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Chapter 1

The Goblins were piling up stones, bricks, and mud, creating a proper wall around the settlement. Since my arrival, it has grown significantly. Mud huts and tents were being replaced with bricks and stone. Goblins carried bricks from the new brickworks they built under my guidance, while others brought more clay from the brickmaking goblins.

This was now the heart of my little kingdom of goblins. Near the forest’s edge and close to vulnerable human villages, it was the perfect hub for raiding. Under my orders, raids grew, bringing in a wealth of loot—food, weapons, and materials.

And it was prospering; looted weapons were being stored and the metal tools were being put to good use. From the vantage point of my newly expanded mansion, I surveyed my little settlement, which had grown to become a crude town of goblins. Now it had four sturdy floors that towered over the village like a personal keep. From this height, I could see everything—the hustle and bustle of Goblins, the makeshift market stalls where the plundered goods were bartered, even goblins from distant clans coming here to buy loot.

A large white patch had appeared on the outskirts of the forest, where the dense greenery had been cleared to create a sprawling training ground. Here, Goblin warriors were drilled relentlessly.

Horns blared from the depths of the forest, signaling the start of another war game. Groups of goblins engaged in mock battles. The once-divided tribes were now united under me. And all of them were now fighting as one army.

The more I pushed, the riskier it became and with the raids growing, it was only a matter of time before a response would come.

When it came, I would be ready. But for now, I had something else to do.

Turning around, I went inside to my new large bedroom. It was filled with relatively luxurious furniture looted from somewhere combined with what Goblins could do, from bearskin rugs to crude tapestries of beasts and monsters hanging from the walls.

“Mastah!!” Cute, high-pitched voices purred as I entered the room.

Three naked goblins sat on my new bed. Their green bodies were shining as they looked at me with puppy eyes.

Onri’s massive tits were like succulent fruits, hanging deliciously from her plump yet compact Goblin figure. Beside her was Tu-Tu, her petite hourglass figure with two round tits like oranges looking equally delicious. Tili contrasted with them, her more athletic, tomboyish figure despite lacking the fat; she more than made it up with the slender curves that made me want to bend her in erotic ways as I had my way with her.

And that was exactly what I was planning to do.

My clothes flew as I advanced, their eyes going down to my cock with excitement and anticipation.

I could feel the excitement flood through my body, my cock awakening, growing larger and harder. My eyes locked onto Onri right before leaping onto her as if hunting prey.

“Mastahhh!”

She squealed as she was thrown down to the sheets, my hands falling on her bountiful melons, squeezing them and sinking into the fat before my mouth enveloped her nipples. Her moans grew as her nipples became firm like plums, and my tongue joined to play with them.

Tu-Tu and Tili rubbed their bodies against me, purring as they yearned to be pleasured. Their leathery smooth Goblin skin rubbing against me turned me on even more, making me gently bite Onri’s nipple, making her moan and shudder. My hands slipped down between her legs, fingering and pushing into her pussy, which was already wet and overflowing.

Her legs thrashed the bed as I began fingering her; her moans tickled my ears. It was arousing me to new heights, making my cock turn hard and throb with excitement.

My hands suddenly stopped pleasuring her and instead grabbed her plump thighs, pushing them wide open.

She could only meekly moan as her wet pussy was opened and then I fell on her with my cock aimed straight at her opening.

The tip penetrated her, the walls enveloping it as the rod slid down inside. A sudden surge of sensations overwhelmed my mind and body as her lewd moans caressed my ears.

My body began moving on its own, hips thrusting into her. My human-sized cock did not easily fit in her. It was never supposed to go in that. The debauchery I was committing, goblin-fucking, would be disgusting to even my former cult.

But…it was fucking good!

The sheer tightness—how it was sucking me in. It was like I was in heaven.

“Fuck..” I growled as lust clouded my mind. With each crash came filthy wet sounds and squeaky moans. Faster I went louder and more intense her moans became until she was like a lewd instrument.

“Agh!”

I didn’t know what I was saying until she howled, “Mastahhhhh!” as our play reached its explosive climax.

In the end, she was left like a stuffed turkey while Tu-Tu and Tili squirmed, rubbing their bodies against me with greater desperation.

“Mastah!” They cried out in unison; a warm, wet trail was left on my skin as their pussies rubbed against me. They were horny, like bitches in heat and they wanted my cock inside them.

My hands reached out to Tili, fingers wrapping around her slender athletic waist, and then threw her towards Onri’s used-up body. She fell on all fours with a scream; her arms braced her from falling on Onri’s plump tits while her knees held her little perky butt at me.

Her warrior persona had entirely melted away into a little goblin slut; her pink pussy on her green body was like a fruit that had ripened for me to taste. The carnal aroma from the three goblins filled my senses again, and my cock was getting harder.

“Matsaaaaaaah!” A shrill cry rang out from the camp, followed by more panicked screams that froze me in place.

Both goblins stopped moaning and turned towards the source of the sound, their eyes still filled with desire but now increasingly widening with concern.

The goblins knew that I shouldn’t be interrupted during my “fun time” unless it was an emergency.

“Mastaaaaaah!” They cried out again. More sounds came as goblins began gathering outside, forcing me to stand up.

“Oh well... looks like we are done for now”

◆◆◆

After getting dressed back again, Tili and Tu-Tu followed me out. Tili growled like an angry puppy while Tu-Tu puffed her cheeks in annoyance.

“You will get the chance,” I said, patting both of their heads.

When I arrived at the commotion, it became obvious that the situation did indeed need urgent attention. For one, several goblins were bloodied and their wounds were crudely bandaged with cloth and medicinal leaves were being carried on crude stretchers. 

“What happened?!” I demanded answers and a Gonblin jumped forward; his face panicked as he began explaining the situation in Goblinish.

“Raid party destroyed! Powerful hoomans!” Tu-Tu gasped as she translated, her arms flaring wide to show the scale of the power.

“So tell me about these humans.” I quizzed her and she relayed the question to the goblin.

Tu-Tu then began counting on her fingers.

“One big, big sword!” She said lifting one finger.

“One woodstaff, big beard. Throw spells.” Then she lifted another finger.

“One bow, shoot goblins. All hit.” Then she counted the third and was done.

