
        
            
                
            
        

    
Book II: Slaves of the Goblin Lord
A Slavegirls and Ponygirls Story

Copyright © 2026 by Desert Dog

All rights reserved.  This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the author's imagination or used in a purely fictitious manner.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All graphics in this book were generated by the author using an AI program and cannot be copyrighted.  A federal appeals court in Washington, D.C. affirmed on 18 March 2025 that a work of art generated by artificial intelligence without human input cannot be copyrighted under U.S. law.

==========

A cruel world of magic exists with Humans isolated and surviving without full knowledge of the dangers of their world.  Kings, Nobles, their plots, and slaves live and die unknowing of the dangers outside their paltry kingdoms.  Monsters, demons, and beings of legend thrive outside those Human lands and rely heavily on the supply of Human slaves captured or provided as Tribute from King Quint, the ruler of the nearest kingdom to the Shadowlands, the dangerous no man’s region between Humans and the beasts of legend.   Goblins are the closest civilized race on the other side of the Shadowlands and they are expert in harnessing Human females as Ponygirls and breed stock.  The Humans have no memory of their origins and purpose for living on this world.
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Chapter 1: Demon-tainted Creatures in the Shadowlands

Departure from Shadow Garde

In the aftermath of Lady Lysara’s death in Castle Darkspire and the ending of her plot to magically open a Portal to allow demons to stream into the realm, chaos has spread across the Shadowlands.  The Slavers Guild called upon Michelle to lead a small team into the Shadowlands to recover dangerous magic relics and artifacts before questionable mercenaries hired by King Quint can access them. 

Lady Michelle Arrowsmith took charge of her group immediately upon leaving ‘her estate’ named Shadow Garde.  The Slavers Guild still held title to the estate and kept iron control over Lady Michelle.  She was owned and controlled by the Slavers Guild Agent, Lady Valoria, the current Mistress of the Estate.  The purported holdup for freeing Lady Michelle and transferring title of the estate to her was the Guild’s flimsy excuse that her funds, treasure gleaned from Castle Darkspire and the defeat of evil Lady Lysara, had not been fully received and evaluated by the Guild’s Bankers.

Lady Michelle, Slave Castor, Slave Elara, Slave Helena, and Slave Ciara made up the group that left together from Shadow Garde.  Their mission, assigned by Lady Valoria herself, was to blunt King Quint’s dangerous move to send adventurers and guardsmen to seek magic artifacts.  The Guild worried that dangerous items would be unearthed that would taint the finders into replacements for the evil Lady Lysara who planned to open a Portal to the Realm of Demons.

Departing too late in the day to even reach the Shadowlands, they were forced to camp short of the border station between the eastern bounds of King Quint’s Kingdom and the Shadowlands.  At the camp, Lady Michelle set a strict watch schedule to ensure their safety. Throughout the night, they took turns keeping an eye on the surrounding darkness, each aware that danger could come from any direction. Their rest was only disturbed once, by a dire wolf who was too inquisitive about their camp to be natural. The creature's eyes gleamed in the moonlight as it approached the camp, its massive frame a terrifying sight to behold.

Sir Castor, formerly a Slavers Guild Weapons Master and now demoted to Slave Castor, was the first to spot the threat. Despite his embarrassment from losing the earlier contests against Lady Michelle, his instincts as a seasoned warrior kicked in without hesitation. He nocked a war arrow with a silent grace, his eyes never leaving the creature's approach. The tension was palpable as the beast grew closer, the only sound the faint rustle of the leaves beneath its paws.

Alone on the last watch of the night, Slave Castor, bravely stood his ground, focused on the dire wolf.  It shook its head, decided to charge, and Slave Castor calmly took the shot.

The arrow flew swift and true, impacting the dire wolf's chest with a thump and a deep gutteral growl from the dire wolf .  Both sound awakened the entire camp to the signs of danger. The creature stumbling back a single pace before it collapsed with a heavy thud. The camp erupted into a flurry of activity as the others roused from their sleep, weapons at the ready, eyes scanning the darkness for any additional threats.

Michelle reached Slave Castor's side, her heart pounding in her chest as she watched the creature tWitch its last. "Impressive shot," she managed to murmur, her reassuring hand on Slave Castor’s back.  Her collar vibrated at the thought of having the lean and powerful weapons Master take her in his arms and violate her harshly, without permission or care.  Lady Michelle shivered.

Castor took her shiver as a sign of either relief or fear.  He offered a terse nod, his expression one of pride.  Fear was a familiar companion for the veteran warrior and he never let it rule his emotions.

Michelle stood for a long time looking at the corpse.  It was her excuse to calm her body from nearly falling to her knees at the intense need to be dominated by Slave Castor’s warrior response.  Finally, she nodded grimly and set to checking the camp’s preparations for departure.

The group broke camp just before sun rise, just as the sun’s light reflected over the horizon in a pre dawn.  The tension from the night still lingering in the air. They rode through the border station between King Quint’s Kingdom and the Shadowlands in tense silence.  Lady Michelle was stricken at the difference the deserted border station presented with no King’s Guard, no Tribute delivery wagons, and no sign of the mercenaries that had delivered enslaved Humans to Blokt, the Goblin Ambassador to the Humans.

The landscape of the Shadowlands was a warped and twisted mutation of the natural beauty that once thrived here. Trees bent and twisted as if reformed by some malevolent force, their leaves a sickly shade of green that seemed to suck the light from the sky. The air was thick with the scent of decay, and every step their horses took echoed like whispers of doom through the desolate woods.

Michelle's eyes never left the near horizon, her mind racing with the implications of a demon-possessed beast sighted outside the Shadowlands. "Mistress," Castor had ventured as they looked at the dead dire wolf, his voice a gruff rumble, "you who was once a Ranger, ... is this natural or was that beast demon possessed?"

Michelle shook her head, her features etched with concern. "I truly don't know, Slave Castor," she replied, her voice carrying the weight of their situation. "Our camp wasn’t yet in the Shadowlands.  With luck we won’t encounter much more danger.  Our first target isn't far, it's the Abbey of Despair, the first Abbey of the Light to be despoiled by demons in the last war.  The Slavers Guild description of the Abbey indicates it's become a foul and dangerous place."

The group nodded in grim understanding, their eyes on the knoll in the distance.  They had to be cautious.  The Abbey was likely filled with traps, both physical and magical, left behind by the demons or the corrupted Humans that served them.

Not far into the Shadowlands, Michelle recognized the markings beside a turn off to a much narrower trail.  “This is our route,” she whispered.  The oppressive weight of the forest made everyone a bit fearful.  “The plan is to camp within the walled compound of the Abbey itself,” she added.

Michelle considered the terrain ahead and to her sides, her mind racing with strategies. "Castor, you're right to worry about everything here. We'll leave the horses outside the walls and we will proceed through the gates on foot."

"Mistress,"  Ciara interjected.  "You need to have a scout go ahead with one person who will bring us news of what awaits us."

"She's correct,"  Helena echoed Ciara's challenge, the first against a Michelle leadership decision.  Elara's demon-infused collar agreed with the challenge.

Michelle turned to Elara, the demon in her collar stirring with excitement at her yielding to another. "I, ... I agree, Slave Elara we do need to know what we’re walking into before we risk the whole group.  Slave Castor will be our scout.  Castor, who will you pick to go with you?"

Elara nodded, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction with successfully overturning a poor leadership decision by Michelle.

Castor smirked, "I'll take an ex-Ranger as my assistant.  Do you remember how to navigate quietly through the wilds, Michelle?  Be sure to follow my every command during this scouting mission.

Michelle's collar whispered soothing words for accepting his temporary leadership and it sent a twinge of needy feeling to her pussy.

On foot, the two of them approached a knoll overseeing the Abbey.  Their boots sunk quietly into the spongy moss beneath the trees, the dampness seeping through to their skin.  Michelle was finding it difficult to focus, knowing that with every step she was obeying another's commands.  The collar made her pussy throb in an unnatural hope that the Weapons Expert turned slave would throw her down and forcibly take her, ramming his hard manhood in her holes one after the other.

Michelle had to admit, Slave Castor had a keen eye for detail and moved with the grace of a cat despite his size.  His years of military service and veterans of many battles had made him a silent predator in this cursed land.  They reached the crest of the knoll, and Castor gestured for them to get down on their bellies.  He slithered up to the edge, peering over the edge into the Abbey of Despair.

Michelle felt his hand on her back, pushing her down harder into the dirt.  "Be still," he whispered.  "We don't know what's waiting for us down there."

But their moment of respite was short-lived.  A distant sound of rustling leaves and snapping twigs grew louder, and suddenly, a small troop of squatty green Goblins burst into view, flowing from an intersecting shallow ravine like a river of malevolent intent.  There had to be at least fifteen of them, their eyes gleaming with hunger and malice.  They wore only stinking loin clothes and their weapons were rudimentary and they carried only small rusted swords, daggers and capture poles.  More than half the Goblins carried heavy packs, the remainder, maybe five or so were making a poor effort at guarding the flanks of the porters carrying the heavy and bulky equipment.

Michelle's heart sunk. This wasn't part of the plan. They were supposed to be moving stealthily to their target and not distracted by fighting.  She cursed herself for not insisting on a stronger party. But there was no time for regret now.  Her instant judgement was that the troop was as surprised as themselves, clearly moving toward some goal elsewhere.

Castor was the first to sprung into action, Michelle responded a heartbeat later.  “Start with targeting the fighters,” Castor snarled.  The two Humans moved quickly and instinctively.  Too close for his bow, Castor threw it aside and he drew his sword, his arm muscles bulging as he jumped forward and swung it in a wide arc, cutting through the first wave of Goblins like they were wheat before a scythe.  The remainder of the troop were throwing down their packs and getting ready to charge.

The five guard Goblins had frozen for a fatal instant and then began gibbering excitedly in their bestial language.

Michelle, on the other hand, was a blur of motion, protecting Castor's back, her twin knives flashing in the dim light. She danced around the creatures, dodging their crude weapons and slashing at their legs, bringing them down one by one.  Castor and Michelle moved in coordinated circles and Elara and Helena arrived to meld with them in the defensive formation.  Between them, the two women also struck out with skill using their shorter swords.

To their disadvantage, the Goblins seemed almost rabidly intent on attacking the Human females, giving Castor openings that wouldn’t have occurred. Despite their overwhelming numbers, the Goblins were no match for their groups’s coordinated attacks.

Michelle felt a searing pain as a Goblin's blade sliced into her thigh, but she gritted her teeth, and spun to counter his next move.  She was surprised, but not distracted, to see that this Goblin was noticeably larger, wore a boiled leather cuirass protecting his torso, and that he moved more gracefully and skillfully with his short sword.  Michelle could hear Castor grunting with effort beside her, the weight of his blows growing weaker as his stamina waned. Despite their superior skill and training, the sheer number of attackers was taking its toll.

Helena yelled out, “Target the Pack Leader by Lady Michelle, the taller one in ornate hard leather armor.  The others are just low-level Goblins.”

Michelle obeyed Helena’s distant shouted command and turned to the Pack Leader.  They were quickly engaged in a deadly dance.  The skills of the Pack Leader weren’t notable except in comparison to the other Goblins.  Michelle quickly opened up his belly below his torso armor with one dagger and plunged the other down to his heart from the side of his neck.  After that, the frenzy of the Goblin attack lost its momentum and focus. The Goblins' chaotic onslaught faltered after their leader fell. Castor and Michelle's bond, forged in the fires of battle, grew stronger with every parried blow and shared glance. They moved in unison, each covering the other's back, each strike a silent promise of protection.

The tide of the fight turned as the two warriors became a single, lethal force. Castor's sword sang a deadly melody, and Michelle's knives danced a macabre ballet, leaving a wake of Goblin limbs and lifeless forms. The Goblins' once-confident cries of victory turned to cries of fear as they realized they had bitten off more than they could chew.

Overall, the battle was brutal and fast, with Castor's sword and Michelle's knives leaving a trail of Goblin carcasses in their wake as they drifted back to meet up with Elara, Ciara, and Helena where they had to stop and fight on a narrow rise.  The creatures fought with a feral desperation that spoke of a deep need to get to the three women fighting back to back.  The Goblins seemed to have no fear for their own lives. The sound of their guttural snarls and the clang of metal on metal as they used their rudimentary iron and wooden weapons filled the air, punctuated by the occasional scream as one of the monsters found its mark.

In the chaos of the fight, something shifted between Castor and Michelle. The collar's whispers grew faint, overwhelmed by the roar of battle and the thunder of their hearts. They had found a rhythm, a harmony in their movements that spoke of an unspoken trust and respect.

As the last Goblin fell, the two of them stood panting, covered in sweat and gore, their eyes meeting over the carnage. The air was thick with the coppery scent of blood and the acrid tang of fear. And in that moment, the collar's influence on Michelle let loose a wave of arousal.  It was as if the demon’s soul trapped in the collar hoping to trigger her womanly weakness, forcing her to submit to the Weapons Instructor.  Michelle moaned in clear lust.

Castor's blood was rushing from the adrenaline of combat.  He heart Michelle’s moan of lust and pain from his engorged cock almost brought him to his knees.  The ache between his legs drove him on, to push hard against Michelle.  She stumbled back and then fell on her ass.  Michelle was later uncertain how her boots and pants were thrown aside.  But, she would always remember his mouth claiming her needy pussy.  Her collar sung its approval and released a wave of spasms in her belly's nerves.

Michelle's eyes widened as she felt Castor's strong hands grip her thighs, holding her open in a bruising grip. His tongue darted out, tasting her fear and desire, mixing it with the metallic tang of blood on the battlefield. Her screams of pleasure were muffled by his rough hand over her mouth, his other hand capturing her ass and pulling them together as he feasted on her. She could feel his cock cage pressing against her thigh, a constant reminder of his dominance.

Michelle’s hips rocked up and down on Castor’s mouth, out of her control, driven by instinct and the collar's influence. Castor knew just how to play her body, a symphony of pain and pleasure that left her trembling and begging for more. His tongue circled her clit, flicking and teasing until she was on the edge of climax, and then retreating, leaving her gasping. The demon in her collar thrilled at her submission, pushing her to submit completely, to revel in the degradation.

With trembling hands, she reached up and wrapped her hand around the cage.  With a focused thought as Castor’s Mistress, the catch of the cage released. The metal was cold and unforgiving, but she managed to release it with a soft click. Castor's cock sprang free, thick and hard, the sight of it making her stomach clench with anticipation. She felt a rush of wetness between her legs, her body betraying her desires despite her mind's objections.

He was on her in an instant, he crawled up her body and his strong arms moved swiftly to position her legs over his broad shoulders. His eyes never left hers as he pushed himself deep inside her, filling her completely. The pressure was intense, and she couldn't help the gasp that escaped her lips as she felt herself stretch to accommodate him. His movements were rough, violent, each thrust a declaration of his dominance over her.

Michelle's mind was a whirlwind of sensations, the pain and pleasure mixing in a heady cocktail that sent her spiraling. Her body responded to his touch despite her weak conscious thoughts to resist.  The collar's whispers were a siren's song in her ear, urging her to let go. She felt her climax building, a crescendo of sensations that overwhelmed her. The world around them melted away, and all that remained was the pounding of his hips and the sound of her own gasps and moans.

Castor's eyes never left hers as he drove into her, his expression a mix of triumph and hunger. He knew he had her, that she was his to command, and he reveled in it. Each thrust brought him closer to his own release, his muscles tensing and releasing as he pushed her higher and higher. The Goblin blood that had coated them both painted a gruesome picture, but in that moment, all that mattered was the claiming of her body, the assertion of his dominance.

Michelle's eyes rolled back in her head as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her body was not her own, a mere vessel for Castor's desires, and yet she couldn't find it within herself to care at the spectacle of their animalistic rutting. The collar whispered sweet nothings into her ear, stroking her ego, telling her how good she was for letting him use her like this. Her thoughts were a blur, a tornado of sensation and emotion that she couldn't control.

With each powerful thrust, Castor's grip on her legs tightened, his fingers digging into her skin. His teeth clenched as he held back his own release, savoring the feel of her cunt's powerful muscles tightening around him. She was a mindless meat puppet, a vessel existing solely for his pleasure. She bucked her hips up to meet him, her moans echoing through the deserted battlefield.

And then, finally, the dam broke. With a roar, Castor's orgasm hit him like a storm, his cock pulsing deep inside her. The first hot jet of cum filled her, the second spurted out, coating her thighs and the ground beneath them. He pulled out with a wet sound, leaving her pussy gaping and exposed. The demon in her collar reveled in the display, its whispers growing louder, more insistent.

But the moment was shattered by a sudden impact on Castor's shoulder. He was thrown to the side, his body landing hard against a tree trunk with a grunt of pain. Before Michelle could react, she saw a blur of movement in the shadows. A figure emerged, tall and cloaked in darkness, its eyes glowing with malevolent intent. The figure's hand was raised, holding a staff that crackled with arcane energy.

The figure pointed his staff at Castor, and a bolt of shadowy energy shot forth, wrapping around him like a living vine. Castor's eyes went wide as he took the brunt of the magical attack and was brutally thrown backwards, his body writhing in silent agony and unable to move. The collar around Castor’s neck seemed far to tight, a cruel reminder of his enslavement as he struggled against the invisible bonds.

Michelle's mind raced with the instinct to protect her newfound ally, Slave Castor. She rolled to the side and managed to get to her knees, her hand reaching for the short sword that she had dropped during their passionate encounter. The figure turned its gaze upon her, and she felt a wave of cold dread wash over her, rooting her to the spot.

The demon-possessed wizard's eyes widened in shock and disbelief, his hand moved slowly to the dagger that had appeared in his throat. His fingers trembled as he tried to grasp the hilt, but it was already too late. The life drained from his eyes, and with a final gasp, he crumpled to the ground. Ciara stepped out from the shadows, the gleaming blade of her dagger still wet with the creature's lifeblood.

"Michelle, you fucking slut!" Ciara hissed, her voice cutting through the tension like a hot knife through butter. Her eyes flicked to Castor, who was slowly gathering his wits after being so brutally interrupted. His cock lay limp on his stomach, surrounded by the sticky evidence of his release.

Michelle felt the heat of embarrassment flood her cheeks as Ciara's words sank in. "I, … I'm sorry," she stuttered, her eyes darting to the ground. The collar's whispers grew louder, echoing Ciara's anger and disgust. She knew she had failed in her duties, not only as a leader but as a member of the Slavers Guild.  Nonetheless, her collar reveled in her submission, her accepting of Slave Castor's near rape.

Castor groaned and pushed himself up, his hand going to the bruised spot on his shoulder. He shot Ciara a glare that could've melted steel. "You had no right," he growled, his voice thick with pain and humiliation. "We were just, … we had a moment of, …"

Ciara stepped closer, the dagger still in hand, pointing it at Castor's crotch. "A moment of weakness," she spat. "While you two were busy playing love's sweet tango, we've got a mission to complete and you were almost bested by a demon-influenced Wizard. We're here to prevent the King from getting his hands on artifacts, not to satisfy your base desires."

Michelle scrambled to her feet, the cold reality of their situation slapping her across the face. She looked down on the ground at the shreds of her leather pants, the fabric burned away by the demon's fiery embrace.   Her boots, discarded in the frenzy of rutting, faired no better, they were burnt to a crispy mess.  The smell of scorched fabric and burnt flesh still hung in the air, a stark reminder of the price she paid for her momentary lapse in judgment.

Ciara's words were like a knife to her gut, but she couldn't argue with the truth. "You're right," she murmured, her eyes downcast. "We need to focus on the mission." She bent to retrieve her sword, wincing as her injured thigh protested. The demon in her collar hissed its displeasure at her for asserting her leadership after this failure, but she ignored it, pushing aside the lingering arousal that still thrummed through her veins.  She shrugged into the ruins that were her blouse, her torso and breasts now protected only by that scrap of cloth.

Elara and Helena emerged from the shadows, their eyes quickly taking in the scene before them. Elara's gaze was cold, a silent promise of retribution for the dangerous action taken by the two scouts. She stalked over to Michelle, grabbed the demon-possessed collar and yanked up.  Then, she slapped Michelle, her face furious.

Much is Revealed About Goblins

“Hold!” Helena commanded before Elara could continue abusing Michelle.  “We have much to speak of now about the Goblins.  This was a logistics troop bearing supplies to support some kind of larger raiding or war party.  There was a female Goblin Pack Leader, five elite Goblin warriors wearing those leather cuirasses, and fifteen lower caste worker Goblins.”

“Does that mean that there’s a Goblin Horde nearby?” Elara asked.  “Anything significant about a female Goblin?”

“A horde?” Michelle wondered.

Elara and Helena rolled their eyes at his continued lack of non-Human knowledge.  Helena explained, “Male Goblins are far more common in battle but high caste females can rise to positions of leadership.  Goblins constantly raid each other but a Horde is a formal war party of a minimum of five Pack Leaders or at least one hundred members.”

“So, we’re facing at least eighty Goblins?” Michelle asked.

“Sort of,” Helena answered.  “The problem is that the twenty that we just killed don’t count within the Horde’s numbers.  They were logistic and support troops.  So, there’s at least one hundred Goblins left and that’s enough for them to go out of their way to capture Human women.  Plus, a Supply Pack couldn’t possibly carry enough saddles for the Horde, … there must be more out there somewhere.”

“Bullshit!” Castor exclaimed.  “Those stories of Goblins riding Human women into battle are old wives tales to scare their children.  Plus, its been over a hundred years since we’ve seen Goblins in the Shadowlands and we’ve never heard of any raids since the last demon war almost four hundred years ago.  These were probably just an exile group seeking a home somewhere away from their kin.”

Elara and Ciara scowled at the Weapons Master.  “You idiot,” Elara hissed, “I’ve seen the Goblin Ambassador myself in Darkspire, at the Shadow’s Embrace Tavern.”

“I too have seen them processing Human males and females offered to the Goblins as Tribute from King Quint,” Ciara insisted.

During the argument and the women’s vehement denial of Castor’s absurd claim, Helena dragged forward one of the packs that the smaller Goblins had been carrying.  She untied the rope holding a canvas cover over its contents and pulled out what had to be a leather harness and a Goblin-sized seat.  “These aren’t camp stools,” Helena said dryly.  “Michelle, since your clothing is in shambles, get over here and face away from me.”  Everyone watched mystified as Helena picked up a two-piece, clam-shell style boiled leather cuirass clearly made for a Human woman.  The front piece hung over her shoulders with pads underneath and the body hung down with cut-outs for her breasts with support shelves under each.  Helena pulled hard on Michelle’s nipples to set her bulging breasts through the openings and onto the supports.  She pushed the rear half of the cuirass against her back and yanked back on adjustment straps, tightly locking the shell in place.  Instead of lacings, Helena used her knee against the back of the shell to tighten the straps, squeezing the two overlapping pieces against Michelle’s torso, much like a corset.

“As you can see,” Helena explained, expertly hanging a harness over Michelle’s head and shoulders explaining, “This split corset style cuirass has padded shoulder hangers that go over a Human’s torso and provides a half-shelf support for a woman’s breasts for when she is cued into a trot or gallop.”  She paused as she tightened the complex harness, pinching in Michelle’s waist while raising her breasts over the top of the half shelf.

Even understanding the processing of Human women into captives under Ambassador Blokt’s guidance, Ciara still gasped at the explanation.  She was aghast that women could be used as livestock.  “It can’t be true,” she whispered.  “Its wicked and foul, … unnatural.”

Michelle’s collar was thrilled at her being used as an example of a Goblin’s pony.  The harness settled over her torso and the back piece snugged up, tight, but bearable.  Next, the Goblin-sized seat was hung over padded shoulder piece, the curved hardened piece of the saddle locked down on the shoulders of the cuirass.  The bottom of the saddle had tabs that locked into the lower part of the cuirass.

Next, Helena snapped wrist pieces on Michelle and then drew her wrists back to clip them onto a stirrup bar at her back.  Michelle squirmed at being bound so securely and her cunt gushed with excitement, backed up by the collar’s approval.  Slave Cantor’s juices flowed down her inner thighs, flushed out by the sheer amount of sex lube being generated by her horny pleasure cave.

Grinning, Helena started to pull the head harness and bit over Michelle’s head.

“Enough!” Ciara hissed.  “We can’t afford to lose a fighter while you play around with Michelle.”

Helena grimaced but carefully set the head harness and bit aside.  Then, with a smirk, she commanded, “Kneel!”  Michelle immediately settled down to her knees and leaned forward a bit when Helena pushed on the back of her head.  “The Goblin rider steps here on the stirrup bar and her crossed arms at the small of her back,” she explained hastily at Ciara’s glare. “He then sets himself in the saddle with his short legs on either side of her head.  Spurs on his boots can kick down at her breasts for serious riding commands.  Otherwise, the bridle can hold different types of bits for normal directions.  The normal arrangement is to clip the reins to a nose ring that magically quiets the pony’s voice.”

Slave Castor’s cock was already hard again in the safety of his pants.  “And how is it, Mistress Helena, that you know so much about this?”

“This is all a deep Guild secret,” she replied with a flushed face.  “There are forbidden reference books in the Secure Reading Room at Slavers Guild headquarters.  Four hundred years ago, when one of the minor demon wars ended, the King sold some of the worst Human female collaborators who worked with the demons to the Goblin King in exchange for their promise to stop raids on Human settlements.  Since then, a few properly convicted females and males are given to the Slavers Guild twice a year to sell at a Goblin market far to our east.”

“This is in addition to the Kings’ Tribute paid each moon?” Michelle asked.

Helena just nodded.

“By the Gods,” Slave Castor muttered.

Michelle, Ciara, and Elara looked at each other with differing thoughts about being sold, harnessed, and ridden like horses.  Michelle couldn’t help but clench her thighs together.  Her face burned and the collar whispered sweet things in her brain.

After getting the restrictive pony gear removed, Michelle's cheeks burned with embarrassment after she reluctantly had to abandon her ruined pants and boots, torn to pieces in the fight.  She felt the sticky warmth of Castor's cum against her exposed thigh, and the collar's whispers grew more intense, feeding on her shame and vulnerability. She knew she had crossed a line, one that could have had dire consequences for all of them.

Michelle pawed through the remainder of the Goblins’ gear.  There was nothing Human-sized in the packs except for the pony gear.  Puzzled at finding small steel horseshoes, she tossed them to the side as an oddity.  Wearing only Samael’s Collar of Submission and the remainder of her body bare, she blushed in humiliation at the scrutiny of her team.

Elara's eyes narrowed as she surveyed the obscene sight of Michelle now standing naked. "Mistress," she spat, her voice filled with a mix of anger and disappointment. "You've forgotten your place." The words stung, but Michelle knew Elara was right. The mission was paramount, and she had allowed her own desires to cloud her judgment.  “I need shoes,” she moaned after cautiously walking about.

With a flick of her wrist, Elara turned to Castor, who was still nursing his bruised ego and tender shoulder. "Ready yourself, bow at the ready," she barked, her voice leaving no room for argument. Castor's gaze shifted to the ground, his humiliation palpable as he moved to comply.

Michelle could feel the collar’s disappointment at her attempting to again assert herself as leader of their disparate group.  She took a deep breath and nodded to herself to proceed, forcing her body to ignore the throbbing need that still pulsed through her. "As the Slavers Guild representative for this area, are you familiar with this Abbey?" she asked Helena, her voice steady despite the tumult of emotions inside her.

Helena looked from Elara to Castor and back to Michelle, her eyes flickering with a hint of amusement. "The Abbey of Despair is a place of legend, even among the Slavers Guild," she said with a smirk. "But I've never stepped foot inside its corrupted walls. It's said that those who enter never come out the same."

Michelle's gaze hardened as she took in the information. "We'll have to be careful then," she said, her voice firm. "It sounds like a rich environment for forbidden artifacts.  But, we don't know what we're walking into."

Ciara nodded, her expression serious. "Indeed, we must," she said. "The Shadowlands are notorious for their treachery. Every step we take could be our last if we're not vigilant." Her eyes lingered on the collar around Castor's neck, and the subtle way it seemed to pulse with power. "But with your leadership, we'll get those artifacts and get out before the King's forces do."

Michelle's eyes narrowed, considering Ciara's words. She knew the woman had served as the Slavers Guild's undercover agent in the Shadowlands, though mostly serving in the role of a tavern slut.  But the extent of her experience remained a mystery. "Very well," she said slowly. "Ciara, your knowledge of Shadowlands dangers is also valuable. What do you recommend?"

Ciara smirked, a knowing look in her eyes. "I've heard whispers of the Abbey of Despair," she began, her tone low and measured. "It's a place where hope comes to die, and the air is thick with the stench of corruption. The demons that dwell there are not to be underestimated."

Michelle gritted her teeth, her eyes scanning the desolate landscape ahead. "Fine," she said through clenched teeth. "But we have a job to do. And I'll be damned if I let some hell spawn stand in our way."

Helena picked up the now wrapped and secure bundle of pony gear with an unapologetic look at the others.  “For the Guild library,” was her explanation.  Everything else left over from the fight was piled up and burned, Goblins, all their gear, and even Michelle’s torn and useless clothing.


Chapter 2: The Abbey of Despair

The group approached the archway on foot, leading their horses.  The entry had welcomed guests to the grounds of the Abbey of Light for centuries.  Now, it had changed, no longer welcoming and fully deserving of its new name, Abbey of Despair.  The tall stones of the perimeter wall cast eerie shadows that danced in the flickering light from Elara's conjured fireball. The once-grand entrance to the Abbey grounds was now a gaping maw of darkness, the heavy wooden doors lying shattered and burnt on the ground. The huge yard beyond was a tangled mess of weeds, thigh to head high, and stretching out like a sea of green in the gloom.

Michelle's eyes scanned the area, searching for any sign of movement or danger. The silence was oppressive, broken only by the occasional whistle of the cold wind through the ruins. She felt the tension in her shoulders ease slightly when Helena spoke up.

"Beware," Helena hissed, her nose tWitching. "The sweet smell is from Corpse Flowers here among the weeds."

Michelle's eyes shot to Helena, who had paused at the edge of the Abbey's overgrown courtyard. Helena slowly set down her pack and the pony gear to ready herself for whatever came next.  The sweet, sickly scent of spring flowers filled the air, an unexpected and jarring contrast to the desolate scene before them. The realization that these blooms had thrived in this place for many years sent a chill down her spine.

"Cover your mouths and noses with a cloth," Helena shouted, her voice strained with urgency. "The scent that seems so alluring contains an addictive narcotic to lull you to sleep while the Vines of the Corpse Flowers take you to the plant’s underground digestive chamber!"

Ciara added in a tense voice, "Ready daggers or swords to cut the creepers before they set their thorns in your flesh."

Michelle gasped as she stepped past a Human figure lying beside her at the edge of a narrow trail, the man's desperate eyes peering out from a mask of tightly wound Corpse Vines that had engulfed him entirely. His uniform, once in the proud colors of the King's Guard, was now a mottled mess of green and brown and spotted with blood where the thorns of the clasping vines had dug deep into his flesh. The vines that grabbed him and held him helpless were spun into a bundle of vines thick as a man’s thigh which tWitched and tugged in a slow rhythm, dragging the doomed man slowly back into the dense grass like a serpent claiming its prey. His muffled screams faded as the paralyzing agent overwhelmed his system and he sagged into a sleep from which he’d never wake.  Michelle watched for just a moment more as the vines continued to drag their now silent prey.

“Beware,” Michelle hissed, “we seem to be only moments behind King Quint’s men and their mercenaries.  She tightened her grip on her sword, her heart racing in her chest.

The group had paused in horror to watch the slow movement of the doomed Guardsman.  Now, they followed Helena’s lead much more carefully, their movements sure and silent. They had to navigate through the overgrown courtyard with caution, avoiding the seductive scent of the corpse flowers that seemed to be strategically located off the main path. The air was thick with the sweet perfume of decay, and even with their makeshift masks, the narcotic effects of the flowers began to seep into their senses. Castor stumbled slightly, his hand reaching out for support. Ciara's grip on her dagger tightened as she watched him, ready to act if the vines should latch onto him.

But it was Helena, the most knowledgeable of their group, who was caught off-guard. A green vine, thick as a man's wrist, shot out from the underbrush with alarming speed toward her cautious steps on the main walkway. It wrapped around her leg, the sharp thorns instantly sinking through her leather breeches and into her flesh. Helena's scream echoed through the courtyard, piercing the stillness like a knife. She crumpled to her knees, her free hand flying to the wound, her dagger forgotten in the moment of pain and the shock to her system from the venom injecting into her body by the thorns from such a thick vine. A second, much narrower vine whipped through the air and coiled around her torso, crossing her breasts and digging deeply into her boiled leather breastplate.  The vines barely scratched her breasts but it was enough for the narcotic paralyzing agent to seep onto her skin. Her eyes widened with terror as she felt the thorns puncture her sensitive flesh, anchoring her to the merciless vines.

