted. I slowed down my approach and hijacked Rio's vision who was already inside the camp. Some of the kobolds were huddled up inside their tents. There should be more of them somewhere.  




"Ellori—" 




My vision was no longer in the kobold tribe but in the forest instead. Mira had stopped some paces behind me. I let Gurk down and we fell back to her position. 




"What is it?" I asked, the exhaustion was catching up to me as both potions began to wear off. I was about to drink more, but realized that my best hope for coming out on top would be to preserve my trump cards. 




Aside from the plethora of potions and elixirs, my secret weapon was an elixir of greater panacea I had brewed days earlier. It was only possible thanks to the high quality ingredients, but one was all I had 




"There is fighting at the base of the tower. A number of kobolds lie in a bloody heap, and there is a forest nymph— no, dryad? Wyverns are bearing down on them," Mira relayed to me what she saw through her familiar. 




"That's Flora and Kati. We have to hurry!" I urged. 




As we reached the foot of the tower, I was relieved to see Flora and Kati holding their own against ten wyverns. Most of the kobolds were severely injured and some on the brink of death. 




The two-legged, winged beasts screeched and clawed at roots emerging from the ground. What wyverns lacked in strength compared to their dragon cousins, they made up for in large packs. Their ferocity and numbers was what made them dangerous, like a pack of wolves in flight. Who knew if there were more lurking elsewhere. 




"Aqua vas o'rea!" Mira conjured water above the immobilized wyverns. Talos joined in to mimic the spell. Their combined incantations summoned a small ocean just above the beasts' head. She then turned to me and shouted, "Sap the heat from the water!" 




I caught on to what she was doing and followed the command. 




"Vanis seuth." 




The incantation took effect, draining the heat from the water until it became a massive block of ice suspended in air. Mira snapped her finger, dropping the frozen slab and flattening the wyverns. 




A shadow began to shrink at my feet with increasing speed. A shrieking wyvern dove at me with its claws out. Rio hopped onto my shoulder and launched into the air, intercepting and knocking it to the ground. Gurk plunged his sword into its head, silencing it for good. 




"Hahaha— aahh! How refreshing!" Mira slapped my butt then went to fill her pipe for a smoke. 




"S-Savior has come and brought help!" Kati came running to us out of breath. 




Flora bowed in her approach. "Your timing is fortuitous, Savior Ellori."  




I administered restoration potions to the most grievously injured kobolds. Since I had a limited supply, I needed to withhold the rest and provided first aid instead. Flora was none the happier to see her devotees lively again. 




Rio laid down next to me, his mouth stained red from the blood of the wyvern he had just devoured. There wasn't so much as a trace of bone left. 




"Nyaa— buuurrp!" 




"I see the size of your company has grown," Flora said, referring to Mira and Talos. 




"Hmmm." Mira leaned in to inspect Flora like she would an alchemical reagent. "Are all forest nymphs as voluptuous as yourself? You may not be as endowed as Ellori, but— " 




I pushed Mira away. 




"Ignore her. Are the roots around the tower yours?" I asked, trying to draw the group back to the situation at hand. 




The stone tower was enormous. It looked like there could be a whole city inside with how immense the circumference was. Being in front of one, we couldn't even see the peak with all the clouds and trees in the way. 




"Yes. I sealed it to prevent additional creatures from flooding out," she answered. 




Mira stopped dragging from her pipe and asked, "What sort of creatures?" 




"Many kinds. Beasts with obsidian skin, hounds on six legs… some I do not even understand. They have escaped into the forest, and I dared not pursue," Flora answered. 




I put a hand on her shoulders to ease her fright. "We're here to put a stop to this. I need you to unseal the entrance so we can investigate the interior. Close it shut once we're inside." 




"Very well. Please be careful." 




As we stood by the retracting roots that obstructed the barrier, I couldn't help but feel hesitant. Mira didn't look too good either, likely not thrilled about fighting again. For how strong she was, only I knew how vulnerable she could be. 




I reached out to take her hand, and she returned the gesture smiling and tightening her grip. 




It felt good to be reunited with Mira. I couldn't think of anyone else to watch my back despite her quirks. 




When the thick roots parted, all we saw was an alcove embedded into the side of the tower. On the cobblestone ground was something very familiar to us— especially to witches. 




"A magic circle?" Mira echoed my suspicions. 




Hundreds of intricate runes rotated, humming with magical energies. Their colors cycle from red to blue, and occasionally lose color completely. 




"No doubt a transportation circle," I added. 




I took Gurk's hand on my other side, and he was relieved that I didn't forget him.  Together, we step onto the platform. A beam of light shot up from beneath us, chilling and scorching my skin at the same time. 




Just as the light became too blinding, an impact took my breath away. I opened my eyes to see not cobblestone or marble walls, but… 




Sand.  




Above me, there was no longer the green canopy of trees and detritus. Only a dull, smooth moon and stars above me. And before me, not an expanse of overgrown roots and shrubbery, but sand. Mounds upon mounds of dunes. 




Then my breath. My throat and tongue were instantly parched. The air was so hot it burnt my nostrils. 




I made out a building in the distance. It wasn't far. It was a triangular structure made of large rectangular stones— a pyramid. 




Only several places in the world came to mind when I think of an ocean of sand. Jahreed, High Saquin, Mordalus… had the teleportation circle taken us to one of those places? 




Or perhaps this was a forged world? Such an alchemical feat would require a vast amount of magic. Yet, there were dozens… hundreds of towers in the Weeping Expanse. I dread to think what Eudora was planning. 




"For now, we should—" The moment I took a step forward was when I noticed my hands were empty. My companions were no longer by my side. Only sand every which way I turn. "You've got to be joking!" 




With no idea where I was or where my companions were, the pyramid in the distance was the only place to start looking. I hoped the others were okay. Mira was probably freaking out right now. I wondered if she and Gurk were even together, or if they were in the same place. 




Since I couldn't hijack Rio's vision, it must mean he wasn't anywhere nearby either. 




There didn't appear to be any monsters in my immediate surroundings. Were things really coming out of the teleportation circle like Flora said? It was possible the runes weren't calibrated correctly, and I was thrown elsewhere. 




As I got to the stone structure, I found an entrance leading under the pyramid. Unlike the ones in Jahreed, there were no hieroglyphs decorating the walls or massive statues of elder gods. 




Instead, I stood before a grand chamber devoid of any ornaments or furnishings. A large crumbling effigy rested at the end of the room. It had a feline body and the face of a human. Between its front legs was a sealed door. 




"I've read about these. A sphinx?" I wondered aloud. 




This was my first time seeing them in person and not drawings in books. There were some witches in the High Saquin branch who imbued them with soul stones or created clay golems out of. But this was much too large to host a soul. 




I reached out to open the stone doors, but it wouldn't budge. 




Suddenly, the ground began to shake. Sand kicked loose from the sphinx rained down on me. 




"You seek passage into the tomb?" A deep voice bellowed from above me. 




I backed up until I saw the sphinx in its entirety. The animated head tilted down to address me, following me with its stone-chiseled eyes. 




"Y-You're alive…?" I asked, trying to keep calm from beneath beneath its shadow. 




"To gain passage, three riddles you must answer. Three answers that must be correct," it said. 




"Or maybe not," I remarked. 




I had no choice but to humor its trial if I wanted to pass. Beyond that door might very well be Mira and the others, if not a way out.  




These riddles should be a cinch for me. I did score in the top ten of my class in both academia and philosophy. How hard could this be? 




"I'm ready for your riddles!" I shouted back confidently. 




Its eyes glowed with intensity. "I am the herald of birth and death. I may go up, but I can never go down. People fear me, people celebrate me. What I change in your appearance cannot be undone. You can hide me, but I will always show. What am I?" 




"Uh. Herald of birth and… appearance can't be undone… isn't this a little too difficult? Oh, god. What happens if I get it wrong?" I asked. 




"Answer the riddle," it repeated. 




If I didn't answer, I was stuck here. Becoming an eternal resident here wasn't my idea of a good time either. 




Time…? 




"People fear and celebrate time, right? Time also changes appearance… time! You're time!" I held my breath, hoping that I answered right. 




"Incorrect." 




"Shit." I raised my staff readying for a fight.  




The ground shook again, and the sand at my feet came to life. They solidified and grabbed my wrists, disarming me of my staff. The restraints forced me onto my knees, bending me over until all I saw was the ground. 




Crack! 




"Gaah…!"  




Something whipped my butt with enough force that it was going to leave a mark.  




"Wait, please… let me think…!" I screamed. 




Crack! Crack! 




"Ahh! Nnghh— aaahhhh! If you keep whipping me like that… ahh… I can't think like this..." My pleas went unheard. Only the sound of whipping echoed in this empty chamber. 




Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 




"Gods, fuck! It hurts, but— mmh… it's starting to feel good…" Eventually the pain began to transition to pleasure. It didn't just strike my ass, but also my back and legs. 




"Answer the riddle," the sphinx continued to say in its monotonous voice. 




Crack! Crack! 




"Give me a break— it's… hide, but always show— guh… goes up, but never down…if it keeps whipping me I'm going to actually cum..." I groaned. 




Crack! 




"AAAhhnn! It's… age! You're age! Age!" 




The next strike didn't come, bits of sand trickled onto my butt instead. 




"Correct," it said, much to my relief. 




"Whew… uhm, am I stuck like this until I answer the next two?" I asked. 




My hands and feet were still bound by sand and gravel. I couldn't do anything more than struggle in this position.  




"What blows, but has no mouth? What caresses, but has no hands? What flies, but has no wings? What am I?" it asked. 




"Insects?" I answered half-heartedly. 




"Incorrect." 




"Oh, crap…" 




The sands began to form again, this time creating humanoid shapes. Their obsidian bodies crowned with the bestial head of a jackal, carried a crook and flail in each hand. 




"I recognize these creatures. They're anubians! Wow, they're so much cooler in person— er, I mean, not cool! Wait— stop!" I pleaded to no avail, as multiple hands groped at my body. One of them caressed my butt and pushed a snout against my slit. Something long and slippery slithered into my pussy, squirming deeper to lick my inside. "Eek! N-No, dont…!" 




No matter how much I struggled, the sand restraints kept me firmly pinned on all fours. An anubian standing in front of me dissolved and then reformed underneath me. Its hands reached up to pinch my nipples hard. 




"Ooh— nnngghhh… stop… I can't think… ahhh, like this… oh, god. Yes, there! Keep— ahh, your tongue is so long…uhhnn." Their assault was unending, and as long as they were powered by this world's magic source, I would remain like this until I die 




More anubians materialized from the sand. Though their bodies were as black as the night, their erect canine cocks were bright red and had blue veins all over it. 




"Are you… dust?" I asked, panicking to come up with an answer. 




"Incorrect." 




"Mmph? Mmmhh! Shllurrp… shllurp… mmmph!" My mouth was plugged up by the anubian below me, which had shoved its tongue down my throat. It explored every corner, lapping up the saliva in my tongue and throat.  