“Hmmm…” I muttered by instinct as I began thinking.

"Adventurers,” I replied.

Probably hired by villagers to put an end to goblin raids.

*sigh*

I would have to deal with the issue myself.

“Get the best soldiers ready; we are going!” I commanded, my voice cutting through the din of the bustling encampment. Tu-Tu translated my words into goblinish tongue, her voice now taking the tone of authority.

Moments later, the elite warriors gathered before us. The best of all the villagers under my control. And they had been training to counter the most dangerous threats: priests, wizards, and paladins, and of course, this meant adventurers as well.

Tili stood in front of them her chest puffed but also her eyes sharply glaring at something in the distance with almost murderous intensity.

But I had something else for her in mind,

“Tili…you will not join us,” I said and while she wasn’t as fluent as Tu-Tu, her understanding had increased by now and her eyes widened in surprise.

“I have something else in plan for you…”


Chapter 2

Goblin scouts darted ahead; their small bodies easily disappeared into bushes.

Then a whistle rang out, like a bird’s song but the goblins understood.

Tu-Tu’s ears twitched at the sound. She crouched beside me, her sharp eyes glinting in the dim light filtering through the canopy. “Mastah, we came!” she whispered, her tone brimming with a mix of excitement and readiness.

I nodded. “Good.”

The target lay just beyond the edge of the forest—a small village, its outline barely visible through the gaps in the trees. A faint column of smoke rose from one of its chimneys, curling into the sky.

This is the place. The same village where our unfortunate raiding party met the adventurers.

“Send the raiders!” I whispered a command to Tu-Tu who whistled a song. Soon a group of goblins moved past us, running towards the village. But the elite goblin warriors stood guard. It was not their time to deploy. Not yet.

Not until…

*boom*

A loud explosion from the village sent a wave of hot air, carrying the screams of the goblin raiding party. They had taken the bait.

"Advance!” I yelled, my hands grabbing the hood of my cloak to bring it over my head. Even the goblins who didn’t understand my words were trained to understand basic commands, making translation unnecessary.

Squads of goblins charged past me as I advanced, passing the bushes and into the open field between the forest and the village. Tu-Tu followed behind, her hand clinging to my cloak as she hid behind me.

“Mastaaaah!” A group of goblins ran towards me, some carried by others; others ran on their own with arrows lodged into their limbs. They ran towards the forest passing the advancing squad.

Beyond me stood three figures, their presence commanding and unmistakable. The first, clad in light armor, methodically wiped his sword clean of blood. His movements were calm and deliberate, as though he had done this a thousand times before. The blade gleamed in the fading light, its surface betraying no sign of the lives it had just taken.

Nearby, a bearded man with spectacles sat cross-legged on the field, seemingly oblivious to the tension in the air. His staff lay across his lap, faintly glowing with residual magic. Despite his scholarly appearance, the way his eyes scanned the surroundings betrayed a sharpness, a readiness to act if needed.

The third figure, standing slightly apart from the others, was the first to notice me. His long hair swayed as he turned, the bow in his hand still strung, an arrow notched but relaxed. His piercing gaze locked onto mine, sharp and assessing like a predator sizing up its prey.

For a moment, the world seemed to hold its breath. The soft rustle of the forest and the distant hum of the village faded into the background...

These weren’t ordinary villagers.

They were adventurers.

And they were right where I wanted them to be.

With a sharp whistle from Tu-Tu, smoking clay balls arced through the air, their trajectory precise. They landed at the feet of the trio, shattering with dull pops. In an instant, black smoke erupted, thick and choking, consuming everything in its radius. The adventurers disappeared into the swirling darkness, their outlines vanishing as the cloud expanded.

“Now!” I hissed, breaking into a sprint.

The hiss of an arrow sliced through the air.

Instinctively, I twisted, the projectile brushing past my shoulder, so close I felt its wicked edge graze my cloak. It embedded itself in a tree trunk ahead with a dull thunk.

“That was close,” I said to myself as screams from both humans and Goblin echoed from the black smog. A sudden gust of cold wind made my cloak sway; its chill made me shiver even as it blew away the smoke, revealing the battle inside.

The wizard was on the ground while the archer’s body was held up by a spear that had impaled him straight through the heart and its shaft had been planted on the ground, keeping his corpse held above like a warning.

The swordsman, on the other hand, kept on fighting, his sword slashing a goblin, separating its body into two halves.

They had done just as I instructed; there was no point in wasting their lives anymore. So I grabbed my dark grimoire and aimed my hand.

Then the chanting began.

The goblins instantly turned away and scattered in all directions, leaving the warrior confused, his head turning around before he locked towards me. Even from a distance, I could see his eyes widen in realization. At the moment the spell was released, a crimson fireball crashed onto his body, engulfing him in an unholy inferno.

His desperate scream, a shrill cry of pain echoed through the fields for several seconds before it suddenly came to a halt, his body reduced to a charred husk disintegrating inside the flames as it fell to the ground.

With that done, I turned around, and Tu-Tu yelled, “Mastah! Mastah!” jumping and throwing her hand into the air. My heart was beating with excitement, my blood boiling after the battle.

When my eyes fell on her half-naked body, her breasts jiggling with each of her little cheers, my body was overtaken by the bestial lust that was awakened by battle.

Goblins came swarming from the forest, carrying sacks and weapons as they advanced towards the now defenseless village. But it was not my concern anymore.

Overtaken by the primal desire, I grabbed Tu-Tu, who let out a surprised, “Mastah!” before I turned her around and threw her in the direction of the forest. Pushing her until she crashed against a tree.

“Mastah…wha-” She let out a surprised scream only for it to turn into a moan midway when I ripped away the cloth strip that held her tits, releasing them like succulent fruits.

My hands moved down, feeling her smooth, thick Goblin skin before I grabbed the loincloth that hid her private parts from me. With my body burning with desire, it felt almost effortless to rip it away, the string that ran around her waist easily snapping and falling apart.

A second later, my pants fell, whipping out my cock, hard and excited, ready to go. My hands gripped her waist, pushing her up. She let out an excited squeal as her pussy was elevated to the level of my cock, the shaft rubbing on the wet pink slit on her green body. Her legs dangled helplessly.