Michelle heard more vines rustling in the undergrowth heading their way.

Without a moment's hesitation, Castor stepped sideways and swung his blade across both capture vines, severing them with a powerful stroke. "The venom from the thorns," Helena gasped weakly, "are a neurotoxin. Quickly, pull the thorns off please." The last was a gasp as her body lost the ability to control her primary muscles. She sagged down, alive, awake, and deeply paralyzed.

Michelle and Ciara rushed to Helena's side, their eyes wide with horror as they saw the severed vines retreat back into the earth. Castor's blade had been swift and precise, but the damage had been done. The thorns had pierced deep, leaving behind a trail of crimson beads on Helena's skin.

“Get the thorns out,” Ciara shouted, “then she can recover on her own as the venom runs its course.”

Elara's fury at the insidious attack was palpable. Her eyes flashed with a fiery rage that matched the inferno she had at her command. She searched the overgrown courtyard, looking for any sign of the Corpse Flower that had dared to lay a hand on their party. She found one by drag marks through the grass, its broad sickly green leaves protecting the entrance to its digestive chamber were widely spread open to receive the prey its vines were bringing to it.

Michelle met Elara’s gaze, her own eyes hardening with determination. She knew that the mission was in danger, and that every moment wasted was a moment the enemy could use to their advantage. She gave a curt nod, the signal that Elara had been waiting for.

With a roar of rage, Elara summoned forth a fiery torrent from the very depths of her soul. The flames shot out of her fingertips, forming a blazing arc that stretched out for twenty paces, incinerating everything in its path. The Corpse Flower shriveled and screamed, its petals curling in on themselves as the intense heat seared through them. The mindless creature's pain was music to her ears, a sweet symphony of retribution for the harm it had brought to their party.

Michelle and Ciara watched in awe as Elara's magic consumed three of the evil flowers around them, the fire spreading outward in a fiery wave that illuminated the surrounding area with a hellish glow. More vines attempted to retreat to other Corpse Flowers further away, hissing and smoking as they escaped the inferno. The smell of burning vegetation and charred flesh filled the air.

As the flames subsided and the vines burned away, they revealed a grisly sight. Six men lay lifeless in the yard, their bodies contorted into grotesque poses of agony. The steel armor indicated King’s men and the mercenaries wore leather.  Everything was now tarnished and blackened, their flesh a testament to the horrors of the Abbey. Their faces were unrecognizable under the thick veil of burnt vines that had claimed them, their eyes wide in a silent scream that would never be heard.

Michelle felt a twinge of pity, but it was swiftly doused by the cold reality of their mission. They had no time to mourn. The artifacts were still out there, waiting to be claimed by either them or the King's forces. She turned to Castor, who had moved to pick up the paralyzed Helena. "Friend Castor," she said firmly, giving him a more honorable title for the deeds just finished, "stop, we need your sword and bow. Plus, you're the best archer we have."

He nodded curtly, his eyes relaxing from her dropping 'slave' from his address.  He nodded his head in gratitude and readied his weapons.  Ciara stepped forward and lifted Helena to lay across her shoulders.  With a grunt, she stepped between Castor and Elara at the front and Michelle behind her. The four still conscious exchanged looks that were filled with unspoken understanding and determination. They had seen worse, survived worse, and they would not let this be the end of their journey.

Having crossed the large outer courtyard, they stepped warily into the Abbey through the half open public entrance, the heavy stone doors groaning as they pushed them open slightly to get through with Helena held by Ciara. The grandeur of the once-sacred space was almost lost in the shadows that danced on the walls. The high vaulted ceilings that had once echoed with the prayers of the faithful now loomed oppressively, the very air thick with the stench of decay and despair. The remnants of what had once been a place of purity and light now lay in ruins, a stark reminder of the corruption that had seeped into every corner of the Abbey.

Their torches cast flickering shadows across the floor, revealing the grisly sight of a mix of four more armored figures, King’s men in steel armor and mercenaries in boiled leather armor. Unlike the men outside, these had not succumbed to the embrace of the Corpse Flowers. Their bodies had been torn apart in a frenzied rage, limbs scattered haphazardly as if a giant had played with them like rag dolls. The armor, once gleaming and impenetrable, was now tattered and stained with crimson splatters that painted a gruesome picture of their fate.

"Wargs," Ciara said with a shiver, pointing to the large, fur-covered forms sprawled among the mercenaries. The eyes of the beasts, larger and far more dangerous than wolves, were glazed, fangs bared in silent snarls, their claws stained with blood. "Unless they were demon possessed, they must have turned on their handlers."

Michelle nodded, her thoughts racing. "It seems that we're not the only ones looking for artifacts," she murmured. "The question is, who's left standing?"

Ciara's voice was low, filled with a mix of revulsion and anger. "If it was Quint's men, then they're likely scattered or dead. If it was Goblins, they could be anywhere." She spat on the ground. "But I'd bet my last silver piece it's the latter."

Michelle nodded, her eyes scanning the carnage. "The old stories and legends mention that Goblins do use wargs," she murmured, piecing together the grisly puzzle, “both as attack beasts and ridden as cavalry.  And since the Goblins we encountered were to meet a much larger raiding or war party, we can be certain that they would take any opportunity to hunt and capture, … Human women.  Then we need to be on our guard." The thought of being used as a mount by the foul creatures made her skin crawl.

Ciara looked more closely at the wargs, each noticeably larger than the dire wolves and coming up to at least hip height on her body.  “No sign of saddles or branding that would mark ownership,” she hissed over to the rest of the team.

Elara stepped closer to Castor, ready to use her magic, although unable to speak, The Weapons Master put a protective hand on her shoulder, his eyes glinting in the torchlight. "You must learn to expect the unexpected in the Shadowlands," she said, her voice low and menacing. "Foul magic has a way of twisting the fabric of this realm."

Michelle nodded, her gaze flicking around the room as she considered the implications of Ciara's words. "The Dark One's influence reaches far and wide," she murmured, her grip tightening on her sword. "We need to be on our guard."

"Foul magic draws beasts and evil here," Ciara whispered, "I can feel it.  Something otherworldly is active."

"Does that explain the dire wolves, the Goblins, and that demon-possessed thing that attacked us after the Goblin attack?" Michelle wondered aloud.

"It does," Ciara said grimly. "The Shadowlands are a breeding ground for the twisted and the damned. And, it seems we've stumbled into their playground."

With Helena still paralyzed and unable to contribute, Michelle was forced to take charge, leading them deeper into the Abbey.  They took turns carrying Helena who was now conscious but still paralyzed. They moved swiftly through the corridors, their footsteps echoing through the abandoned halls. The air grew colder, the smell of decay stronger. Except for a narrow, recently disturbed path among all the dust and dirt, it was clear that no other living creatures had walked these paths in a very long time.

The dust was thick, almost palpable, and it clung to their skin and clothes like a second layer. Their torches threw long shadows that danced and twisted as they moved, playing tricks on their eyes. The silence was deafening, save for the occasional distant drip of water from the cracked stones above.

Michelle took a deep breath and pointed to the staircase that spiraled down into the bowels of the Abbey. "This way," she whispered, her voice barely carrying in the vast space.  “Whatever it was, it went this way.”

“The monks were said to have built secure cells down on the next level,” Ciara whispered. “One section was luxurious, to hold people sent by Kings and royals that were in disfavor, dangerous to the regime, or contenders who the Kings and Royals simply wanted held out of contact with their realm.  The other section was for insane people, or people said to be demon possessed.  Below that, the lowest level, is where the Abbey’s crypts are located.”

Michelle nodded at the explanation and took the lead, the short sword she'd taken from the Goblins was held at the ready, eyes darting to every corner. The sword was the best version of a short sword she’d found yet.  She turned to the stairs which were broad and worn smooth with the passage of time.  The stone walls were slick with the dampness of the deep earth. The descent into the bowels of the Abbey felt like descending into the very heart of darkness.

As they reached the bottom at the first lower level, the stench of rotting flesh grew stronger, mingling with the mustiness of ancient stone. The stairwell opened into a vast chamber that had once been a bustling hub of activity. Now, it lay in silent decay, the remnants of what looked to be a library scattered across the floor. Tables and chairs lay shattered, their wooden frames warped by time and neglect. The shelves that had once held sacred texts were bare, their contents lost to the ravages of time or perhaps stolen by scavengers over the decades while seeking knowledge or treasure.

In the center of the room was a round table surrounded by four chairs. The filth on the table and chairs had been brushed off, packs were stacked on the floor, and wine and food was left on the table, arranged as if a meeting had been hastily abandoned. Ciara stepped into the room, her eyes scanning the dusty tomes that lay open, their pages yellowed with age. She paused at one of the chairs, her hand tracing the intricate carvings of a grinning skull that adorned the backrest.

"This place," she said, her voice low and haunted, "was where the guard took their breaks, and where magistrates and lawyers met to discuss the fate of the souls imprisoned here." The room seemed to close in around them, the weight of the Abbey's dark history pressing down on their shoulders like an invisible shroud.

Ciara's eyes grew distant as she recounted tales of the Abbey's past, her voice a whisper that echoed through the silent chamber. "Some of the prisoners were guilty of heinous crimes, others had simply been unfortunate enough to be born with the gift of magic and went insane without proper supervision or training." Her gaze fell on the round table and the chilling skull carvings. "They were brought here to be 'cleansed' of their 'impurities'."

Michelle's mind raced as she took in the information. The very air seemed to thicken with the weight of unspoken horrors. He stepped closer to Castor, who had remained tense, his eyes never leaving the half-open doorway. The Weapons Master held up his arm, fist clenched tightly, and pointed to the corner of the great room where an eerie glow emanated.

Between them and the corner, were three fresh Human corpses.  They were undoubtably dead by the pools of wet blood that hadn’t had a chance to congeal.  The pools of blood were vast and covered much of the stone flooring.  “Their weapons are sheathed,” Castor whispered, “this was foul murder by one of their own.”

A heartbeat later, he whispered, "Bows," in a voice gruff with urgency. Ciara and Michelle nodded, each drawing their bows with the precision of a well-oiled machine. The strings sang a silent tune of readiness, the bodkin arrows pointing unwaveringly at the source of the light. The armor piercing arrow’s ready to deal with armored Human or tough-skinned demon.  Castor's hand hovered over the hilt of his sword, his dagger glinting in the torchlight, ready to be drawn at a moment's notice.

A Demonic Presence

The door to what once was an office, judging by the scattered parchments and the rotting wooden desk, swung open with such force that the rotten hinges groaned in protest. The figure that emerged was a twisted mockery of Humanity. The remnants of the High Knight's plate armor clung to a form that had been stretched and distorted, the metal warped and torn in places. The man's skin was a deep, unnatural red, shimmering in the flickering light of their torches. His eyes burned with a crimson glow that bore into their souls, a silent scream of malevolence. His muscles bulged grotesquely, each flex and tWitch a promise of brutal strength.

Castor, Ciara, and Michelle reacted immediately. Three arrows shot through the air with a deadly symphony, aiming for the creature's exposed flesh. But the Knight, now fully possessed with the soul of a powerful demon, was not so easily defeated. He swiped his hand through the air and the arrows changed course, embedding themselves into the far wall with a thunk that echoed through the chamber. The creature's smile grew wider, revealing teeth filed into sharp points.

The demon stepped into the room, the weight of his corrupted armor causing the floor to shake. "Welcome, interlopers," he boomed, his voice a mix of the Knight's and something far more sinister. "You come seeking what is not yours to take and demons stand by to devour your souls."

Michelle's eyes narrowed as she watched the demonic Knight's hands come together, the air around them crackling with malevolent power. She knew what was coming. "Brace yourselves," she shouted to the others.

Elara, however, had not missed a beat. With a flick of her wrist, she sent a wide beam of hellfire at the creature, the flames licking the walls of the chamber with an intensity that made the very stones glow. The demon-possessed Knight chuckled, the sound echoing through the room with a disturbing, otherworldly mirth. "I live in the fires of hell," his deep, booming voice taunted, "That was just a waste of magic.  Little Mage, once one of my demons has fucked its way into your body and possessed your soul, you will be especially useful as a Mage Slave to my army."

Elara's next spell was a blast of withering cold that crackled through the air like lightning. It struck the demonic Knight with such force that he spun in place and then it seemed to freeze him in that stance, the flaming torches along the wall sizzled as the sudden drop in temperature caused the moisture in the air to crystallize. His laughter choked off as the frost covered him from head to toe, a sheen of ice forming on his twisted armor. The room grew colder, their breath misting in the air as the temperature plummeted.

Michelle took advantage of the distraction and barked another order, "Now! Arrows, now!" Ciara, Castor, and Michelle responded with a lightening fast double volley of arrows that pierced through the ice, finding their mark in the creature's uncovered flesh. The demon knight roared in pain, his red eyes narrowing as he tried to shake off the frost. His movements grew sluggish, giving them a brief moment of respite.

"Castor, your sword!" Michelle screamed.  "He's slowed, strike now!"

Even as Michelle screamed out her command, Castor was already moving, charging at the demon, bow discarded, his blade flashed in the cold light. He targeted the demon's knee, the joint that had been weakened by Elara's spell. Castor's sword sliced through the air with the precision of a master swordsman, aiming to sever the creature's leg. The blade connected with a wet crunch, and the demon's leg buckled, sending him crashing to the ground.

Michelle didn't waste a moment. She sprinted forward, her own short sword arcing down in a deadly strike, aimed at the creature's throat. But the demon's reflexes were not entirely lost. With a snarl, he raised his hand, and a bolt of lightning shot from his fingertips, crackling with malevolent energy. The lightning spell struck the heavy timbers of the ceiling with a deafening boom, showering the group in splinters and dust. The ancient wood groaned and cracked, but held firm, a testament to the Abbey's long-forgotten craftsmanship.

The merest edge of the bolt of lightning struck Michelle's sword and the shock to her muscles jerked her hand back and the sword flew harmlessly out of her hands. Her hair stood on end as the lightning grazed her sword. But she didn't falter. Her charge had served its purpose, drawing the demon's attention from Castor and the others. The demon's eyes followed her, his grin widening in anticipation of the kill.

Castor's sword arced across from the side in a blur of steel, aiming for the creature's throat. The demon's hand shot up to block the blow, but it was too late. Castor had put everything in his stroke and it struck true.  The demon howled until the sharp edge of the blade passed through its throat and pierced his spine.  Then, it simply collapsed to the ground, still momentarily alive but helplessly paralyzed.

Michelle's legs straddled the demon's chest, her breasts heaving with exertion. Her eyes were wide with a mix of terror and triumph, each hand held a dagger that she had buried deep within the creature's heart. The warm blood gushed over her hands, the crimson liquid pulsing with the last beats of its corrupted life. She felt immense satisfaction, a feeling that was at odds with the horror that would have accompanied taking a Human’s life.

Ciara ignored the demon's death throes and peeked into the office. The sickly greenish glow in the far corner caught her attention, setting her on edge. She beckoned Elara over, her eyes never leaving the pulsing light. "Can you destroy that?" she asked in a low, urgent tone.

Elara's expression grew grim as she nodded. The sight of the tiny glowing Portal brought home the gravity of their situation. Someone had been here before them, and their presence had triggered a small but significant magical event. "It's a weakened Portal," she murmured, her eyes flicking to the skeletal remains in the corner. "It's likely whoever was here didn't have the strength to fully open it. But we must close it before it attracts more trouble. A demon could grab a victim through that and devour another victim."

Michelle, still trembling from her battle with the demon, nodded her understanding and backed away, pulling Castor with her. Ciara took up a defensive position by the door, her dagger and crossbow at the ready. The tension in the room was palpable, the very air seeming to thicken with anticipation.

Castor looked at his Lady and gently removed her arm.   “I must cut the head off that demon-possessed High Knight, else it will present a threat to anyone weak-minded that comes too close to the corpse.”

To their side, Elara took a deep breath and raised her hands. "Fire and frost," she murmured, her eyes glowing with a fierce determination. A ball of fire grew in her palms, pulsing with the heat of a thousand suns. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she sent it hurtling towards the pulsing green light of the portal. The room was bathed in an intense, fiery glow as the spell made contact, the stone walls groaning as the energy washed over them.

For a moment, it seemed as if the fire had swallowed the entire room, the roar of the flames drowning out all other sounds. Then, just as abruptly, the heat vanished, replaced by a bone-chilling cold that made their teeth chatter and their breath come out in misty puffs. The hell-fire had transformed into a swirling vortex of ice, enveloping the portal in a prison of frost. The air grew thick with the scent of ozone as the two opposing forces collided, the room crackling with the power of the elements.

As the frost reached out to the very edges of the Portal to the demon realms, the green light grew brighter, pulsing with a malevolent energy that seemed to fight back against the icy embrace. The air grew colder still, until it was almost painful to breathe. Then, with a sound like the shattering of a thousand windows, the Portal exploded. The blast sent a shockwave through the chamber, knocking everyone to the ground. The force was so intense that it felt as if the very fabric of reality had been torn apart and then sewn back together in an instant.

The burst of energy threw Elara all the way across the room. Her shield came into place just before she struck the stone wall, but even with its protection, the impact was jarring. The air was filled with a fine mist of ice that stung her skin and made her eyes water. For a moment, everything was still, the only sound the ringing in their ears and the distant echo of the explosion.

Elara's vision swam as she tried to sit up, her head pounding. Castor was there, his strong arms gently guiding her to the floor beside Michelle who, except for her nakedness, looked to be intact. Her eyes searched for Ciara, but she was nowhere to be seen. The room had taken a beating, the walls and floor cracked, dust hanging in the air.

Michelle's voice was the next thing heard, firm and commanding. "Rest," she said, placing a hand on Elara's shoulder. "Ciara's right. Everyone able, move to find and secure any artifacts. Castor and I will check the area for any threats."

Michelle’s face was grim.  The idea of her team being in danger was unbearable. She took a moment to collect herself, then turned to the others. "If you’re able and ready," she said to Castor, her voice steady despite the tremble in her hands, “then, lets go.”

While Castor was checking his equipment and weapons, Ciara came over and stood next to him but looking away.  She saw naked Michelle waiting impatiently for Castor and Ciara spoke to him while still looking away, “Don’t look at me but I need to tell you about Michelle’s collar.  The collar is special, it doesn’t make her a slave so much as encourages her in any way to be submissive.  Giving up command and making her into a randy bitch are two ways the demon in her collar works.  My advice is to nail that cunt of hers whenever you can.  Just don’t ask for her opinion or permission, act even if she seems to resist.”  With that explanation done, Ciara walked away as if she had not spoken to Castor.

Castor grinned at the advice.  “It matches what happened out in the forest.  Michelle acted almost possessed as she swarmed upon me.”  He shook his head and whispered, “Ready, Lady Michelle.”  The overpowering oppression of the Abbey still pushed them into whispered communication.

Michelle and Castor ventured through the wreckage of the chamber and then the hallways to the prison cells and finally to the more luxurious rooms, the lingering cold of Mage Elara’s loosed magic seeping into their bones the whole time. The stench of the destruction of the demon and the sulphur from the demon realm remained hanging in the air.

Michelle picked up the pace, eager to find something of use amidst the ruins. In one of the cells, she spotted a pile of tattered garments in the corner. With hopeful excitement, she rushed over, only to watch in disgust as the fabric crumbled to dust the moment she touched it. Castor couldn't help but chuckle at her disappointment, his deep laugh echoing through the stale air. Each time she found another piece that disintegrated at her touch, his mirth grew, filling the oppressive space with a strange, alien sound.

She looked at him with reproach.

The sight of her frustration seemed to amuse him, and he took every opportunity to poke fun at her. "Ah, the mighty warrior brought to her knees by the fragility of fabric," he teased, his voice carrying a hint of mockery.

Michelle glared at him, her cheeks reddening with embarrassment as she strode about fully naked . "You just wait until we sWitch places," she shot back, her voice thick with challenge. "See how you like it when you're the one trying to find something decent to wear and your cock is swinging about exposed to all!"

“Little Michelle, if I find more Goblin ponygirl clothing, I’ll gift it to you,” he responded with a chuckle.

The mere thought of wearing Goblin pony attire made her stop mid-step and almost start rubbing herself.

Deciding there was nothing more to be learned on the prison level, they ventured to the stairwell and carefully looked down the descent to the crypt below.  They decided to quickly rush down and return quickly so as not to leave the others alone for too long.   The stairwell was their primary concern; it was the only path they hadn't secured.

At the bottom, there was a grated barrier blocking further exploration.  The iron bars of the gate were locked with coils of chain and everything was rusted solid in place.  Then, Castor held up a hand to indicate silence. His eyes were sharp, his senses honed by years of combat.

Michelle stepped back from the gate, her heart racing. The anticipation was almost unbearable. She took a deep breath and waited for Castor’s opinion.  Her breath rushed out when he simply let out his own held breath and said, “This is all clear.  Nobody has been down her to bring anything or steal anything for many decades, maybe centuries.  They quickly climbed back up the stairs and checked on Elara who was now sitting up and fully aware.  Helena was resting comfortably and beginning to show signs of movement.

They had only been gone for a few minutes, but it felt like an eternity to Elara, who was still reeling from the battle. The flood of Mana she expended during the fight had left her shaking with exhaustion.  She watched them arrive with a mix of relief and anxiety, her eyes never leaving the doorway. The air in the room was charged with the lingering magic of their confrontation, the scent of ozone, sulphur, and burnt flesh a reminder of what they had faced.

With everything under control in the prison level, Castor and Michelle crept back upstairs and began looting the men killed by the wargs.  Michelle squealed with joy at finding a man's shirt that covered her to her knees.  She looked lustfully at Castor and started to reach for him while holding the shirt in her hands.  A warning tickle at the back of her brain relayed the collar's unhappiness at her taking the lead in proposing sex.  She cursed softly and they moved to rejoin the others.

Castor heard Michelle’s soft curse and sniffed.  “She’s in heat,” he told himself, the odors of her readiness for sex unconstrained by clothing.  “The collar must force her to wait to be dominated, … not to take the lead in anything, especially sex.”  Walking up behind her, he hissed in her ear, “Kneel down slutty pony!  I need to see if you’re fully in heat and ready for breeding.”

Michelle spun around and glared at him.  She started to tell off her slave for his effrontery when she flushed, lowered her head, and slowly knelt down on the stone floor of the abbey’s meditation area.  The shirt she’d just found slipped from her fingers.  Silently, she lowered her shoulders to the ground and wriggled her ass in need.

Lady Michelle’s Hypersexual Body and Demon Samael’s Drive for Lascivious Lust

The sight of her naked form, kneeling with her ass upright brought Castor’s erection to painful fullness.  His cock grew to a painful position in his pants, which he quickly unbuckled and pushed down to his ankles.  Castor knelt down beside the horny woman and tested the folds protecting her pussy’s inner sheath.  Those outer lips were swollen and dripping with arousal.  “Ponies don’t speak, they only neigh.  So tell me, is the pony bitch ready for breeding?  One neigh for yes, two for no.”

Michelle’s hands clawed at the floor and the collar softly sang something alien; but, somehow encouraging.  She neighed softly and then grunted in pleasure when Castor sunk his cock in her needy hole in one long plunge.  Inadvertently, she neighed again and blushed when he laughed at her.  “Oh, just fuck me, you bastard,” she spit out.

Castor took her for her word and began a frenzied, all out, furious fucking of Michelle, drilling with all his might and speed in her wet, sloppy hole.

Not much later, after Castor painted her pussy with his seed, Michelle emerged downstairs from the stairwell, a triumphant look on her face. She ran her hands down the man's shirt that fit like a too large dress.  "Look what I found," she said to the others, her voice filled with excitement. But the moment she saw Elara's gaze, her expression fell.  Michelle had that glowing, just fucked look that couldn’t be hidden.

The collar's influence was a constant thorn in her side, in this case thrumming with approval at her getting sexed with no choice in the matter, submissive and not assertive. “I just let my slave fuck me,” she admonished herself even feeling sexually satisfied and relaxed.  She knew that it was increasingly difficult to initiate or take the lead in sexual matters except to just submit.

Castor's eyes flicked to hers, understanding the situation immediately. He stepped back, giving her space, his own expression a mask of neutrality.  Unnoticed by most of the women in his group, his cock tWitched in his pants at the thrill of fucking his Mistress.

Ciara was the exception.  “He took my advice,” she told herself with satisfaction.  “The collar has loosened her inhibitions and her common sense.  She’s vulnerable.”

Elara was now starting to move about carefully and examining herself for injuries.  Helena, had started to show signs of regaining some movement in her limbs. Ciara looked up at them expectantly, her eyes scanning their faces for news beyond the one that was obvious, … that Castor had fucked Michelle soundly.

"We've secured the stairs and found nothing," Castor reported, his voice a low rumble in the quiet space. "No signs of recent activity."

Michelle nodded, the adrenaline from their brief foray into the crypts dissipating. She couldn't shake the feeling of being watched, though. The Abbey's dark history was almost a palpable presence in the air around them. "We'll need to keep an eye on the stairs," she said, her gaze lingering on the shadows that danced along the walls. "We can't risk anyone coming up on us unawares."

"Agreed," Castor grunted. He turned to Ciara and Elara, who had moved closer to the table, their faces a mix of concern and curiosity. "Keep the fire going," he instructed, pointing to the hearth in the large entry area to the prison level. "We're not leaving without everything we can carry."

The weak voice from the corner of the room startled them all. It was Helena, her eyes still glazed from the venom but her mind slowly coming back into focus. "We'll have room for the Goblins' gear? Right?" she asked, her words slurred but filled with a surprising urgency.

Elara rushed to her side, helping her to sit up. "Of course," she reassured the archer. "But you should rest. We're not leaving without you."

Ciara remembered her original orders from Valoria while she was trying to get freed from King Quint’s prison.  “Get ahead of Sir Michael and Elara and kill them.”  She grinned at the thought of how Valoria and the other member of her group at the prison, Guild Agent High Lady Helena, had been forced to service the Prison Administrator and two of his corrupt guards.

She couldn’t help but look to the former High Lady Helena who had since been reduced to a mere slave after she was once her superior.  “Youth, beauty, and those stupendous tits of yours, Helena,” she told herself, “and your bitchy nature led to your own downfall.”

Slave Ciara, the once plump and blonde Guild Spy and Undercover agent walked over to their leader, the former Ranger, Lady Michelle.  She reached out a surreptitiously grabbed Michelle’s arm in a tight grip.  “Bitch! You let Castor fuck you again.  Follow me for a discussion about your poor judgement.”

Michelle started to yank her arm free from her Slave.  She held back to not make a scene.  “You won’t speak to me that way,” she whispered back, her voice full of anger.  Michelle winched as Ciara’s grip tightened.  The demon Samael in her collar sang in a discordant tone, angry that Michelle exerted her role as leader.

“Bitch!” Ciara repeated.  “I’m going to walk toward the stairs and you will meet me there.  I want to see where you seduced your Slave, Castor.”

Michelle was shocked at Ciara’s angry claims and demands.  “Did I seduce him?” she thought in confusion.  “All I remember is lust and then the delicious feelings he triggered in me.”  Then, Michelle’s knees did buckle and she sat down abruptly.  “Delicious, was the slave name that Mistress Valoria gave me.  That and Girl.”  If she were alone, Michelle would have jammed both her hands between her legs to jill herself off.  “By the Gods!” she cursed inwardly.  She looked to Castor and found him busy searching for artifacts with Elara.  “Bitch!” she cursed again under her breath. “I need his cock and he’s with the one person that would punish me greatly for another sign of weakness.”

The ex-Ranger almost wept at her frustration and need.  She spied Ciara looking back at her from the alcove leading to the base of the stairs.  Without another thought, Michelle rose on unsteady feet and intentionally walked slowly toward the blonde.

At the base of the stairs, she came face to face with the smirking former Guild Agent.  “Step up two steps to get out of sight of the others, strip off that shirt, cast it aside like an unused rag, and follow me up the stairs to the main level where you can show me how you rutted like a bitch in heat with Castor.”

Stunned again, Michelle found she had her mouth wide open and no words to say.  She looked up the stairs and saw Ciara disappear at the halfway landing.  Trembling, she took two steps upward and hesitated for a long moment, trying to decide what to do.  With a sigh, she realized that unconsciously, her fingers had already unbuttoned the shirt and it was wide open, exposing her from throbbing cunt to aching breasts.

Michelle slipped the shirt off her shoulders and started to fold it neatly.  Then Samael’s feminine song of discord inside her head stopped her move.  With a sigh, she cast the precious shirt aside as Ciara had commanded.  Her collar’s song softened in happiness.  Knowing the move was beyond stupid, she dropped her two daggers and the Goblin sword to the stone steps.

Now fully naked, and fully defenseless, she strode up the stairs.  She was almost eager to find what the blonde former Guild Agent had in mind.

Ciara stood waiting for her behind the large worship alter with an even deeper smirk of enjoyment on her face.  Her leather traveling pants, small clothes, socks, and boots were laid neatly to the side.  Ciara had also unlaced her thick leather vest and loosened the laces of her shirt over her breasts.  She held up a leather backpack formerly held by one of the dead guardsmen.  Michelle’s heart lurched in her chest as Ciara pulled out a set of heavy iron prison cuffs.

Ciara’s brisk command of, “Hands behind your back, slut,” made her knees buckle once again and she fell to the stone floor, stinging her knees on the hard and rough surface.  Before she obeyed to bring her hands behind her back, Michelle couldn’t resist the chance to stick her hands between her kneeling legs.  “Eiii!” she shamelessly exploded in orgasm and she fell the rest of the way to the cold stone.  Her legs curled upward and she continued to furiously rub her clit with one hand and jam the fingers of her other hand into her cunt.

Ciara was astonished at the uncontrolled self-pleasuring she witnessed as the woman shivered in mindless orgasms in her fetal position, writhing about on the filthy stone floor.  With another smirk, she tossed the cuffs aside and pulled a short riding crop out of the backpack.  Ciara aimed carefully and struck a severe blow with the leather popper at the end of the stiff crop squarely on one of Michelle’s plump ass cheeks.

“Eiii! Nooo!” were her instant wails of pain and the loss of her next orgasm.

Ciara struck again, peppering the woman’s ass with blotchy red marks from the leather popper, and smiled at the howls of agony each blow elicited from the writhing woman.  Unknown to Ciara, Michelle’s orgasms continued in a nightmarish blend of horrific pain, humiliation, and uncontrolled pleasure.

The demon Samael was in ecstasy at her slave’s forced submission to one of her own slaves.  Samael snarled and abruptly stopped amplifying Michelle’s self-pleasuring ecstasy.  Then, if the demon still had a corporeal body, she would have grinned ear to ear as Ciara elicited more shrieks of pain from Michelle.

When Michelle was next aware of her surroundings, she found herself flat on her back atop a dusty alter cloth folded in half and laid on the floor in front of the main alter.  Somehow, the centuries of Abbey worshipers paying homage to The Light left enough residual positive energy on the alter to mostly preserve the alter cloth.

Michelle tried to move her hands and found that Ciara had modified a set of ankle hobble cuffs so that her hands were held tightly at her sides with chains circling her waist.  She found herself face to face with Ciara straddling her waist.  “Let me go, you demented, cunt!” Michelle demanded.

Ciara simply grinned at her and slowly spun around on Michelle’s torso. 

“No!  Please!  Ciara!” Michelle begged in realization of what Ciara was getting ready to do.  The swish of the riding crop over Ciara’s head took Michelle’s breath of protest away.  She relaxed, resigned, as Ciara sunk her pussy on her mouth.

“Don’t be bashful, Sir Ranger,” Ciara taunted, “I saw how you turned out Mage Elara as a whore at the Shadow’s Embrace and also how you acted the cocksucker as a man to the tavern keeper and to the demons in Lady Lysara’s castle.”

“Ahhh,” Ciara sighed as her pussy lips found Michelle’s mouth.  She wriggled her hips about to spread the slimy liquid drooling from her twat across her face before she settled his lips at her sweet spot.  “I’ve also heard glowing reports, Slave Michelle,” Ciara whispered with a sigh of enjoyment, “from Slave Mistress Valoria herself after she personally tested your oral skills.  I insist on the same level of cunt worship from you or I’ll raise blisters on your cunt with this crop.”

With Ciara facing Michelle’s feet, her sloppy pussy rode hard on Michelle’s face and her tight ass grommet planted itself on Michelle’s nose.  Unable to do more than gasp and indignation and fight the need to breathe, Michelle gave the Guild Agent what she wanted.  Michelle’s tongue delved deeply into Ciara’s spread open pussy and her mouth sucked as Ciara’s outer labia.

“Such a good girl,” Ciara sighed in happiness.  Knowing all was just a warmup to the main event, Ciara held off on demanding her victim focus on her most sensitive nerves, her clit and the rough spot inches deep in her vaginal cavern.  “By the Gods!” she moaned again.