"Answer the riddle," It said again, almost like it had developed emotions to taunt me. 




How the hell was I supposed to answer like this? 




Crack! 




Even the sand whips resumed their assault on my ass again. Now there was a second, one for each cheek. 




If not dust or air, then… 




I managed to throw my head back enough to get the tongue out of my mouth. "Puah— aahh, you're wind!" 




"Correct." 




My nipples were no longer being teased, and the groping and whipping had stopped. The anubians became inanimate, but I remained stuck and surrounded by the humanoid hounds, presumably until I answered the final riddle. 




"Final riddle is," it begins. "I. What am I?" 




"Excuse me?! You are… a sphinx?" I shouted. 




"Incorrect." 




"Fuck—!" was my only word before a red cock plugged my mouth. It grabbed my head and face-fucked my mouth. My shackles shrank into the ground, forcing me onto the chest of the creature below me. 




"Mmmph, shhllurrp, shllrrp… shlluuurrp… lick, mmmpph!!" 




More anubians spawned from the sands, approaching me with erect members. The tongue slipped out of my pussy and was immediately replaced with something thicker and girthier. Then another one presses against my ass. 




"Answer the riddle," the sphinx demanded. 




As If I could… damn it. 




While I was being fucked, the other anubian pressing its cock into my ass managed to breach the initial resistance. 




No… not there…! 




"MMMMPPPPHH!" 




I was stuffed without mercy. There was a cock in every hole, including my mouth. 




More joined in, using my hands, my hair, whatever they could get their paws on. Getting screwed by these dog-creatures was so much more degrading than being fucked by the tentacle plants. But the longer I was subjected to this, the less I minded being ravished. 




Their strangely shaped dicks slid in and out of me with ease. They even had the same physiology of a canine's penis. The cocks swelled within me, knotting up while they're plugged inside. Then came the hot flood of their cum warming me up and sending me into an orgasm. 




"MMMMMMRRPPPHHH! Mmm… mmhmmpp... " 




My body acted on its own, shaking my ass and grinding on their members to wring every bit of their juices into me. 




I had to think, or I really would lose myself. 




I… what am I… 




What am… I…? 




I'm— witch! 




There was no other answer. The last riddle was a play on subjects. Now that I knew the answer, I just needed to find an opportunity to say it. But was I going to get that chance? 




The one in my mouth suddenly twitched and erupted with a load of whatever poured into me.  




"Mmmpph… gulp… gulp… puahh…" 




The dick finally slipped out of my mouth, giving me room to breathe and speak. "I am— mmph?! MMmhh!!" 




Another dick buried into my mouth. I was too slow and lost my chance to answer. I had no choice but to let them finish. 




Ten minutes… half an hour… eventually I lost track of time. 




Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! 




"Hahaaa… aahh! Yes! Fuck me! More… mmmmhh, yess!" I screamed in pleasure. 




The dick in my ass and pussy knotted up, pumping me with more of their cum. My womb was so full. The only time it leaked out was when they switched places. Just how many anubians had fucked me by now? 




These tireless hounds had been screwing me nonstop, giving me so many orgasms to the point of losing my mind. When one dissolved back into sand, another one formed. The crowd of anubians didn't subside. If I had a chance to speak, I must have forgotten to. The sex was so good, I just wanted to be double-penetrated forever. One in my ass, pussy, and mouth… cumming for eternity until I… I… 




No! I couldn't give up! The others were counting on me. 




My staff was too far, I couldn't say anything because there was a dick in my mouth. The only thing I could do was with my hands. 




My satchel was within arm's reach. I dug my fingers into it until I found one of the magic crystals. I placed it under the anubian fucking my mouth.  




I drew the runic symbol for water into the sand. The crystal lit up, and a pillar of water surged up from it. The anubian fell back, it's cock sliding out of my throat, completely doused and dissolved into wet sand.  




"I am a witch!" I shouted. The sound of clashing hips ceased. The anubians with their dicks still in me tried to pull out, but because we're still knotted it tugged against my pussy. "Aahh! Stop— slowly! If you pull it out now— I'll…!"  




The tug of war between the anubian's swelled-up cock and my cunt lit up a final, explosive orgasm. 




"I'm going to... nngh, cum again! Aaaahhhh! Hhhaahhh! AAAAAaaahhhhh!" 




Pop! 




They stepped away from me, and then dissolved into sand. 




"Correct," the sphinx said. 




"Oh, thank goodness," I mumbled 




For gods know how long, I'd been getting my brains screwed out by one construct after another. Those things were clearly conjured by latent magic resting in this pyramid. The same went for the sphinx.  




I probably would have been released once the magic ran out, but who knew how long that could have taken? 




My legs gave out from under me as soon as I stood up. A fountain of what I could only guess was ejaculate gushed out of my pussy and into a puddle. 




"Ugh… stupid dogs…" I said, kicking the sand where they had dissolved. 




I drank the last of my stamina draught for a boost. Mira still had her flash brewed potions, but unless I found her I couldn't count on them. By the time I collected all of my belongings, my strength returned to me. I felt alive again. My ass and cunt were a little sore but that should pass. 




The stone door between the sphinx's front legs shuddered open. Inside, I found not a tomb containing the mummified remains of a pharaoh, nor a tremendous mound of riches, not even my companions. 




Instead, three large crystals the size of a grown orc floated listlessly in the air. Under them was another teleportation circle. Their runes glowed with a steady blue color. 




"They're brimming with energy." As soon as I placed a hand on one, it began to resonate with my magic signature. "These must be what's fueling this forged world. But even with the help of other witches, Eudora couldn't possibly have accumulated enough magic for so many towers." 




A shrill laughter filled the room, echoing off the walls and tormenting my ears. It came from all sides, but I didn't see anyone else in the chamber. 




"Your tits may be bigger than your brain, but you've got a good head on your shoulders," the voice teased. 




"Who's there?" I kept my staff close. This time I wouldn't be caught unawares. 




"You should know who I am. After all, you have been looking for me." 




The blood in my veins turned cold, and my feet glued to the ground.  




"Eudora…" I whispered. My hands were trembling, and my voice shook so much I didn't know if I could incant a spell properly. Even so, I had to stand strong. "Where are you hiding? Show yourself!" 




"You're looking in all the wrong places if you're trying to find me. I'll tell you what. Join me instead of that relic of the past, and I will guarantee you a safe place by my side. You have all the makings of a strong witch if you would just cast away your shackles," Eudora proposed. 




"Nice try, but I'm not going to betray the covenant," I said, standing form. 




I heard the flutter of her hair that was unmistakably a shaking head. "Collared dogs eventually forget that there is a hand at the end of the leash. I pity you." 




"Spare me your false compassion. You had none for the Empire of Saquin." I thought to fire back. All I got in return was an over dramatic gasp, as though Eudora was shocked by my own ignorance. She began to laugh again, cackling as madly as her namesake. 




I sensed the smile on her face the moment her laughter ceased, it sent a shiver up my spine. Whatever I was going to hear, I wouldn't like it. 




"Allow me to let you in on a little secret. The destruction of the Empire of Saquin was ordered by none other than Headmistress Anora, sanctioned by the Council of Kings." Her revelation left my mind blank. It didn't process in my head. 




"I— I don't believe you!" I choked out. 




The Headmistress and the Council plotted the destruction of a major human empire? Why? 




"No one did. That's why it was the perfect crime— until I escaped." The inflection in her tone had taken a somber turn. "Unfortunately, I must go. Since you are a guest, I shall leave a parting gift. Do enjoy yourself as much as you did the orcs and anubians." 




Her voice went silent, but the teleportation circle lit up and vibrated. It flashed with a blinding light. A large hulking creature with black fur and horns materialized. A gold ring adorned the snout. Muscles pulled taut its skin from the slightest movement. 




Greater even was the massive cock between its legs. Even flaccid, it was larger than any orc or centaur. The slab of meat twitched with excitement as the minotaur turned its lustful eyes on me. 







Chapter 16 - Fucked by a Minotaur 






The minotaur slammed its fists into the ground and unleashed a bellowing roar. "Mrrroooooooo!" 




"Oh, shit—" 




He charged head first. I dodged out of the way as his horns punctured into the wall, the impact shaking loose sand and dust, and causing splinters to snake up the ceiling. 




At this rate, he was going to collapse the entire chamber. 




Minotaurs were highly resistant to magic. Attacking him with offensive spells would just be a waste. In that case, I needed to take away his movements. 




"Aqua vas o'rea!" What little moisture was in the air coalesced and dampened the floor with a layer of water. I hopped into the air, at the same time, incant a spell to sap the heat from the water. "Vanis sleuth!" 




A blanket of ice now coated the entire floor of the chamber. 




The minotaur ripped a chunk of the wall away freeing its horns. He turned to me, eyes red with fury and stomped the floor to charge again. This time he lost footing on the ice and slipped, skidding across the ground and crashing into the wall behind me. 




"Whew." I counted my lucky stars that even in an arid environment, as long as there was even minor humidity, I could conjure water. 




Because of his massive weight, the creature couldn't get back up without falling over himself. Even as it gingerly climbed to its feet, a single step sent him tumbling down. 




The ice wouldn't hold him for long though, I needed to think of something to keep him down for good. Killing him was an option, but it looked like he was forcibly summoned here by the crystals.  




Minotaurs were sentient demi-humans. They may not have the same intelligence as orcs or centaurs, but they were capable of conscious thought and emotions. Killing him would be no different than killing a human being. 




"Violence is not permitted in the summoning room," the sphinx's monotonous voice echoed from every corner of the room. "Crystal integrity must be preserved. Proceeding to purge all life." 




"Oh, no. More trouble?" I readied a spell in anticipation for the inevitable fight. 




Magical energies poured from the crystals, melting the ice and sinking into the ground. A number of anubians formed from the sands carrying bladed scepters and maces. They turned on the minotaur first, driving their weapons into his body. 




"Mmrrrrrooooooo!!!" the minotaur groaned in agony. 




There wasn't enough moisture in the air to conjure any more water. Even if I destroyed them, they would likely reform. I had to deactivate the crystals somehow, but that might leave me stuck here. 




"Well… either I'm trapped or I die to bipedal mutts," I shrugged. 




I chugged an elemental resistance potion and a restoration potion together. 




"Igni vas o'rea!" 




Fire poured from my staff, consuming the room in an inferno. If it weren't for my increased resistance right now, I would be cooked alive by ambient heat. The minotaur should be fine thanks to its innate resistance. We just needed to hang on. 




"Vanis blanchet." 




The spell took effect, compressing the heat into the bodies of each anubian. They shuddered and collapsed each time they tried to reform. Extreme temperatures melted the sand constructs into liquid glass.  




"And now… vanis sleuth!"  




I sapped the heat from the glass, hardening them and then redirecting the heat towards the crystals. The whole world began to shake, like I had just destroyed its foundations. Sweltering heat dispersed, absorbed into the large magic gems and consequently denaturing them.  