“Hughh-hmm!” She groaned as her hands gripped the bark, climbing up the tree to lift her upper body. But just as she stabilized herself, letting out a sigh of relief, my hips came crashing against her, the cock penetrating her pussy like a spear.

My rod was instantly enveloped by her wet tightness, a sudden surge of pleasure hitting me like a tsunami. The force of my hips clapping her cheeks sent her body rocking forward, lewdly arching her body as she was squeezed between the tree and mine.

Just as her lewd moans echoed through the forest, panicked cries rose from the village like a chorus as goblins ransacked it. But I couldn’t care less about the village; my body intensified its assault, driving up the intensity of the thrusting; each thrust squished her ass, bending her to the limit before retreating, letting her body relax and stretch for a moment before I thrashed her again and again. The green bubbles on her ass jiggled as they absorbed the force of each crash, like two delicious puddings absorbing the force of each thrust.

I was moving solely by animalistic instinct; the blood lust from battle turned into a carnal desire that demanded release, possessing my body to destroy Tu-Tu’s pussy.

“Mast-ah! Mast-ah!” She moaned each time my cock invaded the depths of her pussy; her tight goblin walls desperately trying to grasp it only heightened the pleasure as my hips went faster and faster, each thrust more intense than the one before.

“Me explode!” She screamed in desperation; her legs wagged mid-air as her pussy suddenly tightened around my rod.

Then we both erupted, her scream piercing the air while the lust escaped my body. When it ended, I was left holding a powerless and used-up Goblin with cum dripping from her pussy.

*sigh*

She was out cold. So I wiped my seed off her legs using her soiled loincloth before throwing her sleeping body over my shoulder and lifting up my pants.

I could feel her drool soaking my clothes.

“Oh well,” I said to myself as I turned towards the forest and began the walk back to my little goblin kingdom.


Chapter 3

I sat on my makeshift throne, a rather luxurious chair that was recently looted by the Goblins, and behind it were crude totemic decorations that were supposed to show my power. I looked down at the gathered bunch of goblins.

“MASTAH!” Tili’s high-pitched voice rang out, cutting through the murmurs of the crowd as she darted toward me.

She skidded to a halt just before the platform, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

“Did you do what I asked you to?” I asked in a commanding tone, making sure all the goblins felt my authority.

“Hmmm! Hmm!” She responded enthusiastically, nodding her head so vigorously it looked as though her neck might snap.

“What do the scouts say?” I turned towards Tu-Tu,

“Big mean hoomans in shiny iron. Big wood wall.” She exclaimed.

“Did they have these?” I pointed out several symbols of the Paladins and Tu-Tu turned towards the scouts speaking in Goblinish before she nodded in affirmation.

Of course, they would; revealing myself in front of the village meant they would know a dark wizard was leading the goblins. Paladins were going to be sent but from the look of it, an entire army was marching to deal with their goblin issue.

Well, as I had been taught in the cult, always be one step ahead. Now that Tili had raised the Goblin armies from all the tribes and villages, the initiative was on my side.

“Get everyone ready; we are going to war!”

◆◆◆

The air was thick with the smell of freshly cut wood and churned earth as they hammered stakes into the ground, erecting a crude palisade. The camp’s borders were too wide, with large stretches of open ground left, which I could only guess because of reinforcements that were on their way.

Among them in gleaming silver armor walked the Paladins, which sent a shiver down my spine.

I counted five of them. They seemed to scan every corner with a relentless paranoia.

This time, the advantage was mine. The setting sun bathed the camp in a warm, golden hue, casting long shadows that stretched across the uneven ground. Soldiers shuffled about lazily, their earlier vigor fading with the light. One by one, they began retreating to their tents, the clatter of their armor replaced by the muted rustle of fabric and muffled conversations.

The camp’s defenses were almost nonexistent. There were no watchtowers, no patrol rotations, and barely a handful of guards stationed near the crude palisade. It was as if they didn’t believe the goblins posed a real threat.

The Paladins, however, put the extra effort into walking around the camp, scanning the treeline for any sign of movement. But even they couldn’t see everything. They may be good at hunting people like me but goblins hiding in the bushes and trees were a different matter.

As darkness encroached, only one Paladin remained on guard, standing vigilantly alongside a bunch of normal soldiers who quickly fell asleep.

“It was time.”

Goblin soldiers began advancing from the tree line, armed with looted weapons and clad in leather armor darkened black to hide them in darkness—lines of the goblins advancing like tendrils slowly enveloping the unsuspecting camp.

I slowly advanced, hiding under the undergrowth. I couldn’t hide as well as a goblin so I kept my distance for now. Onri led a group of swamp shamans behind her from the rear.

My hands instinctively reached out to and grabbed the grimoire hidden underneath my cloak, and instantly I felt its dark power flowing into me. I was now used to the unsettling feeling, the chill, and the nausea its power brought.

Screams of goblins suddenly cut through the air and soon a bell started ringing. The palisade began sinking to the ground as if the ground beneath had been turned to mud and soon the logs quickly began falling apart.

I walked calmly yet briskly; the cold night air brushed against my cloak as I began chanting. The spell expanded my awareness of death, allowing me to absorb the energies released from each one that fell in battle around me. I could feel more goblins dying in an area—the unfortunate ones that had to fight a paladin.

Luckily it was only one; the other Paladins hadn’t come out of the camp yet. And I would make sure they wouldn’t get the chance.

The ice-cold chill of death energies inside me was only growing colder and colder as more died. My cloak did nothing to stop me from shivering. Then I changed the chant, a new spell, and all that dark, cold power began to concentrate within my hand, burning and fuelling its power.

The knowledge I had gleaned from the grimoire had grown my power to new heights. The goblins that had swarmed the camp suddenly began running out like rats from a granary when a cat jumped inside.

Just as I had instructed them.

The moment the spell was unleashed, it tore through the air like a living beast unleashed from its chains. A storm of crimson flame roared to life before it spiraled into a fiery tornado.

It surged forward, obliterating everything in its path. The crude palisade stood no chance, reduced to splinters and ash in an instant. The blazing tornado ripped through the heart of the camp, consuming tents, supplies, and soldiers alike.

Desperate screams filled the air, a cacophony of terror and agony as the camp erupted into chaos.