Downstairs, Castor gave Mage Slave Elara specific directions on how to arrange the discovered artifacts on table tops for Helena’s review.  Having kept his eye on his nominal Mistress, Castor had seen Michelle glance his way with lust clearly in her thoughts.  “Then, I was surprised to see her follow Ciara into the stairwell leading to the main level.”

“You have everything under control, Elara?” he asked.  At her distracted nod, he grinned and moved across the large room in an indirect path to that same stairwell.  He paused when he saw Michelle’s prized discovery, the intact shirt from one of the mercenaries, and her weapons thrown carelessly about.  Bemused, he carefully wrapped the shirt around the sword and daggers and crept up the stairs with every remaining possession of Michelle cradled in his hands.

At the top of the stairs, he cautiously peered about the main public worship level of the Abbey.  “The entry door is still ajar but I don’t see more disturbances in the dust covering the floor.”  He cocked his head to better listen to any noises from the width and depth of the room from his position.  Then, soft moans from his right caught his attention.  “The alter is that way and beyond that are only a few small private meditation chambers.  We searched everything before and didn’t find anything.”

He heard the moans again, smiled in recognition of the aroused female sources of those moans of sexual satisfaction, and crept to his right and the rear of the ground level.  He slipped around an ornately carved waist-high balustrade meant to gently remind the public from approaching the alter from it’s side.  He intentionally didn’t touch the rotting mass, afraid it would collapse and its clatter warn the two women he was sure were behind the alter.

Just before peeking around the rear corner of the alter, he saw a much neater pile of clothing.  “Naughty, naughty, Ciara,” he told himself with a grin.  He picked up Ciara’s clothing and weapons, looked about for a hiding place, and shoved everything in a carved stone crypt box with it’s lid shattered decades before by looters.  The girls’ items were nestled among the bones of the long dead Monk or Abbot.

Satisfied that he had the women at his mercy, Castor peeked around to the rear of the alter.  His grin widened at what he saw.  Lady Michelle’s head was facing his direction and her face was masked by Ciara’s nakedly twerking ass.  “She’s facing Michelle’s feet, her pussy is spread over Michelle’s mouth and Michelle’s nose is rooting in Ciara’s asshole.”

He pulled back out of sight and kicked off his boots and pants.  After a moment’s thought, he shrugged out of the rest of his clothes and laid everything atop the women’s clothing in the adjacent crypt.  Clad only in his socks and holding his sword carefully, he knelt down behind Michelle’s head and Ciara’s ass that was quivering in appreciation from Michelle’s forced oral worship.

Before he made a move on the drenched pussy or the slightly opened ass grommet from Michelle’s nose, he spied the open leather backpack with bondage items spilled about.  “Bondage cord and a ring gag complete with leather head harness,” he told himself with a smile.  He set the items at Michelle’s ear, fisted his cock to full erection with his fist, aimed carefully where Michelle had spread open Ciara’s outer labia, and punched forward with all his might.

“Unggh!” Ciara moaned at the unexpected stroke of a fat cock deep into her depths.  “Eiii!” she screamed as the head of the cock buried all the way inside her sloppy hole, thumping to a hard stop against her cervix.

Michelle was finally able to take a deep breath and then was shocked as a pair of bloated hairy ball sacks brushed across her forehead.  The ball sacks came back and repeated the move.  Slow to resolve the puzzle, she belatedly realized that a man was driving his fuck pole into Ciara’s pussy from behind.

She squirmed but realized that she was now a helpless prisoner witnessing the unexpected rape of Ciara’s sloppy pussy.  That sloppy pussy made itself known to Michelle when thick and gooey slime began to drool out of the hole as the male cock plunged in and out, … over and over, … pulling more pussy slime out with each withdrawal.

For some reason, totally unknown to the ex-Ranger, Michelle extended her tongue and licked across one hairy scrotum as it drove forward and back.

Castor felt Ciara’s shock wearing off and her ass began to move about in an attempt to throw him off.  Quickly, he grabbed a length of black bondage cord in one hand and then used both his hands to reach forward and grab Ciara’s wrists.  He yanked back hard and Ciara’s head plunged downward with the loss of her hands that had supported her torso.

Michelle moaned happily when Ciara’s face dropped heavily onto her pussy.

“Hooo!” Ciara protested in a voice muffled by Michelle’s juicy pussy.

Michelle’s hands cuffed at her waist had enough free movement to let her fingers drift to Ciara’s ears.  With anger and lust to drive her move, Michelle’s fingers took control of Ciara’s delicate ears and yanked them toward her demanding pussy.  “Yesss,” she moaned in appreciation when Ciara found herself forced to provide oral pleasure.

The Weapons Master finished binding Ciara’s wrists at the small of her back and buried himself in her swampy cock sleeve.  Satisfied he could continue fucking the former Guild Agent with abandon, he reached down for the ring gag and head harness. 

Michelle groaned in despair when Ciara’s face was pulled upward briefly.  Then, her face once again came down over her needy sex.

Above her, Castor grinned at how easily he’d set the black head harness and ring gag on the blonde’s head and mouth.  He continued his fast pace thrusts, paying no attention to the pleasure of his victim.  His goal was to quickly dump his seed into one of the women’s holes, play with them a bit, and plunge his restored hardness into another hole.

“Guild Bitch,” he hissed in anger, “eat that hole till she passes out, … exhausted from orgasms you draw out of her.  I have your riding crop for encouragement if you need a reminder of my standards.”

When he finally sat back with a sigh, he’d dumped a load of his thick and creamy seed in Ciara’s cunt, then in Michelle’s cunt, and finally deep into Ciara’s ass.  “Girls,” he offered, “that was some fine pussy.  The problem is, right now, … I don’t have time to finish a double trifecta.  I still need to use both your mouthes and Michelle’s ass.”

While admiring the two women’s bodies in their belly-down hog-tied positions, he patted each on the ass.  “Not to worry, I’m going downstairs to tell Elara and Helena that you two are taking the first security shift up here.  I’ll be back later to finish that double trifecta.”

“Hooo!” Ciara moaned loudly into the ball gag now filling her mouth.

“Hooo!” Michelle protested much less loudly into the ball gag now filling her mouth.

“Oh, my little sluts,” I’ll be telling you later why this will become a daily event,” Castor said with a chuckle.

Slave Castor, once a Guild Weapons Master looked back with appreciation at his new toys.  “I’ll tell Ciara to come to me daily to worship my cock.  Else, I’ll tell Michelle and Elara that she was an assassin that was setting them up for assassination.”  He grinned at the thought of how, after the successful end of the mission, he would force the two women to submit to him publicly in front of Slavers Guild leadership.  “I’ll gain my freedom and two well broken in sex slaves.”

“Little sluts, remember to stay quiet like a mouse,” he told them in warning, “this is your security shift and you are the first targets any entering enemy would find.  Two little piglets bound up for market.”

He laughed out loud, gathered up his clothing and weapons, and headed downstairs to announce the first watch shift would be Michelle and Ciara and that he’d take the second and final shifts himself.s

Scouring the Abbey for Tainted Artifacts

The group then spent the next two days scouring the Abbey, carefully filling their packs with as many books and artifacts as they could carry. The weight of their loot building with the knowledge and power they had discovered in this corrupted place. The disgusting scents of the Abbey had become familiar, a grim testament to the time they had spent digging through the remnants of a once-holy sanctum.

When Helena finally managed to stand, it was with a groan and a wobble. Her legs still felt like they were made of jelly, but she was determined to leave this place. Ciara helped her to her feet, her own expression a mix of concern and admiration. Despite her poor reputation and previous treachery, she had proven her worth, not just in battle but in her ability to endure the venom's aftermath.

Late each day, after nightfall, Michelle and Ciara reluctantly trudged up the stairs under the guise of taking the next watch.  Castor managed to find them huddling behind the alter, tearfully waiting to fulfill his every desire.  To Michelle, it was the worst.  Even after repeated violations of her body, her remaining male persona, of Sir Michael Arrowsmith, was still revolted at being forced to be a cocksucker and the very thought of being fucked in the ass was beyond repellent.

The group gathered their loot, the books and artifacts that they had discovered scattered across the dusty library floor and hidden in nooks, desks, and cabinets at odd places within the Abbey.. They had found ancient tomes of dark magic, artifacts that whispered secrets of power long forgotten, and scrolls that contained spells that could either grant salvation or damnation. Each item was carefully wrapped and placed into their packs, the weight of their findings adding to their exhaustion.

The days of rest had done little to alleviate the heaviness in the air, the Abbey's corrupted essence seeming to cling to them like a thick fog. Helena, still weak but insistent on leaving, gathered her strength with each painful step. Ciara and Castor supported her, their faces etched with the weight of their own burdens, both physical and emotional. The Goblin saddle, harnesses, and reins were a stark reminder of the fate they had escaped. Still, the oppressive atmosphere and horrors found in the Abbey were impossible to forget; at least until they departed the foul place.


Chapter 3: More Dangers Lurking in the Shadowlands

Exiting the Abbey of Despair

Early on the third day after Castor ‘enlisted’ the sexual services of Michelle and Ciara, Castor took the lead in loading their horses and the pack mule with the treasures and magical artifacts.  They had found almost too much to transport.  As a final step, he tied canvas over the biggest load that was on the mule.  Ready, the five adventurers led their horses out of the Abbey’s cavernous main worship chapel.

The path from the Abbey itself to the entrance to the Abbey grounds was much safer during their exit.  Elara’s flames had cleared a wide pathway by burning off the heavy undergrowth and many of the Corpse Flowers.  The only Corpse Vine were slim ones at least five steps off the pathway.

As they approached the outer wall and the archway that was the exit to the Abbey grounds proper, they heard the sound of a distant growl.  The group paused and the growl grew louder, sending a shiver down Elara's spine. She looked to Castor, whose eyes narrowed in concentration, his hand on the hilt of his sword. "We're not alone," he murmured, his voice a low warning.

Michelle's grip tightened on her own weapon, her senses on high alert. The collar around her neck remained silent, but she could feel its cold presence. They moved closer to the door.

The snarl of Goblins grew closer. It was a sound that seemed to resonate with the very stones of the Abbey. It was no single Goblin, rather a horde echoing the sound that spoke of rage and loss. It was a sound that promised blood.  Then, a louder howl came forth from the Goblin leader, letting them know that he wanted their blood.  Answering howls came from his chieftains arrayed in an arc facing the abbey.

"That's a real Warrior Goblin, maybe even a Shaman," Helena whispered.  "He's here, probably the leader of the war party the Goblins we killed were to meet up with.  These are better armed, smarter, and more furious in battle. They've ringed in an arch closing off exit from the Abbey’s main gate, … we're trapped."

"We're safe here at the gate, but we can't leave," Ciara whispered.  "Can we wait them out?"

"No!" Castor hissed.  "We can't wait them out, we need food and water.  We have barely enough to make it back to Darkspire.  We have a chance if we retreat back into the abbey and search for an exit from the crypt."

"Chancy," Michelle decided.  "The crypt likely has no exit and we’d have to batter our way past those locked gates. With our treasures, we can't outrun them."

"No.  Even lightly equipped, you'd never outrun Goblins.  They're like a pack of dogs when set on a foe," Helena murmured, her voice was tightly restrained, her terror at the Goblin threat ready to break her contained composure. “They've tracked us here and they won't rest until they've reclaimed what's theirs."

Michelle’s head swiveled to Helena’s and then to the Goblin Pony Saddle she insisted on carrying herself.  “The saddle?” Michelle asked.

“Yes,” Helena said with a heavy sigh.  “This was the most ornate of all the saddles carried by that Goblin Troop.  We can only hope they don’t think we defiled the foul thing.”

The Goblin leader’s fur stood on end, his muscles rippling with the tension of his rage. His eyes fell on Castor at the Abbey gate, surrounded by the four Human females.  He bared his teeth in a snarl. "You're the one who killed my kin," he spat out in the Human tongue. "You'll pay for your insolence with your lives!"

Castor's voice echoed through the corridor, a mix of anger and desperation. "We didn't come here to fight! We're just an innocent party returning from a quest and looking to return home peacefully.  Our mission to protect us all from evil will benefit the Goblin race."

The Goblin's response was a laugh filled with curses that sent a shiver down their spines. "Looking for a way out, are you? After what you did to my kin?" His eyes gleamed with malicious intent, his muscular frame poised and ready for battle. "You expect mercy from me after you killed an entire Logistics Pack and stole from us?"

Castor's face grew stern as he stepped forward, his voice booming through the corridor. "We didn't steal!" he roared back. "We freed the souls of your kind from the torment you subjected them to!"

The Goblin's chuckle grew into a full-throated laugh, a sound like rocks grinding together. "Lies!" he spat. "No pony ever escapes a Goblin herd! You think that you can trick us?" His eyes gleamed with amusement as he watched the Humans squirm.  “I know with certainty that you carry a Pack Leader’s Pony Saddle.”

Helena hissed in shock.  "That's what the writings claim!"

The rest of the group looked at her in shock.  "If you knew that, why did you steal the pony saddle?" Ciara hissed in anger.

Before Helena could defend herself, Michelle spoke up, "Please," she tried to reason with the creature, "we're just a small group, ignorant of Goblin culture, and we meant no harm." Her voice was laced with the sincerity that only one who knew true fear could muster.

The Goblin chieftain looked at them, his eyes narrowing.  "If you truly wish to leave in peace, return what you have stolen and leave the Abbey."

"Wait!" Ciara hissed as Helena knelt down to unpack the saddle, "Helena, you know full well that in the stories, Goblins are notorious for their trickery.  But, they also value their possessions, especially those with magical properties. This saddle must have been enchanted and likely worth a small fortune to them."

Her words were too late, Helena was already walking toward the Goblin, their saddle held out forward in her trembling hands.  She set it down on the ground, halfway to the Goblin leader.  She called out in a crude imitation of the Goblin tongue that she had picked up from her studies, "Great Lord, we have found the saddle!  We did not come here to steal from you or kill your kin.  We return your saddle and gear."

At that moment, four Goblins armed only with daggers thrust into their loin cloths rose almost magically from the ground next to Helena and threw her down on her belly.  In a flurry of activity, her ankles were tied, her arms yanked behind her back and tied securely, a gag jammed into her mouth, and her wrist and ankle ties brought together in a severe hogtie.  A fifth Goblin, this one wearing boiled leather armor over his torso and an insignia on his right breast, wearing short leather pants, and wielding a sword also stood and yelled back to the noble Goblin.  "My lord," he called out in the Goblin tongue, "this one, with long black hair, has stolen the saddle, but another, one ready to be bred has worn it."

"Deceivers," the Goblin Lord and shaman to his tribe yelled back in the Human tongue in a voice full of anger, “you've ruined the saddle with the taint of a bitch in heat!  The saddle demands its steed!  We have the thief and demand the despoiler, else, we'll skin you all alive and hang your shrieking, dying bodies from the entry gate to this very abbey."  He turned and yelled in the Goblin tongue, "Rise and show them our strength.

The air was filled with the sound of hundreds of Goblins rising from the grasses within the abbey grounds behind them, a silent tide of malicious intent that had been lying in wait.  Unlike the supply troop easily vanquished in the forest, these were all warriors, most armed with the same hard boiled leather cuirass and true swords, not the rusted cast-away weapons and filthy loincloths normally seen.  Nonetheless, the stench of them filled the yard as they formed into a sea of muscled, angry warriors.

Before the Horde of screaming Goblins stood five slightly taller, more muscular warriors, wearing the clan insignia on their right breasts.

“Five Pact Leaders,” Castor observed with his newfound knowledge gained from Helena about Goblin culture.

“And a High Lord or Clan Leader in the middle,” Ciara added as she called out the tallest and most ornately dressed of the leaders.

Michelle's eyes widened with horror as she took in the sight of the Goblin army that surrounded them, blocking any chance of fighting past the main Abbey gate or even retreating back through the Abbey grounds to the Abbey itself.  She had hoped for a smaller contingent, one that they could have possibly outsmarted or negotiated with.  But the sheer number was overwhelming.

Her hand tightened around the hilt of her sword, her heart hammering in her chest.  The collar remained silent, but she could almost hear its gleeful anticipation of the battle to come.  It was as if it knew that the only way she could satisfy its hunger for submission was through the most primal of acts – survival.

While they were distracted, knives had swiftly disrobed Helena, cut the cords on the hogtie and assembled a tripod of sturdy poles which they rose into the air, with naked Helena dangling by her feet from the apex of the tripod.

The Goblin warriors grinned, revealing rows of jagged teeth as they ogled her naked form, her breasts swinging and her pussy glistening with arousal, despite her fear. Helena’s hidden, dark thoughts of capture and conversion to a Goblin pony had become too real.  The Horde Leader stepped forward, a twisted smile spreading across his face. "Your friend here is quite the prize," he sneered, his voice thick with lust. "Lady Ultea, my best pony handler and trainer has just declared her name to me.  She no longer exists as a Human.  Her name is now ‘Strawberry’ and she is a pony and part of my herd.”  He paused and glared at the four remaining members of Michelle’s team cowering at the main doors to the abbey itself.  “But she's not the only one we want. Bring forth the one who defiled the saddle!"

Michelle's eyes darted to Castor, who met her gaze with a steely determination. They knew they couldn't fight their way out of this. The Goblins were too many, and the collar around her neck was a constant, pulsing reminder of her ultimate fate. Her thoughts raced, searching for a way to protect Helena from the horrors that awaited her.

While they listened to the Goblin Lord, his men had pulled out razor-sharp knives and scraped the forest of thick black hair from her pubic mound at the ‘V’ between her legs.

Two of the Goblins brushed her long dangling black hair and twisted it into a tight ponytail.  Ciara, Elara, and Michelle gasped as her long ponytail was slashed off, leaving her previously long beautiful black hair shorn to just below her ears.  Within instants, the horrified party cowering at the Abbey gate saw the twisted end of Helena’s ponytail stuck within the halves of a butt plug, everything sealed together by a sticky mass spooned within, and jammed into her ass.  Helena's cries of fear and howls for mercy were blunted into unintelligible muffled speech by the gag in her mouth.  The butt plug was now firmly glued together and jammed up her ass.  Passing unnoticed was the pressing of a pair of small horseshoes onto the bottom of her bare feet.

The horseshoe was set on the ball of her feet with the front rounded portion just behind her toes.  The shoe was ‘tapped’ gently onto Helena’s foot with an enchanted hammer.  It briefly glowed with a blue hue as the hammer struck a spot where a nail would have been in a normal horse’s shoe.  The shoe didn’t penetrate into her foot.  Instead, each tap bonded the shoe with her foot.  Upon the sixth tap, the shoe was fully integrated onto Helena’s foot and the very bones of her feet and ankles began to transform into a true hoof, black in contrast to her pale skin color.  Her toes pulled back into a true hoof and the arch of her foot shifted into a pastern bone connected to the new fetlock joint.

“I am the one who wore the saddle," Michelle announced, stepping forward, her voice firm and clear. "If you vow to release Helena and the others, then take me instead."

The Goblin Lord's eyes lit up with perverse pleasure. He nodded to his men, and they dragged Helena down from the tripod, dropping her roughly to the ground. "Very well," he said, his voice a gruff growl. “I Lord Groic, senior leader and High Shaman of the ‘Trickster Goblin Horde’, agree that the pony who dared wear my saddle without my consent shall pay the price and will not retain this Human you name Helena."

Michelle stepped out of her torn shirt and tossed her weapons aside, her breasts bouncing slightly with each forward step toward the Goblins. Despite the fear coiling in her belly, she walked proudly, nakedly, her head held high. The Goblins surrounding Helena parted before her, their eyes greedy and lecherous. She reached Helena and knelt beside her, whispering words of comfort. Helena's eyes were wide with terror, but she managed a nod of understanding non-verbally thanking her Mistress for saving her.

Before Michelle could stand again, the Goblins were upon them, grabbing Michelle’s arms and legs, and tying her wrists and ankles in the same brutal fashion as with Helena. Both were expertly bound so that the ropes held them without longterm damage except for the red lines that would remain after the bondage was removed. The Goblins didn't bother with subtlety or care, they dragged their prisoners toward away from the Abbey gate, their excitement apparent in every harsh tug and rough handling.

“Wait,” Castor shouted in frustration, “you vowed to release Helena.  You break your vow if you take her away.”

At Castor’s words, the Goblin Lord halted and turned back.  “How dare you besmirch the honor of Lord Groic!  If I had time, we would spar with you to the death in front of my Goblins.  However,” he paused with a sly grin, “I swear before the Gods that there are no Human females among my horde and certainly none named Helena; only two new ponies, Strawberry and Luscious.  Both belong to me personally for defeating you, Castor, Elara, and Ciara in a game of wits.”

The entire group reeled in knowledge that the Goblin Lord knew their names, and likely their mission.  
“We have a traitor in Darkspire,” Castor hissed to Ciara and Elara.  He held out his arms to stop the two women with him from racing after Helena and Michelle in a doomed rescue mission.

Out of sight of the Abbey and Michelle's three remaining team members, poles were pushed through Helena's and Michelle's bound wrists and ankles.  Then, like captured and gutted pigs, they were each hoisted in the air by a pair of Goblins.  Lord Groic himself walked over to Michelle hanging from her pole and personally slapped a pair of the steel horseshoes on her feet.  The shoes ‘stuck’ in place while Lord Groic tapped six times on each shoe with the enchanted hammer.   

Before the entire war party turned away to depart, Michelle had two dainty shod feet, identical to a small pony.  Lord Groic clambered up onto his saddle and swiftly began to trot away to join the others.   Even with their missing logistics party, Lord Groic had a mission to accomplish.

The Goblins’ leather armor made a steady creaking, softly slapping rhythm as they were carried away from the abbey, a rhythm that grew more and more ominous with each step.  The collar around Michelle’s neck gave the feeling of greater warmth and tightness, whispering dark thoughts of submission and fear.  But, underneath, a fiery resolve began to burn in her chest.  She would not let this be the end of her.

Michelle's eyes met Helena's, the shared look of terror and fading determination a diminishing hope for rescue.  As the Goblin's swiftly retreated deeper into the shadows of the forest, the reality of their situation began to set in.  They were at the mercy of these creatures, their fate unknown and their hope of rescue as distant as the stars above.

Ciara's jaw clenched with rage. "We can't just leave them," she said through gritted teeth.

"We don't have a choice," Castor responded, his eyes hard. "We must get back to Kingsreach.”

“You’re right, Castor,” Ciara admitted.  “We must alert the Guild.  Michelle and Helena only have one chance at freedom and that’s having the Slavers Guild pay a ransom through their agents.  Those agents have a history of buying women captured by the Goblins and selling them to the Slavers Guild for resale within the Human Kingdoms.  By ourselves, we have little chance of ever seeing them again."

Castor nodded grimly.  “Your plan is good, Ciara.  We have the artifacts tainted by demons and foul Human magic.  Plus, we closed a dangerous Portal.”  He sighed at their near complete defeat.  “We must ride for Darkspire and put distance between us and that Goblin horde.’

Deep in the forest, now a long trot away from the Abbey, the Goblin Horde made a pause in their march.  They expertly set up observation posts and closer in, security.

Goblin Ultea, a High Caste Goblin female approached Lord Groic and spoke in a tone of deep respect, “Father, esteemed Lord of the Trickster Horde, back at the Abbey, there was a redhead, a Mage wearing Kijo’s Collar.”

Lord Groic glanced quickly at his daughter.  “Aye, … the one with the big tits and the fair white skin?  The one that, upon my honor, I had to leave behind?”

“Father!” Ultea hissed in approval.  “To my shame, I thought you didn’t notice and didn’t realize the prize she represented.  Well, I’m glad that your glorious cock reminds you to constantly evaluate potential acquisitions wherever you are.”

“So, daughter, you would desire to own and control a certain redhead pony, the one the Humans have called Elara, … Mage Elara, … the one wearing the collar, … listening to the soul of Kijo the Demon, … that can’t use her magic without approval from her owner?”

“Yes, father,” she replied with lust and greed in her eyes as he recited the knowledge that he’d gained, “for your permission to capture that filly, I’ll train Strawberry and Luscious for you at no charge.”

Lord Groic grinned and nodded.  “Deal,” he hissed and spit on his right hand.  Ultea grinned back and clasped his larger hand.

“Deal,” she repeated.

“What is your pony’s name going to be?” Lord Groic asked his daughter.

“Flame, esteemed father,” Ultea answered with a grin, “for that amazing hair color and her magic skill with Fire.”

While they spoke, Michelle and Helena were laid down on the forest floor to let their porters rest and for them to have a short break from their uncomfortable suspension.  Their bodies were bruised and aching. The Goblin lord's words still echoed in their minds, a grim reminder of their fate.

Michelle gazed down at her feet and decided the tingling in her feet and legs was from too tight bondage cord.  Gagged, she was unable to complain and only hoped that her body wasn’t being damaged by loss of blood flow to her legs and feet.

The journey with the grim procession of Goblins, resumed all too soon.  The Horde’s warriors kept up a swift pace.  Despite her fear, a spark of hope flickered within Michelle as she recalled Ultea's mention of the redhead mage. “I don’t understand the Goblin tongue, but they mentioned Elara more than once.  Why are they discussing Elara?” The thought of their magical companion being so close yet so far was a double-edged sword, cutting through her despair but also highlighting the depth of their predicament.  “Could Elara defeat this Goblin female, … this Ultea?  And, rescue us?”

As the sun dipped lower in the sky, the shadows grew longer, stretching like dark fingers across the forest floor. The Goblin's pace remained unrelenting, and the pain in the two captives’ joints grew with each step of their Goblins transporting them further and further away from the Abbey. "We'll stop an hour before dark," Lord Groic asserted, his eyes scanning the horizon. "Ultea, daughter of mine, I give you permission to follow your Pony Flame with some of my men."

Michelle felt a jolt of hope at the repeated mention of Elara. Could she be nearby? The thought of their magical companion, who had become so much more to them, gave her strength. However, she was torn between the urge to be reunited and the fear of what the Goblins had in store for the Mage. The collar whispered sweet nothings of submission and obedience, urging her to accept her fate, but she resisted.

Michelle felt a shiver of dread. If they were searching specifically for Elara and not Ciara or Castor, it could mean only one thing: they knew about her, about her power, and about the collar that could control her.

"No, father," Ultea hissed, a hint of challenge in her voice. "Being a Mage in training taking all my time, not following the warrior track, being your daughter, and being short even for a female Goblin hasn't earned me respect from your men. I want to do this like one of your warriors, alone to prove myself."

Lord Groic's expression grew stern. "Daughter, the rewards for your quest are high as well as the risks.”  Decided, he nodded his head.  “The saddle goes with you. It holds the scent of our victory today and if need be, I can use it to track your progress. You have my blessing to do this alone despite refusing to accept my advice as your Lord." He paused, and stroked his chin. "If you fail though, it won't be death or exile, it'll be something far worse. To sell your success to my Pack Leaders, they must know the penalty for failure.  You'll be named a breeder, and I'll sell you to the highest bidder in the Human markets on the far away coast.  They’ll make much coin from the creatures that pay to breed with a Goblin bitch."

Ultea's eyes flashed with anger, but she knew better than to argue. “Father, to be certain; success means that I become accepted as a full warrior?”

“Yes, daughter, when you return with Flame.”

Without another word, she gathered her survival gear and the saddle, her heart racing. The idea of failing to gain status as a full warrior and being reduced to breeding stock was unbearable. The quest to acquire Flame meant that she had to prove herself, not just to her father, but to the entire clan.

Ultea set her fastest pace back toward the Abbey.  The forest grew darker, the moon a sliver in the sky.  The meagre light was enough as she followed the trail back towards the Abbey, on foot and alone. Finally, with full dark, Ultea crossed the trail left by the Human trio as they escaped from the Abbey.  She sneered at their pitiful progress back toward Kingsreach.  Soon enough, her sharp ears picked up the faint sounds of Human voices, and her nostrils flared with excitement. The scent of their fear was potent to her sensitive nose. “It is them, the Humans who dared to cross the Trickster Clan,” she told herself with satisfaction. She quickened her pace, eager to claim her prize.

Ciara, Castor, and Elara were huddled around a small fire, their expressions grim. They were demoralized after losing two of their party of adventures at the very moment they felt success in their mission.  Now, with only the three of them, the three of them were challenged by each having to lead another horse or the pack mule to return all the dangerous items recovered from the Abbey of Despair.  "Why can't we continue onward?" Ciara asked worried at being exposed in the deep forest.

"It's far too dangerous at night here in the depths of the Shadowlands forest," Castor shot back, not amused at the woman's constant whining.  “Ciara, you’ve seen enough of those dangers personally to see the need to ‘fort up’ for the night.”  Castor congratulated himself on breaking Ciara’s strong personality.

To Elara, Ciara’s actions seemed awkward and broken since leaving the Abbey.  “Ciara is moving through all this like a puppet.  Maybe losing Helena and Michelle was too much for her to absorb?”

Since losing Helena and Michelle, both Castor and Elara had noted that Ciara's only comments were all negative and complaining.  An example had been her whining complaint that she had to hold a lead line to a horse during the entire ride.

Elara remained silent.  The redhead Mage was also exhausted.  But, Kijo’s Collar of Magic Control and Submission had accepted Castor as her new Master.  “Kijo will want me to submit to the strongest of Castor or Ciara.  Castor is my new Master.”  She wasn’t happy with the change and promised that she would evaluate all of Castor’s decisions the same as she had been tasked to evaluate Michelle’s leadership and decisions.

They had no idea that their escape from the Abbey had not been ignored.

Ultea approached silently, her heart pounding with excitement. Her natural night vision and stealth served her well.  Michelle might well have detected the Goblin’s skillful movements. But, Castor and the two women were far less skilled at woodcraft than an experienced Ranger.  Ultea sat and studied the Humans closely and knew that the redhead with the collar was not only her prize, but the most dangerous one of the small group, The collar was a sign of power, of a creature to be controlled and used. Ultea’s magic skills were otherwise scant.  Like many High Caste Goblins, she was strong in pony magic and could feel its energy, a pulsing heat that demanded Ultea act and subjugate the wondrously valuable bitch.

Elara, still lost in thought, didn't notice the Goblin girl until it was too late. Ultea's hand clamped over her mouth, muffling any sound she might have made. The collar around Elara’s neck grew hot, sending a jolt of warning pain through her body. It was clear that this creature knew about the collar and was here to claim her.

Elara grabbed her Magic and threw it at her attacker.  The strike failed and the moment of confusion that followed was enough for Ultea to physically control her. 

Ciara's eyes snapped open, her heart racing. She had been dozing fitfully, haunted by the images of what the Goblins might do to Michelle and Helena after she saw Helena stripped naked, her ponytail cut off, and her pussy shaved bald. The silent struggle by the fire had her reaching for her sword only to realize that she had set it aside as they prepared their bedrolls. She saw a flash of red hair and knew it was Elara who was under attack. Her blood boiled with a fierce protectiveness, and she began to thrash against her blanket, desperate to free herself and help.

Elara had struggled against the much smaller figure but had none of the powerful, wiry strength of a desperate Goblin on the hunt. Despite her efforts to fight back, her limbs felt like lead under the creature's iron grip. A wet cloth stung her face as it flooded her lungs with a vapor that rapidly began to put her to sleep.  Her eyes rolled back in her head as she succumbed to the vapors and sagged down limply.

Shifting into unconsciousness, she never saw the athletic form of the little green Goblin leap over her form to land on Ciara's chest, pinning her down with the impact. Ciara's eyes went wide with shock, her breath leaving her body in a whoosh. The Goblin's falling weight was surprisingly substantial, and the wind was knocked out of her, leaving her momentarily unable to resist.

Before Ciara could even attempt to struggle, Ultea had her hand clamped over Ciara's mouth and nose, the same damp cloth that had incapacitated Elara pressed firmly to her face. Ciara's eyes grew frantic as she reflexively took a deep breath and inhaled the foul-smelling fumes. They burned her lungs, leaving her gagging and clawing at the unyielding grip. Her body spasmed, desperate for clean air, but the Goblin's hold was too tight.

Just as Ciara started to sag into unconsciousness, Ultea sensed movement beside her.

Castor, who had begun to stir at the sound of Elara's struggle, was caught off guard by the swiftness of Ultea's spinning attack. The Goblin's boot had connected with the side of his face with a sickening crunch, and the world around him went dark as he crumpled to the ground. The pain was a distant echo as consciousness slipped away from him.

It was all Ultea could do to withhold the scream of Goblin victory at the results of her audacious and spur of the moment attack. She leaned down to lovingly caress Kijo’s Collar of Magic Control and Submission, worn by Elara, and whispered into it, "Demon Kijo, the wearer of your collar, Pony Flame, has a new Mistress by right of combat. Obey me, protect me from my slave, give me control of the bitch's magic." The collar's warmth pulsed under her touch, and she felt a thrill of power surge through her as the demonic essence within it responded to her command.

The Goblin reached into her capture pack and pulled out her own magic collar. It was a twisted piece of work, designed and programmed by her father with his artisan mark stamped into the surface.