"Crystal… integrity… compromised…" The sphinx uttered it's final distorted words before going silent. 




The trembling stopped. It seemed like the forged world had stabilized. But without the crystals to continue powering it, this place was running on reserves. In time, it would collapse on itself and annihilate everything within into pure energy. 




Since the teleportation circle required magic, destroying the crystals also rendered it inoperable. In refusing to take my magic crystals, Mira essentially saved my life. I still had two smaller crystals left. It might just be enough to transport me out. 




"Mrrooohh…" the bovine creature groaned in pain. 




His entire body was littered with deep wounds. Gushing blood was caked onto its once pristine brown fur. I could let it die, but this poor thing was in so much pain. He probably didn't want to be here to begin with. 




A large hand balled into a fist and launched forward. 




"Wait—!" I lifted my staff to block a blow that never comes. Instead, the sound of crumbling sand from one last anubian crumbled behind me. The minotaur dropped back down clutching his wounds. 




"Th— Thank you." I shook away my hesitation and pulled out a restoration potion. "Open your mouth." 




I poured the contents of the potion into his snout, and the wounds closed up immediately. It continued to lie on the ground, calmer than when it was first summoned. Maybe it was no longer aggressive because I saved him. 




Crr… crack! 




He shot to his feet and caught a large slab of stone broken loose from the ceiling. It would have crushed me if he hadn't acted in time. He tossed it aside and shrugged his shoulders. 




"Hoo… if we're going by numbers, I think I owe you now," I said in jest. 




The minotaur got to his feet and put a hand to his chest. "Taur… ac." 




I put a hand on his chest rippling with muscles. Maybe I was still sensitive from being gangbanged by the anubians during the riddle trial, but just touching him turned me on. Especially since he was naked. 




"Taurac. I'm Ellori," I nodded. 




Taurac grunted in response, and then slumped against the wall in exhaustion. 




The potion may have healed him, but it won't replenish his stamina. He would need some time to recover. Though, I didn't know if my crystals have enough magic to send us both back. 




I embedded my remaining crystals into the runic etching, but it will take some time before I could use the teleportation circle. Since it was originally drawing energy from another source, it will have to recalibrate to the new source. 




Thankfully, I learned how to tamper with old magic at the Academy. Using my staff as a conduit between the new source and the circle, the runes gradually adjusted themselves so that it wasn't drained into the forged world instead. I would be stuck otherwise. 




I took a seat by Taurac as I watched my staff linking the runes together in an orchestra of crackling energy. 




"Ah!" A wet piece of meat brushed against my cheek.  




The minotaur leaned down and started licking my face. He was too strong to push away, and I was scared he might strike out if I resisted. His tongue stroked my cheeks, occasionally brushing against my lips. I got caught up in the moment and let my tongue roll out to play.  




"Mmmm… hehe, you did save me twice. I suppose I can indulge you for a bit," I cooed. 




My body grew hot just from his scent. I leaned up to kiss him on the snout and licked the length of his tongue. I wondered how that tongue would feel eating my pussy. 




Something rubbed against my thighs, his already enormous dick had grown to its full glory. I'd be wrong if I said I wasn't curious. Something as big as that would definitely feel good inside me, but no doubt hurt like hell. Headmistress Anora said she often had sex with a minotaur. How exactly did she manage that?  




I was getting dizzy the more I looked at his bulging cock. The way it brushed against my ass and thighs left a trail of fire along my skin wherever it touched. I swallowed hard and started undoing my robes.  




"It's a little hot in here, isn't it?" I asked, seductively undressing myself. 




His pillar of meat twitched and stood to attention as my robes dropped to my ankles. The minotaur laid down and I got on top of him, sandwiching his dick between our bodies.  




It's full length could be measured from my belly button to the bottom of my chin. Even if this were to go into me, I could only get a third of it at best. Since that wasn't happening, I pleasured him by dry humping my whole body against his meat pole, squishing the tip between my breasts. 




Two large hands reached down to caress my butt, and a large finger found its way into the entrance of my cunt. 




"Oohh, mmmh!" I didn't bother hiding my voice, I wanted to let him know I was enjoying it, too. It felt like a whole dick inside me, but I knew it would be nothing compared to the actual one. 




The two of us laid there, fondling and kissing each other. Despite the fact he could easily crush my skull, his touch was gentle. We may have just met, but Taurac treated me like a lover and made sure I felt good. I had no idea his race could be so affectionate. Every touch sets me ablaze more than a igni spell could. 




I crawled down just a bit and pushed my breasts together on his cock. Like a bitch in heat, I salivated over the tip and licked all around the thick head.  




"Shlluurrp… shlluurrrp… chu— shllrrrp… haahhh… it's so hard… are you… shlluurrp… enjoying this?" I asked with a mouthful of his cock in my mouth. 




Taurac's eyes rolled back, and his dick throbbed between my tits. It took both hands for me to face his dick in my direction so he didn't cum on himself. As though reading my mind, he stood up and held it in front of me. 




"Mrrooooaahh!" 




Spurt! Spurt! Spurt! 




An ocean of cum spewed onto my body. It was less viscous than humans or goblins, like water it showers me from my breasts down. There was so much it pooled under my feet.  




Rubbing my breasts and clit with his hot juices made my head spin. Suddenly, I felt his large tongue brush over my body, each lick sending shivers up my spine. 




He didn't seem to mind that I was soaked in his own baby making ejaculate. The wet piece of meat explored every inch of my skin, eager to groom me than anything else. I didn't mind either, it's like he was spoiling me. 




I cast away my doubts and looked Taurac in the eye. 




"Okay, big boy. I can't take it anymore. I want that thing in me," I declared. 




In my hands, was an elixir of greater panacea brewed with the highest quality ingredients. This was the most potent restoration potion variant capable of curing any diseases known to man, reattaching a limb, and even resuscitating someone from the brink of death. 




And I was about to use it for sex. 




This was the only one I had , and it took a week to synthesize. I was saving it in case I got into a fight-to-the-death encounter with Eudora, but I'd be damned if I lost this opportunity to fuck a minotaur. 




I drank the small fortune that could buy me a whole city in a single gulp. Minor wounds on my body disappeared, my stamina and magic were also restored. It was no elixir of life, but I felt at peak form and on top of the world. 




"Now then…" I took a deep breath and climbed onto his chest, hanging onto him by his neck with legs wrapped around his waist. Taurac held me by my butt with one hand, and with his other, positioned his dick under my pussy. 




It struck the entrance with resistance. I lowered my waist on it as he continued to push up. The pain of his enormous cock prying my pussy open was unimaginable. I gritted my teeth and stifled my whimpers as the tip finally breached me. It didn't matter how lubricated with spit and cum it was, human women were never meant to accept dicks this large by natural means. 




"Kh— uugh… Wow. This hurts so much, I almost can't believe it…" The pain was indescribable. More than once I thought I was going to pass out. 




My inside was being stretched so much I could feel each tear and rip, but thanks to the potion my body instantly repaired itself. Just like when Luugen first penetrated me, I could see the bulge on my lower stomach. 




"You're tearing me apart, Taurac… you're so big, nnghh…" I groaned. 




"Mrooo…" I heard the worry and hesitation in his voice. 




"Aahh… Keep going…nnngguuuhh... I can handle it," I assured him, pampering his snout with kisses. Slowly but surely I adapted to the size. As my body regenerated, it became stronger and more resilient. "Okay… I think I can— uuh, ohh... gods… I'm cumming— aghh, AAAAAaahhh— nnhhaaaaaaahhhhh!" 




The moment the tip hit the mouth to my womb, a powerful orgasm robbed me of my consciousness. I shuddered with joy. My body was on fire from taking in the biggest dick in my life. 




"Hhaahh… aahhh, I came from it just being inside me… You can, ahh… start fucking me. Give it to me… make me your cumdump— aahhh!" I moaned. 




He took my encouragement as permission to move his hips. His fat dick pumped into me casually at first, and then picked up speed. Every thrust was stopped short when it struck my cervix, every time it did I climaxed just a little. 




"AAAAhhhh! Yes! Fuck, mmmmh… it's so big… you're making me— aaaahhh, cum with every thrust!" I begged for more. Needed more. To be fucked by this creature like a whore in heat. 




Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! 




My pussy was making so much noise, like it was telling me how much it enjoyed this. 




"I love— ahhh, love being fucked by you! Gods… I'm cumming again…!" 




This was nothing like sex with an orc. Nothing like being gangbanged by anubians. Even Gurk's insatiable lust was nothing compared to this. 




My head became lightheaded from climaxing so much. I was going crazy with pleasure. 




Taurac opened his mouth and tried to push his thick tongue into my mouth. I could only take so much. Our tongues wrestled with each other, but I was mostly sucking on it for his taste. 




"Shhluurp… mmmmh… chu, chu! Mmmmpph! Shhlurp... haaahhh" 




I grabbed onto his horns to leverage myself. Taurac took ahold of my hips with both hands to hammer into me. 




Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! 




The noise of our lovemaking grew louder. 




I was no longer in pain. Instead, I was drowning. Drowning in the pleasure of being fucked senseless by a minotaur. 




Taurac bit down on my breasts, lightly grinding his teeth like a cow grazing on grass while his tongue teased my nipples. 




"AAAAAAHHHHhhhhnnnn! How— how are you… uguuhh… so good at that… mmmnnnhh… another one is… coming— I'm, aaaaaahhhhnnnnnn!" 




I felt him getting close. His cock throbbed out of control, and the tremors sent me right into the next orgasm. 




"MMMmrrroooooooooo!" Taurac howled as he unleashed a wave of cum into me. Pressure built in my womb as he filled me to my limit. He pulled me off his cock and laid me down. His baby-making juice gushed out of me while he pumped load after load onto my body.  




I laid there in a puddle of cum, body quivering from being screwed senseless. Taurac laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him. His broad and muscular chest made me feel secure, it was like a bed all on its own. I snuggled into him and kissed his chest before we went into another session of tongue play. 




Making out with Taurac made me the happiest woman, and he was happy to oblige. "Chu. Chu! Mmmhh, hehe! Kiss! Mmmhh!"  




I reached down to stroke his member, it quickly got hard in my hands again.  




The potion I drank earlier was keeping me alive and full of energy. I could still keep going to match his bestial stamina. 




"Make me go crazy again…" I kissed him tenderly on the snout and purred, pleading for more. 







[image: ]




***




I felt like I had an important mission to take care of. Friends I needed to return to… 




How long had Taurac and I been having sex? It seemed like days, weeks had passed… 




I'd lost track of how many orgasms I had. Whether the elixir was to thank for this, I knew only the pleasure wasn't diminishing. 




My body didn't get sore, and neither did I tire or go hungry so we could go on forever. It was my first time taking the elixir, so I didn't know how long it's supposed to last. 