As the inferno claimed more lives, ghostly, fiery skulls began to manifest within the swirling flames. They emerged one by one, grotesque and furious, their mouths open in silent screams as they joined the tornado’s relentless roar. With each soul consumed, the storm grew more alive, the skulls’ fiery visages adding to the haunting symphony of devastation.

Then a bright light flashed and the tornado shuddered, its skulls snuffing out one by one.

“Paladins still live,” I spat, my frustration barely contained.

As if sharing my anger, the fiery tornado twisted violently, its form writhing in response to the stubborn light emanating from the camp. Its flames, once an unstoppable force, began to falter, the crimson brilliance dimming as thick smoke replaced its once-vivid fire. But it surged forward one last time, a final act of defiance, racing toward the blinding light at the heart of the camp.

The explosion of fire was instant, engulfing the area in a fiery embrace. Screams echoed again, and for a fleeting moment, it seemed as though the flames might consume everything. Yet, as the light intensified, a second surge of holy energy erupted, cutting through the inferno like a blade.

The tornado wavered, its fiery skulls screaming silently as their forms dissolved into embers. With a final roar, the spell shattered, leaving only smoldering ruins in its wake.

From the devastation emerged a lone figure. His silhouette cut an imposing shape against the backdrop of ash and flickering flames. His once-pristine armor was scorched and blackened, but he still stood tall, radiating a defiant strength.

In his hand, he wielded a mace, its surface glowing with holy power, each step he took causing the ground beneath him to hum faintly with divine energy. His gaze locked onto me, unwavering, and without hesitation, he broke into a charge.

“Shit!” I muttered before whistling as loudly as possible. Onri and her Shamans appeared behind me, chanting as the ground beneath the paladin turned to mud. But he waved his mace and with a bright flash, the spell dissipated.

The goblins surged toward him, their crude weapons glinting faintly in the firelight as they leaped at the Paladin, snarling and shrieking.

With a single, devastating swing of his glowing mace, he scattered them like leaves in a storm. The force of each strike sent goblins flying, their broken bodies tumbling through the air before landing lifeless on the scorched ground.

But their sacrifice bought enough time for the cavalry to arrive, and with a gust of wind came a giant wolf crashing down on the Paladin. His armor didn’t protect him from being kicked into the air and just as he fell back to the ground, the wolf leaped on him. Its rider, a slender Goblin wearing nothing more than a string on her ass and chest, jumped from the wolf, aiming her spear as she fell.

With gravity on her side and the momentum of the wolf’s charge propelling her, the spear plunged through the Paladin’s chest plate with a sickening crunch. The force of the strike pinned him to the dirt, his glowing mace falling from his grasp as he let out a strangled gasp.

Without missing a beat, the goblin pushed off the Paladin’s chest with her bare feet, flipping athletically through the air before landing gracefully beside her mount. The wolf growled low, its breath hot and ragged, as the Tili turned to survey her handiwork.

With the Paladins gone, the Goblin army surged into the burning camp, Shamans summoning clouds of mist to put down the flames while goblins finished off the survivors so they could go on searching for loot.

As the night raid came to an end, a sigh of relief escaped my lips.

I have won yet again; this time even the Paladins were no match for me. Tili stood proudly awaiting my praise.

Maybe she did deserve praise—maybe even more than that. Hell, I need to celebrate my victory.


Chapter 4

“Good work, Tili." I commended her and she puffed her rather flat chest proudly.

My hand descended on her head and she purred like a kitten, thinking she was getting a headpat; instead, my fingers clenched around the strands, gripping tightly.

A gasp escaped her lips as I yanked her toward me, the sudden force catching her off guard. My other hand reached down and undid my pants, letting them fall.

Her eyes widened as she locked onto my cock with a hungry grin. Her legs bents slightly as I pushed her face onto it and her mouth widened before sucked it in.

My rod suddenly enveloped by the wetness began hardening inside her, growing larger even as her lips began sucking it, each movement sending shivers across my body. Then her mouth receded, my cock rock hard coming out covered in her saliva. Her little goblin tongue traveled across the length of the shaft before hitting my tip, sending shocks of pleasure before engulfing my cock again.

Her head bobbed, her mouth stuffed like a chipmunk with nuts, she moaned “mmmppff..mmmmppfff” before slurping on my cock. Her tongue coiled around the rod inside, making a stream of electrifying sensations flow into me. And it grew into a storm within me, each little sensation joining, mixing with the leftover rush from battle.

Her proud and fierce warrior persona had entirely melted away into that of a goblin slut and that felt so good. Her slender athletic body didn’t have the buxom curves of Onri or even Tu-Tu but dominating her felt so exhilarating exactly because of that. Turning her into my slut and using her body as I wish. And that lit a fire within me that grew into an inferno.

It was overwhelming, my body demanding more and more as the pleasure grew. Her head began moving faster and faster, her tongue becoming vigorous as it licked my shaft.

But it wasn’t enough.

My body wanted more- like a hungry beast that wanted to devour her completely. The animalistic urge took over the arm holding her head and before I even knew it, my body plunged her head down my cock before yanking it back. But the lust within me had grown too bestial and uncontrollable; it wanted it again so my arm plunged her head down my cock yet again.

But my hand pushed too hard and my cock stabbed her in the throat, the sudden tightness that encompassed my tip made my head explode with a sudden wave of sensations.

“gak-hggg”

She gagged on my girth but my body wanted more; my hand loosened to give her a second to gasp for breath before it plunged her head even harder and then again and again until her throat until I was using her head to blow myself.

Her green cheeks turned pink while her eyes were barely open, only the white visible like a slut intoxicated with lust. Saliva came flowing like a waterfall as my cock kept invading her mouth, thrusting all the way into her throat, overwhelming me with pleasure.

But it only made it harder to resist it, harder to hold it back. Each wave built up the pressure within me.

“Fuck it,” I groaned. My arms reacted by plunging her head one last time before holding her tightly. Then the storm passed through me,

“Ggffhhhhfff!” She gagged and groaned as my cock pumped my seed into her throat. Only then did my fingers let go of her hair and she fell to her knees, gagging and coughing before gulping down my load.

But I wasn’t finished; I wanted more, and seeing her kneeling before me, powerless and vulnerable, made my cock throb for another round.