At one point in the battle, she had hoped to bring back all three Humans but gave up on the idea because only two could wear Collars of Control.  "I'd tell anyone," she hissed, "that I don't need a collar to break my ponies, ... but three at once, new to capture, ... too dangerous."

But as she stared down at Castor, his bare chest rising and falling with painful breaths, she knew she had to make a decision quickly.  The night was deepening, and the Humans might be missed soon.  She caressed the single magic-infused collar that she owned.  “A stud or another pony,” she wondered as her eyes flickered from Castor to Ciara and back.  Though the collar was smaller, and really sized for a woman’s neck, she knew it would fit the Human male.  Her eyes widened in surprise as she noticed for the first time that he already wore a slave’s Collar of Control.  She shrugged at the pleasant surprise that he was already collared and she eyed Ciara knowing she had a use for the only collar in her to-go bag.

Trembling and yet unable to respond after breathing the vapors on the cloth, Ciara was fully aware as Ultea placed the collar around her neck. It was cold metal, the kind that bit into the skin and made you aware of its presence at all times. The moment it clicked shut, she felt a shift in the very fabric of her being.  The collar whispered false sweet promises of pain and pleasure, and she knew that she belonged to the Goblin.

After long moments, Elara’s eyes fluttered open, her vision swimming as she looked up at her captor. The collar had gone cold around her neck and she knew that the demon inside had recognized that she had a new Mistress, once again granting control of her magic to another. Ultea grinned down at her, her sharpened teeth a ghastly sight in the moonlit night. “You’re mine now, filly and you’ll do as I say, don’t fight the collar’s control, or it’ll be much, much worse for you.  You are no longer a Human female.  You are now my Pony and named Flame.”

Elara nodded her head in submission and rose to her knees as the Goblin that captured them turned to Castor and Ciara.  As Elara rose, she grabbed a stout limb broken hours ago for firewood.  With all her strength, she swung the limb and it cracked loudly against the diminutive Goblin’s skull.

“Take that you bitch!” Elara whispered.  “You might have controlled my Magic, … but, Kijo’s Collar is not one of submission and control.”

Within the Collar, Demon Kijo reveled in the defeat of the bitch Goblin who dared to falsely command that her wearer had a new Mistress when Castor was still her owner.  Ultea had felt the Demon’s angry rejection and took the tingling in her nerves to be the collar’s assumption of control over Pony Flame.  Ultea had ignored the Clan’s boring history lessons about the near mythical Collar which transferred control of its wearers Magic to its owner and then pushed submissive thoughts to its wearer.

Kijo was smug at defeating a Goblin but pushed a strong series of thoughts to Elara to submit fully to Castor.  Kijo, the demon trapped within the Collar of Submission had waited to find a new Master or Mistress for the wearer of the collar since Castor hadn’t been fully under the Goblin’s power.  The demon continued to rage within Elara’s skull, merely setting off a headache of epic proportions for Elara.

Even with Castor moaning in a near unconscious state, Elara had retained enough control of her magic to remove the slave collars on both Castor and Ciara.  Quickly determining which was her best owner at the moment, she reluctantly chose Ciara.  “Kijo, Ciara has recovered fastest and I need a new owner with Castor still weakened.”  Inwardly she knew that, as their leader, Castor had to get the artifacts and treasures from the Abbey back to the King.

Ciara smiled a bit sadistically at Elara when the collar accepted Ciara as the new Mistress. 

“Remember, Ciara, this collar isn’t one of direct control and submission.  It does fully control when I can use my magic but leaves me a normal person otherwise.  Yes, Demon Kijo constantly seeks to subvert me, to make me a submissive slut, much as Michelle’s Demon Samael does from where she’s trapped within her collar.  But, neither of these are true Collars of Control.”

“Human!  What have you done?” Ultea croaked while holding her head where the limb struck.  She rolled over and vomited on the forest floor.  Elara grinned in relief when her magic reacted and bound the wiry creature in a tight wrapping of air.  Looking at the size of the neck on the small Goblin, she realized that no Goblin produced magic slave collar could possibly stay on a Goblin’s neck.  Ultea grunted and complained as Elara bound the little Goblin as securely as she could with strong bondage cord.

“You are ‘Stumpy’ or ‘Stumpy Goblin’ and are now my captive and slave,” Elara whispered and smiled at the snarl of anger from Ultea.  “And I will only allow you to speak to answer my questions, and then always in soft whispers and with respect or I will beat you without mercy with your own slave training crop.”

For a moment, Ultea paused as she fought to understand the vile commands from a Human, an ignorant, sex-crazed Human female.  “You’ve ruined me Human,” Ultea whispered back while shaking her head in denial and anger and she snarled, “I’ve lost honor to a stupid and self-centered Human female.”  Her tone took on another, softer tone, “There is no reason for us to starve.  I have trail snacks in my pack.  They’re nutritious and especially delicious.”

“No thank you,” Elara whispered back with a smirk.   She rummaged through the Goblin’s pack and found a set of shackles and its key tied to it in a small pouch.  The shackles were one size fits all and easily locked around the spindly wrists of the female Goblin who was now bound by both bondage cord and steel shackles.

Elara turned to see if Castor and Ciara had recovered from the attack.  “What are you doing?” she squealed in anger at the sight of their mouths each closing around a piece of Pony Bliss unwrapped from its parchment wrapping.  By now, Elara had long ago figured out that Goblins used the processed and dehydrated fruit in training new ponies as an aphrodisiac to addict them to Goblin cock and Goblin control.

Captive Ultea cackled with laughter at the sight of Castor and Ciara’s facial muscles slackening with the first effects of the drug naturally occurring in the fruit.  “I might be your captive,” she laughed, “but you’ll never escape my clan with them fucking like rabid goats for the next few days.”

“Ciara!” Elara hissed frantically in her ear while shaking her.  “Tell me I have full control of my magic until you say otherwise!”

“Hess, hull control of hoyour magic,” she slurred as both hands were already busy delving between her legs.  Sir Castor was pulling off his pants, ready to pounce on Ciara.

“By the Gods!” Elara hissed in anger as she bound each of her friends in wraps of air and stuffed their mouths full of the same.  Elara cursed her idiot friends while they furiously wriggled about in attempts to get to the other to satisfy their growing urges.  Angry at the idiots, but happy that Ciara gave her control of her magic, she loaded up the horses and mule with their gear.  Without her magic, she could never have lifted all the crates, boxes, and bundles of books and artifacts back on the horses and mule.

Likewise, getting her friends properly bound and hoisted over their saddles would have been impossible.  Elara made sure that Ciara’s gag was especially tight and sound proof.  Then, with Ultea shackled hand and foot, draped over her saddle horn, Elara took off into the night.  Her plan was to indirectly confront this war chief, this Lord Groic.  Her destination was back to Darkspire and the inn where Ambassador Blokt awaited unknowing of the storm headed his way.   

In Lord Groic’s Camp

Helplessly held captive by the Goblin Horde, Michelle's heart had thundered in her chest as the Goblins retreated into the forest from the Abbey of Despair, leaving three of her party to trek home to Kingsreach without her.  “They will have to pass through the treacherous Shadowlands, heading west to Human territory.  I have to find a way to escape, to warn the kingdom of the impending danger from this Goblin horde,” was her vow.  As the rain pounded down against the forest, she knew that time was slipping away.

The advance party had started tiny campfires under simple lean-to tarps.  The main party of High Lord Groic’s Horde approached and they were guided into the camp by the flickering light of the campfires.  Warrior Goblins preparing a meal of partially roasted venison looked up with unspoken cheers, fearful of noises or errant light that might warn a Human raiding party or a Shadowlands demon. The chance to dry off from the rain and the hot food triggered a small celebration over their victory at the Abbey.  Lord Groic’s war party had high spirits considering the audacity and danger of their mission.  Capturing high value prey that day was considered the ultimate victory over the Humans.

At this point, Lord Groic had already accepted that the loss of the Logistics Pack was something in the past.

Michelle and Helena were dragged into the camp established by the Goblin advance party, their faces bruised and their spirits at the lowest point of their lives. Each of them had a gag in their mouths, preventing them from speaking or crying out.  They were tied back-to-back under the cover of a canvas tarp, by far the largest in the camp. 

Both Michelle and Helena had a sudden realization as they had their first chance since being captured to examine the Goblins and their steeds.  The blood drained from Michelle’s face when she saw that every single one of the Human fillies had hooves as feet and legs that were far too muscular for a normal Human.  “Magic,” Michelle told herself with horror.  She looked down to her own bare feet and realized they had begun to change.  “My toes are gone and the bones in the arches of my feet have shifted and joined to a fetlock joint,” she moaned.  She wriggled her feet and noticed for the first time that he now had a steel horseshoe on her small hooves.  “My ankle is different as well.”  She raised her bound legs and nudged Helena beside her.  From the sad look on her face, she realized her companion had already noticed the changes. 

Michelle’s thoughts of her horrified discovery were interrupted when she saw another tall Goblin rushing forward to embrace Lord Groic.  “Brother,” the new Goblin said in an excited voice.  He looked aside to Michelle and Helena and added a typical Goblin greeting phrase, “My cock sings at your glory and success in the hunt.”

“My brother Fekyrd, … my King Fekyrd, welcome to our war camp,” Lord Groic replied in an excited tone.

The Goblin King looked to the Goblins standing about.  “Brother Groic, I see four Pack Leaders here.  Does that mean you have only 80 warriors?”

Groic shook his head, “No, we have more than that, my King. You recognize Pack Leaders Quoze, Cryzz, Peltuft, and Zealb here.”  He turned to Ultea and realized that she was on a Lone Hunt.  “My King, we also have Lady Ultea with her warrior team of our most expert Pony Breakers.  One hundred and five true warriors plus myself and my advisors are here to represent the Trickster Clan.”

King Fekyrd looked about the relatively dry area under the tarp.  “Well done, brother.  Where is my niece? I wish to give her greetings.”

“Your niece, the Lady Ultea, has undertaken a Lone Quest to capture a high value Mage,” Lord Groic told her brother.  “One that she has already named, ‘Flame’.”

King Fekyrd looked at him for long moments before breaking out in a grin.  “Brother, it does my cock proud to see that you set loose your daughter on the dangerous path of a true warrior.”

After his brother spoke, Lord Groic paused and then hung his head sadly in front of his brother.  “Brother,” he said softly, “I regret to tell you that Pack Leader Beerk and her entire supply pack was lost in an accidental skirmish with a small group of Humans.”

“Have you revenged your Trickster Clan and restored our Goblin honor?” King Fekyrd growled in anger.

“We have collared Pony Luscious and Breeder Strawberry from their party,” Lord Groic explained to his brother.  “Plus, Lady Ultea is in pursuit of another from their group with strong magic.  Pony Luscious was their leader and Breeder Strawberry was a disgraced High Lady in the Slavers Guild.”

King Fekyrd grunted with a sour look on his face.  “Pony Luscious, is that the ex-Ranger, the one turned by the Witches in Darkspire?”

Lord Groic nodded and sternly answered, “Yes, also an important captive, but I won’t free her.”

His brother shrugged, “So, be it, Groic.  That is within your rights.  But, with her background as a Ranger, at least let me use her military skills as a bargaining pawn.  I’ll meet up with you at Castle Quint after I make a stop at Darkspire.”

Lord Groic nodded his head in agreement and then added, “Good hunting brother and may your cock spurt your seeds in many a newly collared pony,” Groic said as his farewell.

As soon as his brother was out of sight, Lord Groic nodded to his four remaining Pack Leaders.  They immediately swarmed over Michelle and Helena’s bodies, a pair of randy Goblins on each one.  Naked and shivering in the chill of the night, Lord Groic approached them and held out a piece of the yellow fruit used in subjugating new captives and to start their breaking as ponies.  “You will each eat two of these to restore your strength and to protect you from the chill.

When Michelle’s gag was removed, she wriggled her jaw and immediately began to refuse.  The Goblins on either side of her pushed hard at the muscle and bone junction of her jaw bone.  Despite her efforts to close it, her jaw opened.  “No!” she told herself with horror as both bite-sized pieces of the fruit were jammed in her mouth and then it was forced shut.  A harness of sorts was pulled over her head and when the straps were tightened, her jaw was held tightly shut and a Goblin hand sealed her lips tightly shut.

Lord Groic leaned down to be face to face with Michelle.  “Pony Luscious, know that I could beat you till you willingly cooperated.  But, I have near one hundred years experience outsmarting you low intelligence Human females.” He laughed and added, “Our Clan isn’t known as ‘The Tricksters’ for no reason.  You’ll soon be begging for Goblin cock.”

He sat back on his haunches and Michelle’s eyes widened as the fruit trapped in her mouth began to soften and its juices dripped down her throat.

Lord Groic grinned with open malicious humor.  “Yes, perhaps you understand your fate, Sir Michael Arrowsmith, once a favored Ranger of King Quint.  You see, I’ve read my reports from Ambassador Blokt and those from my King’s intelligence network.  You were served foully after your victory over Lady Lysara.  You saved all of us from her evil plot to loose demons upon this world in exchange for her gaining everlasting life and a very real title as Demon Queen.”  He paused and watched Michelle’s eyes glaze over and then focus on an intent stare at his Goblin crotch.  “I see it’s too late for a real conversation tonight.” He shrugged and then grinned as he took off his cloak, his breast plate, his kilt, and finally his loincloth.

Michelle’s female part of her brain had grown over the past weeks to be more dominate than the fading masculine presence of Michael the King’s Ranger.  Even so, in her final moment of clarity, before the Pony Bliss took full control of her libido and turned her into a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, was the clear memory of a Goblin throughly fucking a naked and willing High Lady Violet Tanner with his rigid cock the night before she publicly accepted the her new name, Pony Bountiful.  Michelle’s memory replayed the sight of her huge E+ breasts bouncing wildly about from the Goblin’s cock thrusts into her groin.  Then, the effects of the fruit took over and she also turned into a sex-crazed Trollop.

Groic watched his newest acquisition roll over onto her back and whimper in need.  Unlike the Pony Wine that Mage Elara drank at the Shadow’s Embrace, Michelle would remember every single moment of the dozens of earth-shattering orgasms that Groic planned to gave her during the long night.

The Goblin Lord was first to sink his cock in the new pony’s pussy.  He walked up to Michell’s widespread legs, knelt down, and guided his cock’s head to her drooling pussy.  With a grin of deep satisfaction, he sunk his cock, large even for a Goblin, all the way to its root in Michelle’’s welcoming pussy.

“Eiiii!” Michelle moaned as her libido took over her voluntary muscle control.  “Yeeessss!” she hissed in absolute heaven as lust took over fully from her conscious thoughts.  While Groic was rocking happily between his new pony’s legs, one of his Pack Leaders plugged Michelle’s, Luscious’s, mouth to stop her wailing and begging.

Helena had watched the discussion between the Goblin Lord and Michelle in horror, and a strong bit of detached academic interest.  Then, she watched with more than clinical interest as the Goblin Lord sunk a very Human-sized cock into Michelle’s dew covered outer labia.  “By the Gods!” Helena exclaimed to herself. “That huge cock came out of her hole shiny wet and dripping with her juices.”

The academic part of her brain wished for a journal to record what was no longer a rape based on the grunts of desperation from both Goblins and pony.  The female, sexually curious, part of her brain was quivering in lust at the sexing taking place.  “The stories never told of Goblins having cocks every bit the size of well-equipped Human men.”  She eyed the fruit chunks that Michelle had been forced to take and then at the two Goblins stripping down beside her.  A rigid cock popped out of the loincloth of one Pack Leader.  “By all that’s holy, why is there no mention of a Goblin drug that fuels wanton sex and gives glorious orgasms,” she whispered aloud.  Then, … deciding, … she opened her mouth wide and eagerly accepted the offered fruit.

Knowing from a detailed manuscript on their sexual practices that Goblins liked to take their ponies from a kneeling, subservient, on all fours position, she began struggling to roll over onto her belly.  “Thank my lucky stars that I heard Pony Bliss is a strong contraceptive,” she told herself as she awkwardly raised her rump up in the air.  The move was difficult with her hands bound behind her back.  “Ohhhh!” she slowly hissed as the first Pack Leader yanked her ass to a better position and then slowly skewered her pussy.  “So, good,” was her next thought as he slowly pulled back and then slammed inward.

“Heesss!” she groaned and gasped in her first orgasm.  Only at dawn, after the four Pack Leaders had taken her over and over, and spurted their seed solely in her pussy, did the amateur historian realize that she hadn’t been given Pony Bliss after all.  All her orgasms were of her own making from the deep need to be dominated by the green creatures.

Three things clued her to the deception.  First, Michelle was still fucking away at the Goblin Lord even as the sun started to rise while she was completely exhausted, … totally fucked out.  Secondly was a random, partially overheard remark that, “It’s done, the seed has taken.”  If that wasn’t enough for Helena to realize what had happened, two very real nuggets of fruit were then slipped into her mouth.  When the explosion of succulent, wondrous taste exploded in her mouth and quickly restored her energy, she finally realized that it was her first dose of the amazing fruit.  Her wild orgasms during the night were all from her mental excitement at her dark dreams coming true.

“I’ve been bred!” she gasped aloud to a round of chuckles.

“True, breeder bitch, … that’s our pair of younglings growing in your belly, Strawberry,” one answered and all four Pack Leaders laughed together.

“Now that one of us has bred you, … we can let you experience real bliss from Pony Bliss fruit,” one Pack Leader declared even as Helena willingly embraced eating the powerful aphrodisiac.  At that moment, she was only conscious of being tossed outside the tent into the midst of a huge crowd of Goblins waiting in the rain.  “Fuck the bitch,” some Goblin yelled in a typical falsetto voice.  The next thing she saw before succumbing to the drugs, something that became written forever in her memory, was being surrounded by a sea of rock-hard cocks and the orgasm she experienced just from the head of the first cock penetrating her twat.


Chapter 4: The Dungeons Under King Quint’s Castle

Goblin Tribute Inspector Slaavit woke with a start.  “Fucking traitorous Humans,” he hissed when he awoke and saw the stone archway holding up the ceiling of his small cell.  He looked about and decided that although he was clearly in the dungeons under King Quint’s castle, that it was at least roomy enough with a real bed and a bucket with a cover for his bodily wastes.  He wondered why one wall was iron bars instead of stone with a timber door that, if closed would have left him in darkness within a tiny cell.  Instead, two torches flared in the room outside his cell.  That area was also luxurious for such a place.  It had a table, chairs, and even a comfortable overstuffed chair.

The door leading to the cell and the observation area creaked as it was slowly pushed open.

[image: ]Angry to his bones, he rolled over off the bed and slid to his feet to face the person who came to disturb him.  He leered at the sight of a young blonde standing on the other side of the bars of his cell.  “You’d look good speared on my cock, filly,” her grunted sourly.

“I’ve never seen a Goblin,” Maygan Caddell whispered, aghast at the sight of the squat, green, and decidedly ugly figure standing proudly in his cell.  She took in his muscular body with only a tiny sprout of hair on top of his otherwise bald body.  “You’re smaller than I thought.”

Slaavit walked forward, dropped his warrior kilt and then his small clothes.  He grabbed the vertical bars of his cell and tWitched the muscles of his groin.  His cock hardened and bobbed up and down as it poked through the bars.

“And, why has such a perfect example of Human womanhood come before me, … such a scrumptious tight bitch wearing someone else’s collar, … to taunt me with never owning such a treasure, … to never own you while spurring you onward from a saddle on your shoulders?”

Maygan watched the huge-looking cock for such a small frame with fascination.  Then she flushed at the thought of being impaled by such a piece of hard meat and turned to flee from the room.  She slowed, halted, and returned to stand nervously a safe distance from the bars of the cell.

Now interested, Slaavit shifted over to the bars nearest the young woman and spoke in a softer voice.  “Forgive me for my harsh response, … it’s in my nature.  What is it that bothers you, young one?”

“I, … I’m Maygan Caddell, sir Goblin.  I hear that Goblins have a strong sense of honor; yet, they try to trick us, … to cheat us, in every deal.  Is that correct, Sir Goblin?”

“Missy Maygan, I’m Slaavit, the Goblin assigned as Tribute Inspector to evaluate all the Human stock your King has sent us for many years.” He paused and added, “Your understanding is mostly true.” Slaavit continued with a wry grin.  “In our clan, the Trickster Clan, we take great pride in taking advantage of stupid negotiators or those who would cheat us.”  He paused and volunteered, “Generally, it is a small thing that we twist to our advantage if we are dealing with honest traders.  However, I sense that you have a very real reason for speaking with one such as me.  Are your motives pure?”

“Yyes,” she stuttered, “I think so.  I’m here in hopes of fixing an injustice and freeing those unfairly collared.”

Slaavit crouched down and looked up intently at the woman.  “I may regret this, Missy Maygan, because I’d truly treasure having you wearing my saddle and my clan will question me severely for offering this, … but, … I swear upon my honor as a Goblin that if I agree to your plea, I will treat you fairly and true in whatever negotiation you have in mind.”  He grimaced and added, “Of course, that means no trickery that you would object to.”

Maygan took a deep breath.  “My family and that of my neighbor have been tenant farmers for generations under our local Lord.  “My Lord’s Steward took bribes to get other, higher paying tenants to take our place and our fathers resisted.  We have been poor but happy in our lives.  Both men were accused of theft from the Lord and our families imprisoned and collared as slaves to King Quint’s realm.  Our fathers, our brothers, and my mother were sold to slavers and taken outside of our realm so they can’t be rescued.”

The Tribute Inspector scratched his face and tilted his head.  “A sad story and one that I’ve heard from more than one Human among every Tribute that I accepted from your King.  What is it that you want me to do?”

“I’m not explaining this well,” Maygan muttered.  “The King’s Slave Mistress that holds me in thrall has a crazy theory about Goblins and sex with Human women.  She wants to throw the daughters of my neighbor in your cell to witness them being bred.  In her twisted mind, for some reason, she wants to force their mother to watch.  She thinks that Human women can birth Goblins.”

Slaavit again scratched his face with his clawed fingers.  “Missy, you must understand,” he responded glumly, “that there are no creatures in this world that are more horny than Goblins.  We’d fuck a knothole in a tree if there was nothing else available.  Human women give us the most pleasure and humiliating an arrogant Human man can provide high pleasure as well.”

“You’d have sex with a man?” Maygan exclaimed in horror.”

Slaavit simply shrugged.  “A crying, resisting hole is always the sweetest to plunder.  What’s my role in this Human tragedy?”

Maygan stamped her foot.  “I’m so stupid in explaining this; we simply have no time.  I want you to refuse to breed the two girls and I’ll get you free of this place if you promise to take the four of us to a hiding place I know of and leave us free with no further obligation to you or to any Goblin.”

The Goblin grimaced and shook his head to the negative.  “It is an impunity on my honor to escape solely with the help of women and with nothing to show in recompense for the crime of my imprisonment.”  He glared at Maygan.  “I can only promise to do as you ask if, once safe at your hiding place, you offer me one of the women we free.”  He shrugged to explain, “To fully honor your request with no trickery, that is the only way that I can accept this deal.”

Maygan gasped and realized that she’d have to offer herself.  “There’s no other way?”

Slaavit shook his head. “Without something as valuable in return as a Human woman, I have to refuse, even if it means remaining here in this cell to rot.  Goblins aren’t interested in Gold or Silver.”

The outer door to the cell and observation room opened with a boom.

“I agree,” Maygan hissed and darted over to seat herself at the chair at the table furthest from Slaavit.

Slaavit growled when the cell he was locked within seemed to dim with the arrival of the next group. 

A woman stalked into the room followed by a pair of guardsmen. 

[image: ]Slaavit recognized from her arrogant manner of movement, her severe clothing, and the riding crop on her waist that she was a Slave Mistress.  He wordlessly stood his ground and openly appraised the tall, slender, black-haired woman. 

The guards stood back a pace from her position, one on either side.

“You, Tribute Inspector Slaavit,” she said in a mocking voice, “were captured at the Shadowlands border waiting for a Tribute from our King that will never come.  They wrapped you in tarps like a helpless babe in swaddling clothes.  The reason that the King has decided to stop all Tributes to Goblins is that they are wasteful and unnecessary.”

With the reference to the King, Slaavit figured out the woman’s identity.  “You be Castle Quint’s Mistress of Slaves, Ariana Pendry,” Slaavit answered in an even tone, “and that tight twat that scurried over to hide at the table in embarrassment is your Slave, Maygan Caddell.”  He grinned at her start and added, “You Humans think that you’re so smart and know everything while you think of us as just ignorant savages.  Methinks the opposite is true.”

Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry stepped back and smoothly settled down in the room’s single comfortable chair facing the cell.  She stared through the bars, her eyes darting from the Goblin warrior’s discarded clothing to his proudly erect cock.  She turned to the two guards and gestured, “Go, you know what to do, I want all three of them brought here.”

When she was alone, she turned back to Slaavit and continued in a quiet tone, “You see, … I once overheard an interesting conversation.  The Royal Librarian was having tea on a veranda near my table.  She was trying not to answer very pointed questions that High Lady Violet Tanner and Lady Eryn Cardiff were asking.”  Ariana paused and looked pointedly at Slaavit’s rock-hard cock.

“So, the King’s head mistress and her Lady in Waiting were interested in Goblin sex,” Slaavit interjected with a knowing grin.  “Yes, Slave Mistress, the answer is that we like to fuck and we especially like to fuck unwilling arrogant Human cunts like you.”

The Slave Mistress smirked.  “Their questions shifted to a higher level of interest in Goblin culture, … specifically the seed from male warrior Goblins.”  She paused and smiled when Slaavit didn’t respond.  “Tell me, Slaavit, are you a High Goblin?  You certainly look much taller and more muscular than the preserved specimens I’ve seen in the King’s Museum.  They are scrawny, naked, and rather stupid looking.”

A low rumbling growl came from Slaavit’s throat.  “What you mention is something of no honor.  It is the worst kind of blasphemy, Human, to treat our dead in such a manner.  We are born to the wilds, ... forests, plains, and mountains, and that is where our bodies should lie.  Not on some museum pedestal as a curiosity to ignorant Humans.” 

Slaavit held his breath at explaining that the shorter and scrawnier specimens she was speaking of were low-caste Minor Goblins and not High Caste like himself.

“I knew it,” Ariana Pendry laughed.  “you averted the question.  Very interesting.  Goblins do breed Human women to build vigor in their offspring.”  She paused to absorb the horror faced by the female slaves offered in Tributes.  “So, it’s more than just needing riding stock,” she mused aloud.

“Just so you realize, Slave Mistress,” Slaavit said with an ear-to-ear grin, “your High Lady Violet Tanner is now a full-time brood mare and Lady Eryn Cardiff is a beautiful blonde filly.  I predict that the remainder of King Quint’s mistresses will soon join you in wearing a Goblin saddle.  Perhaps then, … you will understand personally what being bred by Goblins is like.  I would very much like to own your collar.”

Ariana chuckled and shrugged, “You’ll likely end up skinned, stuffed, and mounted just like those smaller Goblins in the museum.  I care not for the fates of those given away as Tribute or those captured by Goblins in the Shadowlands.  The King himself confided in me his plan.”  They were interrupted by a noise from the corridor beyond their cell area.

The two burly guards reappeared, dragging a disheveled woman and two equally disheveled younger women.  They were gagged and their hands bound behind their backs with clothing in disarray.  The two youngest struggled against the guard controlling them by a leash looped around their necks in a choke, slip ring.

“Strip them all,” Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry commanded to the two guards.

They rushed to comply with the pleasant chore.  The two younger women were quickly naked beside their mother in the small chamber outside Slaavit’s cell.

“Tribute Inspector Slaavit,” the black-haired Slave Mistress said in a cruel tone, “meet the slattern Fiona, a hard-used bitch who has already birthed twin boys and then twin girls.”

Slaavit couldn’t help but appraise the woman with her mousy long, almost blonde hair.  He grinned at her taut farm-worked body and nodded.  “Mistress, I’d fuck her anytime and put a pair of lusty younglings in her belly,” he growled and got the look of horror he expected from Slave Maygan Caddell.

Mistress Ariana Pendry smirked at his expected response and the gasp from her collared slave,  Slave Assistant Maygan.  “Your cock does look ready to fuck some bitch brainless.”  She nodded to the pair of guards.  “Throw the two brats in the cell and I can get this experiment underway.  Then, leave me to enjoy this spectacle.”

One guard pulled up a long stout club from the corner and waved Slaavit back away from the cell door.  The other forcibly pushed the two young women into the cell.  They ended up sprawled on the straw-covered floor looking up in horror at the green Goblin, naked but for their leather collars.

“Slaavit, these two eighteen-year-old twins are Carlin and Roisin,” Ariana Pendry spoke in a jeering tone.  “Don’t worry, … they aren’t virgins anymore.  My guards have taken care of that detail for you.”  She impatiently waved the guards away and the door began to close.

[image: ]While her Mistress was standing near Slaavit’s cell’s barred doors and distracted with Slaavit and the twins, blonde Slave Maygan Caddell ran to the outer door and stuck her head and shoulders through the almost shut opening.  “Give me the keys,” she hissed to the two guards.  “Mistress wants no interruptions, … we’ll be here all night and don’t want anyone disturbing her experiment.  She told me she won’t need help.”

Maygan took the keys, locked the heavy door, and returned to her chair where she hung the keys on a hook.  She sat down and sighed.

Slaavit stroked his still erect cock to show off its length to his audience.  He leaned down to the first blonde twin and hauled her to her feet.  Both of you lay down on that bed and spread your legs.  Hurry or I’ll beat you.”

Carlin stood frozen as the green Goblin that only came up to her hip bone yanked her upward with surprising strength.  At his glaring look demanding her obedience, she whimpered.  Her mother, outside the cell with her hands over her head and bound to a hook could only cry.  Tears streamed down her face at the thought of her daughter being bred by a Goblin with a far too large cock for his size.  Fiona, fought her bounds on the wall outside the cell and screamed defiance into her gag.  She was helpless to prevent her daughters breeding.

Mistress Ariana Pendry chuckled at their plight and walked over to the screeching mother.  Ariana slapped her and hissed, “Watch your precious daughters get raped and bred by that animal.”  Then, grabbed ahold of the mother’s big white breasts.  She squeezed until the poor woman howled into her gag.

“Once you’re done fucking younglings into the brats,” Ariana said with a laugh, “I want you to breed this cow.  Her tits alone should get a horny Goblin’s cock hard again.”

Slaavit had the two eighteen-year-olds kneel on the bed.  He’d changed his mind and rearranged them side by side with their asses pointed to the cell’s door.  He ran an appreciative hand down the silky skin of their very white asses.  “Too bad your guards sullied these wombs,” he muttered quietly enough that Ariana had to step forward to hear his comment.

Slaavit continued to lightly run a calloused hand down the curl of their rumps and then gently tease their sex.  He turned to the cell door and asked, “Slave Mistress, which of these sluts is the most ready to receive my seed and which do you want me to breed first?”

Ariana tried to see which glistening twat looked wettest.  “I want to see your cock punching into the cunt of the bitch on the left.”

“I’ll turn sideways a bit and you can watch my long dick ease its way into her sex,” Slaavit muttered.

The Slave Mistress leaned forward against the bars to better watch the breeding by the huge-looking green Goblin cock.

Slaavit darted his eyes to Slave Maygan Caddell and nodded slightly.

Maygan gasped silently, rose, and then charged at her Mistress with all her speed and strength.  Her open hands were side-by-side when they impacted the back of Mistress Ariana Pendry’s head, throwing her face brutally forward to thump against the unyielding iron of the cell bars.  Maygan’s shoulder followed through against Mistress Pendry’s back.  The Slave Mistress crumpled down nearly unconscious.

Slaavit almost leisurely moved to reach through the bars and grab a wrist of the Slave Mistress which he yanked through the bars.  “Spin her around with her back to the bars.  I’ll grab her other wrist.  I also need you to hand me the bondage cord in her belt.”

Before Ariana Pendry was able to focus her eyes drunkenly, she was bound tightly with her back to the bars, her wrists tied inside the cell with a hand on either side of a thick iron bar of the door. A tight loop of bondage cord around her neck held her back tightly against the cell door.  The Slave Mistress was helpless.

The Tribute Inspector sat back down on the bed and wrapped his arms around a pair of fearful young women now sitting beside him.  His arms were too short to grasp a breast on either side of his torso in that position, but he sat upright and proud. 

“Missy,” he drawled in a satisfied tone, “please be careful with your Mistress’ clothing.  “Fiona will need to wear it during our escape.”  He turned to Carlin and Roisin, “Unless you want to play with my cock, … then you two better get dressed.”

The twins gasped and jumped up, their firm breasts bounced enticingly as they grabbed their clothing that Slave Assistant Mistress Maygan Caddell quickly shoved through the bars.