The two of us had been mating nonstop. He was an endless fountain, cumming into me and onto me ceaselessly. Eventually, we stopped caring about where we fucked and just did it on top of a puddle of our own juices. 




This pleasure was nothing I'd ever felt before. It was as though I'd been taken to another plane blessed to experience eternal ecstasy.  




Unfortunately, all good things inevitably came to an end whether we liked it or not. The forged world began to tremble. Our time to leave was now, or we would be obliterated by the collapse. 




Taurac creampied me one last time before pulling out. 




"Okay, we have to leave," I told him as I came down from the final orgasm he'd given me. "I'm bringing you home with me. Mira definitely won't like you, but we'll find a way to keep it a secret you so we can keep having sex." 




I was drenched from head to toe in the wet ejaculate. Even with Taurac grooming me, this was going to take some serious washing to get myself cleaned.  




Somehow we ended up at the other side of the room during our sex spree, and thus avoided dirtying my robes. I got dressed and grabbed my stuff, then took Taurac by his hand to pull him to the teleportation circle. 




"I just have to hope this is enough for both of us. I don't want to leave you here," I said, stroking his snout with one hand and his thighs with the other. 




"Mrrooo!" He bent down and affectionately rubbed his head against mine. 




The room around us crumbled, and the ceiling began to collapse. A familiar bright light enveloped me, obscuring my vision with blinding light. I made a solemn prayer that wherever the others were, they made it out somehow. 




I was suddenly thrown onto my back. The chill of night caressed my cum and saliva-soaked body, and the verdant forest ceiling was all I saw. 




"I'm back!" I shouted 




Behind me was a wide circular impression on the ground where the tower used to be. And at the center was a glittering gem — a soul stone. 




"The tower, it… disappeared? Wait, Taurac—" No matter where I turned, my minotaur lover was nowhere to be seen. A great emptiness opened up in my heart at the dreadful thought that he might not have been teleported with me. 




"Brilliant. Simply brilliant," a bone-chilling voice said. 




I whipped around to find a witch standing at the center of the hole where the tower previously was. I recognized her by the blood-stained robes, a desecration of our covenant's sacred colors. 




"Eudora…" I uttered her name. 




"All that glitters is gold. Behold the luster of a new era of witches." She picked the soul stone from the ground and raised it to her mouth. And to my horror, swallowed it whole. 









Chapter 17 - Chasing Shadows 






"Eudora, no!" I shouted too late. It didn't matter either way.  




Eudora Faust tipped a tiny vial filled with cloudy, black liquid into her mouth. The soul stone's outline slid down her throat like water. 




"Hahaha! Ahaha— ack… arghahaha!" The Cackling Witch's rapturous laughter quickly became a gruesome wail like nails on a chalkboard. She was a marionette performance gone wrong, her body contorted, limbs bent at abnormal angles. The sound of her snapping bones disturbed the otherwise quiet forest. 




"Ellori!" Mira called my name. 




The sound and sight of my companions should fill me with joy, but I remained horrified at the scene unfolding before me.  




"Stay back!" I warned them just as a powerful gust knocked me off my feet. 




Mira picked me off the ground. Her worried look was quickly replaced with a scowl seeing upon seeing Eudora. 




"Allow me to reacquaint myself, Eudora. Mortis o'rea sleuth!" Mira incanted a forbidden spell I recognized immediately. A taboo school of magic outlawed by the Council of Kings, necromantic magic— black magic. 




Talos flew above Eudora's head and unleashed a gray mist upon the area. The earth beneath the smog began to blacken and wither. Mira twirled her finger, compelling the smoke to condense around our foe. 




A bead of cold sweat trickled down my face. 




Nothing short of dragons and magical immunity could survive that. Eudora should be a heap of decayed flesh. The mist suddenly shrank, compressing into a single space on Eudora's hand. A simple clench of the fist vanished the spell. 




The genocidal witch lived. Her body was perfectly intact, not a single limb or bone out of place. However, on her forehead and just barely visible under her cap, two tiny red nubs protruded from her skull. 




"Eudora swallowed a soul stone…" I muttered to Mira. 




She spat on the ground and took a step forward unfazed. "I know what you're doing. How many does that make?" 




"I'm telling you," Eudora said, taking her hat off to bow. "I am not your enemy. Oh, Miracella. I thought you and I could come to an understanding. After all, the difference between you and me is only in the mere thousands." 




Mira snapped. She launched a barrage of fireballs from both her staff and Talos. Their efforts were in vain, scorching only dirt and grass. 




Eudora was nowhere to be seen. 




*** 




All of us returned to Kati's tribe to digest what we had seen. 




The difference in atmosphere since I last came was night and day. No celebrations, no joyful chanting, or frolicking in the open.  




Kati was leading his tribe through a tearful funeral ceremony. It seemed the time between the towers first emerged and the moment we arrived, Flora and the kobolds fought fiercely without rest against the new threats. Many perished, slain or made food of by the wyverns. 




We decided to stay for the night and rest up before moving onto Shallowglade. Mira and I sat inside a tent discussing what we had encountered today. 




"Eudora is attempting to ascend to godhood," Mira began, taking a seat next to me under the shelter of our tent. "There is a rumor whispered amongst the higher echelon of witches, that consuming all seven souls of the cardinal sins will grant them deific powers." 




The Academy taught us that if a human ever consumed a soul, it would tear us apart. Yet, what we saw today defied everything I learned. 




Soul stones were an amalgamation of many souls crystallized into a pure form of magic. A familiar in the body of a small critter could take it because it was a magical construct. Humans on the other hand were made of flesh and blood. 




"But is that even possible without the body decaying over itself from volatile magic?" I asked, my inquiring mind taking over. 




Mira shook her head. "Witches who have attempted this in the past flew too close to the sun. We may wield powerful magics, but we are still a fragile cage of bones. The risks, and lack of palpable results should scare most of us into not pursuing it. But not her. She's found some way to keep her body from collapsing." 




"A vial. She drank something to chase down the soul stone. It was a dark substance. An elixir of panacea, maybe?" I wondered aloud, recalling the black liquid.  




Again, Mira shook her head. "Nothing short of the elixir of life should be able to keep her from dying. I dread to wonder… could she have synthesized a philosopher's stone?" 




The philosopher's stone, the pinnacle of alchemical pursuits. 




Mira threw her arms over me and pushed us into the leather pelts. She nuzzled her head into my neck. Her hands found their way under my robes and caressed my body that was still sensitive from being with Taurac. 




"Wait," I said, trying to push her hands away. "We still have a lot to discuss." 




"I suspect Eudora may have constructed or compelled these towers to rise, but cannot enter them herself. It stands to reason why she waited until you emerged from it to make an appearance." Mira traced her slender fingers across her chest, not minding my protests. If I let her be there could only be one outcome. I still had so much to ask, and it seemed like Mira was hiding so much more from me. 




"Eudora mentioned something about you being similar to her. What did she mean by 'mere thousands'?" I asked. 




Mira's touch left my skin. She opened the tent flap to smoke and stare out into the night. The pitter-patter of kobolds scurrying across the camp compared to before was few and humbling.  




"Randover was not won through simple talks and negotiations. I thought the end of the civil war would be it. I was wrong. A kingdom's misfortune invites starving vultures desperate to carve their own slice of the land. I ended scores of human lives at the flick of my wrist. Just as easily as I cast black magic, I felled countless before me. That is who I am, and what I've become— a murderer." She took a long, deep drag of the pipe and waited until she started coughing to expel it from her lungs. 




I knew Mira would inevitably kill someone when she left for a wartorn country. There were few witches who dabbled in martial training, and Mira was among them. Naturally she was the best choice in hopes of resolving the conflict. I wish I could have been there for her. My best friend.  




Mira extended a hand out the tent, and a moment later Talos landed on her arm. 




"Do you resent me?" she asked without turning around. 




I hugged her from behind, causing her to jerk forward and suck in a breath filled with relief. Talos took off as her hand dropped to the side. 




"I could never hate you. I'm glad you told me," I whispered. 




Mira lifted my chin to face her and said, "You reek with the stench of lesser creatures. No matter. I simply shall not let you rest until you think of nothing but my touch." 




"Mira… mmh!" Our lips met, and then our tongues followed after. That night, we would not leave the tent, and I indulged in Mira's lust until morning. 




I awaken to the sight of Mira sitting naked by the open tent flap, smoking from her pipe. Rain or shine, she always had that in her mouth. Gurk sat beside her. She handed him the pipe, but as soon as he pulled from it he went into a coughing fit. 




"Haha! Good, good. Another and you shall be soaring over clouds," she chuckled. 




He stuck his tongue out in disgust. "Haacck… feels like Gurk dying. Why humans breathe smoke?" 




I thought Mira wasn't particularly fond of Gurk for having a sexual relationship with me. But there they were, an unlikely pair sharing a pipe to get high. 




Gurk saw that I was awake and jumped to his feet. "Mistress up!" 




He hesitated to come into the tent, and glanced at Mira. 




"Go on. Your mistress awaits," Mira said to him. 




He took Mira's permission as consent to race into the tent. He jumped into my arms and hugged me, burying his head into my chest. 




"Were you worried about me?" I cooed, stroking his head. 




Mira blew a lung full of smoke outside and shut the tent. "I found him freezing by the tent in the morning. He's jealous that I monopolized you." 




"Didn't want to disturb Mistresses. Waited outside, patient," Gurk said. 




"You warmed up to him, haven't you?" I teased Mira. 




"If he chose to serve you, I can at least commend his tastes," she shrugged, then began getting dressed. "More importantly, the kobold chief and the dryad came looking for you. I told them to let you rest, and that you would see them when you awoke." 




"Then let's not keep them waiting," I said, hopping out of bed. 




The first thing I noticed were two flying specs in the sky. Rio and Talos chased after each other, weaving through the branches of Flora's great tree. It appeared my familiar's gluttonous soul had earned him wings from eating the wyvern. 




"It seems your affairs are much more complicated than expected." Flora said, emerging from the tree. "The dangers that now threaten the Weeping Expanse make it unsafe for Kati and his tribe. They will soon move from here." 




My heart dropped upon hearing that. I couldn't imagine losing a home to these strange events. They had lived here for ages, made this place a sanctuary away from humans fearful of their kind. 




"I can help them. My great hollow is going to be the next safest place. They can rebuild their settlement around my home," I offered. That way, they were enough out of the way from creatures emerging from the towers. 




Flora was taken aback. "You would do that for them?" 




"Of course!" I squeezed her hand to reassure her. 




She squeezed back and deposited an acorn into my palm. "If I can be so bold as to ask for a favor— will you plant this for me?" 




There was only one thing she could have given me with such a serious expression on her face. The acorn beats, almost like a heart in my hands.  




"I will," I said. 




If Flora could shed tears, the droplet of dew streaking down her cheek has never made her look so human. "I will relay what you have told me to Kati. Thank you." 