Before she could recover, I kneeled behind her; my cock was excited yet still only halfway back to strength. In an instant, her loincloth was ripped and discarded, my hands dragging her ass towards me.

“Masta?” She let out a grunt just as my cock, coated in saliva and other carnal fluids, slipped between her ass cheeks, rubbing on her asshole.

“Mmmhmmmmm” She let out a squeal with a shudder as she realised what was coming.

My cock grew harder and harder as it rubbed between her buns; her expectant panting was like that of a tired yet still excited puppy. Her whimpering was only made by fire reignite stronger than before and the moment my rod was rock solid, I pushed it inside without warning.

“Eeeeyaaaaah!” She screamed as my cock invaded her ass, her walls tightened, and my vision flashed with explosions of pleasure.

But with all the carnal juices coating it, my cock plunged deep into her tight goblin ass and before I even knew it, my hips had begun moving, rhythmically pounding her ass bringing wave after wave of intense pleasure.

Each time I plunged deep, she moaned and howled like a rabid animal; the beat of my hips clapping her ass was like the beat of drums to her barbaric song. And I was sodomizing her to that music.

A sight of pure debauchery played out but luckily no one was there to watch, the goblins didn’t care and were to busy killing off the remaining survivors in the camp and looking for shiny loot.

Any human that would be disgusted by me ass fucking a goblin is either already dead or will soon be dead.

There is nothing to stop me anymore.

"Get…ready,” I groaned as the pressure within me peaked but Tili was screaming and moaning so loudly she couldn’t hear me. And I didn’t give a damn if she was ready or not as I stabbed my cock deep into her dark cave right before I erupted.

Hot winds from the burning camp washed over me just as I finished stuffing her ass with my baby cream. Her body fell, my seed still flowing out of her butt. But I got back on my feet; the camp burned before me, goblins hurriedly carrying of loot.

They didn’t expect us to attack and they paid the prince.

Then it came to mind... A plan much greater than anything I have ever imagined before.

Yes.

It would be perfect. It would be glorious!


Chapter 5

“They’re coming!” Tu-Tu’s shrill voice pierced the tense air as he relayed the latest report from the scouts.

I rose to my feet, my eyes narrowing as I scanned the distant horizon. From my vantage point atop the ridge, the view was clear. The marching column stretched out like a sluggish river, winding its way along the dirt road.

Hundreds, perhaps even thousands, of soldiers trudged forward in loose formation. Their movements were lethargic, the monotony of the march etched into their postures. Carriages and carts creaked and groaned as they rolled lazily over the uneven road, some carrying sleeping soldiers, their heads bobbing with the rhythm of the wheels.

The soldiers on foot were no better prepared. They marched without armor, their uniforms rumpled and weapons slung casually over their shoulders. They looked more like weary travelers than a force ready for battle.

A cruel grin tugged at the corners of my mouth. They had no idea. The thought was almost amusing. They didn’t know what had become of the camp they were marching toward. They didn’t know the fate that awaited them in the dense woods flanking the road, where shadows moved with silent purpose.

The woods were quiet, as if there was nothing in them. But the goblin’s ability to melt into the bushes felt almost supernatural.

“They won’t see it coming,” I muttered, my voice low and laced with satisfaction. The hunt was about to begin.

That was a significant portion of the Kingdom’s army right there, striding blindly into a deathtrap, utterly defenseless—like lambs marching naked into a lion’s den.

For now, I simply watched. From my vantage point, I could see the entire column as it snaked forward, oblivious to the danger. Tili and Onri knew the plan well. I had spent countless days and nights building this army, honing it for this very moment. Now, all I had to do was watch it unfold.

As the soldiers entered the densely wooded area, the trap was sprung. A sudden, invisible surge of magical energy rippled through the air, distorting the stillness of the forest. The dirt road beneath the marching column began to shift and churn unnaturally, the once-firm ground transforming into a thick, sucking mire.

Wheels of carriages groaned in protest as they sank deep into the muddy quagmire, the wooden frames tilting dangerously. Soldiers cried out in alarm, their boots slipping and sinking as they struggled to keep their footing. Panic rippled through the column as chaos broke out.

Then, like a living tide, a green swarm of goblins surged from the shadows, pouring in from both flanks with a deafening roar. Each of them had proper steel weapons now. Entire formations of wolf riders leaped over the charging goblins, the wolves crashing into the terrified soldiers with bone-crushing force, scattering men like leaves in a storm.

Soldiers scrambled in every direction; some tried to throw swords and armor from the carriages at the unarmed soldiers below, only to be peppered by a storm of projectiles. From the cover of the trees, hidden goblin archers and blowdart wielders unleashed a relentless barrage, forcing the soldiers to seek cover.

Some of the soldiers, desperate and overwhelmed, attempted to crawl under the supply carriages for cover. But even this refuge proved futile. The giant wolves barreled into the carriages with unrelenting ferocity, their massive frames sending the wooden structures tumbling. Goblins swarmed the overturned wreckage, their claws, and crude weapons, dragging the soldiers from their hiding places.

It was quick—so quick I didn’t even need to cast a single spell. It wasn’t even a battle; it was a completely one-sided massacre. They weren’t expecting the goblins to be a real threat and paid the price.

When the battle died down, I walked down, towards the gathered goblins, and after finishing off, the survivors began the search for loot.

Now it was time.

They wouldn’t expect this coming. With their entire army gone, there is no time to raise another. It was either ride or die now. Wait for another army or take it all.

And I choose to take it all!

I turned towards Tu-Tu and gave the instructions.

“Tell them to take what they can, take the food, take the weapons. We will charge towards the biggest battle we will ever face.”

Just thinking about it gave me goosebumps. Soon I will rule the entire land!


Chapter 6

The Goblin army moved like a living organism, surging through the woods and across the plains with an uncanny fluidity. They were a swarm, merging and dividing as if guided by instinct. Villages and towns were entirely avoided; there was no time for distraction or risk of the news of a goblin army marching spreading across the land. But the occasional hunter or woodsman unlucky enough to cross their path were quickly dealt with.

As for me, I took a looted carriage, which had some claw marks but luckily suffered no real damage. I traveled along the well-worn road with only Tu-Tu hidden inside.