Slaavit sighed at the sight of the young, nubile Humans standing just an arm-length away.  Their hurried movements to shrug into their clothing caused flesh to jiggle that he could only hope to possess.  Knowing that he was honor bound by his promise not to take advantage of Maygan’s deal, he was already sorry that he’d miss reaming out all five of the women’s tight twats.  He looked to the now almost naked Slave Mistress and realized that he’d already mentally decided that she was going to be his revenge retribution for his capture, freeing Maygan from having to make a tough choice.  “I could force her to follow through with our bargain to give me one of the escaped women,” he thought, knowing he could never admit to his Clan what he’d taken unfair advantage on a deal that he vowed would be fair in every way.

Not long later, the collared, naked, gagged, and whimpering Slave Mistress was led out of the dungeon on a leash tightly held by her Slave, Maygan Caddell.  She fought furiously in the dungeon until Maygan tightened the choke loop around her neck and then, she followed in miserable defeat.  Fiona, with her collar removed and dressed in the Mistress’ clothing, also held a leash leading a gagged and visibly bound naked green Goblin.  Her daughters, also free of their collars, followed last of all with two bulging packs loaded with Slaavit’s gear and items quickly pilfered from the Slave Mistress’ room.   Maygan and the freed women were leaving with a large nest egg of Gold and Silver Coins.

In the Royal Stables, Fiona fearlessly ordered a young groom to hitch up a two-horse wagon and told her two daughters to sit on the bench seat and drive.  Fiona, Maygan, the ex-Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry, and Slaavit pulled a canvas tarp over themselves and hid in the back of the wagon.

“By the Gods!” Fiona complained when Slaavit crawled atop Ariana’s back under the tarp, “Can’t you wait till we get to safety and set up camp?”

In silent response, Slaavit raised his new slave’s hips upward and punched his hips forward, releasing all his pent up anger at being captured in his hard rod’s claiming of the Slave Mistress.  “Quiet, noisy bitches, before I forget my promise not to put a slave ring of silence through both your septums like little piglets.  I’m trying to breed my new Pony Slave, Blackie.”

Ariana’s cries and grunts of humiliation were loud enough that Maygan yelled up to the girls, “Please let us know if we approach anyone so that this horny goat can stop fucking his new slave till we pass.”

“Hoooo!” Ariana cried as the full impact of her new role was realized.  “He’s breeding me,” she moaned in deep mortification at the complete role reversal; she was now taking the place of her intended victims.

“Ariana, you bitch,” Fiona hissed, “I hope you realize that the tales of Goblins speak of their Human captives having very long lives.  Better look forward to lots of Goblin cock in your three pleasure holes, hordes of Goblin younglings growing in your belly, and being ridden hard as a Goblin mount, … all for at least another hundred years.”

“That’s all true, Blackie.  Get used to enjoying Goblin cock,” Slaavit grunted as his first release was pumped deep into his captive’s womb.

The ex-Slave Mistress was too worn down to verbally protest.  The fat cock continued to drill into her now copiously drooling sex.  Unbidden, … unable to stop the now pleasurable sensations in her slippery twat, … the too sensitive nerves in her clit and inside her man-pleasing hole began to tingle, … all started to betray her.  “No!” she screamed in refusal to accept that the rutting in her sex by a Goblin was generating pleasurable feelings.

Lying beside Blackie while she was helpless to prevent her breeding, both Fiona and Maygan unconsciously brought their thighs together and squirmed at the forceful way in which Slaavit had dominated Blackie.  Maygan was most affected and she barely held back moans of excitement at witnessing the forbidden act of Goblin sex with a Human that had been her strict Mistress.

Blackie’s first orgasm was a mild one but Slaavit continued to hump into her now very slippery cunt.  She moaned when he sped up the speed and force of his near-machine-like thrusts.  “Eiiii!” she screeched in a full blown orgasm.

“By the Gods, Slaavit,” don’t you ever need to stop?” Maygan complained.

Slaavit ignored her and kept up his furious fucking pace long after the wagon left the main road, then to a narrower road, and finally to what was barely a path twisting between trees in the forest.  During all this, he released his potent seed for the second, third, and then fourth and final time.  He only pulled out of the weeping, gasping, defeated woman when the wagon finally stopped.  The Tribute Inspector hopped off the wagon bed with a growl of satisfaction and turned to appraise the camping spot under a massive rock overhang.  “Maygan, this looks to be a great campsite, … but, where are we?”

“We’re at the far backside of a friend’s estate in a place very few know about,” Maygan explained.  “I’ve known Lady Eryn Cardiff for much of my life.  My family used to do work for her mother, Blessed Be, who’s now gone on to be with the Gods.”

Slaavit looked askance at Maygan.  “Missy, I’m sorry to say but you must have heard me tell the Slave Mistress that Lady Eryn was included in one of the last Tributes.  She’s now Kisses, a lean brunette filly, properly saddled and voiceless.”

“Hmmpf,” Maygan responded in a huff.  “I don’t for a minute think you Goblins can keep her as your prisoner.”

Slaavit’s eyes brightened.  “Missy, … is this a wager that you’re willing to take.”  He was eager to make a new wager with the young woman that didn’t have the vow he’d made to treat her in every way fairly in their contract.

Maygan looked to the Goblin and pondered their joint escape from King Quint’s clutches.  “Slaavit, you horny fucker,” she hissed softly and fought to keep her giggles at bay, “all you want to do is fuck and you have no Gold or jewels to entice me into such a foolish bet.  I know fully that it would be a new wager or contract.”

“Hmmphf!” Slaavit growled with a grin.  Then his grin widened, “By the way, Missy, since I have acquired the ex-Slave Mistress, it wounds me deeply to be so generous, … but, … I release you from your promise to gift me with one of your group to be my slave.”

“Wwhat?” Maygan cried in real surprise.  She then gasped and realized that he had just released her from providing another slave even though the specified terms of the deal were iron-clad. The deal obligated her to offer up herself or one of Fiona and her family as slaves, their fee for freedom.  She hung her head in relief and whispered, “Thank you for that mercy.  No mention in our deal was made of what to do if you acquired other slaves or loot during our escape.”

Slaavit nodded and frowned, “This deal will lower my status in my Clan if they find out I passed up on saddling you, Maygan.  This will have to remain a secret between us.”  His looks turned sly and he whispered, “I wouldn’t turn down a nice blowjob as a reward for releasing you from giving up yourself as my slave.”

Maygan stepped back she hissed, “Such effrontery, Sir Goblin.  And I thought we were becoming friends.”

“Hmmpf!” Slaavit grunted.  “Missy, I already told you a Goblin would fuck a knot hole in a fence if nothing better was available.”  He grinned and added, “You know full well that your lips certainly qualify as something much better than a knot hole.”

The freed slave looked over to where Fiona and her daughters were happily chattering away as they set up bedrolls and a privacy tarp under the rock overhang.  Maygan tentatively reached out a hand to Slaavit and whispered, “Well, to cement this contract of mutual silence, maybe I should give you a secret that you can hold against me.  Perhaps the secret that I willingly sucked a Goblin’s cock.”  She smiled at his obvious look of shock.  “Keep in mind Mr. Goblin, … this is not in gratitude, … it is to assure mutual silence against humiliation.  Both will have secrets that can never be revealed.”

Slaavit tightened his grip on Maygan’s hand, grinned widely.  “Missy, I accept that contract for our mutual silence.”  Then he pulled Maygan back down the road.  “We’re scouting back to cover our tracks,” he yelled back to Fiona.  The woman looked up, nodded, and returned to organizing their camp.

Soon, Maygan found herself on her knees looking at the bulging veins coating the green cock bobbling just inches away from her face.  Tentatively, she stuck out her tongue and tasted the white pearl of pre-cum oozing from the tip of the fat stalk.

“By the Gods,” he hissed, “my first willingly offered blowjob by a Human.  Delicious, … absolutely the best ever.”  He continued to praise and grunt his appreciation as Maygan became more assertive in her first-time role as a Goblin cocksucker.

“Gwwalk!  Gwwalk!” were the sounds made from Maygan’s mouth and throat as Slaavit began to take a more active role and began face-fucking the eighteen-year-old blonde.  Finally, Slaavit released his seed and it boiled out of his cock and filled Maygan’s mouth faster than she could swallow.

“Wait!” Maygan yelled in surprise when the Goblin rolled her over on her belly and yanked her short slave skirt up over her waist.  “You can’t breed me!  You promised!”

“I never said anything about not eating your tasty twat, Missy,” he hissed back as his mouth claimed Maygan’s sex and he used his Goblin strength to pull her hips back toward his mouth.

“Ahhhh!” Maygan moaned immediately as a tongue more than twice as long and meaty as a Human’s drilled deep into her pleasure cave to play with that most sensitive bundle of nerves on the side wall of her sheath.  He then skillfully lapped at her outer labia and then honed in on her clit.  “I never, … I, … oh, by the Lady’s Mercy, … I never.”

Her thoughts died as the Goblin’s long and supple tongue began to skillfully reward the blonde for sucking his cock.  “Eiiii!” she grunted in orgasm and quivered uncontrollably as his tongue and lips continued their onslaught.

After Slaavit brought Maygan to more orgasms then she’d ever experienced in her young life, Slaavit pulled his face away and made another offer unacceptable to a conniving Goblin’s reputation.  “On my honor, Missy.  If you want to feel real pleasure, … beg me to fuck you, … no obligation, … I promise not to make you my slave or my filly.”

“Ohhhh, that was so good, … better than I could ever imagine,” she moaned half unaware of what he said.  “You, … you promise, … not to spill your seed, … I know that Goblins can control that part of rutting.”

In answer, Slaavit simply raised up and punched his cock into her more than ready hole.

“Eiiiii!  Yesss!” she began to screech until Slaavit jammed a gag in her mouth.  Then, he continued to ride her hard and relentless just like any other captive.  The thrusting and plunging seemed never ending to Maygan as he triggered the most gut-wrenching orgasms of her life.  When she passed out from the overwhelming pleasure, Slaavit reluctantly pulled out and jerked his cock until it spurted and painted her back with his seed.

He stood up and straightened his clothes and cursed at his ridicules stupidity in promising not to acquire such fine stock.  He looked down at the helpless woman and moaned at the cock stiffening visualization of buckling a collar around her throat and then putting his saddle on her torso.  He thought back to the campsite where three more free bitches awaited along with his new slave, Blackie.  “If I return free and leading five collared fillies,” he thought with a grin, “the Clan will sing praises of my cock for generations.”  He looked down again at helpless Maygan and thought of the ease of collaring the others.

“Eiiii!” he screamed silently in remorse.  Then, he looked down to see his cock was stiffening again.  He fisted his cock and dragged Maygan’s ass back up into the air.  “Eiii!” was his soft moan of appreciation.  No Goblin was hesitant about spearing unconscious bitches for their pleasure.

Saddled by Goblins

The next morning, Michelle woke with a clear head and a perfect memory of her debauchery during the long night.  Her nose hurt and she lifted a hand to carefully examine the site of the irritation.  “A nose ring,” she groaned and then paused in shock at the sound of her voice.  “I’ve kept my voice,” she thought in wonder.  She looked about her and discovered that she was naked and curled up around her rapist on a small bedroll and covered with a blanket.  Despite the early morning chill and the heavy condensation around her from the rain that hammered the forest the night before, she was nonetheless comfortable.

Not far away, Helena was still sound asleep with all four of the Pack Leaders draped over her.  The blanket had slipped and Michelle appreciated the sight of her companions overlarge breasts that had multiple Goblin hands covering the bountiful meat.  Helena now sported a nose ring that glinted in the early morning light.  It hung down well below her top lip.

Michelle groaned at the throbbing ache and slipped a finger inside the loop.  The inside diameter was just the same size as two of her petite feminine fingers together.  She was surprised the site wasn’t tenderer.

Soon, Groic’s men brought over two saddle kits.  Groic and his senior lieutenants stirred and wandered off to check the camp while the Goblins with the saddles got busy.  Michelle recognized the ornately tooled leather on the saddle as nearly identical in appearance to the one Helena stole after the battle against Pack Leader Beerk’s and his resupply Pack.  This saddle was destined to be worn by Michelle.

The kits were unwrapped and laid out under cover of the tarp that now provided shade from the intense heat and humidity of the morning.  First set out were the front halves of the lightweight, laminated corset-shaped breast form.  The torso pieces were carefully constructed by expert Goblin leather workers using a lightweight, complex web of leather and laminated layers of plant fibers.  Everything about the design was optimized for a rider to quickly set the saddle and reins on their pony and then set off to hunt or to do battle.

[image: ]Michelle knelt obediently as a pair of Goblins began to skillfully fit the chest and rear pieces of the set together over her torso.  With just two straps on each side pulled through the matching slot on the other half of the set, she was covered from her shoulders down to just above her pubic region.  There was a cutout section for her breasts to pop through with a built-in self support for her heavy breast meat to rest upon. 

The very light saddle was hung over the padded shoulders of the cuirass and its tabs slipped into notches built into the chest piece.  A couple of straps buckled tight and her saddle was locked in place behind her shoulders and ready for a Goblin.  Michelle’s arms were now bound behind her back and resting within the mounting bar build into the back shell.

Michelle now noticed that Helena’s nose ring reduced her ability to communicate to soft whinnies or faint animalistic snorts.  She blessed Lord Groic for leaving her with the ability to speak.

The Goblins were thorough, leaving them no room for escape or letting them retain even the slightest bit of Human dignity. Michelle looked to Helena, Strawberry, and saw she was already saddled with her reins running from her back, around each side of her head, and secured to her fresh nose ring.

A Goblin scrambled up Helena’s back using the mounting bar behind her back that her wrists were attached to.  That Goblin settled into the saddle and set his bare feet over Helena’s shoulders.  The natural bony spurs on the backs of his ankles were in a perfect position to urge his pony into quick action.  “Hey-up! Strawberry!  Walk on!” were his commands along with a gentle kick down onto the tops of her breasts.  With a squeal, Strawberry, once High Lady Helena, a Slavers Guild member, was off on her maiden ride.

Lord Groic walked up to Luscious where she knelt obediently and threaded the split end of a leather rein through her new nose ring.  He then slipped the other end of the long piece of leather through the split end and tugged it through.  The rein was now secured.  He did the same with a second leather rein and drew both up over her shoulder.

“Open wide!” he commanded and jammed a leather wrapped steel ring into her mouth and adjusted the retaining strap around her head to snugly hold it in place. 

Goblins never used mouth bits with their ponies, it was considered a crude way to control their stock.  However, it was equally unusual for a filly to retain her voice.  “Pony Luscious,” the Goblin preparing her for their Lord’s use had explained, “your voice is an irritation to our Goblin ears.  But, our Lord Groic wants your advice later during our mission.  Behave and he may leave off the ring gag. Abuse his leniency and he’ll have us install the type hog nose ring we usually use on our ponies.”

The Goblins attached a set of saddle bags to small ‘D’ rings under the sides of the saddle seat.  Lastly was a fat roll of gear wrapped in a ground cloth that could double as a lean-to shelter.  It was held in place by other retaining straps fed through ‘D’ rings at the rear edge of the saddle.  If anything flopped during rides, the bottom of the cargo bags could be tied to the lower portion of the cuirass just above her ass.

“Pony Luscious,” Lord Groic said as he gently shook the reins to be sure there were no twists in the flat portion of the reins, “you look especially beautiful.  If I only had the time, I would continue our last night’s enjoyment.”

Michelle held back a groan that was mostly happiness at not having to take his cock so soon after the all night session.  A throbbing at the back of her head was a reminder from her demon that she should eagerly await being fucked once more.

Lord Groic also checked that all of his pony’s gear was secure, “We have a long ride ahead of us.  Be obedient and I’ll treat you with a bit of Pony Bliss at our lunch break; a quick fuck, and restored energy will last you through the day with less use of the crop on your breasts.”

Michelle’s heartbeat sped up at his comments.  Her thoughts were torn between the abject humiliation of being used by another species for their sexual gratification.  The other part of her brain was thrilled at the chance of feeling again the rush she could never forget of the first taste of a double dose of the fruit and then the absolute perfection of being penetrated by a Goblin cock.

“Now, Luscious, stamp your new hooves on the ground and be sure you have your balance,” Lord Groic commanded.

Surprised at forgetting that her legs and feet had been altered, Michelle looked down and did as commanded.  Another surprise was that her feet, now steel-shod hooves had feeling in them and sensing details of the ground underfoot was as easy as being barefoot only without the discomfort caused by rocks and sharp branches on tender Human feet.

The top of her breasts felt a sting as the spurs on the back of Lord Groic’s ankles gently nudged her along with his command of, “Walk on!  Let’s go Luscious.”  She wasn’t sure what pace of walking to take and started off at just faster than her normal casual walk.  In the far distance, she heard, “Trot!  Trot!  Trot on Bountiful!”  It was the last she saw the ex-High Lady Helena, a former highly placed member of the Slavers Guild and now a bred pony named Strawberry.  Four of Lord Groic’s Pack Leaders were eager to see the pair of younglings growing in her belly.

As she sped up to a slow, ground covering trot, Lord Groic leaned down and whispered in her ear.  “Only because this is our first ride, I’ll explain a few things, Luscious.”  He used the reins to gently cue her with a gentle tug on her nose ring to take the left game trail off the main trail.  “Your companion, Strawberry was bred last night.  The silly pony thought her orgasms were from the Pony Bliss.  Well, while my four Pack Leaders took turns pumping their seed into her womb, that’s when she learned that she’s a natural slut for Goblin cock.  The beauty of her natural progression into a slut for Goblin cock is that with her knowledge of Goblin culture, she thought that she had the contraceptive protection of Pony Bliss.  Thus, at the time, she didn’t realize that two of her eggs were fertilized by Goblin sperm.”

Michelle’s own cunt spasmed at just the thought of having four Goblin cocks to herself instead of just Lord Groic.  She gasped in horror at her brain’s acceptance of the thought.  Above her, Lord Groic smirked knowingly.  “Don’t worry, Luscious,” he said in a praising voice.  “You’ll find that Human female brains are hard-wired for Goblin sex and Goblin cock. It’s completely natural and nothing to be ashamed of.  In fact, I have a story to tell you later about the origin of Humans.” 

After a lengthy silence, Lord Groic ordered, “Walk, walk, on, sweet Luscious.”

Michelle was thankful for the slow down.  She was starting to get short of breath but her new legs weren’t yet even a bit tired and her shod feet felt natural at finding good footing on the rough trail.

At the slower pace, Lord Groic continued his discussion of Strawberry.  “Your friend, Strawberry, … the dishonored Slavers Guild Agent, … well, as I said, she showed a natural inclination for Goblin cock last night.  Today, she’s headed back to my Clan’s Breeding Stables where she’ll be pampered and well taken care of.  Oh, and Strawberry will get a chance to meet Bountiful, your King’s ex-Head Mistress and the one you fucked all night long after taking Pony Bliss at the Shadow’s Embrace.  Well, right now her belly is starting to bulge where two of my personal younglings are growing.  One day, I’ll take you to our Breeding Stables and let you visit them.”

Her first thought of a future visit to a breeding stable brought a cramping of lust from her cunt muscles at the horrific question of whether she herself would be bred with Goblin younglings before she would be taken to meet Pony Bountiful (former High Lady Violet Tanner) and Pony Strawberry (former High Lady Helena).  Then, the thought of the two women being bred like animals, brought forth a grunt of refusal.  “The sex isn’t the issue,” she told herself with shame, “it’s the idea of being bred by another race, … another creature entirely, to bring forth their babies that’s so awful.”

As if he were reading her thoughts, Lord Groic whispered down, “It’s all about bloodlines and business, Luscious.”  He ran a hand down her damp hair and then her sensitive neck before adding, “I smell your arousal at the thought.  Yes, I’d breed you just as quickly but we have business, you and I.”

To her shame, she nearly orgasmed when he reached down to pinch a nipple and tugged on it.

“Now, trot on, Pony Luscious.”


Chapter 5: Events at Darkspire’s Shadow’s Embrace Tavern

After Goblin Ultea is Captured

The night Elara captured Ultea and rescued Castor and Ciara was a long one for Elara.  She had no help from the grunting and squirming of Castor and Ciara who only had one thing in mind, … brutal animalistic sex.  Elara held a lead line for each of their two horses, Michelle and Helena’s horses, and the pack mule with Ultea bound tightly atop the cargo.  It was late when she started and keeping her magic ready to strike or shield was extra wearisome.  Nonetheless, she walked the horses through the night and arrived at the eastern outskirts of Darkspire soon after sunrise.  She averted her eyes from the sight far to her north where the tall spires of Castle Darkspire gleamed in the early sunlight, even though the castle looked nothing like the gloomy, haunted sight from the night she and Sir Michael Arrowsmith vanquished the demon-possessed Lady Lysara.

Elara was dead exhausted when she pulled into the carriage yard at the Shadow’s Embrace.  She paid a full silver to the Innkeeper for the largest room in the inn and to get the barn wrangler and his helper to haul all her gear up to her room.  They looked askance at the bound and snoring forms of Castor and Ciara.  Elara herself took the blanket-wrapped bundle that held the Goblin Ultea up to their room.  She first stuffed the petite Goblin in a storage cabinet in the room.  Then, when the stableboy brought up a small slave kennel cage, he looked at Ciara and wondered if the beautiful woman might be the one to be thrown into the cage.  After he left, Elara opened the cage and set the still gagged and bound Ultea inside.

Since each room came with a full set of bondage gear, Elara clicked a set of manacles on one of Ciara and Castor’s ankles.  The manacles were welded to a long chain with the far end bolted to the beams under the thick flooring.  Still slightly under the affect of too much Pony Bliss, they clasped each other on the bed and slowly, almost gently began to pull each other’s clothing off as best as possible with a manacle locked on one of their ankles.  The sounds, smells, and sights of the increasingly desperate sex were overwhelming.  Though she desperately needed sleep, Elara trudged down the stairs to find breakfast and hoped when she returned that her two companions would be snoring in a natural slumber.

Goblin Ambassador Blokt was just stirring from a contented night’s sleep when Byzz, one of his Clan’s most accomplished pony wranglers climbed up on his cock and lowered herself with a groan of happiness, sinking his hard morning wood deeply into her cunt.  Blokt woke and grinned at his lover and used his hips to bounce her up and down a bit to fully coat his cock in her seeping fluids.  He reached up and squeezed her meager breast mounds.  An errant thought of how much more appealing a Human’s udders were to play with ran through his mind.  He was thinking of his enjoyable time boning the Human Mage that was wearing Kijo’s Collar of Magic Control and Submission.  “She, … the redhead Mage, … reacted well to the Pony Wine,” he thought with a grin as Byzz began hopping faster up and down on his cock with typical Goblin enthusiasm for sex.

A banging on his door occurred just as they both orgasmed.  Blokt sighed at missing a second round of morning sex and Byzz hopped off angrily.  “What the fuck do you want?” she hissed at the door, her fangs bared at the interruption. 

“Boss!  It’s Hok and its trouble.  You really need to listen.”

“What does that dumb as a Human female idiot know about important,” Byzz again hissed in displeasure.

Outside at the door, Sritog whispered, “Did we really have to interrupt Byzz, … she’s no morning Goblin.”

The door abruptly opened and Blokt growled at his two wranglers.  “What in the Holy Hells do you two want?” he demanded.  Both Sritog and Hok looked around Blokt’s muscular form to see Byzz hopping into her riding shorts and then struggling into her knee-high boots.  Hok wondered again for at least the hundredth time, “Why does Byzz bother to wear boots, … it makes her look almost like the ponies that she trains.”  He shut that thought off quickly lest she divine his thoughts and tear his head off.  Her temper was well known to be both quick and violent.

“We was at the inn eating early breakfast,” Hok began.

“Guess who came down the stairs smelling strongly of Goblin?” Sritog broke in excitedly.  Then, he looked away from Hok’s look of anger at getting interrupted.  “Sorry,” he muttered with a very Human shrug of his shoulders.

That’s when Ambassador Blokt knew something important was happening.  “You two never apologize to each other,” he hissed.  “Just tell me, Hok, what is going on!”

Hok glared at his friend and spoke up, “That redhead filly, that Mage that you fed Pony Wine to, … well, … she’s across the way at the inn eating breakfast and her two friends are upstairs fucking up a storm.  Through their door I smelled Pony Bliss and female Goblin.”

Ambassador Blokt’s eyes widened in surprise and dismay.  “Is that ex-Ranger, Michelle, in the inn with the sexy redhead Mage?”

Byzz looked at him with a questioning look.  “Wait!  You fed Pony Wine to a Human Mage and she’s not waiting in a cell for me to break to the saddle.  You know that King Fekyrd and Clan Leader Groic have raised the bounty for capturing and breaking Human Mages and Sorceresses.  Something is afoot and Goblins need Human magic users.”  She scowled with genuine anger at her boss and added, “Since King Quint has stopped his shipments of Tribute, … and with the Slavers Guild continued reluctance to sell us more stock through their black market auctions, … we’ll soon reach critical needs for fillies.”   

Blokt ignored his lover, Byzz, for a moment and asked the more important question, “What do you know about the female Goblin.”

This time it was Sritog who answered, “You know of my strong talent Ambassador, my scent skills are the highest in western Goblin territory.  I don’t know who she is; but, I can tell you, there’s a very pissed off Goblin High Lady from Clan Trickster in that room and a Human male and female couple just starting to come down from a Pony Bliss high.

“Byzz, get your capture gear,” the Ambassador decided, “and use Sritog and Hok to subdue the Human male and female coming down from the influence of Pony Bliss.  Then free the Goblin and bring her down to breakfast.  I’ll have the redhead fully under control by then.”

The Pony Wrangler looked long and hard at Ambassador Blokt.  “Blokt,” she spoke in a firm voice, “I’m the Pony Wrangler here, this should be my job.  I don’t think you can overcome a Human Mage subtilely in a crowded tavern.” She showed her pointy teeth to drive home that this was a point of irritation.

The Ambassador reached over and rubbed his lover’s cheek.  “Dear, Byzz,” he whispered in an excited tone, “I can promise you that I have something that will make this go very easy.  Trust me, the redhead will be ready and compliant when you join us for breakfast.”

“Bet!” Byzz insisted. 

“Don’t, Byzz,” he shot back.  “Understand, if you lose this bet, I’ll let Sritog and Hok take your place as my Head Wranglers.”

When his lover lowered her head in defeat, the Ambassador scurried out of his quarters and across the yard to the inn before her notable temper flared.

Elara was enjoying her trencher of scrambled eggs and some unidentified animal’s fried belly fat when she saw the Goblin Ambassador enter, look directly at her, and then come her way with a big grin on his face.  “Fucker looks far too happy,” Elara mused as he hopped up uninvited onto a chair beside her.   “I don’t trust that tricky bastard.”

Blokt wriggled in his chair and Elara noticed that instead of his signature brown leather knee-length Human style shorts, he was wearing a typical Goblin loin cloth.  “What’s with your pants?” Elara declared with a smirk, sure there was an embarrassing story there.  However, an instant later any further snide remarks abruptly ceased when she gasped and shook herself.  Her brain had just processed the importance of a Goblin’s loin cloth.  “Wwwhat?” she asked in a confused tone.

With a huge grin, Blokt reached down and untucked his loin cloth and his cock sprung upward.

Elara found she couldn’t look away from the sight of Blokt’s fully erect cock.  Her breasts felt tight and her pussy swelled with blood.  She gulped and swallowed deeply.  Her tongue came out and licked her lips.

“Lean down and smell me!” he ordered in a firm tone.

Elara didn’t even look about the tavern to see that nobody was watching as she simply leaned over and sniffed deeply of his musk.  Her eyes were dilated and she began to pant.

“Taste my seed of the tip of my cock, filly,” was his next command.

Elara was lost in a haze of sexual arousal.  Her tongue flickered across the tip of the deep green cock and she quivered in a mini orgasm.

“Sit up and eat the snack beside your plate!”

The Mage leaned upright and looked on the scarred tabletop beside her trencher where two small pieces of yellow fruit were arrayed neatly side by side.  Without thought, she slowly reached forward and almost languidly picked up the first piece and set it in her mouth.  Almost immediately, she felt a burst of flavor and increased awareness that seemed to brighten up the room. 

“My beautiful filly, eat the other piece,” Blokt ordered with a note of triumph in his voice.

He remembered the time he give detailed commands to the redhead when she was deep in the throes of orgasm from her two doses of Pony Wine.  Using a special command known only to a very trusted few, the Goblin had activated the imbued magic in the collar to accept his orders, “I told the collar to make her breasts and pussy swell with arousal and her eyes to lock upon the sight of the lump between a Goblin’s legs.  The smell of male Goblin musk was to shut down her brain, and the taste of Goblin seed would drive her to her knees in violent orgasm.”

Byzz stepped cautiously into the tavern’s drinking room followed by a hopping mad Ultea.  She saw Blokt sitting next to a redheaded woman with a glazed look in her eyes and smirked at seeing her prey.  Blokt beckoned them over and Byzz sat down across from the Goblin Ambassador and next to the redhead.  Ultea scowled at being forced to take the chair between Byzz and the Ambassador instead of next to her slave.

Blokt did a double-take when he recognized Lady Ultea, daughter to Lord Groic, but had no time for niceties.  He had to deal with the return of the filly to the Shadow’s Embrace and the timing of the affects of the Pony Bliss she just ate.

The Goblin Pony Trainer, Byzz, stared deeply into the Human’s eyes.  “What’s going on, Blokt? Did you do some sort of Shaman shit?”

“Hey, be careful with my Pony Mage Flame,” Ultea growled.  “Lord Groic himself sent me after this filly to bring back as a Trickster Clan pony.

Byzz bristled at the thought of losing the opportunity to break in the redhead.  “Can we work together on this, I’ve never broken a Mage before,” she countered.

“We’ll deal with that later,” Ambassador Blokt ordered.  “For now, Byzz, put your hand up her skirt.”

Her Goblin hand slipped up under the motionless woman’s skirt.  “She’s gushing,” was her comment.  Then, her rolled together fingers punched upward into Elara’s pussy.

Elara grunted in an orgasm as the Pony Bliss effects shifted from first increasing her response to erotic touches, to a short period of immobility, and finally to a wild and uncontrollable lust for any sexual satisfaction.

“Shit!  Blokt!  She’s almost fully under the influence of Pony Bliss!” Byzz hissed.  “We gotta get her somewhere private before she comes out of the first stages of bliss and goes crazy enough to fuck anything in sight.”

“Lets go, Flame,” the Goblin Ambassador softly commanded.  “Ultea, leash her when we get to the door.  You and Byzz can share her until I let Sritog and Hok take over fucking the filly senseless.”

It felt like she was in a weird dream-state as Elara obediently stood up and followed the little green bastard from her table.  She felt her female enemy’s hand grip hers and tug her along but didn’t hear the clink of coins behind her as Blokt paid for her half-eaten breakfast.  Her whole immediate focus was on the discovery that a tight Goblin female’s ass tWitching in a too-tight war kilt was an amazingly arousing sight.  Her pussy clenched at the thought of exploring Ultea’s body with her tongue.

The back door exit and crossing to the Goblin’s Pony Kennels and Offices went without anyone observing them.  Elara’s clothing fell to the hallway floor in the Ambassador’s building with each step toward an open processing room.  Any higher functions of her brain were dulled and simple obedience and lust ruled her responses.  She quivered in arousal as Byzz's expert hands leaned her over a processing bench and strapped her in place.  Her head rose toward the ceiling in orgasm as she howled in appreciation when Byzz pushed the overlarge head of her semi-rigid strap-on dildo deep into her cunt.

Ultea pulled over a stool and yanked Pony Flame’s face to her pussy and she growled in happiness to discover that Flame ate pussy like she was starving.  Ultea returned the pleasure by pinching and tugging on anything sensitive that remained in reach.  Each time Flame had to pause due to yet another intense orgasm, Ultea grinned in further victory.  “Flame is a natural,” she thought with satisfaction.  “By the time I saddle her in the morning, she’ll be fully obedient and addicted to Goblin cock and Goblin pussy.”

At that moment, Byzz leaned down and pinched her victim’s clit and more spasming muscles pulsed around the unfeeling dick massaging her cock cave.  “That’s it, Pony Flame,” Byzz praised even as she shuddered from the awful noises coming from her new pony’s mouth.  “Blokt, bring us a bronze hog ring for this filly’s nose before I throw up from her shrill Human noises.”

“No!” Blokt asserted firmly, “We don’t silence Mages or Sorceresses until after we train their magic to work without voice cues.  But, gag her if you wish.”

Despite being fully aware of what was being done to her, brain-fogged Elara was helpless to do anything about it except revel in the wondrous, rolling, near continuous orgasms.  It was like nothing she could have imagined.  Somewhere, deep in the recesses of her mind, she had the impossible thought that there was a faint memory of previously being gang raped by Goblins into endless orgasms.  “No,” she thought fuzzily in between mind-blowing orgasms, “that’s just a dark and forbidden dream, … perhaps?”