It didn't take long for the tribe to pack up what few things they had. What did take some time was each of the kobolds bidding their guardian tree farewell. 




Once we gave Kati directions, he was more than confident in finding the rest of the way. I still had business in the forest before returning home.  




"Next is the settlement of Shallowglade, I presume?" Mira slung a satchel over her shoulder and tightened the alchemical belts on her waist. She had lost a few since we first departed. Our potions and elixirs were running low, which wasn't a good sign. 




"Flora said she can open a portal to one of her sister's trees. It'll be a one way ticket," I told her. 




"As long as we go together this time, I have no complaints," Mira smiled. 




"Oh! That reminds me, how long was I gone for?" I asked, curious about how long forged worlds stretched out time. 




"The teleportation circle malfunctioned and only sent you in. The rest of us were spat right back out. You were gone for maybe… two hours," Mira answered. She then rubbed her chin and said, "I wager you must have been there for a week at most." 




"A week?!" I squeaked. 




That meant I had sex with Taurac nonstop for a week's worth of time. Just thinking about how long we were in there making love got my blood pumping. If the world hadn't begun to collapse, I couldn't imagine how long we'd keep at it. 




On that topic, I was still juiced up by the elixir of panacea. Helping the orcs and women evacuate shouldn't be much of an issue. Ideally, with the kobolds already on the way to the great hollow, inviting Shallowglade could give us the manpower needed to fight back. 




Flora traced a finger along the length of the trunk, leaving a thin trail of light that split open to an ovular portal. 




"Gurk go see orc friends first!" He charged through the portal headfirst. Our familiars dove in right after him. 




"That goblin... " I sighed.  




Flora placed a hand on both mine and Mira's shoulders. "Find my sisters. Beseech their help. It was a pleasure meeting both of you." 




We were pushed through without a chance to offer our thanks. 




Mira and I were sucked into the portal, and came out the other end of a tree trunk crashing into cold mud. My knees scraped against jagged stones hidden underneath the slush. Fortunately, the wounds healed up in a matter of seconds, leaving the skin without blemishes nor a hint of pain. 




"Hoo. I'll take a horse next time," Mira remarked, brushing the dirt from her robes. 




"Rio?" There was no answer.  




The moment we attempted to hijack our familiar's sight, a sharp pain pricked at our brain, severing the connection before we could see anything. 




I reeled back clutching my head in pain. Mira was less fazed by it. She winced, but didn't so much as flinch when she continued to try and link with Talos. She then pointed her staff into the water and incanted a spell. Nothing came out. 




"No doubt about it. There's some sort of anti-magic in place here. It's causing a feedback response everytime we draw magic, Mira concluded, shaking her head. 




"Is it Eudora's doing?" I asked. 




"Hmm. I suspect not," she said. 




We seemed to have landed in a swamp with no discernible landmarks to guide us to Shallowglade. Gurk and our familiars had gone missing. We would just have to hope they managed to find their way out to safety. 




The portal had since closed once it spat us out. I placed a hand on the tree we came out of and thought of the names Flora gave me: Esmerelda and Willow. 




A very subtle weight landed on my shoulder. I glanced over thinking it was Rio only to be met with a tiny human waving back at me. Or rather, a being of fae origins— a fairy. 




"Hi, hi, hi! You have called Esmerelda, and Esmerelda has come!" a palm-sized sprite announced. 




Esmerelda wore nothing but a smile, with long, green hair that obscured her eyes, and long enough to cover her body. At a glance she would appear human were it not for her size, and the vibrant butterfly-like wings fluttering on her back. 




"This is Flora's sister? I was expecting another bodacious piece of bark." Mira leaned in to inspect. 




"I'll have you know, I'm one of the many beauties of this forest. My fellow sisters voted me most attractive among all forest nymphs last year!" she boasted proudly. 




Her bragging, however, fell on uninterested ears. If I knew the look on MIra's eyes, she saw the fairy as a rare alchemical ingredient to put in a jar. 




Unlike dryads, fairies were mischievous creatures that embodied the worst aspects of their chaotic fae origins. One of Esmerelda's potential could wreak famines if riled up, but just as easily grant boons left and right if catered to. 




Since Mira wasn't introducing us, I decided to do it instead. "I'm Ellori, and this is Mira. We came here through Flora's great tree—" 




"I know, I know!" Esmerelda zoomed off, leaving a trail of dust or pollen that quickly dispersed. She landed on my hat and peeked down from the brim. "You bear her mark, so I know!" 




"We need your help," I pleaded. "We're looking for an orc and human settlement called Shallowglade. Can you take us there?" 




"Could I? Could I? I could, but you— uuggnnyaa—?!" Mira snatched the fairy and brought it up to her face. 




"How annoying. Take us where we need to go, or I grind you into pixie dust," Mira threatened. 




"Mira!" 




I pried open her fingers to release Esmerelda. The fairy fluttered behind me and stuck her tongue out. 




"Being an antsy BITCH isn't going to win you any favors here," she retorted. 




"I know how the fae go about their dealings. She wants something in return for her help. We have nothing to give, and neither do we have the time to humor a request," Mira declared impatiently. 




"Such a greedy witch! One-sided relationships are boring," Esmerelda asserted from the safety of my back. 




"We should at least hear her out," I suggested. 




Mira relented. 




The fairy hummed with delight and patted my shoulder. Her touch was so light I didn't even feel it. "This one gets it! I just want to get rid of those pesky literal bird-brained idiots. A swarm of harpies have begun feasting on mine and my sisters' orchards." 




"See? We're not some wandering adventurers out to solve everyone's problem. If we did, Eudora will have achieved her perverse goal while we're delivering flour to an old lady in Grathir," Mira complained. 




Esmerelda flittered between me and Mira with her hands on her hips. Vibrant wings flapped with the same intensity as hummingbirds and were overflowing with energy. 




"You'll find our wishes are more aligned than you think. More than you think! I can see Shallowglade. It's not just manticores. Harpies, wyverns, and creatures I've never seen before all want a piece of that pie." As whimsical as her kind were, she had no reason to lie. We know beasts not native to this forest were spawned the moment the towers erected themselves. If Shallowglade was under attack by such a force, they wouldn't last long without magical help. 




"Esmerelda, please. We'll take care of your problem as soon as we help Shallowglade. Right now, we need to get to that town," I begged. 




"I like you," she said. "You look and sound like you can keep a promise. Mhmm! Not the frowny one. I shall take you to where you need to go. Then you help me!" 




Mira expelled a heavy sigh and resigned to my decision. 




We followed Esmerelda while keeping a lookout for our familiars and Gurk. Apparently the fairy wasn't around when they emerged from the portal, but suspected they might have taken off in the direction of an explosion towards the southeast. 




So," Mira began, breaking the silence as we slosh through the muck of the swamp. "Might our illustrious guide know why we cannot invoke magic here?" 




Esmerelda proudly put a fist to her chest. "My fellow sisters and I did it! Do not be mistaken, we aren't doing this out of spite for you. There are others like you who would seek to do us harm, so this anti-magic zone is our defense against them." 




"You mean Eudora and her covenant?" I asked. 




"You and her aren't the only ones. Not even the first! Many, many, many, many years ago a group of witches came through. They even built a mining settlement bigger than Shallowglade," she revealed. 




"Mining…? I've never heard of the Witch's Academy making any major excursions into the Weeping Expanse." Mira glanced at me with a suspicious look. 




Wherever we were sent had to pass through the Council's desk and reported to the public for transparency. No mention in our history or tomes did it mention witches having come through the Weeping Expanse until recently. 




"How long ago? Are they still around?" I inquired further. 




Esmerelda shook her head. "One day, they just vanished. They really did! I know where it is if you want to visit." 




"We should check it out after Shallowglade," I whispered to Mira. 




Unfortunately, my words fell on deaf ears as she fell deep into thought. 




"What's wrong?" I tugged on her arm. 




Mira blinked rapidly coming back to her senses, a lot more perturbed than before. 




"After Eudora slaughtered the Empire of Saquin, the Council of Kings immediately ordered the establishment of a branch academy in High Saquin." Mira paused, searched her memories, and then cast a sidelong glance to the trees. "After I took care of Randover's civil war, the construction of another branch academy began immediately." 




Mira was drawing coincidental connections that I didn't quite catch onto. It was par for the course that new academies were erected, more and more witches were being born. Grathir was already overcrowded, it wouldn't be able to accept any more students within another decade. 




"What does that have to do with the settlement that vanished here?" I asked. 




"Eudora told you Anora masterminded Saquin's fall and framed her as the scapegoat. She then escaped persecution and somehow knew to come here, where our Headmistress became desperate enough to break a covenant tenet in sending a second witch." 




It took a few seconds for me to process her last sentence. 




"Wait, what? No, the Headmistress said she received permission to send you," I said, recalling the letter I got from the owl. 




Mira stiffened. "No, she did not. Anora asked me to come personally, and to tell no one." 




The revelation chilled the blood in my veins. I was speechless. Both the Headmistress and Mira would be put to death if the Council of Kings found out. And my head would likely join them on a stake as well. 




It made no sense for the Headmistress to lie about sending another witch. Unless she was denied and thought this matter was far too urgent to ignore. However, in doing so, she had jeopardized all of our lives. 




The more Mira dwelled on this, the more her face wrinkled up with anger. One thing was for sure that we can both agree on— there was a secret hidden in this forest. Headmistress Anora was afraid of Eudora digging it up. That settlement from the past might be the key. 




"What is Anora hiding… and what is Eudora trying to find?" Mira continued to mutter these questions like a mantra until we came across a number of boulders in the swamp. 




Upon closer inspection, we noticed blood pooling around each of them. Dozens of orc bodies littered the swamp, mangled and torn to shreds by whatever they came across. 




Mira inspected the corpses, performing an impromptu autopsy on them. She flipped them over, drew her fingers across the wounds, and even reached into the chest cavities of bodies with gaping lacerations. 




"Manticores," she concluded. 




"You… You really needed to stick your hand in there to find out?" I asked. 




"This way! This!" Esmerelda shouted. She led us up a ridge overlooking the swamp. A ways off the other side, we saw Shallowglade's walls under siege by a number of manticores. 




A low growl sent shivers up my spine. Coming up the ridge, dragging an orc in its jaws, a manticore snarled at our presence. 




Mira and raised our staff, but the spells sputtered out. Without magic, we're as fragile as humans. Something like a manticore would tear us to shreds like crushing a dried leaf. 




"Dispel the anti-magic zone!" Mira demanded of Esmerelda. 




"Can't. If it's gone, we'll be in even more danger!" Esmerelda said, trembling behind me. 




Mira cursed under her breath and gripped her staff tightly. "A good old fashioned beat down it is." 




"We can't fight that without magic. We should make a run for it," I suggest, but Mira shook her head. 




"I'm not confident in outrunning a manticore, darling." Mira discarded her staff and pulled out two daggers hidden underneath her robes. "I am, however, confident in my carving skills." 