Tili and Onri were out there organizing the march of the Goblin army. Before we parted ways, I had handed Tili a map taken from the corpse of a fallen soldier. At first, she had squinted at it, turning it this way and that but with a little explaining—and more than a few exaggerated gestures on my part—she seemed to understand.

And the goblins exceeded my expectations; even through the dense woods and tangled forests, they moved faster. In fact, Tili often greeted us from ahead, waving enthusiastically from the meeting points we were supposed to arrive at first.

“Them easy, not like, home,” Tu-Tu translated, her tone laced with amusement as she relayed the goblins' remarks.

I nodded, the corners of my mouth tugging into a small smile. It was to be expected. The forests here were little more than gardens compared to the dense, treacherous jungles the goblins called home.

Here, the trees stood tall but spaced apart; compared to that dense, humid jungle, it was heaven.

“No monsters, no traps,” Tu-Tu added, gesturing to the tranquil surroundings with an almost dismissive wave of her hand. “Too easy.”

Then we separated again. The goblin army disappeared into the woods as we took the road.

The carriage rolled across the dirt road, shaking and creaking as it occasionally hit potholes. We were getting closer and closer and then from the horizon it appeared.

Stone towers loomed in the distance, their silhouettes dark against the twilight sky. Each tower was connected by massive walls of gray stone and crowning the walls were crenelations, jagged teeth of stone that jutted skyward.

Armed soldiers patrolled the walls, their figures moving in disciplined unison. The clinking of armor and the rhythmic sound of boots against stone echoed faintly through the air. Some carried longbows, their keen eyes scanning the horizon, while others gripped spears and shields, their postures rigid and alert. Below, the gates stood tall and imposing, reinforced with iron bands and studded with thick bolts.

“The Duke’s castle,” I muttered.

Soon the goblin army will be surrounding this and there will be no siege. No time will be given to raise an army.

◆◆◆

As the first rays of sunlight pierced the horizon, an army of eager Goblins began to swarm out from the trees and shadows, their chaotic chatter filling the air like a sinister melody. Their crude weapons glinted menacingly in the growing light, and their small, wiry forms moved with unnerving speed and coordination.

The castle’s sentries, already on high alert, shouted warnings from the walls. Villagers and travelers scrambled to safety, clutching their belongings as they rushed inside the castle gates. The guards worked quickly, slamming the massive gates shut with a thunderous clang. Chains rattled as the gates were secured, and the final locking mechanism clicked into place just as the first wave of goblins reached the edge of the moat.

The wide, murky water of the moat served as the first line of defense, its surface rippling ominously as the goblins paused, snarling and chattering among themselves. From the castle walls, archers took their positions, their bows drawn taut, ready to unleash a volley of arrows should the Goblins attempt to breach the defenses.

But even with that, they looked confident. We didn’t have any siege engines. No way to actually get over those walls.

The only construction underway were crude, hastily assembled bridges. Goblins hacked down small trees with looted axes filling the air with the sharp crack of splitting wood and the low grunts.

These logs were then transformed into rafts, bound tightly with ropes woven from jungle vines and scavenged fibers. The goblins, their green faces smeared with dirt and sweat, dragged the rafts toward the moat, preparing to launch them when the moment came.

Nearby, others twisted and knotted additional ropes, ready to secure the rafts when they reached the water's edge.

Archers stood along the crenelated battlements, releasing volleys each time Goblins tried to get close to the moat. 

“Get them to make shields. Giant ones, just like the rafts, but large enough to carry over their heads,” I ordered, my voice cutting through the din of goblin chatter and the distant twang of bowstrings.

Tu-Tu nodded quickly, her sharp eyes gleaming with understanding. She turned and barked the command in the guttural goblin tongue, her voice carrying an authority that left no room for hesitation.

The goblins paused for only a moment before scrambling into action, their movements a chaotic flurry of activity. The same small trees that had been used for rafts were now being chopped and shaped into oversized shields. Groups of goblins worked together, lashing logs side by side to form broad, flat surfaces.

*baaaaah*

Suddenly, a group of goblins hurriedly ran through the goblin workers, carrying bleating sheep on their heads. I didn’t really think too much about but they disappeared in the direction the wolf cavalry was resting.  Unsurprisingly the bleating came to an end with a loud cry from the sheep.

Ultimately, in a few hours, the army was ready.

"Begin,” I commanded.

And then Onri and her Shamans gathered and began chanting. The ritual was taking its time and I could sense winds get charged with magical power. There were also clumps of wool in the wind but that was probably unrelated to the ritual.

Soon the colour of the moat began to discolor, and clumps of earth began to float up slowly covering the entire moat. Then the muddy bog began to rise up to the level of the gate.

Taking the chance goblins began advancing, using the shields on their head to weather the hail of arrows. Not everyone was lucky, arrows still took down goblins that weren’t properly covered but the archers couldn’t stop the advance.

*boom*

With a thunderous roar, a fireball engulfed the goblin vanguard.

I instantly turned towards the castle walls and there it was. A bearded man lifting an ornate wooden staff.

“The court wizard,” I muttered.

I was forced to reveal myself as I began chanting, my hand gripping the dark grimoire. A sudden chill engulfed me as the energies from the deaths of the goblins flowed towards me, empowering me.

Then a second spell and an anti-magic field materialized over the Goblins, empowered to even greater heights by the deaths of goblins.

Arrows still rained through it, occasionally hitting a goblin here and there and each death was like a chilling wind passing through me.

But the intoxicating power made the chill feel like nothing.

More fireballs fell, harmlessly exploding against the field. Then came lightning and barrages of murderous icicle storms but all were nothing compared to my power.

Then a giant arrow went past me with a whoosh!

They were setting up ballistae on the walls and they were being aimed towards me.

I whistled and instantly goblins created a wall of shields around me. They did the same towards Onri and her shamans. Now that Goblins were slowly laying the makeshift bridge, I had to do my things.

My hand moved, making the gestures I memorized from the grimoire even as I muttered words that felt as if they were needles on my tongue.

Empowered by death around me, the spell transformed into a screaming whirlwind, but it wasn’t made from air but a force of pure maliciousness. As it raged, it pushed and dragged the air alongside it, making it appear like a whirlwind.