When Byzz's hips began to burn from the high-energy fucking, she rolled off and the dildo popped out with a wet slurp.  Even before she was fully out of the way, horny as a goat Hok leapt into her place and sunk his own rigid pole in Elara’s needy hole.  “Been here before,” he cried in appreciation, “and the filly is still one of the hottest I’ve ever covered.”

“You aren’t breeding her right now, stupid,” Sritog hissed.  “Breeding will be later after her magic is used for whatever purpose Lord Groic or King Fekyrd needs her for.”

Ultea, now owner to Pony Flame stood up on wobbly legs and she staggered over to Ambassador Blokt.  “I’ve had enough filly tonguing, I need some Goblin cock,” she demanded.  Byzz looked up and frowned, but she knew her place.  “Blokt, go take care of Lady Ultea,” she demanded.  “I’ve got this under control.”

Upstairs in Mage Elara’s Rented Tavern Room

A full hour before sunrise, Sritog and Hok snuck into the tavern room where the scent of rutting Humans under the influence of Pony Bliss was discovered and Goblin Ultea had been released.  They looked at each other and grinned.  Loud snoring noises from both Humans and the scent of sex and Pony Bliss told the whole story.  The pair were fucked out and unconscious to the world.  Hok pointed to the manacle on each one’s right ankle and to the long chain bolted in the floor.  They grinned in unison and began to strip the room of everything; sheets, towels, and clothing were tossed into the hallway.  More carefully, they piled the crated and wrapped artifacts taken from the Abbey in the hallway.  With a last look to be sure nothing was forgotten, they closed the door and began to move everything from the hallway out to the stable.  On the way, any clothing they found was thrown into a burn barrel behind the inn that was already full of hot coals.

A full two hours after sunrise, Sir Castor and blonde Ciara wake to find themselves naked and wearing a leg manacle with a long chain anchored in the floor.  Ciara was embarrassed to be aroused as she watched her naked lover, Sir Castor, walk naked to the far length of the room; the furthest distance allowed by his manacle’s chain, in order to use the chamber bot.  “By the Gods,” she told herself, “how it it that I never knew he had such a gorgeous ass?” 

“We shouldn’t be ashamed of last night,” Sir Castor opened up their morning after conversation as an excuse for their wild, unrestrained orgy.  “Whatever happened was because we stupidly ate that Goblin food.  We let hunger overwhelm our common sense.”

“That’s a topic the legends never warned us about.  I’ve never heard a word of caution about eating this thing Elara called Pony Bliss,” Elara moaned.  “Though, … I think I can remember the details of every single orgasm last night,” she added in wonder.

“Call me a horny pervert,” Sir Castor admitted in a quiet tone, “but I’d literally kill to have more of that Goblin shit so we could do that again.”

Ciara glared at him and fired back with a heated, “Absolutely not!”  She looked about the room and realized they had no choice but to wait for Elara to return and free them.

Hours later, the door to their room opened and they backed away against the wall in fear at the sight of the three Goblins that entered the room.  “Ambassador Blokt,” Ciara squeaked in dismay as she tried to cover her breasts and pussy at the same time.  “Elara has left us here as a punishment and she’ll be back soon.  We aren’t your captives.”

“And we aren’t volunteering to go with you for more of that Pony Bliss or to wear your saddle,” Sir Castor was quick to add.

Blokt shrugged.  “Don’t blame me.  I would have been obligated to ask if you wanted to join my stable after you obviously enjoyed the fruit.”

Ciara pointed a finger at Ultea.  “You were our captive and tricked us into eating that fruit.”

Ultea grinned and slapped Byzz on the shoulder.  “See, I told you I had all three of them under my control.  Human fillies are so stupid and they are naturals at submitting to Goblin cocks or pussy.”

“Everyone quiet!” the Goblin Ambassador demanded even as he ignored Ultea’s blatant untruth about Human women becoming addicted to Goblin pussy.  “We came up here earlier while you were passed out from your little orgy.  If you look about, you will see that none of your clothing, gear, or treasures looted from the Abbey of Despair are in your room.  I remind you that technically you checked out of this room at the noon meal.  I just made arrangements with the kind owner of the inn to rent the room for tonight.  You’re well past normal check out time.”

“You would try to claim us by right of default payment?” Sir Castor exclaimed.  “No way that would work when we start yelling for help.”

Ambassador Blokt held up a hand.  “Not so fast.  I’m here to get you released and on your way back to your Slavers Guild in Kingsreach.  I’ve received word from my King, King Fekyrd, that for some reason it’s important to Goblins that you finish your quest and then meet us in Castle Quint.  We’ll send word to Guild headquarters for a day and time for you to meet us.”

Byzz approached Ciara with a swagger, hopped up to a face-to-face height, and grabbed a handful of the plump woman’s blonde hair.  The iron grip on her hair and the Goblin’s weight as she pulled downward drew Elara down to her knees with a cry of pain.

Ultea similarly shot forward and squeezed Castor’s ball sacs.  He likewise fell to his knees and opened his mouth to cry out.  The partially extended claws in Ultea’s fist made the grip especially painful.

Blokt moved to a chair, hopped up, and sat back to watch his Lead Wrangler and the Clan’s Lead Pony Trainer at work on the two surprised Humans.

Almost magically, before each Human could begin to calm themselves after the brutal grasps, they had their hands bound behind their backs and a gag in their mouths as the Goblins swarmed over them.  Still on their knees, each was helpless.  Byzz and Ultea stood victoriously by their captives and smirked happily.

“There is a point to all this,” Ambassador Blokt spoke up in a quiet voice.  “No amount of blustering could have saved Castor from a Goblin Collar or Ciara from a Goblin Saddle had I wished that as the outcome of this meeting.”  He paused to watch the two Humans grunt and protest as much as they could while expertly bound on their knees and gagged.  “It is clear that you foolishly ate Pony Bliss and then were Mage Elara’s captives and, … as Elara, Pony Flame, is now a Goblin Filly, well, … even you honor-less Humans should understand that my justification claim for collaring you would have high standing in your Magistrate’s eyes.  Look at this through his eyes; you are obviously naked, bound and gagged tightly, in a room paid for by your Goblin owners, and your team leader is already well fucked and wearing Byzz’s saddle.”

Blokt opened the door and Sritog and Hok came in the room.  Sritog opened a shallow wood box to display a felt pad wet with reddish-black henna dye.  He held it up and Byzz gently settled her right clawed hand onto the damp felt.  She grinned an evil smirk and grabbed Castor’s hair firmly in her left hand and just as firmly pressed her henna covered hand on his left cheek.  Ultea did the same to Ciara.  Then, the two Goblins sWitched places and stuck their hands on the opposite cheeks.  The dye was caustic and burned where it marked the victims’ faces.  The mark of a pair of Goblin’s claws was obvious on their faces.

“For your ineffective bluster and for your lack of education in Goblin capabilities, you are to wear our sign of capture and domination on your face for the next three to four moon cycles,” Blokt explained. “The dye is quite long-lasting.  Good luck explaining that to your Slavers Guild.”  He paused and added, “If you have any sense of honor, you’ll tell them the truth.  That you were both captured fairly and then were released by honorable Goblins so that you could complete your important Quest.”  He turned and left the room.

“Hmmpf” Castor yelled out when the other four Goblins remained.  Her unintelligible comment was ignored by the four Goblins.

Ultea spoke up first and held up the key to Ciara’s ankle manacle.  “Ciara, the Ambassador said you were to be released, … but, … not until you suck Hok’s cock dry.”

Byzz then held up the key to Sir Castor’s ankle manacle.  “Sir Castor, you are also to be released.  But, Sritog will own the key until you willingly suck his cock dry.”

Ultea and Byzz handed off their keys and Ultea added, “Byzz and I are going downstairs for an ale and a very late breakfast.  If we come back and either of the keys are still in Goblin hands, … well, then we have two Human volunteers to process into wearing our leather slave collars, … a Pony Stud and a Pony Filly.”  With that, the two female Goblins left and the door shut behind them with an ominous click.

Both Hok and Sritog theatrically hung their keys on a nail by the door and quickly pulled off their loin clothes and tunics.  Both Castor and Ciara averted their eyes from the naked Goblins with their obscenely large looking cocks jutting out fully engorged.  They gave up any hope of escaping by trickery.  Their manacles and chains wouldn’t let them move all the way to the keys beside the door no matter what happened next.  They were at the mercy of the two male Goblins.

Hok looked to Ciara with typical horny-as-a-goat lust.  “Human,” he said with a smirk, “you’re first and since all that matters is spending my seed, I will give you the choice, … mouth, cunt, or ass?”

“Mmmph!” Ciara protested briefly into her gag and then grew silent to consider her limited options.

“Filly, I will tell you that with a bit of residual Pony Bliss still in your system, your tight cunt will get the most pleasure out of taking my cock and my seed,” Hok offered.

“Hi hunt!” Ciara said and accepted Hok’s help in lowering her face down to a pillow from the bed. 

The Goblin grinned as he stood behind her upraised ass.  “Your cunt it is then,” he translated the gag speak with a chuckle.  He sunk an exploratory finger into her still red and engorged pussy from Sir Castor’s hours and hours of pistoning sex.  “Hmm, sopping wet like a good filly,” he observed.  “My wager is that your sloppy cunt will be at its tightest ever after all the pounding that Sir Castor threw into your twat.”

“Ummmm,” Ciara moaned involuntarily from his brief teasing of her now overly sensitive pussy.  She blushed red with shame at Sir Castor seeing evidence of her arousal from the touch of a vile Goblin.

Hok grabbed his dick with his left hand, carefully nestled the tip between the folds of her sopping wet labia, grabbed her bound wrists with his right hand, and pulled himself forward with all the strength in his right arm and in his hips to bury himself fully in just one easy plunge.

“Hiiiee!” was Ciara’s response that was muffled by the gag but an obvious cry of approval.

“Hut!” was Castor’s response as he called Ciara a slut in an ashamed and accusatory tone.

Sritog frowned at the Human’s characterization of his fellow adventurer as a ‘slut’.  “Hok,” he said as Hok began a firm fucking motion into his filly and already generating sloppy, wet suctioning sounds, “My stud just rightly called your filly a slut.  Perhaps I should find out if my stud is also a slut?  To see if he gets hard when I take his ass?”

“Hooo!” Castor denied in horror.  His eyes were wide open in realization of the speed and skill that a strongly powerful Goblin had in laying cock to the helpless Human filly beside him.  “She’s orgasmed more than once already,” he observed without speech as he saw the characteristic orgasmic response he recognized in his recent lover.  “Is it true?  Are Human females like her natural sluts to Goblin cock?”  He was disgusted at Ciara for yielding to a lowly, stupid, Goblin.

A clawed hand squeezing his balls brought a yelp of pain and his attention back to his Goblin rapist, Sritog.

“Stud, I’ve decided for you,” Sritog said with a smirk.

A loud, “Oh, yesss, by the Gods that’s perfect,” erupted from Ciara’s lips after her gag was yanked out.  “Yes!” she yelled after the furiously rutting Hok whispered something in her ear.  “Yes,” she repeated because of her clear need to gasp for breath from the savage rutting, “Yes, Goblin cocks are the best!  Oh, yessss!  Fuck meee!  Harder!”

Castor felt his head and shoulders being forced down to the floor.  “Better take a deep breath to get ready, Stud,” Sritog asserted.

“Hoooo!” Castor shrieked in pain as Sritog forced the head of his cock into Castor’s unprepared ass grommet.  Sritog grunted in pain himself as he continued to exert every bit of his strength to gain further entry into Castor’s dry rectum and then his lower intestines.

Beside him, Hok was enjoying the spasming muscles of blonde Ciara’s cunt as they caressed his thick, rigid, shaft.  “Sritog, you have to try this next, … this filly has the absolute tightest twat ever.  Your stud must not have reamed it out too much.”  He sighed in dismay as his cock spurted and his round of sex was over.  Ciara was still quivering in mindless orgasm.

Hok pulled out reluctantly and smiled as his cock, now coated with a thick layer of their juices, remained hard.  “A second round?” he asked slyly.  “My ball sacks are still feeling full.”

Castor was in too much pain from his own reaming to be aware of anything except the Human-sized cock in his ass and the hand expertly jacking off his aching, hard cock.  His hips unconsciously moved to fuck himself into the Goblin’s hand.

“Yes!” was Ciara’s soft answer as the tingling in her pussy continued.  “Yes, please fuck me again you bastard.”

Hok grinned and carefully guided his slippery cock to her ass grommet.  With a sigh of appreciation for the tight hole, he gently eased himself into her most forbidden and previously virgin place.  Ciara grunted softly at the sting from his unexpected move; but, still under the aphrodisiac effect of the Goblin fruit, wriggled her hips eager to ease his entry.  Once he was fully buried in her intestines, the lust from Pony Bliss was entirely gone and the second round brought her little pleasure until the fingers of one of his hands found the clit at the top of her slit.  Hok reveled in her whimpers of pain and humiliation and slowly began to deepen his plunges and speed of thrusts as well.  At one point, he extended his claws and pinched her clit.

“Ahhhh!” Ciara cried as she involuntarily orgasmed.  The sharp pain in her clit brought on an especially intense orgasm.  

The sound of Goblin flesh smacking against Human flesh filled the room along with the grunts of dismay from the two being introduced to sex with horny Goblins.  Neither realized that the two green creatures would soon debate amongst themselves whether or not their balls had actually been drained before deciding that more sex was called for.

Much later, both ultimately decided that a final round of skull-fucking was necessary to release the last of their seed down the Humans’ gullets.  Each human took four loads of potent Goblin cum before they were tossed the keys to their ankle cuffs.

After Processing in Goblin Ambassador Blokt’s Pony Preparation Room

Elara had been saddled after she was soundly used by the Goblins and taken outside of the Slave and Pony Kennel to one of the long hitching rails.  There, her collar’s lead line was pulled through a ring on the heavy timber and tied off to another on the side, well out of reach.  Her reins were thrown loosely over her shoulders to await her rider. 

There was only a hand’s width between her nose ring and the larger, heavier ring on the pony hitching rail.  With her arms still secured behind her back, and no other options, Elara was forced to stand in place to await the next degrading development.  The most uncomfortable part of her wait was the irritating throbbing pain from the bronze nose ring that Ultea had supervised being put through her septum.  She still had her voice, but Byzz insisted to Ultea that it would be easier to control her new mount with a nose ring for connecting the reins rather than a head harness, gag, and bar-style training bit.

The position forced her to look down to her bare legs and feet.  Her eyes widened in horror at what looked to be permanent changes to her now heavily muscled thighs and calves.  The sight of the neat rounded black hooves on her white feet and the unnoticed-until-now equally petite horseshoes under her hooves.  “By the Gods!  That’s how they make us into true Goblin Ponies.  Magic!”

Unknown to Elara, her companions Castor and Ciara were upstairs in their room getting the fucking of their lives by the two horny male Goblins.  Blokt, Byzz, and Ultea were inside the inn enjoying their late breakfast.

Elara heard a loud clatter of steel shoes clopping on packed dirt.  She turned her head to an astonishing sight.  A huge Goblin, the largest she’d ever seen, wearing ornately detailed leather armor and riding a veritable amazon of a Human filly came trotting into the inn’s stable yard at the head of a full pack of what looked to be elite warriors on their own muscular fillies.  The rider beside the obvious leader rode a Human male with a ridiculously large cock bobbling limply about as the riders called their fillies and stud to a slow walk.  Twenty-two Goblins jumped off their steeds and each quickly praised their mounts before handing them a sugar cube treat and pulling out lead lines to secure their nose rings to the hitching rails.  Elara was jealous that they all had lots of slack in their lead lines.

The huge Goblin leader, whose head came up to her waist, walked up to Elara and sniffed her.  “Ahh,” he said with a smirk as his hands then brushed over her breasts and then played with her nipples, “The redhead Mage, … the one wearing Kijo’s Collar.  I see my niece, Ultea, has found you.”  He looked intently at the sides of her breasts.  “I also see that our Ambassador to you Humans, Blokt, has offered his henna dye to Ultea because I see one her pretty hand prints on the outside of each of your breasts.  Unless I misunderstand my niece, the next time I see you those henna claw marks will be beautifully tattooed on that white flesh.”

Elara blushed and whimpered at the thought of being permanently marked as Ultea’s property.  Also, she wondered why being marked made her feel more humiliated after everything that had happened to her; she’d been tricked, captured, fucked, put into pony gear, and stood here naked in front of Goblin royalty. 

He smirked and tugged gently on her nipples.  “Your voice is intact, … you haven’t yet been trained to do your magic without your voice?”

Elara lowered her head as much as possible and whispered, “No, … not completely, Master.  Though, my powers have been developing rapidly, I still need much more practice.  Master Goblin, are you King Fekyrd?”

He smiled and exposed his pointed teeth.  “I heard from my spies that you and your team knew little about our race.  I guess that full immersion in my culture has sped up your learning.”

The nearby door opened and Ultea sped across the courtyard and hugged her uncle.

“Congratulations, Lady Warrior Ultea,” he said with a grin of happiness, “at your successful solo hunt and capture of such a prize.  Your pony is not only beautiful, she’s a talented Mage.”

“Flame, uncle,” Ultea said firmly even as she blushed at her uncles respectful tone in giving her a new warrior title.  “My pony is named Flame; because of her hair, and also because fire is her greatest combat strength.”

Pack Leader Xoirx stepped forward and bowed.  “I add my congratulations, Lady Warrior Ultea.”  He pointed to his tall ride, “This is Flash, my newest long-distance runner.  As you can see, he is a redhead like your filly.  Perhaps we can arrange for a breeding session between them to see what her Human whelps look like.”  He added wishfully, “A strong touch of magic in twins would be helpful.”

King Fekyrd clapped his Pack Leader on the back.  “Xoirx, you are correct, we’re always looking for prime replacement stock but the magic possibilities are the most important.   The Tribute never gifts us any fillies or studs with any magic in their bloodlines.  Lady Warrior Ultea, your Pony Flame is a rare treasure.”

At a look from Xoirx, Fekyrd nodded.  “Niece, take Flame’s lead line in hand.  It’s our luck to find you here.  I’ll explain on the way.”  He looked around the courtyard and all twenty of Pack Leader Xoirx’s fighters were ready with a mixture of weapons; short capture poles for inside work, pouches full of bondage cord, a few with bows, others with short swords, and a few with leather slave hoods.

The Smithy in Darkspire

The oil lamp sputtered in the room, casting long shadows across the cramped workshop. Dust motes danced in the thin light as Gertrude’s calloused fingers traced the edge of a silver amulet to focus her thoughts and her limited magic. Her coven sisters sat in silence, the air thick with accumulated Witches’ power. Outside, the rhythmic clang of her husband’s hammer had ceased abruptly, far too abruptly. Gertrude’s knuckles whitened around the amulet.  Gertrude, the smithy’s wife and head of a Coven of Witches, was just finishing her lesson to her full coven.

"Something’s wrong," she murmured, just as the door exploded inward and a wall of green Goblins rushed into her workroom.  She had only an instant to belatedly realize why the smithy had become eerily silent.  Missing was the constant hammering and the creaking of the leather bellows as her husband and his helper worked on his latest project. 

Except for the shocked whimpers of the six women, the attack was made in silence.  Green bodies flooded the room—swift, silent, and lethal. Cold steel pressed against throats before a single Witch could scream. Gertrude froze, her gaze locking onto the massive goblin filling the doorway.

King Fekyrd’s eyes glinted like chips of obsidian. "Surrender, Witches," he said softly, "resist and die,"

Behind him, just outside the doorway, stood Elara, naked except for her collar and nose ring, magic flickering at her fingertips under Ultea’s watchful glare.  She was ready to lend aid to King Fekyrd as needed.

Then, as planned, Elara changed her magical focus and cast a brilliant glowing light across the room’s ceiling.  Breasts and cunt still exposed in her pony gear, she tried to present a facade of confidence as she fought to maintain the spell without use of her hands and voice in unison to form the magic.  The whispers and mental caresses of approval from Kijo’s soul in the Collar of Control nibbled away at that confidence with waves of humiliation.

“Good Pony, Flame,” came the approved whisper from her Goblin owner and pony handler.  “You did it without using your voice, … such a good pony.”  A sly hand came up between her legs and stroked her damp pussy along with the words.  Elara trembled on verge of an orgasm and barely held back the words that would have flowed from her lips as desperate begging for more caresses and promises of favors extended if Ultea responded favorable.

More Goblins came in the room, each with a Goblin-created magic slave collar.  “Gertrude,” the King spoke harshly, “your King Quint has decided to stop the tribute and break the agreement of centuries in his greed for power.  He will disrupt the security and economy of the entire region just at the critical moment we need unity among our races.”

Collars snapped shut around the Witches’ necks. Magic surged, dark and binding, with sounds of finality throughout the room, and the six women began to moan and writhe as the spells embedded in the collars activated.

Elara sagged in relief when she was allowed to let the light spell dissolve.  Natural light from mirrored lanterns returned to the room.

“Gertrude, you and your coven will go to the Darkspire Stables and rent horses for a trip to Kingsreach,” the King commanded.  “My Pack Leader Xoirx is now your Master.  He and his Pony Flash will guide you, first to where we gather forces, and then to our objective.”

Pack Leader Xoirx stepped forward.  “Stand in a row along the wall, Witches.  Tell me your names and ages.”

Gertrude, the smithy’s plump, white-haired wife stood and answered, “I am Gertrude and I’m forty.”

The next in line, a comely black-haired Witch spoke up with bravado, “I’m Rachel and I’m thirty-six.

A brown-haired woman whispered back with fear in her voice, “I’m Sophia and I’m twenty-nine.”

Next was the youngest, black-haired Maria who cried as she told her name and age of eighteen.

Many of the Goblins in the room grinned with avarice and lust at the sight of the most likely candidate for use as a pony with her tall lithe form and the muscles of youth and from outdoor activities.

Another woman with mousy brown hair raised her chin and asserted, “I’m Elena, you bastards and I’m nineteen.”

A growl of approval went through the room at the sign of a Human female already with the spirit of a true filly.

Last was a plump woman with the largest breasts of all.  “I’m Zoe,” she sobbed, “and I’m thirty-three.”

“All you Witches and Hedge Witches are single?” the Goblin King asserted more than asked, “and won’t be missed this night when we all leave?”

Gertrude, with anger in her voice spit out, “Of course we are, it’s the end of the fragile magic of a Witch if we swear to share our lives with a man.”

“So, sex doesn’t end your magic?” Xoirx asked with lust in his eyes and voice.

“Xoirx!” King Fekyrd warned.

Xoirx hissed back in the Goblin tongue, “Half my Pack will be herding these fillies for days to get to Kingsreach.  Ten Goblins and myself babysitting these six fillies for the three days it will take to get to Kingsreach?  You demand that we resist the smell of their cunts in heat without any relief?  Without forcing Pony Bliss down their gullets?”

The King mulled over the concerns of his Pack Leader.  “Very well,” he declared back in the Goblin tongue.  “And, do it the Goblin way, … roll the dice or do ‘me to the right’ to see who accompanies you on the journey, … do the same gamble each night to determine which three get relief, … and have the Witches do the same each night to see which one gets the attention of the three winners.”

“Winners are eliminated for the next round as is the Witch just bred?” Pack Leader Xoirx added slyly,  still in the Goblin tongue.  “And a round of morning sex before we start each day?”

King Fekyrd smiled broadly, nodded, and then smirked.  He again answered in the Goblin tongue, “Of course, and using Pony Bliss, even the Gods of Fornication can’t let your seed find a place to grow in any of their wombs.”

Xoirx did the math in his head.  “One round of sex tonight, twice on day two, once in the morning on day three.  Maybe one more the night of day three after we arrive in Kingsreach.”  He smiled and told himself, “Five of the six Witches will feel the orgasms from warriors.”  He shrugged and thought sadly,  “We won’t have a second chance at setting a youngling into these hags because of the Pony Bliss.  But, Goblin Law, … any Goblin pony or Human female carrying a youngling is no longer Human, … they automatically become Goblin fillies.”

While Xoirx woefully considered not having the one in three chances of introducing Witch’s magic to his bloodline, the King turned to the Witches.  “As of this instant, you are being held to assist followers of The Light against a threat worse than that of Lady Lysara.  During that quest, you will be called on to provide healing magic and solace to my warriors.  At the end of that quest, all Humans coopted into this fight will be released along with an equal share of any treasure captured.”

“You swear?” nineteen-year-old Elena demanded.

“Of course,” King Fekyrd answered with a Goblin’s oily smile.  “My words and Goblin Law are my bond.”

Elara watched these exchanges and wondered what the King told his men in the Goblin tongue.  “It can’t bode well for us,” she moaned inwardly.  Ultea scrambled up her back and reached a hand around to squeezed her nipples on the way.  Elara felt the reins being led up over her head from her nose ring, being checked for twists, and then Ultea’s feet, with toes supple as fingers, set themselves on the tops of her breasts.  “Now I find out how much endurance my Pony Flame has.”  The claws on the toes extended and gripped her breast meat.  “Be sure not to disappoint me!” she hissed.

Pack Leader Xoirx mounted up with each Witch riding horseback with a Goblin bouncing at their backs. 

Elara felt a slight tug to the right on her nose ring and she turned smoothly to step in that direction.  The touch on her breasts told of a relatively slow, fast-walk start.  She resigned herself to a long hard day that would end with her bone weary, only to likely have to walk that same distance the following day or days.

The group rode hard through the dripping woods, rain turning the forest path to slick mud. Xoirx led the grim procession, setting a grueling pace with Flash’s muscular thighs straining beneath him because of the heavy burden of the Goblin. Elara stumbled, Ultea’s claws digging into her shoulders as punishment. "Faster, Flame!" the Goblin girl hissed. Even wearing Goblin Slave Collars to keep them magically compliant, the Witches were secured with wrists bound behind them and their faces pale with terror and exhaustion. Gertrude’s jaw tightened. She could feel the collar forcing obedience on her brain.  A promise of agony for even attempting disobedience.  The trees grew denser, ancient oaks twisting into grotesque shapes as dusk bled into night. 

As Pack Leader Xoirx and Lady Ultea rode out of the inn, Sir Castor gingerly checked the girth on his horse and averted Ciara’s questioning eyes as she also checked that her horse was ready.  Neither wanted to address the humiliation they’d faced.  First, they’d foolishly eaten the delicious dried fruit nuggets offered by their captive, the conniving bitch of a Goblin, Ultea.  Then, they’d been forced to submit to draining the ball sacks of Ambassador Blokt’s two minions to gain their release.  The Goblins, Hok and Sritog, had not been satisfied that their seed was fully drained until the pair had been taken in all their holes at least once.

Sir Castor blushed at the memory that he vowed to hide forever.  He couldn’t forget the way Goblin cum felt and tasted as the Goblins’ slimy seed spurted deep in his gullet after the long face rape by their cocks.  He couldn’t even begin to dwell on the why and how the grommet of his ass had come to ache deeply and weep little droplets of blood that itched fiercely as they dried.

He took the leads of two of the pack horses from a grinning Hok and swung up into his saddle.  “Ciara, hurry up!” he growled. 

Hok joined his friend Sritog and they moved to stand beside Ambassador Blokt.

“Should we let them leave so early, Ambassador,” Sritog asked with a scowl.  “They may well beat King Fekyrd to Castle Quint.”

“It’s fine, Sritog,” the Ambassador answered.  “They will first report to the Slavers Guild with our demands.  Everyone will eventually meet up with King Quint as planned.”

“Hyah!” Sir Castor commanded off to their side and spurred the flanks of his horse.  He and Ciara led a total of four heavily burdened mules that the Goblins had procured and loaded out of the courtyard.  They intended to make the best possible time back to Human territories.

Soon after the drumming of the steel hooves on the roadway from the horses and mules faded away, King Fekyrd came out of the inn followed by his twenty fiercest Goblin warriors.   King Fekyrd carefully checked the saddle on his personally bred pony, a prized redhead named Dart.  He swarmed up her back using her arms trapped behind her back, settled his rump in the small saddle, straightened the reins leading to her nose ring, and softly kicked down on the tops of her breasts.  Without further commands, Dart immediately shifted into her ground-covering fast-walk stride.  The other twenty Goblins in his honor guard followed just as smoothly and silently.

Where the trail entered the adjacent forest, Fekyrd again stroked down with the claw at the back of his ankle and poked Dart’s breast.  She immediately flowed into a smooth canter.  The King had a meeting engagement the next evening with Lord Groic at the entrance to a small valley that opened into a deserted part of King Quint’s lands, well north of the east west road from Kingsreach.  He was determined to get there on time.  “Hyah!” he shouted to both Pony Dart and to his men.  “Faster!” he yelled.

Hours later, ten Pack Leaders, from Goblin Clans other than the Trickster Clan, joined one by one to King Fekyrd’s growing column of Goblin warriors,.  Now over two hundred strong, the pounding of steel-shod feet driven by the athletic legs of two hundred pony fillies and a handful of pony studs beat a mighty rhythm in the forest.  Birds, deer, and beasts, tiny and large, fled from the Goblin war party, the largest Goblin warrior assembly in more than four hundred years.


Chapter 6: More Perils in the Shadowlands

Late that night, focused on keeping up a fast pace surging through the forest gloom, Pack Leader Xoirx never saw the trap. One moment Flash was surging forward, the next, Xoirx had no time to react to the ghostly thread; a thick, viscous strand, nearly invisible in the moonless dark, that his throat impacted. The spider silk snapped taut with a wet ‘thwip’ and, as designed, the strand broke free to spin around his throat and shoulders, trapping his arms at his side and pulling him out of his saddle.  Xoirx gagged, clawing helplessly at the strangling silk with his hands trapped at his side. Flash screamed a gutteral whinny of despair as identical threads wrapped his legs, yanking him sideways into a tree trunk. Chaos erupted. More strands descended forming ghostly nets, trapping warriors and Witches alike. Witch Maria shrieked as sticky bonds pinned her arms to her sides. Elena thrashed, only embedding herself deeper in the net of clinging strands.

From the canopy above, hundreds of pinprick eyes ignited; cold, green sparks in the blackness. The spiders descended. Not large hunters, but a seething tide of fist-sized bodies, sexless and silent, pouring down trunks and silk lines, hungry for harvesting such a bounty of fresh flesh. Their chittering was a dry rustle, like dead leaves scraping stone. They swarmed over boots, scaled legs, burrowed into hair. Fangs pricked skin, injecting a numbing venom. Sophia whimpered as spiders crawled across her torso, their tiny legs skittering across her breasts.  Both her nipples were bitten before she screamed and beat them off with her fists.

Elara reacted first. A low growl tore from her throat, … not words, but pure will.  No longer the novice Mage that originally departed from Castle Quint with Sir Michael Arrowsmith, her magic now filled a far larger well that she could draw upon.  Heat bloomed in her palms, trapped against her bound back The flames in her palms burned the bonds holding her arms behind her and the mounting rack fell aside, burned off its connection to the back of her torso shell. Then the heat of the hells below erupted outward in a searing ring around her feet. Spiders on and near the ground crisped instantly, filling the air with the acrid stink of burnt chitin.

Lady Ultea shrieked, leaping clear as the fire licked outward. "Burn them, burn them, Flame!" the Goblin girl howled as she scrambled onto a mossy boulder and began to swing her short sword at the viscously attacking monsters.  "Burn them all!"

The sudden inferno bought seconds that Xoirx needed to roar orders in the guttural Goblin tongue. Warriors surged forward, blades flashing. They didn't just slash at the descending tide, they also hacked at the sticky silk binding their comrades.  Spider silk that was a powerful binding against flesh and clothing parted like butter under the flickering steel of swords and knives. 

Lady Ultea leapt off the rock to slice Xoirx free.  He rose unsteadily as Lady Ultea continued to provide protection until he regained his wits.  Then, Xoirx’s sweeping sword freed Flash from the strands on his legs.  Ignoring his body parts numbed from the poisonous bites, Flash leapt to shoulder spiders off the nearest Witch, Maria.  Both of Maria’s nipples had taken bites from the spiders on her torso but Flash’s shoulders swept them away.  She ignored her numbed breasts and grabbed a dagger from the saddle on Flash’s saddle.  With a few expert slashes, his arms were free and he took the dagger in his own hands.

Voiceless, Flash swept the youngest Witch behind him where she swept the spiders away from behind him while he swung the dagger wildly, slashing at dozens of the spiders.  Each time an arm or leg was trapped by the spider’s sticky silken threats, Flash or Maria were able to cut it free with their daggers.  He saw a sword discarded from a Goblin that was wrapped too tightly in the sticky mess to be quickly freed and quickly snatched it up.  Now fighting back-to-back, Maria held the dagger again while he swung the more effective sword.  The pair found Gertrude trussed on the ground.  Maria bend down and worked to free her while Flash kept the spiders at bay.