"You're crazy if you think you can fight that with kitchen knives! I can survive after drinking an elixir of panacea. Let me distract it, and you can get help from Shallowglade." She wasn't convinced of my plans. Her eyes remain fixed on the manticore. 




"And let it make a chew toy out of you? No chance. You go, darling. I've fought worse than this," Mira said. 




"But—" 




"Go!" 




I took off running towards Shallowglade without turning back. There was a sudden shift of movement behind me, presumably the drop of the orc's corpse. The last sound I made out by the time I was out of earshot was the clattering of glass. 









Chapter 18 - Evacuating Shallowglade 






By the time I reached Shallowglade, the magic in my veins were reactivating and flowing through me again. I fought the urge to return to Mira and focused my attention to the three manticores assaulting the settlement's palisade.  




The creatures took notice of my approach and unleashed a bestial roar that made my hair stand on end.  




"Ellori!" Luugen, Clem, and Gurk looked down from a watchtower. They point behind me where I'd just come from. Another pair of manticores crept up from my blindspot. I was surrounded. 




One of them, larger than the rest, lunged forward. I dove right and narrowly avoided the enormous claws. It skidded across the dirt and came to a halt by the gate. I readied myself for another attack, but it simply walked around me, sizing me up. 




"Igni vas o'rea!" I swung my staff around me, igniting the grass to create a barrier of fire between me and my foes. 




The manticores were briefly startled, but it wouldn't be long before they realized fire meant nothing to them. 




Clem signalled to me from above. "We'll come down to distract them—" 




"Stay inside!" I shouted back. 




There was one way out of this— necromantic magic. It didn't follow the same laws as wild magic, and could easily kill these creatures. While still under the elixir of panacea, this shouldn't be a problem if I was affected as well. 




The problem was, I'd be breaking the oath I made to my covenant. I could already hear Headmistress Anora's scolding, but that was the least of my worries. The Council would strip my authority to practice witchcraft and be branded rogue. 




Now wasn't the time for that. 




Mira bought me time to make it here. I didn't even know if she was still alive. If I died now, her sacrifice would have been in vain and Shallowglade doomed. Worse, the whole world might follow after if Eudora has her way. 




With a lung full of smoke and cinders burning my eyes, I incanted the dark words stigmatized by the covenant. "Forgive me. I wouldn't wish this pain on anything. Mortis o'rea ventus fenthra!" 




Fetid smog billowed out from my staff, blackening the verdant ground and extinguishing even the flames around me. The manticores, sensing their imminent death, attempted to flee in haste. Too slow, the cloud of black death latched onto the bristles of their fur. A single strand was all it took. 




All at once they collapsed, foaming at the mouth and thrashing violently in their death throes. Only a gurgled whimper escaped their throats as their bodies began to decay right before my eyes. 




I didn't feel any different. If anything, I was relieved. This taboo school of magic was no different than the others. I, however, did sense an overwhelming dread, like a prick at the back of my neck. 




It was as though someone off in the distance laughed at me. A masculine and playful laughter. 




The wooden gates burst open and a dozen orcs, including Gurk, poured out. I pushed them back with a wind spell to prevent them from getting close to the miasma of death. It wasn't entirely safe yet either, with the dozen pairs of eyes hiding just behind the clearing. 




The hidden manticores retreated for now. It seemed safe for the time being. 




"Uuuwwaahhh! That was scary!" Esmerelda popped out from the shelter of my hat.  




"You could've helped…" I sighed. 




"Watcha want me to do? Those things look at me like I'm catnip!" she said, putting her hands on her waist. 




I joined the orcs and women within the safety of Shallowglade's walls. All of them were glad to receive me. The familiar faces of Liz and Ana provide some semblance of relief. Unfortunately, our time to rest was short. 




Judging by the proximity of the closest tower, and the number of manticores I encountered, it was only a matter of time before enough of them amassed for an attack. No amount of anoragrathi tentacles would save us from a ravenous pack of flying breasts. Wyverns didn't bother to make themselves hidden. They sat perched on the branches towards the ceiling of the canopy, waiting for the moment to strike. 




Gurk ran up to me with Rio and Talos in his hands. 




"Stopped moving when we got through portal. Gurk sorry for going ahead…" he said, bowing his head. 




I bent down to inspect the familiars.  




Their bodies were husks, no trace of magic left inside them. I waved my staff over them, and they began to stir with life. Rio awakened first, and for the first time in a while rubbed his head against my face.  




Talos awakened next, but he remained docile. He might be searching for Mira, but if she was still in the anti-magic zone, he wouldn't be able to sense her. Until we found her, he had to run on my magic instead. 




"Talos, you're sticking with me for now. We'll find Mira soon enough," I assured him. 




The raven took flight and landed on my shoulder while Rio took the other spot. 




The townsfolk lumbered wearily out of their homes. There were less orcs than usual and the younguns appeared to outnumber the adults now. Staying here was no longer an option. Our best chances of survival was to send them towards my great hollow just like the kobolds. Once there, we could form a defensive perimeter against the swarm. 




The only issue we faced was when those creatures decide we're not worth their time, and instead to go around us into Parthun. 




There must be another way. Collapsing a tower meant going in and destroying the forged world. Doing so, however, left behind a soul stone which Eudora was no doubt waiting for. 




While I was in my head arguing with myself, the residents were growing more worried by the second. One thing was certain, we needed to band together to deal with this problem. 




"I know this is going to come very suddenly, but Shallowglade is no longer safe. We have to get everyone packed and moving west, away from the towers. My home at the edge of the forest is the safest place for now," I explained. 




None of them were any eager to up and leave the place they called home. 




Clem stepped forward from the crowd and asked, "Closer to the human kingdom that wants to kill us?" 




"I know this isn't the best option for many of you, but I see two choices: take your chances with the humans, or wait here and be a monster's next meal," I warned. 




It was a hard decision for all of them. They came this deep into the forest to avoid persecution from humanity to begin with. The other orcs bit back a retort. Their human companions shared the same reluctance.  




Fortunately, they were smarter than that. Staying here was tantamount to suicide. Some of the orcs even expressed relief that humans were easier to kill than beasts. 




"I can't imagine getting to your home will be as simple as the last time," Roga said uneasily, holding Ana close. "You sensed them, too. There are so many of them, this place reeks with their stench." 




If there were as many as Roga feared, why hadn't Shallowglade been overrun yet? It couldn't just be the wall.  




Miuna's other half, maybe? 




I asked the orcs to take me to Miuna. The setting may be different, but the red slime was still trembling in fear just like the other half. As soon as it saw me, Miuna stretched up and elongated its body with excitement. 




"Oh, you really did come! But the scary witch isn't with you?" it asked. 




"Mira is… she'll catch up. How is everything back home?" I didn't want to jinx MIra's chances of survival, so I swapped topics. 




Miuna's body scrunched up in what I could only imagine was a troubled expression. "The weirdest thing happened. A bunch of walking lizards invaded! I thought they were going to loot the place, but they're wandering around twiddling their tails." 




By the sound of it, Kati's tribe had made it without running into any danger.  




"Oh— ooohhh! So you're the red slime that's been living here?" Esmerelda popped out of my hat again dancing around Miuna.  




"What is that? Ewww! Is that a bug? What is that?!" Miuna exclaimed with disgust. 




"Oi! That's rude, you strawberry jelly paste! I'll show you some respect— uuunngyaa!" I stuffed Esmerelda back into my hat before a fight broke out. Her flailing around in my hair gave me an idea, so I pulled her back out. 




"Flora gave me your name and the name of another— Willow. Exactly how many of your sisters are around here?" I asked the fairy. 




Esmerelda pouted. "We're five left. Three fairies and two dryads. Willow didn't survive the first assault before we erected the anti-magic." 




"I'm sorry for your loss. I want to make good on my promise in saving your orchards and avenging Willow. But I have a big favor to ask— can you teleport these villagers to my home? Like how Flora teleported me here?" I asked. 




"Impossible," she answered, curtly. "Our trees are connected to each sister that's alive." 




It took a second for me to process that last word. It confirmed my suspicions that Flora was gone. So suddenly, and just like that. All I had left of her was the seed she gave me. 




Esmerelda sighed. "But, we can't refuse helping you thanks to Flora's mark. My sisters and I can escort the villagers as far as we can. Our combined magic should be enough to keep them safe, but the rest of the way isn't in our hands. In return, our orchards better be spotless!" 




The residents didn't need any more convincing once they knew they would be in safe hands. I had Gurk go with them since this was no place for a goblin to fight. Even though he put up some resistance, he complied after I promised a reward. 




Five forest nymphs were sufficiently strong enough to handle a swarm of beasts. Being that the forest was their domain, it would take nothing short of a dragon to beat Esmerelda and her sisters. We were fortunate that dragons hadn't made any attempts to attack. 




Yet. 




Shallowglade was a ghost town now. Not a single soul within the walls. Even Miuna was packed up and sent with the caravan. All that remained were the dozens of creatures skulking outside the walls. 




I wanted to go check on Mira, but the anti-magic zone was still in place. I'd be powerless to fight if something were to follow me to the ridge. 




For now, fulfilling Esmerelda's wish came first. She gave me the location, and it turned out to be surprisingly close to the nearest tower. The elixir of panacea was beginning to wear off since I felt the exhaustion kicking in. 




I took a deep breath.  




On the other side of this gate was likely no less than ten manticores. Above me, flying in circles like vultures were a dozen wyverns. 




I readied another mortis spell and stepped out— 




"Urk…! 




The ground was littered with the corpses of manticores not of mine or the nymphs' doing. Their bestial bodies were ripped to shreds, blood cakes the forest grass and dirt around them.  




Upon the mangled cadavers were a flock of harpies, digging into the flesh of the slain beasts. They saw me exit the settlement and turned their attention to me. 




Before I could cast my spell, something struck me from behind. The last thing I saw before losing consciousness was a pair of harpies diving towards me. 









Chapter 19 - Harpy's Nest 






I came to consciousness enveloped by what could only be described as blissful fluffiness. Like I was on a bed of clouds and feathers. 




When I opened my eyes, I saw that my description wasn't entirely incorrect. Three harpies lie asleep on a bed of twigs and leaves. Molted feathers covered the floor in a layer of their own shedding. 




"Am I… in a nest?"  




It felt sturdy, but I wasn't sure too much commotion would send us plummeting. I could see the canopy above me, so we weren't at the forest ceiling. My stomach knotted up when I leaned over the edge of the nest. It was a long way down from here. 




I turned my gaze back inside the nest. The three harpies slept soundly snuggled up against each other. They must have brought me here after knocking me out. The back of my head pulsed a little, which led me to believe the elixir was wearing off. Even if it was still somewhat in effect, I'd rather not risk falling just to get down. 




They haven't killed me yet. Were they friendly, or was I food for later? 




Looking for a way down only contributed to the despair that I was trapped up here. The only path off this nest were the gnarled branches leading to the trunk of the tree. Unfortunately, there wasn't another branch I could leap to without risking falling to my death. 