With a single thought, I gave it purpose.

The whirlwind obeyed instantly, surging forward with terrifying speed. Its howling grew louder, echoing across the battlefield as it tore through the space between me and the castle gate.

When it struck, the impact was cataclysmic. The gate, once sturdy and reinforced, exploded into a storm of splintered wood and twisted iron. Shards of debris flew in every direction, some embedding themselves into the stone walls while others rained down on the courtyard beyond.

The whirlwind didn’t stop and pushed into the courtyard; a formation of men-at-arms who were supposed to guard the gate were the first victims. An invisible force dragged them around like ragdolls, crushing them against the ground or bashing them against the walls...again and again.Others were dragged violently across the ground, their armor screeching as they scraped along the stone.

One screaming soldier was thrown so high his body went over the walls and fell into the moat.

The goblins, having completed the bridge, took advantage of the spell and began to charge towards the open castle. The green tide was being funneled into the castle, and within minutes they were everywhere. Goblins appeared on the walls and crenations; the wizard fell from the wall with a spear stuck in his back.

With the threat of archers gone wolves charged across the field, leaping across the moat and entirely ignoring the bridge which most likely couldn’t hold their weight. The raft bridge creaked with each step but it was surprisingly sturdy.

When I entered the castle the battle was already shifting in the favour of goblins.

The goblins were ransacking the castle; Tili was commanding the goblins on top of her wolves, while Onri and her shamans were creating tendrils of mud that thrashed soldiers. These tendrils lashed out like living whips, dragging soldiers into the muck or flinging them against the stone walls with bone-crushing force. Some defenders tried to cut through the enchanted mud, but their weapons became stuck, and they were quickly overwhelmed.

Inside the keep was already a massacre.

Tu-Tu followed me obediently.

“Ask the goblins if they found anyone like a leader” I ordered Tu-Tu who yelled out my instructions.

When a goblin brought something to Tu-Tu she turned to me and squealed,

“Mastah! hole!”

◆◆◆

It was indeed a hole.

The tunnel located in the Duke’s bedroom, hidden behind a closet that had been thrown away in a hurry, was a hole that went deep, going all the way past the ground level to the underground, probably out of the castle.

“So they escaped,” I muttered.

“No matter. Get the wolves to sniff out all tunnels. We can’t use any to get inside now that I own this.” I barked my orders as I turned towards the balcony.

Beyond was a site of complete victory. My goblin army had defeated the guards and when they saw me, they began cheering, raising their fists.

“Over-mastah!” they screamed victoriously.

But there is no way this would be ignored. By now armies were probably being raised to chase us away.

“Tu-Tu, get the pigeons.”


Epilogue

Coded letters piled up on the table.

“Scouts tried to push into our territory.”

“Serfs don’t like the goblin guards.”

A tired sigh escaped my lips. Dealing with humans was somehow harder than dealing with goblins.

I gathered the remnants of my former cult and reorganized it under my rule. A small army of wizards, fallen paladins, and dark priests gathered under me. 

Despite some of their disgust, they soon became addicted to goblin pussy as well and that allowed me to keep them happy and under control. When they had their cocks sucked by a goblin slut and when they entered the tight pussies, they couldn’t stop it.

And giving each a harem of goblins allowed me to keep them happy and under control. They became the new nobility of my kingdom; their power combined with mine allowed us to repel all invasions.

The serfs had no option and went back to work as before as the new social order was enforced. They wouldn’t be harmed and would be protected as long as they did their work and paid their taxes.

The work was tiring, which was why I turned away from the table.

Against the white wall was a line of short green bodies, all naked, pointing their asses towards me. And it got my blood pumping and my cock was pushing against my pants.

“Mastaaah!” They all moaned in unison and I couldn’t hold myself back anymore.

Throwing away my clothes I charged like a bull, grabbing the goblin nearest to me.

It was Tili; her slender but round ass was lifted up to my cock while her hands balanced herself on the wall. Then my cock pushed inside, penetrating her tight pussy before my hips began mercilessly thrashing her. Wet sounds mixed with the beat of her cheeks getting clapped even as her moans rose like a symphony, her back arching lewdly with each thrust.

One of my hands moved down, cupping her small tits even as I tried to support her upper body. Taking the chance, my fingers squished her nipple, making her squeal between her moans.

It only made my body go faster, the tempo of the thrusting increasing as I came closer to the climax. Her moans grew louder and more intense until she began screaming.

“Mastah!”

She let out a wail, her body convulsing, and the pussy almost sucking my shaft inside. I couldn't hold it back anymore either; With a powerful thrust, I went deep into her and a second later I came inside. When the bliss of release passed through me, I placed her spent body on the floor before turning to Tu-Tu.

“Me now!” Tu-Tu purred as she leaped onto me. Her shirt goblin hands enveloped my neck while her legs locked on my waist. But first I muttered the incantation, a weird spell that was scribbled at the corner of the grimoire.

It simply converted my magical energy into stamina, a useless spell in most cases, until I realized it allowed me to go on a fuckathon.

"Mastah.” She purred adorably, her round puppy eyes locking into mine as she rubbed her naked body against me.

If that’s what she wanted, that's what she would get.

My hands reached out, fingers sinking into her waist as I grabbed her tightly. Fueled by an almost bestial lust, I shoved her entire body down on my rod, impaling her pussy and a wave of euphoric sensations crashed against me, sending my thoughts flying in the wind.

Her mouth opened up, releasing a lewd moan. Then my arms began working again, lifting her up and ramming her down on my cock, my hips thrusting just as she came crashing down. The surge of pleasure drove me to do it again and again until she was moaning and screaming like a slut.

"Owu... ahh... uwu," she whimpered, her small voice trembling with each bounce as she was jostled up and down. Her wide eyes darted around, and her arms lost their hold on my neck and began flailing. Saliva dripped from her lips as she kept moaning; her eyes were filled with lust as if she had gone delirious with pleasure. My arms and hips kept increasing the intensity of fucking.

Her body turned into a ragdoll, used for my own pleasure.

“Me…me…can’t…it…cum!” She pushed out a few desperate words between her moans, her face becoming even more delirious as she came close to her release. But it was the same for me; the force within was about to break free.