Gertrude fought her way back to her feet and she seized the moment. She planted her feet wide, ignoring the spiders surrounding them while Flash and Maria protected her. Raising her hands high, she bellowed a discordant chant. The other Witches, trembling, fought to regain focus and began to echo her. Their voices wove together, too soft at first but quickly raising in volume; not harmony, but a jarring, dissonant screech that vibrated the very air. Spiders faltered. Their precise, coordinated descent dissolved into chaos. Legs tangled. They dropped from their silk lines, colliding mid-air. The rustling chitter became a panicked discord.

Through the chaos, the Spider Queen roared. It wasn't a sound just heard with ears; it was a psychic scream of pure hunger and fury that scraped raw against every mind present and shook them to their bones. She hauled her immense, obsidian-black body up past the trapped entry to her lair, … a gaping hole beneath tangled roots now charcoaled from Elara's blasts.

The Queen’s emergence was terrifyingly swift. Eight long, segmented legs, thick as bulging pony thighs and ending in wickedly curved pincers, stabbed into the earth for purchase. Venom dripped from their tips, sizzling where it struck the damp moss. Her torso reared high above the fray, a grotesque parody of a woman's upper body fused to the spider's abdomen. Her face was a nightmare mask of compound eyes glowing with malevolent green light above slavering mandibles. She raised her forelegs high, thrusting away a Goblin corpse pierced through his chest, and her gaze locked onto Elara, the source of the fire that disrupted her ambush, her feast, and killing her mindlessly hungry offspring.

Elara reacted on pure, adrenaline-fueled instinct. The screamed command from Ultea still echoed in her skull: “Burn them all!”  She didn't think, didn't aim. Fear and the collar's compulsion drove her. She flung her freed hands forward, not towards the Queen's massive, armored torso, but downwards, beneath her own exposed belly and thighs. Twin balls of white-hot flame erupted from her palms, roaring towards the dense cluster of smaller spiders swarming towards her legs. The fireballs exploded against the damp earth and roots with a concussive “Whumpf,” incinerating dozens of skittering horrors instantly. The acrid stench of burnt chitin filled the air. But the Spider Queen didn't flinch. The psychic scream intensified, a wave of pure rage that made Elara stagger. The ancient beast hadn't been hurt; she'd been ‘insulted,’ her compound eyes blazed brighter, focusing entirely on the collared mage who dared scorch her brood.

"Her eyes, you fool!" Pack Leader Xoirx screeched, his voice raw and desperate as he hacked at the last strands of silk binding a Human filly. He saw Elara's panicked gaze dart upwards, locking onto the Queen's massive, multifaceted orbs glowing like malevolent emeralds in the gloom. "The eyes! They're the focus! Break them!" His own blade flashed, freeing another Goblin, who immediately spun, shield raised, and interposed himself between a trapped Witch and a lunging spider the size of a hunting dog.

Elara heard Ultea's hissed command inside her skull, amplified by the collar's magic: "Eyes! Burn them NOW!" Her hands throbbed with the power she was pulling from her soul.  Panic surged, colder than the spider venom chilling her limbs. How? Instinct screamed. The collar pulsed, hot and insistent against her throat, merging with Ultea's psychic shove. She used her rage her terror, her power channeled through the lens of her hands. She threw her head back, snarling defiance at the descending horror, and pushed.

Lightning didn't crackle from the sky; it erupted outward from her palms. Twin bolts of blinding, violet-white energy lanced through the murky air with a sharp, ozone-scented crack-hiss. They struck true, punching directly into the Spider Queen's glowing compound eyes. The effect was instantaneous and horrific. The multifaceted orbs didn't just burn; they exploded in showers of sizzling, viscous fluid and shattered chitin. A guttural, multi-toned shriek ripped from the Queen, a sound that vibrated bones and made the trapped Witches clap hands over their ears. Blinded and agonized, the colossal creature reared backward, her immense weight crashing down onto her own tangled legs. They twisted grotesquely beneath her, scrabbling uselessly against the muddy earth for purchase she couldn't find.

The momentary paralysis of their monstrous foe galvanized the remaining Goblin warriors.  It was a good thing the dynamic changed, Elara, Pony Flame slumped to the ground, helpless and unconscious.  She was out of the fight.

The Goblins surged forward on foot, flowing past Elara. Their blades, honed and cruel, flashed in the chaotic gloom. The violet fire in the Spider Queen’s eyes flickered.  The blades flashed again at he legs, her belly, and her bloated body.  The Spider Queen died, an unsettling quiet settled down in the aftermath of the short furious battle.

The Spider Queen's agonized shriek still echoed in the dripping wet woods of the Shadowlands when Pack Leader Xoirx leaped onto a moss-slicked log. His leather armored chest heaved, venom dripping from a dozen pinprick bites. "Quick!" he roared, voice raw and urgent. "Check the area! Threats first! Then injured kin or fillies! And stab any Spiders that tWitch!" His own blade flashed downward, impaling a fist-sized spider skittering near Flash's boot. Green ichor sprayed the mud.

A young Goblin warrior, clutching a bleeding forearm where spider fangs had torn deep, stumbled toward the gaping hole beneath the roots at the Spider Queen's lair. He peered into the darkness, nostrils flaring at the stench of decay and damp earth. "Pack Leader!" His voice trembled, half choked with fear. He held up his uninjured arm, pointing downward. "Something... heavy... was dragged down there. Many somethings." He swallowed hard, his eyes wide with horror. "It smells of spoiled meat sacks... fermenting? Spider food for younglings?" The image hung thick and foul in the air: cocooned bodies, dissolving from within, swollen with eggs, hanging like grotesque fruit in the silent dark below to feed the spiders as they hatched within their bodies.

Ultea stood wobbling over unconscious Elara's body sprawled on the muddy ground. Her clawed toes sank into the soft earth as she stalked toward the Goblin warrior peering into the lair. Her gaze, sharp and predatory, locked onto the dark entrance. "Flame," she hissed, turning her head slightly toward Elara. Then, she paused at Flame’s closed eyes.

“Explore carefully,” Lady Warrior Ultea commanded tersely.  “Others bring water bladders.  We need to awaken my Pony Flame.”

Two Goblin warriors ran to Lady Ultea’s side and emptied their personal water bladders over Flame’s unconscious form.

Elara gasped and then coughed.  She was weak but instantly realized that the fight wasn’t over yet.

“Flame, burn everything!  Burn it all!” Lady Ultea shrieked in panic.

The collar around Elara's throat pulsed, warm and insistent, reinforcing the command.

Lady Ultea took heart when her pony staggered upright.  "Down we go. Burn anything hanging from the ceiling. Anything wriggling. Anything moaning." Her voice was cold, devoid of pity. "Leave nothing alive. Nothing." She paused, her nostrils flaring as she sniffed the dank air drifting upward. A predatory grin twisted her lips. "Then... we hunt the forest for the male. He won't be far. He'll be seeding his next brood, … maybe in a Goblin bitch, … probably in a Goblin fillies or even Human females." Her eyes flickered toward the trembling Witches huddled near Flash. "He'll be, …. distracted, … pumping seed into his captives."

“Witches, stand behind my pony and heal her even as she continues the attack,” Ultea commanded.

Horrified at being ordered to essentially lead the Goblin’s combat into the Spider Queen’s nest, the collars on the Witches’ necks demanded instant obedience.

Almost instantly Elara felt a warm blow of weak energy being to flow into her body.  Before stepping toward the gaping maw of darkness, she leaned closer to Ultea, her voice a strained whisper barely audible over the dripping forest. "The Queen put spider eggs into captives down below, … to eat their way out of their live bodies?  The Spider King, … the few males can breed, … Queens, … from Humans?" The implication was horrifying; cocooned prey, eaten from within, … inseminated women, birthing monstrous young from their wombs.”

Ultea paused, her clawed foot hovering over a moss-slick root. She didn't turn, but her voice sliced through the gloom, sharp and matter-of-fact. "Elara, it’s common for insects to inject eggs into captured prey.  Also, here Human females are perfect breeding machines." Her tone held no malice, only chilling certainty. "Once Goblins long ago magically altered Human wombs, … Spiders, Goblins, Wargs, Wolves... all can breed true with Human females and get smarter, stronger, and more vigorous whelps, with perfect bloodlines from the male doing the breeding."

The female Goblin finally glanced back, her eyes gleaming like chips of obsidian in the dim light reflecting off Elara's collar. A predatory smile touched her lips. "Why do you think we brought you Humans to our world?  Certainly we need more from you than just as steeds and to use your pleasure holes for our lust and enjoyment." Then she turned away, dismissing as matter of fact the horror Elara just heard voiced, and carefully st4pped past the Witches and Pony Flame to courageously lead the way down the treacherous slope leading downward. Bones, scraps of rotted bodies, and discarded gear and clothing littered the way, crunching sickeningly underfoot.  The Spider Queen’s lair was not a new one.

With every treacherous step downward, more restorative energy flowed into Elara’s bone weary body from the six Witches lock-step behind her.  The descent downward to the Spider Queen's lair felt like plunging into a diseased lung. The air thickened with every step forward, hot and wet, clinging to skin and clothes like a feverish sweat. Breathing became a laborious gasp; each inhaled breath tasted of damp earth, rotting meat, and a sharp, acrid tang like spoiled vinegar. Ultea gagged softly, her small frame shuddering. Behind them, the Goblin warriors' harsh breaths rasped louder, punctuated by coughs.

Elara sent a small, flickering orb of violet light bobbing ahead. Its glow creating ghastly shadows which revealed glimpses of the cavern's true horror: dozens of pale, translucent sacks hung like obscene fruit from the ceiling and walls, suspended by thick ropes of hardened silk. Inside each, dimly visible through the milky membrane, shapes writhed. Limbs tWitched spasmodically. Faces, swollen and slack, pressed against the inner surface, mouths gaping in silent screams. Tendrils, thick as fingers and pulsing faintly, snaked from the victims' navels into the nutrient-rich gel of their dissolving bodies within the sacks. White spider eggs floated through the horrid mix.  The air vibrated with low, wet, squelching sounds, … of life being slowly consumed to feed the horrors soon to hatch within.

Ultea tapped Elara’s hips.  “Focus what stored magic you contain, even dwindled as it is,” she hissed harshly.  "Now, … burn it all," Ultea commanded, her voice tight with strain. Her normally vibrant green skin looked sallow, almost grey in the violet light, etched with lines of profound disgust.

Elara raised trembling hands. Flames sputtered weakly from her outthrust hands, a pathetic orange flicker that died almost instantly against the oppressive stench of the lair. She sagged, her shoulders slumping, a wave of utter exhaustion crashing over her. The collar pulsed, the flow of energy from the Witches behind her increased.  Ultea’s command forced her actions even if it meant her death.

Gritting her teeth in determination, Elara shoved back against crushing fatigue. She drew a ragged breath, focusing not on the horror, but on the raw, terrified fury simmering beneath her exhaustion. This time, violet fire roared to life in her palms, fierce and hungry. Starting at the farthest end, she unleashed it with care to extend her magic as long as possible.

The flames surged forward, clinging to the gelatinous sacks. They didn't explode; they melted. The membranes shriveled and blackened, releasing torrents of steaming, foul-smelling fluid. Shapes within thrashed violently, then stilled. The wet squelching intensified briefly before dissolving into crackling pops and hisses as flames began consuming everything. Elara walked forward slowly, steadily, her face a mask of grim determination, painting the cavern walls with cleansing fire until her flames struck the far wall.  Then, she began to retreat more quickly sensing that she was nearly spent.  Around her, tendrils shriveled like worms on hot stone. The stench of burnt flesh rotten meat choked the air.

Finally, the Mage exceeded her capacity of energy and magic; her legs buckled, and she crumpled onto the damp earthen ramp, unconscious before she hit the ground. The light flickered out and the only light remaining was from her hell fires still burning in the lair.  Her head lolled to one side, cheek pressed against the cold, filthy stone and mud. Her breathing was shallow, ragged.

Ultea didn't hesitate. She barked orders in the sharp, guttural Goblin tongue. Two warriors, their scaled armored torsos slick with spider ichor and mud, moved with practiced efficiency. Each scooped up one of Elara's shoulders and the pair dragged her limp form up the ramp.  The Witches scurried closely after, still driven by Ultea’s command to push desperately needed healing energy at the Mage.  The Goblins ascended the slick ramp quickly, disappearing into the gloom above.

"Set her down on the forest floor," Ultea snapped again, her voice tight with urgency. "Flame and the other ponies have earned much honor today." She scanned back to the cavern entrance to be sure no more threats emerged.  "Gather our kin! Tend the wounds! Clean and feed our steeds! Water them well!" Her gaze snapped back towards the deeper woods, where the Spider King's scent trail lingered thickest. "Be quick though! We must hunt the male before his breeding frenzy completes and more Spider Queens are birthed!"

Mere feet away, Pack Leader Xoirx was already mounted on Flash, his powerful stud pony pawing impatiently at the damp earth, his arms still free. The Goblin leader gave Ultea a curt nod, his own expression grimly satisfied. "Much honor indeed to the Trickster Clan," he hissed, his voice rasping like stones grinding together. "Before I ride to find the male spider,” he ordered, “anyone too injured for that fight must harvest spider silk and venom sacks, the glands, and the spinnerets. We can’t make strong draglines, but we can make prey sticky capture silk with recovered spider silk or egg sac silk.  Plus, spider venom is a strong paralysis weapon."

He gestured sharply towards the trembling Witches clustered around Gertrude. Their faces were pale masks of exhaustion and lingering terror, their eyes haunted by the horrors they'd witnessed below.  "Ultea, follow as Minor Pack Leader when the remainder are ready." His gaze lingered pointedly on the battle weary Witches. "You may have to tie the Witches to their horses. Their magic seems to be drained for now and they seem muchly affected by the dangers of the deepest Shadowlands."

Without waiting for a reply from Lady Ultea, Xoirx kicked Flash hard. Flash surged forward, his muscles bulging with the effort. The double handful of warriors accompanying him followed swiftly, their Human steeds carrying them as they moved into a ground-covering trot.  In the darkness, their forms were quickly swallowed by the dripping, oppressive gloom of the ancient forest.

Left behind in the forest, Ultea wasted no time. She barked sharp commands, her voice echoing unnaturally loud. The remaining warriors moved with brutal efficiency.  Gertrude and the other Witches squawked indignantly as diminutive, scaled hands grabbed them. They were hauled bodily towards their ponies. Resistance was futile against the Goblin’s wiry strength. Roughly, they were flipped onto their bellies over the saddles, their legs dangling awkwardly, wrists swiftly bound beneath the ponies' bellies.

One warrior held Witch Maria's head steady while another forced a thick, viscous liquid; smelling sharply of fermented roots and something metallic, down her throat. She choked and sputtered, tears streaming down her cheeks. Elena received the same treatment, her muffled protests ignored. Sophia gagged violently but swallowed. Gertrude glared defiance, clamping her jaw shut until a sharp pinch of a Goblin clawed fingers on her breast forced her mouth open in pain. The restorative brew burned its way down their gullets, leaving a trail of unnatural warmth.

Elara, Flame, drank the concoction and instantly felt renewed as her body tingled from her belly outward.

"This potion gives you back your energy," Ultea explained down to her steed from her perch high on her shoulders, "but this is only for emergencies. There's a price to pay after imbibing this and two days in a row is very dangerous for your heart."

Then, Elara again felt the claws on the bottom of Ultea's feet reach down from the Goblin’s saddle and grip the tops of her breasts. Ultea leaned forward, her small frame taut with urgency. "Go!" she hissed and gently squeezed Elara’s breasts.  “Bone weary or not, the horrors of this night aren’t yet defeated.”

Elara leapt forward and then stumbled.  She tried again and realized that despite feeling resorted, her body was still damaged from its ordeals.

The trail left by Xoirx and the other Goblins wasn't just footprints; it was a faint, eerie phosphorescent glow clinging to the wet, disturbed leaves and crushed moss of the dense underbrush. It pulsed softly in the gloom, a ghostly path winding deeper into the dripping woods. "Faster, Flame, faster!" Ultea urged, her voice tight with anticipation. Elara’s knees threatened to collapse but she pushed her weary legs harder, following the glowing trail. The unnatural energy surged through her veins, masking her exhaustion with a brittle, buzzing alertness. The forest blurred past, twisted trunks, grasping branches, curtains of moss, all rendered insignificant by the urgent pull of the luminous path.

Ultea slowed her pack. Ahead, Goblins stood fully armed with swords and bows facing another hole in the earth. This one was newly hewed into the forest floor.  Cast aside rocks and debris thrown out from the Spider King's furious excavation was an obvious sign of his temporary lair

Safely behind the armed Goblins, the reins of the Human steeds were tied off to a hastily strung line.  The Witches’ horses were tied alongside the Human steeds.

The hole itself was immense, easily twice the width of the Queen's lair entrance. Jagged rocks framed its gaping maw, and the earth around it was churned into a muddy slurry. A deep, primal musk that made Elara's skin crawl, poured out of the hole.

Pack Leader Xoirx stood at the precipice, his features grim in the dim light of dawn beginning to filter through the canopy. He gestured sharply towards Ultea as she slid down Elara's back. "He burrowed deep," Xoirx growled, his voice low and gravelly. "Fast and angry while hauling his captives, all Human women from their scents. We heard him tearing at rocks below. He knows that his Queen is gone," he spat onto the muddy ground, "and he will be desperate to seed future Spider Queens into the Human cunts.”  He paused and looked at his warriors, “He’ll be driven mad with that need to spurt his Spider seed into his unwilling captives, even as we make our appearance.”

Ultea shrugged in dismay. "How many?" she asked, her voice tight with urgency. She scanned the warriors' faces, searching for confirmation. “Can they be saved.  We all know how valuable Human female stock is to our race.”

Pack Leader Xoirx glared at Ultea, his scaled brow furrowed. Flame stood too close, her breathing ragged but her ears keen. Goblin secrets had already been spilled too easily near this collared Mage.

"Mage, we brought Humans to this world," he declared, the words thick and guttural. Elara gasped, her eyes widening to hear confirmation of what Ultea mentioned. Xoirx ignored her, pressing on. "Our Shamans reworked their wombs generations ago in order to solve our dwindling birth rate." He spat again, the glob landing near Elara's bare feet. "Goblin-to-Goblin breeding? One in twenty younglings survives to adulthood. They are weak, scrawny, dim-witted." His clawed hand clenched. "But seed a Human? Vigor floods any resulting males’ bloodline. Strength. Yet..." He paused, the admission bitter. "The ratio remains. Too few males. Even with strong Human-borne male younglings, only a very few of the far too many daughter borne that get the benefit of the Human-Goblin vigor.  Ultea is such a lucky one." His gaze hardened, locking onto Elara's horrified expression. "The unintended consequence? Warm-blooded beasts, … like that Spider King below, … learned.  A creature that wants well-bred, strong and vigorous young, … well, they simply need to capture a fertile Human female and fill her womb with their male seed."

Elara was crushed at learning her race only flourished after being set free on this harsh world to become breeding stock for the cunning Goblins.  Their simple goal, to have more Human wombs ripe for use breeding stronger Goblins.

Around her, Goblins readied their bows for a quick first-strike against the Spider King, ten Goblins crept downward, bows at the ready, with Ultea, Xoirx, and Flame following closely. The tunnel plunged steeply, walls slick with viscous slime that glistened faintly in a phosphorescent glow. The air grew thick, heavy with the cloying scent of male spider musk.

Elara felt Ultea’s hand claws dig into her shoulders, urging her forward. Below, the rhythmic scrape of chitin on stone echoed, … a relentless, grating sound that vibrated up through the soles of her feet. The Spider King was beyond preparing his brood chamber. Ahead, the lead Goblin scout froze, raising a scaled fist. The tunnel widened into a cavernous gloom. In the center, illuminated by a shaft of pale moonlight filtering through a fissure far above, reared the Spider King.

The Spider King moved with predatory grace, ignoring the intruders for the moment. His focus was absolute, locked onto the first woman in the line. Between his massive forelegs, his breeding organ emerged, a glistening shaft of black chitin, thick as Ultea’s arm and ridged in a grotesque manner. Dangerously potent sperm was already dripping from its tip.

He lowered his immense bulk, positioning the monstrous phallus directly above the brunette’s exposed entrance. A low, guttural vibration emanated from his thorax, a sound of pure, primal hunger that vibrated through the cavern floor. The woman beneath him thrashed uselessly against her bonds, a choked scream tearing through her gag of spider silk, her eyes rolling white with utter terror.

The Spider King plunged his cock downward. The impact of its massive head wasn't gentle; it was a brutal, driving force that hammered the head deep into the woman's sex.   Her muffled scream ripped through the cavern, raw and agonized, echoing off the slick walls. The monstrous cock pistoned relentlessly, tearing into her with obscene force. Silk ropes strained, biting into her flesh as her body bowed impossibly beneath the assault. Her muffled cries dissolved into wet, choking gurgles.

At that precise moment, Pack Leader Xoirx roared, "Now!" Ten Goblin bowstrings snapped. Ten arrows hissed through the humid air, a deadly cloud aimed directly at the Spider King's face. They struck with brutal precision, thudding into multifaceted eyes, punching through chitinous plates near the mandibles, embedding deep into the pulpy flesh beneath. The Spider King jerked violently. A guttural screech tore from its throat, a sound of fury and sudden agony. Its massive head whipped sideways, spraying viscous black ichor. But its lower body remained anchored, hips grinding furiously against the pinned woman. Even as the second volley slammed into its torso, thick shafts sinking deep into the softer joints between armored plates, the grotesque phallus pulsed visibly. A thick, pearlescent fluid erupted deep inside the woman's violated body. The woman’s choked gasp was swallowed by the Spider King's next roar.

The Spider King reared back, wrenching itself free from the woman with a sickening, wet slurp. Its movements were now jerky, blinded and enraged. It stumbled sideways, crashing into a boulder embedded int the cavern wall, shattering it. The cavern floor trembled. It had no remaining eyes, they were either pierced by arrows or burnt to ashes by the Elara’s magic.

Yet, … the Spider King’s still erect cock found the next woman’s vulnerable cunt and he speared the head of his cock viciously into her unprepared hole.  Like the first, the second woman’s unearthly howl of agony echoed through the chamber.

The ten Goblins were already moving, melting forward into the shadows away from the tunnel entrance.  Fresh arrows were already nocked. Ultea shoved Elara forward. "Flame! The webs! Burn the path!" she shrieked, pointing towards the thick curtains of silk separating the brood chamber from the main tunnel. Elara, still reeling from the audible backlash of the Spider King's screamed agony, raised trembling hands. Fire bloomed, licking hungrily at the ancient beast. They ignited with surprising speed, filling the chamber with acrid smoke and flickering orange light.

The crack of ten taut bowstrings and the whistling flow of ten arrows flew past Elara.

Elara saw her chance. The Spider King was disoriented, thrashing near the staked women. Its massive head swung low, mandibles clicking furiously, searching for the source of its torment. She poured every ounce of terror, fury, and reserve power into her hands. Twin bolts of searing white flame, hotter than any she'd conjured before, erupted from her palms. They weren't bolts; they were lances of pure incandescence.

They struck the Spider King's lowered head with the force of a smith's hammer. Its multifaceted eyes didn't just shatter; they vaporized in bursts of steaming fluid. The chitinous plates shielding its gaping maw blackened, cracked, and dissolved instantly into glowing, molten slag. The horrific mouth cavity beneath became a crater of burning coals, flames licking hungrily upwards. The monstrous screech died abruptly, replaced by a gurgling hiss as superheated air rushed into its ruined skull. The Spider King's immense body stiffened, then collapsed forward with a ground-shaking thud, its head a smoldering ruin mere feet from the nearest bound woman. The stench of burnt chitin and cooked flesh choked the air.

The Spider King’s still erect cock was dragged out of the second woman.  Spider seed dribbled out of her widened passage to her womb.

Silence crashed down, heavier than the Spider King's corpse. Only the crackle of the burning webs and the terrified whimpers of the staked women broke it. The Goblin warriors lowered their bows, their expressions unreadable in the flickering firelight. Ultea stepped forward, her small face twisted in grim satisfaction. She kicked the Spider King's charred head. "Good," she spat, the word echoing harshly in the cavern. Her gaze snapped to the ten warriors. "Free the fillies. Quickly! Check them." She pointed a clawed finger at the nearest woman, still trembling violently against her bonds. "See how many were fouled with the beast’s seed before Flame cooked its brains.  They’ll need multiple nuggets of Pony Bliss to nullify the foul beast’s sperm.”

The warriors moved with practiced efficiency, knives flashing to cut the spider silk bindings holding the women's wrists and ankles together and their bodies to the stakes. The women were too limp to move, sobbing at the horror, their skin pale and slick with sweat and terror in the oppressive heat.

Elara swayed, the lingering drain of her magic warring with a bone-deep chill. The acrid stench of burnt spider mingled with the coppery tang of blood and the sour smell of fear. She stared at the freed women, their raw terror palpable. "What next for them?" Elara asked, her voice raspy from exertion and the collar's psychic strain.

Her owner looked at her with a flat, unreadable expression. Ultea’s eyes, cold and assessing, swept over the huddled, naked figures. "They, all six of them," she stated, her tone devoid of pity, "belong to the Trickster Clan now. Leather slave collars, voice-deadening nose rings, and ownership tattoos await them... one and all." She gestured dismissively. "Collars first to show their status before they regain their wits enough to try anything foolish." One warrior produced thick leather collars from his pack, each stamped with the Trickster Clan's grinning skull insignia. He moved towards the nearest woman, who flinched violently, scrambling backwards on her elbows until she hit the cavern wall.

"Mercy, kind Goblins!" one of the women shrilled, her voice cracking with hysteria. She was slightly older than the others, perhaps thirty, her eyes wide and desperate. "We're merchants! The Sunstone Caravan Clan! We have a trade agreement signed by King Fekyrd himself! We were on our way to Human lands to buy Human livestock at slave auctions since King Quint defaulted on his payment! Your king contracted with us to deliver replacements!" Her plea echoed in the cavern, met only by the stoic silence of the Goblins and the muffled sobs of her companions.

Ultea snorted, a harsh, grating sound. "Agreements?" She stalked forward, stopping inches from the trembling merchant. "We lost Goblin warriors and filly steeds to find you staked out to be used as broodmares for a monster. Your 'agreement' died once you became useful to that spider." Her claw tip traced a fine line down the woman's cheek, drawing a bead of blood. "Now, you belong to the Trickster Clan. Collar her!"

"Hold!" Elara's voice, raw but forceful, cut through the tension. She stepped forward, her own reins slack in her grip.  The Goblin warriors scurried back in horror as the filly broke Goblin law with her verbal protest.

Ultea whirled, her small face twisting into a mask of pure fury. "How dare you speak up as if you were a Goblin Pack Leader?" she hissed, the psychic link through the collar flaring hot, a warning spike of pain lancing through Elara's skull.

Elara gritted her teeth against it and forced her gaze to remain locked on the merchant woman. "How many Humans were to be in your delivery?" she demanded. "And at what cost to the Goblins?"

The merchant woman swallowed hard, seeing a sliver of hope. "Thirty!" she screamed, her voice echoing off the cavern walls. "The Sunstone Caravan Clan is to deliver ten Human males and twenty Human females at exactly twice the market rate we paid, with no hidden profits!   Our Clan is even now searching for the best stock available in the Human Kingdoms."

Silence descended, thick and heavy at those impossible words. The only sounds were the dripping water and the ragged breaths of the terrified women. The sheer scale of the deal; twenty prime breeding-age females, was staggering to the Goblins.

"Twenty fillies," one Goblin warrior breathed, awe and greed warring in his voice. "At only twice the market rate paid by the Humans, … that's an impossibly low bargain rate we've never seen from the vile cheating Human Kings!"

"We can repeat that delivery as quickly as our trading caravan can make a round trip," the merchant added, her voice trembling but gaining strength.

"The problem is," Xoirx spoke as he stepped forward, his gaze sweeping over the six naked, trembling merchants. His voice was flat, devoid of mercy. “Our law demands Human fillies and studs be naked, collared, and controlled in our lands with no exceptions. Do you agree to travel with us under those conditions? We can grant Human fillies safe passage if they follow our bargain, … our rules."  He gestured pointedly at Elara, naked and collared, her reins still held loosely by Ultea.

"By the Gods! Yes!" the merchant leader shouted instantly, desperation overriding any shred of modesty. "Anything!  We agree!  Just get us away from this cursed forest and back to the Human Kingdoms!"

The other women looked at each other, then at the collared ponies and the Witches, their expressions shifting from terror to uneasy resignation. Nakedness was a small price compared to being spider food.; but, a price nonetheless.

Xoirx smirked and added, "Some of you have been bred, … seeded by the Spider King, … do you agree to accept our medicine to guarantee no pregnancies now or on the journey to Kingsreach?"

The merchant leader nodded frantically. "Yes! Whatever medicine you have! Please!" The others echoed her agreement, their eyes wide with renewed horror at the thought of carrying spider spawn.

Ultea rummaged in the saddle bags under the saddle on Flame’s shoulders.  She pulled out a leather sack.  She pulled out two pieces of Pony Bliss and held them out to the older woman.  “Eat these for a moon’s freedom from ovulating,” Ultea commanded coldly. "Now, before the Spider King’s seed takes hold!”

The women looked at each other in confusion, uncertain what ovulating meant.

“It’s a month long contraceptive to keep you from bearing a child,” Ultea explained in dismay at the Humans’ lack of knowledge.  The women hesitated only a second before obeying, fingers trembling as they tossed the small nuggets of fruit into their mouths. Relief warred with humiliation on their faces.

The seventeen warrior Goblins from Xoirx’s Pack remaining from the two battles looked at each other with unrestrained eagerness.  Each was thinking the same, “Six merchant females and six Witches.

Xoirx caught their glances.  In the Goblin tongue he sighed at the delay it would cause but decided, “Give the Witches Pony Bliss as well.  Any warrior that wants can claim cunt, mouth, or ass in the Human bitches as many times as desired.  Use the six merchants and the six Witches as you wish.  But, remember, we leave at dawn.”

The Goblin warriors needed no further encouragement. They descended on the women like wolves loosed on penned lambs. Hands tore at lush naked bodies, rough laughter mingled with startled cries, and some choked sobs.

Gertrude tried to shield the youngest Witch, Elena, only to be hauled backward by two grinning warriors. Leather straps bit into wrists as she and Elena were secured spread-eagle to stakes driven into the muddy ground. The Pony Bliss worked swiftly, a strange warmth spreading through their limbs, dulling resistance, amplifying sensation until every touch burned with bliss.

The merchant women whimpered as calloused fingers explored their bodies, their initial terror slowly morphing into a drugged haze of unwanted arousal. One warrior buried his face between the thighs of the merchant who’d spoken, eliciting a shuddering gasp that wasn't entirely pain. Nearby, Sophia arched her back involuntarily as a Goblin traced the curve of her hip with surprising gentleness before flipping her onto her stomach.

The air quickly filled with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, guttural Goblin grunts, and the sharp, rhythmic cries of the women as Goblin hips thumped against Human pubic mounds. Resistance crumbled under the relentless assault and the Pony Bliss’s insidious magic. Zoe, the thirty-three-year-old plump Witch, wept openly as a warrior mounted her, her large breasts bouncing with each thrust, her cries were ragged and breathless, morphing slowly into cries of lust.

Maria, the youngest Witch, trembled violently beneath her attacker until a sudden, sharp gasp escaped her lips, her eyes widening in drugged surprise as pleasure unexpectedly spiked through the violation. Elena fought longest, snarling curses until a warrior pinched her nipple hard, sending a jolt of electric sensation through her that made her cry out and sag. Even Gertrude, her face a mask of fury, couldn't suppress the choked moan that escaped when a warrior’s skilled fingers found a hidden, sensitive spot. The night became a blur of sweat-slicked skin, tangled limbs, and the relentless rhythm of Goblin hips driving into yielding flesh.

Pack Leader Xoirx watched the sexual frenzy with cold satisfaction before his eyes met Lady Ultea’s.  A predatory grin spread across both their faces, mirrored expressions of cruel amusement. Their gazes flickered almost simultaneously, … Xoirx’s to Flash, his loyal redhead steed still breathing heavily from the fight and the recent breeding frenzy, and Ultea’s to Flame, her own fiery-haired mount whose eyes were glazed with exhaustion and lingering traces of forced arousal. Without a word, Xoirx strode forward and he roughly shoved Flash towards Flame.

Flash collided with Elara, both collapsing into the mud at Ultea’s feet. "Lady Ultea," Xoirx commanded, his voice thick with anticipation, "Give them a double dose of the Pony Bliss. They deserve the reward." His grin widened, showing sharp teeth. "Let them feel the rewards of their service."

Ultea didn't hesitate. She produced eight pieces of the Pony Bliss.

Flash, dazed but obedient, opened his mouth instantly, taking a double dose of four of the aphrodisiac fruit nuggets. Elara similarly offered no resistance. The sweet, energy giving effect was instantaneous and profound. Elara gasped as a wave of unnatural heat surged through her veins, igniting every nerve ending. Her exhaustion vanished, replaced by a frantic, desperate hunger. Her vision swam, focusing only on Flash’s strong body beside her.