"Wait, the familiars…" Instead of looking for a way down, I start combing through the nest to see if Rio or Talos were nearby. They weren't. I couldn't find them anywhere. 




Just as I think I was alone, Talos came flying in and perched at the edge of the nest. His head cocked to one side, the other, and then flew off. 




"Whew." For Talos to act that way, Mira must suspect that I was alive and coming my way. I just needed to wait and hold out. Hopefully the harpies didn't wake up until then. 




Too bad my curiosity got the better of me. The harpies' beauties were breathtaking.  




This was my first time seeing forest harpies in person, unblemished by the cruelty of humanity. I had seen the desert harpies of Saquin before, but they were in chains and enslaved to the empire. 




Their vibrant plumes shimmered under sunlight. I fought off the greatest urge to pluck right from the source. I settled instead for the ones on the ground, and stored them into my satchel. However, my stirring caused one of them to awaken. 




"Rrr…" 




I held my breath, considering what spell could be cast up here without endangering myself. Igni and thundra would ignite the surroundings and burn me alive. Ice was one option. 




The red and orange feathered harpy curiously crawled up to me, her eyes were dilated as one would expect of a predator. I instinctively raised my staff but realized my hands were empty. I didn't know where my staff was— 




It tackled me to the ground the moment I took my eyes off the harpy. Just when I think I was about to be killed, she embraced me instead, rubbing her head against my chin like it was scratching an itch. 




"Uh?" Unsure what to do, I started stroking her hair and drew my fingernails into the scalp. 




She began to coo and purr, hugging me with more strength. "Haa… prrr…" 




If harpies weren't the vicious predators I knew them to be, I'd think this was the cutest thing ever. It wasn't often you get to stroke one like a pet. She kneaded and pawed at my robes with knife-long claws.  




Yet even in this serene moment, I was terrified of being ripped to shreds the moment I stopped. By the vibrancy of their feathers, they must be young adult harpies. I distinctly remembered there being more before I was knocked out. The rest of the flock might be on different parts of the tree. 




The red harpy climbed up to my face, her human appearance could have fooled me if it weren't for the feathers. Her face was flushed, and she was panting. 




That could only mean one thing. She was in heat. 




Without warning, Red started licking my cheek, coating my face with her saliva. I didn't know what came over me, but I let it happen. Her tongue tickled my neck, my chin, eventually she licked my lips. 




I reciprocated the gesture and licked her face in return. There were tiny bristles, almost invisible to the eye on her face that tickled my tongue. Because harpies didn't wear clothes, I could see her glistening crotch. This one was definitely in heat. Maybe that's why she and the others hadn't killed me yet. 




"Ah…!" A sharp pain nipped at my breast. Red's clawed hand loosened and became a more gentle touch, almost like she was caressing me. Unlike Taurac, there was little strength behind it. We laid there cuddling, exploring each other's bodies. I even disrobed otherwise she would rip my clothes to shreds. 




Seeing me do this, her hand reached between my legs. I nearly stopped her for fear of getting cut, but she was much more conscious this time. Red brushed the blunt side of her claw against my clit. It feels so good and cool to the touch that I even pressed my crotch against it. 




I did the same for her, pressing two fingers into her soaking entrance.  




Red sighed with pleasure, so loudly that it made me shudder with joy. She grinded her hips against my fingers, moaning loudly every time it penetrated deeper.  




I lost myself to the moment. As soon as her tongue rolled out, I leaned in to kiss her. Red was taken by surprise by this, maybe I was the first it had ever kissed before. Her lips were stiff and tongue rolled clumsily against my own. And yet, she was clearly enjoying it. 




It wasn't long before she caught on what to do. Our tongues intertwined and locked with one another. Red's expression was pure bliss. In no time at all, her entire body trembled and she clutched my arm, squeezing her legs shut around my fingers as an orgasm took hold of her. 




Red snuggled her face between my breasts, purring like a kitten. 




"Aww… you're so cute. You just want to play, don't you?" I asked. 




"Raaa!" 




The other two stirred and awakened from our foreplay. One with blue and purple plumes, and the other was bright green and yellow. 




They approached me cautiously, but seeing that their sister was in my arms, didn't hesitate to lay beside me. Blue and Green, as I have named them by the color of their plumes, their pussies just as wet and nipples just as hard, started rubbing themselves against me.  




Even Red had recovered from her climax, and all three were dry humping me to sate their libido. 




Their touch was every bit tender, like a lover's embrace. Soft feathers brushed against my skin, inviting me to hold them closer to my body. I was afraid at first, but it seemed like they were just looking for affection.  




They grew bold, their tongues assaulted every inch of my body. Unlike Taurac's large slab of wet meat, these harpies had tiny spines on their tongues that scraped my skin like a hair brush. 




Green sucked on my breast as though she expected milk to come out from it. Blue crawled down between my legs, attracted by the scent of my pussy. Red, still high from her orgasm, went after my fingers to masturbate. 




It wasn't enough for Red. Her tongue salivated so much it dripped onto my body. She cocked her head to what I surmised was a light bulb going off. She climbed up, pressed her crotch against my head, and humped my face, searching for the right spot until I stuck my tongue out. I found her clit and licked away, causing her to squirm with pleasure. She even squeezed her own breasts and nipples. 




I couldn't get enough of their expressions. These young harpies were exploring their sexuality and using me to sate their urges. In that case, as the responsible and experienced one of the group, I should show them what real pleasure was. 




Shoving my tongue into Red's pussy made her screech with surprise. The sensation was too much for her as her knees buckled and lost strength. She propped herself up on my shoulders to keep from falling away. 




"Haaa, raaa! Aaahhh!" Red moaned loud for her sisters to hear. 




I grabb onto her thighs to push my tongue deeper, using it as an improvised dick and penetrating her to another orgasm. She fell to the side clutching her stomach. Her pussy gushed from being overstimulated. 




Blue, having seen what I did, explored my pussy with her tongue. The inexperience was cute and addicting to watch. Soon enough, she discovered the right spot when I spread my legs wider. I thought the tiny spines would hurt, but it was like brushing the back of my fingernails against skin. Except I could get used to just lying here while she licked me. 




Green tugged at my arm. Puppy dog eyes stared up at me as she pointed to her tongue.  




"Aahh… ah!" She opened her mouth wide. 




I cupped my hands over her cheeks and pulled her in for a kiss. Just like Red, it was sloppy. But Green took the lead in sucking on my tongue. I fought back, our tongues wrestled playfully while I was being licked by Blue. 




Red was insatiable. She joined us in our tongue play, taking turns to kiss one another. 




The pleasure between my legs built quickly. Blue learned fast, my moans gave her the motivation to be more adventurous. She used her fingers to play with my clit, while her other hand teased my ass. 




Being spoiled by their kisses while pleasured below was too much for me to handle. A quaking orgasm overwhelmed me. Green and Red, having sensed my inevitable climax, lowered themselves to suck on my nipples. 




"Aahhh! Ahh! I'm cumming!" I cried 




I heard my own moans echoing across the trees and back. 




As I was catching my breath, Blue pushed the other two aside and jumped into my arms. 




"Aahh! Maaa!" 




"Hehe. You want to kiss, too? Come here~" Blue and I shared a kiss. Once seemed to be enough and she snuggled into my chest right after. Red and Green cuddled up to my side, and suddenly it was like I'd become a mother to the three harpies. 




The four of us cuddled for what felt like hours. For the most part, they begged for pats on the head and belly rubs. At some point, Red dove out of the nest and brought back an armful of apples. 




I quickly learned these must be from Esmerelda and her sisters' orchards. 




We ended up having sex again, and I taught them the pleasures of tribbing with a partner. They couldn't stop doing it with each other after learning how great it felt to rub their crotches together. 




However, after our session, the three of them glared up at the sky like something was calling to them. Blue and Green gestured to their avian legs, and Red pushed me towards them.  




"Are you girls taking me down?" I asked. 




"Raa! Raaaa!" was all they repeated. I didn't understand them, but I felt as though I could trust them now. 




We shot past the canopy, flying further into the sky. I held onto Blue and Green's leg with each hand. Red was below us in case I lost my grip. The tower was a lot closer than I thought, but instead of going down, we continued further up. 




"Where— Where are we going?" I asked again. 




Red pointed to the top of the tower. 




As we got closer, my body began to churn. The magic lines all over my body seized and closed. It was the same sensation in Esmerelda's anti-magic zone. But what was something like this doing all the way up here? 




My magic returned to me when we reached the top. The harpies let me down on a wide open arena at the apex of the tower. They ushered me towards the center where I saw ancient runes embedded across the ground. 




The anti-magic zone seemed to affect the area in a dome, but the interior was free from the same effect. 




"What is… this place?" 




At the center of the runes was a purple stone lodged in the ground— a soul stone. 




"Just like at the other tower. If they're the same, the stone might have been all that's left once the tower disappeared. So… why isn't Eudora here? I can't imagine she'd let height stop her. Unless…" 




I recounted what I knew. 




Eudora never approached a tower on her own. If she was looking for soul stones, she wouldn't have let minor obstacles like this stop her. Esmerelda and her sisters erected their own anti-magic barrier to protect themselves from witches— or perhaps, just Eudora. 




It reasoned to believe that she could not enter nor pass through said zones herself. 




I reached down to pluck the stone from its resting place. The whole tower began to tremble. 




The tower wasn't just shaking. It was disappearing, and fading fast. 




Red yanked me into the air just as I lost footing. The tower I was standing on merely seconds ago vanished from existence in the form of voidal collapse. By complex runic machinations, the soul stone was acting as an anchor for the tower. 




Without the stone to keep it in place, not even the magic crystals inside could sustain a world spiraling to its destruction. 




The four of us descended while I clutched onto Red for dear life. But just as I thought the worst was over, a barrage of fireballs sailed past us. One flew too close for comfort, singeing Red's crimson plumes. 




"Eudora!" I saw her through the canopy she blasted open. Instead of descending, the harpies pulled higher to avoid the spells. I fought back, casting my own projectiles to deflect her assault. "Igni vas m'lanthra o'rea ventus!" 




The Cackling Witch stood firm despite the hail of fire exploding around her. One blast struck her, but she came out of the smoke uninjured. We were flying further and further away, but as long as she had sight on us, the danger was still very present. 




Eudora plunged an obsidian knife into her heart. Blood gushed from her chest, spilling into the ground and then coming to life. Dozens of bloody tendrils shot up and latched onto Red's leg— I lost my grip on her and began to plummet. 




"Shit, shit shit— ventus!" I cast in vain, but no amount of wind magic was going to soften the impact. Green descended quick enough to catch me, the momentum sent us both barreling to the ground. 




"Uuugh…" I picked myself up, clutching my head and pulling back to see blood. 




Pain I hadn't felt in some time came rushing back. My savior laid unconscious, fresh bruises stained her battered body. 