And then it came. She howled, her body suddenly becoming animate, and her tongue came lolling out as she shuddered in my arms. My cock pumped the seed into her goblin womb, filling it just like I had done to Tili until her body lost all strength.

She was like a tired puppy as I gently laid her down on the floor, her limbs limp and her chest rising and falling with slow, exhausted breaths. Her eyelids fluttered halfway shut, and a faint, contented murmur escaped her lips as she settled into the cool surface.

Then I turned towards Onri’s plump body. Grabbing her by the shoulders, I pushed her down the ground.

Onri hit the floor with a startled “Hiya!” and before she could catch her breath, I was on her. My hands seized her soft thighs, fingers sinking into her feminine fat before parting them to reveal the wet slit between them. Her squeak of protest turned into a gasp as I pushed her hips upward, rolling her body like she was nothing more than a doll to be positioned.

Her legs folded back almost effortlessly, her feet falling back. The position left her completely exposed, vulnerable, and utterly at my mercy. Her green cheeks turned pink, her wide eyes glaring up at me with a mix of indignation and desire.

Then I came from above, plunging my cock like a piledriver, driving it deep into her tight depths. Her body was like a pillow, the voluptuous body absorbing the force of my thrusts, making her enormous tits jiggle every time my cock plunged into her.

The wobbling of her green fruits was intoxicating—irresistible. Even as my hips kept ramming my cock down her wet cave, I fell upon her tits, my mouth sucking in those milk sacs as hard as I could.

"Mastah, me feel good!” She squealed when my tongue hit her nipples, hardened like plums. Her moans grew more musical as I played with them; the thrusting controlled the rhythm while my tongue controlled the tone.

The music grew intense, and moans became more urgent. I could feel it coming and I could only go faster. I vigorously devoured her goblin boobs while my hips went into overdrive. The symphony devolved into a cacophony of lust-crazed wailing and wet thrusting until it all came to an intense finale.

“I…I go!”

Onri exploded, releasing a fountain of her lewd juices a second before I joined her in the climax, my cock shooting my seed into her amid her euphoric eruption. When it came to an end, she was left soaked in her own juices while my seed dripped from her pussy.

Both Tili and Tu-Tu lay on the floor beside her, cum dripping between their legs.

My legs trembled as the last vestiges of my stamina gave way, replaced by the weight of post-coital fatigue. The air in the room was heavy; it filled the carnal scents from all that debauchery. Yet, I pushed myself upright before I moved toward the balcony.

The cool night air kissed my damp skin as I stepped out, the sprawling view of my domain unfurling before me. The castle stretched in all its dark majesty, magic engines hummed on its walls, and smoke from the new alchemical laboratories rose from its spires, glowing unnaturally in many hues. Below, the courtyard was alive with activity—goblins scurried and my servile cultists, clad in robes of shadow and crimson, moved around carrying new tomes to fill my libraries of forbidden knowledge.

This was no longer a dream, no longer the desperate ambition of a lone survivor. It was real, tangible. A smile crept across my lips. This was my creation.

An empire built from goblins and I was its Overlord.

-The END-


Overlord of the Goblin Harem

A dark wizard fleeing from the ashes of his obliterated evil cult. Hunted, flees to the fringes of the Kingdom, where danger lurks in the shadows. Amidst the wilds, he encounters Goblins, fierce and cunning creatures of the night and driven by a thirst for power he conquers the Goblins as his servents but more importantly the learns the pleasures of the compact lewd bodies of Goblin girls. With his eyes set on power and pleasure, he embarks on a journey to create an army of Goblins to rebuild a new cult underhim and even more a Harem of sexy Goblin girls for his pleasure.


Conquest of the Goblin Village

A dark wizard fleeing from the ashes of his obliterated evil cult. Hunted, he flees to the fringes of the Kingdom, where the most dangerous creature is the Goblins, but when he learns of the pleasures of the tight, compact and lewd green bodies of Goblin girls his sets his eyes on bringing the Goblins under his control for both power and pleasure. Thus begins the Dark Wizards lewd adventures in the Goblin forest!

Submission of the Goblin Kingdom

In the aftermath of his escape from the Kingdom, a dark wizard finds refuge among a tribe of Goblins, indulging in the pleasures of his new conquests. Yet, his thirst for power and control remains unquenched—one tribe is not enough to satisfy his ambitions.

Just as he begins to plot his next move, new challenges emerge. A fierce warrior queen, leading a tribe of wolf-riders, threatens his growing dominion. Meanwhile, a powerful new Goblin warlord, recently wed to a powerful voluptuous Goblin shamaness, embarks on a campaign of expansion that could thwart the wizard's grand designs.

But with danger comes opportunity. For the dark wizard, the only path forward is to build an unstoppable army, crush his enemies, and expand his empire—and his harem of alluring Goblin maidens. There’s only one way to achieve it all: conquer, command, and bang the hot goblin chicks!


Books By This Author

Isekai NTR Harem

A Pick Up Artist gets into an unfortunate situation aka caught pounding a wife by her husband and sent to another world, in this case literarily another world.

But luckily for him he has the powers of a hero and is in a world filled with beautiful, voluptuous, and of course horny women of all races. And of course being the hero he is, things like "marriage" is not a barrier for his carnal conquests.


Alchemist’s Lewd Ingredient Recipe

An alchemist living in seclusion finds the old diary of an old eccentric alchemist. But the thing is, despite the potency of the recipes, the ingredients are unique. Thus the young alchemist is thrust into new exciting adventures, incredibly lewd situations and meeting monstergirls, where he has to do some good thrusting himself to get his hands on the precious alchemical ingredients.


The Elf Manager: Lewd Management of Santa’s Factory Elves

A manager sent to manage some sweatshop in Asia suddenly awakens somewhere else. And that "somewhere" turns out to be the North Pole!
Santa wants a new manager to fix his factory before Christmas as it keeps falling behind schedule.

The Manager would of course fix all the issues, mainly by giving Santa's elf girls a ride they won't forget!

Free Use Goblin: Free Use Monstergirl

What happens when you save a Goblin from a dangerous beast and she is forever in your service? Even better she has a tight, petite and well-endowed body all in a compact green package. But the best thing is she is totally free use!
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