Blue and Red stood their ground in front of me, but a single wave of Eudora's hand sent them crashing into a tree. 




"The soul stone. Hand it over." Eudora demanded, a powerful black miasma trailing behind her as she approached. The horns on her head seemed to have grown larger since I last saw her. 




It was as though laying eyes on a demon. 




The cuts I received from the harsh landing were closing. The elixir was subsiding, but it hasn't completely left my body yet. I had no other choice. There was only one way to keep the soul stone from Eudora. 




"Don't do it, you fool!" Eudora lunged forward too late. 




I swallowed the soul stone in front of her. It slid down my parched throat with great difficulty. 




We had traded places. She watched in horror, fuming at what I had done. But now… 




"You can't get it," I smirked. 




The victory was short lived. My body heated up like a furnace, every inch of skin blistered and boiled. My breath was taken away from me, as though the oxygen in my lungs fueled the fire inside. I was being incinerated from within. 




I hit the ground, suffocating. 




This unimaginable pain that I could only describe as nightmarish. 




I thought the diminishing effects of the elixir was enough to keep me alive, but I might made a fatal miscalculation. My bag was nowhere to be found, I reached for nothing but the cold dirt. 




As my consciousness faded and vision blurred, the eternal damnation closing in on me, someone lifted my head from the ground. Eudora's disapproving scowl glared down at me. 




"This was supposed to be my burden to bear. I cannot let you die just yet," she said, almost sympathetically. 




Cool liquid poured down my throat. A welcome sensation before my world went dark. 









Chapter 20 - Conviction 






Streaks of moonlight escaped past the canopy. Every once in a while the winds blew a large enough gap between the trees and revealed the full moon behind it. 




When I tried to get up, a weight on my chest kept me from moving too much. The harpy sisters were curled up around me, Red was on my chest, while the other two grasped my arms on each side. 




"I thought about ridding you of those pests." My heart lit up hearing my friend's voice. Mira sat on a fallen tree carving into her staff with the point of a dagger. A small crackling campfire sat between us roasting two skinned hares. "But I surmised they were protecting you, not scavenging for a meal." 




"I'm so glad you're alive," I said, overwhelmed with relief that I could just pass out again. 




The harpy sisters awaken too, attracted by the smell of roasted hare. Mira picked one from the fire and tossed it to the side. The three of them chased after it and dug in like the vicious predators they were. 




Mira grinned. "I told you. I've fought worse than manticores." 




Rio and Talos flew down from the branches, each with a fresh kill in their clutches. As soon as Rio deposited the hare from his mouth, he hopped into my lap purring, rubbing his head against my leg. 




"What happened?" I asked, still dizzy from waking up. 




My memories were still hazy, but I vaguely remembered doing something that I shouldn't have. Someone else other than Mira was here. 




"I wanted to ask you that. I found you lying unconscious, guarded by those harpies. More importantly, what happened to the tower?" Mira asked in return. 




"The tower..." The images gradually became clearer as I focused. 




At the top of the tower, surrounded by an anti-magic zone. The runes surrounding a— 




"Soul stone!" I shouted. My stomach lurched, but because I hadn't eaten anything my body expelled nothing but my own spit. "Mira, I..." 




Mira sprung from her seat, surprising even the harpies from their meal. They crawled back around me as though ready to protect me from danger. 




"Say no more. But how are you alive?" she chokes out, already aware without me saying so. Her sudden jump seemed a little more than relief, like she didn't want me to finish my sentence. 




My heart was still beating like a drum, and my skin was warm if not a little cool from being exposed to the elements. I was still very much still me. 




"Eudora was here. I did the unthinkable to keep it from her." The sensation of being cooked alive was fresh in my mind. I shuddered, recalling the dreadful embrace of death. But it never came. "She gave me something to drink. I think that's the only reason I'm still alive." 




"Ventus." 




A gust of wind pushed the harpies away. Mira closed the distance in an instant. She put a hand on my cheek and another on my stomach. Her arms slowly enveloped me, bringing us into an embrace. 




"You would do something so rash?" Mira asked in a low whisper. 




"I'm sorry… I was desperate." 




We spent the evening eating the rest of the captured hares. The harpies had given up trying to approach me while Mira was by my side. Instead, they watched from across the campfire with envy. 




"Esmerelda shall be pleased to know her orchard is free. The issue with the harpies vanished along with the tower," Mira explained, flicking her half-eaten critter into the air. Talos snatched it and flew off, but the harpies went after him for a piece of the grub. "I believe they were originally attracted here by the tower under some influence." 




"Then how come those three haven't left with them?" I asked, curiously. 




Mira also seemed unsure. "Perhaps you did something that made them take a liking to you?" 




I took a sidelong glance hoping she wouldn't notice or suspect anything. 




Come to think of it, we had been in the open for some time now and had yet to come across a wyvern or manticore. The creatures in the area appeared to have dispersed. It was like that after dealing with the first tower as well. 




They did suddenly start appearing when the towers emerged. It stood to reason they were connected somehow. Too much magic condensed into a single place could cause tears in the fabric of the veil between worlds. It was how demons were ushered in during the Crimson Wars. 




"We'll start heading back when you're able. There is much to discuss when we return— and politics to resolve," Mira said, stroking my hair. 




She handed me her waterskin. Cold water never tasted better. When my body was on fire, I thought of nothing but wanting to die. 




Eudora must have gone through the same pain. How many had she consumed by now? Why did she go at such lengths for this power? 




We made our way back first thing in the morning, and what Mira had said before made a lot more sense seeing it in person. 




The orcs and kobolds bickered over each other for space around my great hollow. Kati demanded the wide open space around my tree so that his people could worship it. Clem and the orcs believed it necessary to surround my home to act as my personal guards. 




Fortunately, no fights had broken out. The moment Mira and I returned, everyone started behaving. The reason for that likely had more to do with Mira's terrifying presence than anything else. 




My anoragrathi field appeared to have been disturbed multiple times. Large puddles of white substance layered the immediate surrounding. Whether someone stumbled into it on purpose or by accident, I didn't want to know. 




"See what I mean?" Mira remarked, amused by the sight around us. 




Having this many demi-humans so close to the border of Parthun, it was inevitable that King Marcus and Magistrate Semyon would hear about it. 




The harpy sisters— Red, Blue, and Green followed us back. It wasn't like anything I said could have stopped them. They wagged their tail feathers like excited dogs, exploring the upper strata of this side's forest. Eventually they settled in the branches of my great hollow to build their nest, humming and cooing. 




Gurk stampeded up and threw his arms around me. "Mistress is safe! Gurk was worried. Worked with orcs and lizardmen to rebuild homes." 




"I saw. Good work." I bent down to stroke his head and lowered my voice so Mira couldn't hear. "I'll have to reward you when everyone goes to sleep. Until then, behave alright?" 




His pants began to bulge. Gurk nodded excitedly and took off in the direction of the orcs' new encampment. 




I sighed taking in the sights of my new surroundings. "My peaceful life in Parthun was so short lived…" 




"Hah! Your first mistake is thinking we can afford to live in peace." Mira smacked my butt and headed inside. "Now come. I shall like to bathe before we discuss our next move." 




After a much needed bath, Mira wanted to speak in complete privacy and even ordered our familiars outside. She unveiled a tattered journal from her satchel and laid it in front of me. 




Mira's expression darkened as she said, "I have here every proof that Headmistress Anora is not who she says she is. I don't think she has been completely honest with us." 




She and Headmistress Anora's relationship was antagonistic, but I always passed it off as the typical student-teacher relationship. 




Eudora's words from the first tower resurfaced. She had told me our Headmistress masterminded Saquin's fall. Could it be true after all? This was the same Headmistress who guided our studies to become upstanding witches. 




"I don't understand. Headmistress never did anything to make me suspect wrongdoing," I said, trying to defend the very instructor that shaped our lives. 




"She has, since the very beginning, known this would happen. Eudora, my coming here, the towers' emergence— everything." Mira traced her lip as she thought long and hard on the journal. 




I listened to Mira as I pieced together what I could glean from the journal. It depicted in great detail the towers' architecture and its forged worlds, the purpose behind the soul stones, including an ancient ritual describing the consumption of souls to reach deific ascension. 




Soul stones were unique in that they accumulated mana indefinitely. What was strange was when they were used to summon a familiar, that pool of magic disappeared. The phenomenon was a highly debated topic in the scholarly community of the Academy, especially among the Elder Board. 




This journal answered that age old question— it was stored into these towers, fueling forged worlds to create additional soul stones. 




At some point, it read like a diary, and I realized this entire thing had been written by Headmistress Anora herself. 




One concerning spell stuck out to me, a surveillance spell different from our ability to hijack our familiar's eyes. It enabled experiencing the sight and hearing of a familiar by someone other than their bonded witch. 




"When I was looking for you, I came across witches who were without familiars. Eudora, too, had no familiar. I mulled over why, but once I read the journal it became clear— Headmistress Anora is spying on us," she revealed. 




Mira's hypothesis was disconcerting at the very least. On one hand, it made sense for her to spy on us. On the other— for what purpose? 




She rose up from her seat and glanced out the window, watching the commotion going on outside. "I encountered Eudora's witches outside of the mining outpost Esmerelda mentioned. No doubt they excavated this journal and thought to deliver it to Eudora— until I intercepted them. I was with Rio at the timel. No doubt Anora knows I'm aware of her past now." 




I see. It began to make sense why Headmistress Anora sent Mira here without the Council of Kings' permission. It would look as if Mira acted on her own and was branded rogue. Two powerful witches— Eudora, the Cackling Witch, and Miracella, the Witch of Envy— having betrayed the covenant was enough to force the council's hand. 




At worst, they would invoke the Rite of Cleansing— a measure put in place to purge any and all witches that were believed a significant threat to the Council of Kings. 




Why would Headmistress Anora want that? 




My cauldron bubbled with intensity. I didn't put any ingredients in there, so it shouldn't be active. 




Mira wasted no time diving downstairs to hide in the baths. 




"Ellori? Where are you, damn it?" Headmistress Anora's voice erupted angrily from the cauldron. The smoke coalesced to form her face. 




"I'm right here, Headmistress. Is something wrong?" I asked, acting as calm as possible. 




"You haven't reported in ages, but never mind that. Is Miracella with you?" she asked in return. 




Without giving away too much, I shook my head and answered, "Not right now, no. We returned a short while ago, but she's heading back into the forest to investigate the towers. Why?" 




Headmistress Anora's impatience showed in her twitching eye. She glanced down at a paper in her hand and then lifted her gaze to meet mine. 




"The King of Randover is dead, and his kingdom is in flames. Miracella Dawncrest has betrayed the covenant."







Afterword 






Thank you for reading Ellori's sexcapades! There will be more to come. I am a webserial writer who is slowly transitioning to publishing the rest of my works. You can read more of Ero Witch or my other titles searching my online moniker. 
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