His eyes widened, pupils dilating as the potent aphrodisiac flooded his system. A low groan rumbled in his chest, primal and urgent.  His arms, still free after the desperate fight, reached toward the redhead Mage.

Before Elara could even process the overwhelming sensations, Flash surged forward. His powerful hands gripped her hips, lifting her effortlessly. He slammed her down onto his lap, his thick cock spearing into her soaked core in one brutal, claiming thrust. Elara arched her back, a ragged cry torn from her throat – not of pain, but of overwhelming, drug-fueled ecstasy as he filled her completely. "Mine!" Flash tried to snarl; but, his Human voice was forever silenced.  His hips were already pistoning against Flame's hips with frantic, desperate strokes.

Flash’s seed jetted deep into her womb in hot, pulsing spurts that seemed endless, yet his cock remained impossibly hard, throbbing inside her quivering passage. The double dose of Pony Bliss amplified every sensation, … the glory of sliding into her slick cave, the friction, the fullness of his penetration, … the blinding, white-hot pleasure. Elara screamed, her body convulsing around him, lost in a haze of forced rapture.

But, Flash wasn't finished. With a guttural grunt, he flipped Flame onto her hands and knees in the mud. One hand tangled brutally in her fiery hair, yanking her head back while the other gripped her hip bone. He pulled her hips upward, arching her back obscenely, presenting her slick entrance for his use. Then he drove back into her, harder, deeper, faster than before. Each thrust was a hammer blow, driving her face towards the churned earth, her cries muffled against the mud. Their coupling became purely animalistic, driven by the potent drug and the Goblin's command. Flash rutted into her like a maddened beast in heat, his hips a relentless piston, his breath hot and ragged against her neck. Elara could only sob and moan, her mind shattered, her body betraying her utterly as wave after wave of agonizing delicious pleasure crashed over her.

Unexpectedly, Ultea’s voice cut through the haze, sharp as a blade. "Enough, Flash! Release her!" The Goblin’s stud pony froze mid-thrust.  He snarled in frustration but instantly obeying Lady Ultea, to him a Goblin Mistress. He withdrew abruptly, leaving Elara gasping and shuddering, her body slick with sweat and mud. Ultea strode forward, her small hand gripping Elara’s chin, forcing her tear-streaked face upward. "You performed well against the spiders, Flame," Ultea hissed, her eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. "But now, you face my judgement for speaking as if you were a Pack Leader, contradicting me, instead of staying in your role as my owned steed.”  She gestured towards the six Witches and the six merchant women.  “Flash, for your reward, continue fucking these twelve women as if you were one of our Goblin warriors”

Flash stumbled away from Elara, Flame, as additional cunt was offered for what he just lost.  Elara moaned piteously at the loss of Flash’s cock.  “Flame, while you were the cause of protecting King Fekyrd’s arrangement for more Human livestock; yet, … you spoke up without permission.”

"Bind her hands at her belly and get her upright on her knees,” Ultea ordered the nearest Goblin.  “Then, gift my filly with 20 lashes and then any Goblin in this raid can fuck her until the Pony Bliss wears off.”  Ultea turned away and Pack Leader Xoirx nodded to her in respect.  “Duty is indeed obtained only at a high cost,” he muttered only loudly enough for Ultea to hear.  Despite her fondness for her special Pony Mage, Ultea did what must be done.

The whip strokes cracked like thunder as the muscular Goblin obediently began the punishment.  Elara gasped as the first lash bit into her back, the sting igniting fresh agony beneath the Pony Bliss’s haze.  Around them, Goblins stroked their cocks to remain hard as forged steel in readiness for seeding Ultea's beautiful redhead slut.  With twelve other fillies to breed endlessly as a reward, their resolve to turn their attention to Flame was to reassert to the stupid cunt that her status was the lowest of the low in the Trickster Clan.  They had little choice but to physically put Flame in her place.

“Breed the slut for daring to speak against a Goblin’s decision,” one muttered angrily in the Goblin tongue.  The comment was echoed by others in the crowd eagerly watching the whip strokes reducing the filly to a mewling mess.  The approving grunts of the Goblins mingled with Elara’s choked cries as the whip fell again and again, each stroke a line of fire across her shoulders and spine.  Mud caked her knees, her body trembling with the effort to remain upright.

The Pony Bliss twisted the pain into a sickening pleasure, her traitorous body clenching with each impact, slickness pooling between her thighs despite the torment.  She counted the cracks—five, seven, twelve, … her vision blurring as the world narrowed to the sting of leather with its knotted tip and the drumbeat of her own frantic heart.

At fifteen lashes, her screams dissolved into ragged sobs.  Blood trickled down her flanks, warm against the rain-chilled air.  The Goblin wielding the whip paused, his breath heavy, awaiting Ultea’s nod.  The goblin girl watched impassively, her eyes cold as she gestured for the punishment to continue.  Seventeen strokes now.  Elara’s muscles spasmed uncontrollably, her bound wrists straining against their bonds.  The watching warriors’ arousal thickened the air—a musk of sweat, iron, and anticipation.  One warrior spat into his palm, slicking his cock as he stared at Elara’s ravaged back, imagining the grip of her flesh around him.

Twenty.  The final crack echoed sharply, leaving Elara to slump forward limply, trembling violently in the mud.  Her breath came in shallow gasps.

Before she could sag further, rough hands seized her hips, hauling her bruised body upright back onto her knees.  Another Goblin shoved her shoulders down, forcing her spine into a deep, painful arch that presented her slick, swollen sex like an offering.  A warrior stepped forward, his thick cock already weeping pre-cum.  He gripped her hips, fingers digging into the welts, and drove into her with a single brutal thrust.

Elara’s cry tore free, a raw sound of agony and the Pony Bliss’s twisted ecstasy.  He didn’t pause, didn’t savor.  His hips pistoned relentlessly, each slam jolting her whipped back, each withdrawal leaving her clenching around emptiness before the next invasion.  Mud splattered her face as he rutted, his grunts mingling with her choked whimpers.

He finished quickly, spilling inside her with a guttural groan.  He withdrew, slick and glistening.  Before Elara could even sag, another Goblin took his place.  No words, no pause.  Just the wet slap of flesh, the harsh rhythm, the sting of her torn skin protesting every movement.  This one was slower, crueler, grinding deep on each thrust, his claws tracing the bleeding stripes on her back.  Elara’s moans became a continuous, broken drone.  The Pony Bliss ensured every stroke, every bruising grip, every spark of pain ignited a counter-wave of degrading pleasure that hollowed her out.  She was a vessel, a receptacle, her mind fractured beyond protest.

A line formed.  The Goblins were more eager to sample Ultea's slut than the Witches or the Merchants.  Other Goblins, weary of waiting in line to use Flame, yanked up the hips of random Witches or Merchants and drilled into a slippery twat or a tight ass.  The twelve women lay spent and whimpering in between rapes, mostly ignored until other Goblins released their seed into the shuddering Mage and then turned to the naked but nominally free Human women.  The twelve women were forced to pay for the passage back to Human lands with their three pleasure holes; mouth, cunt, and ass.

Ultea’s Flame offered a different thrill to the Pack: defiance had to be punished, power had to be humbled, pride was flayed open alongside her flesh.  Each warrior who stepped forward seemed to relish the challenge of breaking her further, of seeing the fire in her eyes gutter and die under their assault.  They took her on her knees, bent over a mossy log, pinned face-down in the mud.  One after another, they used her, their grunts and the slick, rhythmic sounds filling the clearing.  Elara’s world narrowed to the pressure inside her, the ache in her limbs, the relentless chemical tide drowning her in sensation she couldn't escape.

The Pony Bliss’s hold finally began to fray as dawn painted the eastern sky in bruised purples and sickly yellows.  The last Goblin pulled out with a satisfied groan, leaving Elara slumped forward, trembling uncontrollably.  Her back was a map of dried blood and fresh welts.  Between her legs felt raw, used, utterly violated.  A profound exhaustion settled into her bones, heavier than any spell.  Nearby, Flash lay sprawled on his side, snoring softly, utterly spent.  The merchant women and the Witches were silent heaps of bruised flesh and tangled limbs, their shallow breaths the only sign of life.  Even the Goblin warriors slumped against trees or curled on the ground, their predatory energy momentarily extinguished.

Pack Leader Xoirx surveyed the scene, his own eyes rimmed with fatigue.  The frantic pace, the battle, and the relentless breeding had drained even his formidable reserves.  He exchanged a long, silent look with Ultea, perched on a stump like a predatory bird.  Her usual manic energy was subdued, replaced by a calculating weariness.  The forest around them was quiet, unnervingly so after the night’s horrors.

"The sun rises," Xoirx rasped, his voice rough.  "We rest here, … move again at dusk."  It wasn't a suggestion.

Ultea merely nodded, her gaze lingering on Elara’s crumpled form.  "Let the Flame cool," she murmured, a hint of something almost like pity, or perhaps just strategic preservation, in her voice.  "She burned bright last night.  Rest will fuel her up for the fire ahead."

Pack Leader Xoirx’s Camp Beside the Spiders’ Lairs

Elara woke with a jolt and a scream.  In her befuddled state after her long grueling day and night, she didn’t immediately realize that her loud scream came out as a soft, muted whimper.  Hands held her down on her belly and Gertrude whispered in her ear, “Calm yourself, we don’t want you ruining your healing.  Elara turned to look at the eldest Witch and found that her bound wrists were extended over her head and her face and shoulders were held off the ground by rolled blankets.

Her questioning, “What?” came out of her mouth as a faint whinny.

“Shhh,” Gertrude whispered a bit louder.  “You were punished for speaking out and saving those six women that survived the Spider Queen’s attack on their trade convoy.  All the Human men, their Goblin guide, and his Human filly were killed by the Spider Queen.  Do you remember that you argued with Lady Ultea after the attacks by the Spider Queen and then the killing of the Spider King?”

The Lady Mage, captured and now Ultea’s filly, swallowed heavily and sorted the events of the last day in her mind.  She grimaced at the remembrance of the strong strokes of the whip that tore into her back and then shuddered at the orgasms of mixed pleasure and pain forced upon her by the Pony Bliss.  She opened her mouth to question Gertrude when her hand gently covered her mouth.

“Don’t try and speak, love,” she admonished softly.  “Your back is healed with very little scarring after you cost your Rider much embarrassment last night.  The interruption of your Pony Bliss coupling with Flash, the whipping, and your rape by every Goblin in this troop weren’t enough.  She had to make sure that you’d never question the judgement of any Goblin again.  She had your iron nose ring cut off and you now have one of their enchanted bronze nose rings through your septum, … your voice can now only make soft animalistic sounds.”

The Mage slumped down, overwhelmed by the developments.  She desperately wanted to ask about her back.

Almost as if Gertrude did indeed discern her thoughts, she spoke up, “Flame, you woke just as we finished healing your back, your ass, and your pussy.  We had to heal the injured Goblins and their ponies first.  Sadly, during the attack by the Spider Queen, Pack Leader Xoirx lost two fillies and four Goblin warriors.”

Ultea strode up and Gertrude grew silent.  The Goblin shooed away the Witches and knelt down by Elara’s head.   Elara felt the Goblin grab a handful of her hair and yank her head upward in a painful grip.  “Flame, you came close to erasing my honor and my position in the Clan yesterday,” she hissed angrily in Elara’s ear.  “Luckily, instead of having to cull you from our Clan Stables with a slow, public death, I gained back my status with your whipping and the offer of your filly sex holes to Xoirx’s entire Pack.  The last offer at your expense is that I gave Pack Leader Xoirx the right to gamble away the rights for your first set of Goblin younglings.  When this quest is complete and the Pony Bliss has worn off, expect to spend some time at the Trickster Clan’s Breeding Stables.”

Before she walked away to leave Elara to her thoughts, she hissed loudly, “Stupid Human, you were making such progress with your magic and now I’ve no power to stop your new fate as a lowly Clan Broodmare.  Brainless bitch, Flame, rest now because we ride again tonight.”

The Camp of Lord Groic’s Goblin Horde

Just before dawn the same morning of Pack Leader Xoirx’s ambush by the Spider Queen, Lord Groic was sitting contentedly on a three-legged folding camp chair as he cradled a hot mug of his favorite herbal brew.  Michelle lay curled in a fetus position at his side, still covered by the blanket the two had shared during the cold night.  There had been no clouds after the rains cleared and the temperature had quickly dropped.  The ex-Ranger was half awake and half asleep.  Her breasts ached from the bruises and claw scratches left from where her Master, Lord Groic, had grabbed her too forcefully while enjoying a fast and violent fuck the night before.  She had been deeply exhausted from a long day under saddle; yet, she responded wantonly to seeking her orgasm and the release of his potent cum.  Despite the quick coupling with no foreplay, and just the animalistic pleasure of his cock drilling into her helpless cunt, each had orgasmed and fallen quickly into satisfied and dreamless sleep.

Groic’s four remaining Pack Leaders came up, glanced with approval at blonde Pony Luscious properly well-fucked and lying at her Master’s feet.  Each Pack Leader had taken a pony from the Clan’s Stables for the mission, preferring athleticism in war steeds over their sexier personal ponies which they left safely behind.  “What’s the plan, Lord Groic?”  Pack Leader Quoze asked.

“We meet our King tomorrow night at the northern valley entrance to the Human Lands,” he explained. 

“Riding to the east of the barrier mountain range is dangerous,” Pack Leader Cryzz offered.  All the Goblin leaders knew this was no complaint by the bravest of the Pack Leaders.

“My kin living in the east have reported unrest in the Ogre lands,” Pack Leader Peltuft added.

“The very reason we travel in strength to the Human Lands,” Groic explained.  “We have need of Human magic to quell the reason for that unrest.  Had the Humans been reasonable, we could have joined together in this quest rather than having to take what we need.”

His four leaders looked to him to explain more.  Lord Groic shook his head, “The rest of that story is for King Fekyrd to explain after we meet up at the eastern side of the valley.  For now, prepare to ride.”

King Fekyrd’s Two Hundred Experienced Warriors   

[image: ]King Fekyrd set a brutal pace with his personal Pack of Warrior Guards plus the ten Pack Leaders that joined his horde with their more than two hundred warriors.  Not a single Goblin warrior faltered or complained.  They paused only once to pour the vile tasting pony restorative drink down their fillies’ throats.  After a quick drink of water on their own part, King Fekyrd again signaled the horde to begin moving.

Hours later, nearly at dusk, two scouts returned from the front on their right flank, their ponies dripping with sweat from the wild gallop.  Before they could report, two more scouts galloped in from the left flank.

“At least two packs of Wargs ahead, Majesty,” the leader of the first scout team reported.

Wide-eyed, the leader of the second scout team blurted out, “King Fekyrd, the Wargs are battling a horde of Ghouls just outside the valley entrance that we seek.  Together there are hundreds and their battle is blocking our advance into the valley.”

“Something has driven them here,” King Fekyrd grunted in dismay, “and the Ghouls likely turned on them.  By the Gods, I only hope we aren’t too late for what we must do.”  He turned to the ten Pack Leaders that crowded about after hearing the scouts approach at a full gallop.

The King paused to consider his options.  Decisive in his strategy, he commanded, “I need six Packs to gallop their fillies near to death to swing wide to our west toward the valley entrance.  Three Packs will pause and hold the valley entrance, the other three will move north of the battles to form a blocking force to keep the scum from running away to fight another day.  Remain hidden, passively as a blocking force until you see me attacking from the south.”  Six leaders quickly made agreements and bets before they ran off.  Within just a handful of moments, one-hundred-twenty Goblin warriors raced to their left, heading into the foothills and then swinging north as commanded.

King Fekyrd looked to the remaining four Pack Leaders and his own personal guard Pack Leader.  “Three more Packs to run even faster to the east of the Ghouls and Wargs.  Do not become entangled in battle.  Link up loosely with the force to the north and again become our blocking force to keep survivors from returning to their east.  Only move slowly west when their fighting dies down.  That will begin forcing any survivors of their clashes west into the anvil of the other six Packs.  That’s when I’ll drive the remaining Pack and my Royal Guard Pack straight north.  With a bit of the Gods’ luck, we’ll have them surrounded and pick off mostly wounded survivors.”

The four Pack Leaders quickly rolled dice to determine which pack had the most dangerous, and honorable, role.  The three winners gathered their sixty warriors and raced off in a wide circle to the east and then headed north.

King Fekyrd clambered up on Dart, another valuable redhead and the fastest of his three fillies.  The lead lines of the other two were held in the reserve along with twenty more fillies.  His trainers would bring them northward slowly to remain safely behind the heat of battle.

[image: ]Far ahead, two of King Fekyrd’s scouts crept forward away from their cowering fillies shivering with fear.  Their leashes were carefully tied off to the base of a pair of trees.  This was no time for a Goblin warrior to lose a steed to fear.

The two warriors crested the top of the shallow ravine and looked down.  They were just in time to see a pair of Wargs ambushing a Ghoul.  The Wargs quickly overwhelmed the Ghoul with slavering jaws, ripping huge chunks off the foul beast.  As they worried the corpse, two more Ghouls crested the far side of the ravine.  The two Wargs didn’t realize their danger as the Ghouls jumped them, and this time, it was the Ghouls that ripped furred skin and flesh from the Wargs.

Preoccupied with the gruesome battle, the scouts carefully loosed one arrow each.  At the short range, each arrow sunk deep into a Ghoul’s skull.  They crept backward to their fillies, set themselves in their saddles and moved back to report to the King.

The scouts moved carefully back through the line of Goblins.  “King,” one reported, “the Wargs and Ghouls battle just ahead.  We picked off two surviving Ghouls and left a total of three Ghouls and two Wargs dead just a few shallow ravines to our front.”

[image: ]King Fekyrd’s nodded.  “Good, we’ll hold here.  We’re spread thin but have linked up with our brethren to our west and to our east.  Join the line while we wait till their battles die down.”

Ogre Battle Leader Brogaan

Further north and to their east, two more scouts had pulled forward from the line to observe the Wargs and Ghouls moving west through the woods.  Each had decided that King Fekyrd was correct.  It looked as though the groups of Wargs and Ghouls drifted mindlessly west as though they were being driven or escaping from a greater threat.  They randomly clashed and stopped only to fight if they encountered their enemies.  The scouts watched in total fascination as a small group of each battled, neither were watching their rear.

[image: ]The former Lady Eryn Cardiff, once maid to King Quint’s head mistress cowered in fear at the sounds of the animalistic battle so close ahead.  The growls, screams of anguish from non-Human throats, and the thrashing of brush were overwhelming.  Eryn, included in the final group of Tributes, had only recently been collared and saddled.  A shadow shifted across her prone form and she glanced up to see a massive, muscular beast with a mouth full of teeth meant for ripping and a pair of tusks.  “An Ogre?” she wondered briefly before a hand pushed her throat down into the forest floor.

The Ogre, Battle Leader Brogaan, knelt down and grinned at his captive even as his massive paws expertly trussed up the Goblin’s filly.  He could hardly believe his luck as his calloused paw ran down her long brown hair.  With a sweep of his knife, he cut the wriggling bitch’s lead line and turned to the other filly.

The two ponies could only squeal softly in voiceless terror as the massive Ogre expertly trussed them up and then sliced off their saddles and reins.  He paused to sniff the air and, in a grin that further exposed his fangs.  He had located the foul smell of Goblins just ahead.

Soundlessly for such a huge creature, Battle Leader Brogaan approached the crest of the ridge where he knew the two Goblin owners of the ponies were cowering side-by-side concealed under a small thicket.  With two mighty sweeps downward of his club, he crushed both skulls of the much smaller Goblins.  The stench of more Goblins to his rear told him that he was now forward of their lines.

Deciding it was time to move his plunder to safety, the mighty Ogre moved back and gathered a squirming pony under each arm.  Moving into a gallop that crashed brush aside like wisps of fog, the Ogre burst away from the thin Goblin line, stomping on another Goblin scout’s head in the process.

Before the scout’s buddy could react to the threat, the Ogre was gone, moving swiftly back toward his lands far to the east.  He had failed to block the Goblins passage to the Human Kingdoms but he returned with valuable prey.  “The Goblins never trade away their ponies,” he told himself with satisfaction.  “Soon, we have been promised unlimited Human filly stock to breed.”  His cock stiffened at the thought of breeding one of his captured fillies.  Reluctantly, he accepted that his Battle Chief would have first rights breeding the second filly.

Held fast under a shoulder of the Ogre and trussed up like a piglet going to market, Lady Eryn Cardiff couldn’t believe his strength as he sped away with the other pony, a filly Eryn didn’t know, held captive under his other arm.  Branches scraped at her skin as he ran quickly now, not caring for the noise he made.

To their immediate north, another Ogre Battle Leader spied the northern-most line of Goblins that spread out to his left and his right.  He wrinkled his nose in disgust at the hundreds of the foul creatures that he smelled as he scouted the rear of the eastern-most line of Goblin warriors and then he moved north to get behind the Goblin’s northern line.  With a grin of excitement, he found ten fillies with their lead lines tied off to a stout line tightly strung between two trees.  A lone pair of Goblins, looking away toward the visceral sounds of battle between Wargs and Ghouls, were charged with guarding the fillies.

More silent than even a Goblin scout, the Battle Leader swung once horizontally with his club and smashed both their skulls in a single blow.  Grinning wildly at his easy success, he walked down the line of lean, muscled Human fillies.  He untied each lead line and grasped it in a powerful paw before moving to the next.  With a tied together bunch of five lead lines in each paw, he yanked on the reluctant fillies until they realized they could not resist his more powerful body.  The slight rustling of brush was the only sound as he led his captives away.  It went unnoticed with the louder, closer sounds of battle the Pony owners were focused upon.

Embarrassed at only having captured two Human females when the prey was so easily captured, Battle Leader Brogaan had taken note of of one of his peer’ success, he returned to find another poorly guarded line of ten fillies.  Once he had their lead lines prepared, he returned to the battle line and easily killed all eight of the ten remaining Goblins that owned the ten fillies he stole.  “Twelve Human fillies are mine,” he declared in victory.

When the three Battle Leaders driving this gaggle of Wargs and Ghouls eastward toward their home territory met, they were driving a total of thirty-two captive fillies away from the Goblin horde.  It was easily the most successful raid for breed stock from the Goblins in hundreds of years. 

At full dark, King Fekyrd’s Goblin army held the approaches to the passage into the long narrow valley with three thin arcs of Goblins connected together at the north, east, and south.  He scowled at the results of the battles.  “We lost twenty-five warriors and thirty-two fillies?” he grunted in disbelief.  “Was there even a single sighting of an Ogre?”

His Pack Leaders looked at each other.  “No King, except for their stench, there was no sightings of any Ogres.” the most senior admitted.  “But, the approaches to the valley are littered with hundreds of dead Wargs and Ghouls with no signs of any Ogres.  Your battle plan worked perfectly,” he added, “Mopping up the survivors was easy.”

“No losses to our warriors from Ghouls or Wargs,” the King muttered in anger, “but we lost twenty-five warriors to ambushes from our rear.”  Then he raised his voice, “Warriors, we lost over a whole Pack, twenty-five dead with no sign of injuring a single Ogre, all due to sloppiness.  There were probably only a handful of Ogres and now, they have a vast treasure in captured fillies, … our fillies.”

He took a deep breath to calm his anger.  “We beat Lord Groic here by a full day and caught the Ogres, their Ghouls, and their Wargs unprepared to blunt our move westward.  That’s all that let us win this prequel to greater battles.  Unless Lord Groic has meet with an equal disaster as ours today, he should be joining us late tomorrow and doubling the number of warriors on our battle lines.”  He took a deep breath and glared at his Pack Leaders.  “Prepare our defenses in depth.  I will leave in a day to Kingsreach, leaving much of our strength here to hold back any moves by the Ogres.  Tonight, I want three trench lines dug across the valley floor and anchored into the steep hillsides.  Do you hear me, Pack Leaders, three trench lines by dawn and no fucking your ponies tonight!”

Each of the Ogre Battle Leaders moved eastward back toward their own more meagre forces.  With a population a fraction that of the Goblins, their warrior forces were limited in total to a King and his ten Royal Guards, four Battle Leaders, and forty warriors.  Each Battle Leader only had ten Ogre warriors to command.  The three life-long friends, all Battle Leaders, made a cold camp.  They feasted on a deer captured during their smooth retreat.  It was bloody and raw, a perfect trail meal.  Later, after they reached their lands, the bones would be thrown into a stew pot along with more bones and meat along with some roots gathered by their women.  The women would crack the bones to free the marrow and return everything to the stew pot.

[image: ]That night without a fire, each Battle Leader picked a Human filly from their herds, threw her down, and throughly raped her with a stallion-sized organ.  The fillies only survived because their Human holes were elastic enough to accept the steely raping posts that thrust relentlessly between their legs and because the Ogre cocks were only the length of Human or Goblin dicks.  The Ogres’ massive balls pumped so much cum into their cunts that it squelched out with each pulsating thrust of seed as they orgasmed.  Like the Goblins, the Ogres were more randy than goats in heat.  Each of the Battle Leaders broke in all three holes of their selected captive.  It was a long, painful night for the women.  None of them learned to orgasm that night from the brutal sex.  Once in their own lands, Ogre Shaman Witches had a brew administered daily that solved that shortcoming by making them in heat all the time and eager for the brutal sex.  The foul brew’s secondary symptom was a gradual lessening of the mental processes of the Ogre’s filly stocks.  By the time each captive had been brought into forced heat with the brew for a double handful of moon cycles, the women had lost their ability to bring forth thoughts into words muted by their Goblin nose rings along with any higher level mental skills.

Battle Leader Brogaan chose the former Lady Eryn Cardiff as his Human breed bitch.  She fought when he pulled her from the anonymous safety of the huddled pile of his bound and collared twelve fillies. Like the others, equipped with Goblin hog nose rings, she was voiceless to scream her defiance and physically powerless to resist the strength of an Ogre.  The only mercy he provided is that he momentarily rubbed the pre-cum dribbling out of his rock-hard shaft across her pussy lips.  The slippery goo coated not only her labia but also the helmet of his cock. 

With a single push, he sunk the tip into her hole.  The pain was horrendous, nothing like the dozens of rapes she suffered at the hands of her previous Goblin owner.  The ex-Lady of high repute in Castle Quint had come to accept her lot as a pony and began to enjoy the three to five times a day her owner rutted away at one of her holes.  This experience was vastly different.  Her silent howls of distress and anguish went unheard.

Brogaan was thrilled at the tightness of his breeder and he vowed to use it as often as he could.  His cock might have been as broad around as a stallion, but its length was just a bit longer than that of a Human.  So, when he sunk fully into her stretched out hole, his bristly groin hairs rubbed strongly against Lady Eryn’s own naked pubic mound.

After her pleasure sheath was stretched by the Ogre’s raped, the higher body temperature of the Ogre did heat her sex in a pleasant way.  Ultimately, and unbidden, Eryn began to wriggle back at the raping rod.  At a high level of excitement, Brogaan released his seed far too early and he grunted angrily at his treacherous dick as it pulsed again and again into the bitch’s tight hole.  He pushed his new cock pleaser aside and strode away in frustration. 

Free of any bondage and with the far end of the lead line to her collar tossed aside in the dirt, Eryn gathered courage to flee.   When she raised up on her hands and knees, she realized with more than a little horror that the Ogre had triggered a pleasant heat in her belly.  Quivering at the humiliation that she might have orgasmed and come to enjoy sex with an Ogre, she sprinted away back along the clear trail left by the Ogres.

Battle Leader Brogaan joined his two fellow Battle Leaders and then began a loud and boisterous argument betting on when the Goblin’s Pony Bliss eaten by their bitches would wear off so they could be bred.  They decided to accept the decision of one of their Shaman Witches as to which was the first to be successfully bred with a pair of Ogre twins.  The worst loser would give up his next breeding rights to the winner.

“Can you imagine,” one bragged to the others, “in just forty moons, our thirty-two bitches will birth thirty-two youngling Ogres.  And then, … we get to breed them again after just forty more moons.” 

“After that first birthing, we’ll get another thirty-two Ogre younglings every eighty moons,” another offered.

“We’ll go down in history,” the last one grunted in happiness.  He looked to the three well-fucked women.  “And we get to fuck tight twats, asses, and mouths every night.”

Battle Leader Brogaan shook his head in sorrow at his fellow Battle Leaders’ lack of understanding about the disparity in birth rates between Goblins and Ogres.  “After an initial breeding and birth of the first set of Goblin younglings in four moon cycles, that cycle repeats every eight moon cycles.  For Ogres, after the initial breeding only a single Ogre is born after twenty cycles of the moon and further Ogre babies are only birthed after that at forty cycles of the moon.  Goblins outproduce Ogres five to one during the first birth following breeding, and ten to one for subsequent breeding/birthing cycles.”

None of the three Ogres were aware that Lady Eryn Cardiff was already far away and moving faster and covering more ground than any Ogre.  “I have to avoid the Goblin battle lines and shift further north,” she thought and glanced up to the sky.  Blessing her father for teaching her star patterns, she spied the triangular pattern of stars that showed the way to the north.  She found a game trail that seemed to go that direction and she slowed to a more deliberate and safe pace as she stepped off the trail blazed by the Ogres.  Her goal was to move further north than the line established by the Goblins and then traverse the steep hillside above the valley.  “Maybe three or four days to cross to Human Lands,” she calculated in a conservative, careful moving, estimate.

She sped along the narrower game trail and suddenly halted.  “A moan?” she thought and listened carefully.  The sound was repeated, a faint moaning sound and a rustling of the ground cover.  Worried at what night lie ahead, Eryn laid her belly carefully down on the trail and continued to listen.  The rustling sound became louder and Eryn spied finger-thick plant tendrils crossing the trail and heading to her right, away from the rustling sounds.

A massive Warg, clearly a male, was being slowly dragged across the game trail just inches away from her face. It was wriggling desperately to free itself from the multiple wrappings of green plant tendrils.  Eryn moved back a hand-width and even in the dark saw blood weeping from where hook-shaped thorns had dug deep into the Warg’s flesh. 

The Warg locked eyes with her and opened his mouth in a futile attempt to bite at her, either because he was a hunter of prey or to use her as a means of pulling free from the carnivorous plant.  Long after the Warg was dragged to his doom, Eryn heard other dragging sounds and realized that multiple carnivorous plants were cleaning up one of the battle sites.  Whimpering at her near death, Eryn backtracked down the trail and found the disturbed earth and brush from where the Ogres had dragged her and her sister captives.  She quickly began to sprint away from the game trail and away from the Ogres’ camp.

“Giant Wargs, flesh-eating Ghouls, carnivorous plants, and foul Spiders, … the Shadowlands are a place for caution.” she reminded herself of the things she overheard while a Goblin filly.   “I now have first-hand knowledge of those fabled monsters.”  The thoughts of those dangers drove her faster.

Surprisingly, she soon stumbled upon the site where her Ogre had paused to strip the saddles and gear from the ten fillies stolen off their hitching line.  With a soft whinny of approval, she found a pile of discarded saddles with all the Goblin owners’ gear still attached.  She made a small slice through the center of a bedroll to set her head through to craft a crude tunic which she drew around her waist with an improvised belt of bondage cord.  A second bedroll became a pack of sorts rolled tightly around knives, water bladders, small skins of the foul tasting pony restorative, a bag of Pony Bliss, and compressed pellets of seeds, nuts, and honey.  Eryn rolled the bedroll over her loot, tied off the ends, and hung it diagonally across her back.  An extra knife was stabbed into the roll where she could easily grab it and one hand held an extra water bladder and skin of the restorative tied together.

A last discovery was a small handful of coins stowed in each saddle as an emergency fund.  She took every bronze and silver coin she found and stuffed several leather purses full of the coins.

With renewed determination, the naked woman continued her journey.  She moved more cautiously as she saw evidence of the abandoned northern Goblin battle lines.  “They’ve pulled back to the valley below,” she told herself as she saw the steep northern side of the valley ahead in the pre-dawn lightening of the sky.  With a grunt, she began to climb the hillside to find a safe path high above the valley below.

King Fekyrd’s Battle Line Across the Valley Floor

The next morning, King Fekyrd’s warriors were exhausted after digging trenches all night.  Then, they took breakfast in shifts and returned to more digging and forming work parties to cut timbers for sharpened stakes to bury in angled lines facing a potential enemy’s approach.  The work was only partly as punishment for their sloppy defensive discipline.  The King was also worried that he might not have enough men to defend against the larger, stronger, and admittedly strategically savvy Ogres.  He was more than a little relieved when Lord Groic arrived late that afternoon without suffering any serious losses while moving his forces.

Lord Groic jumped off Pony Luscious (Michelle) and enthusiastically embraced his brother, King Fekyrd.   As each grunted in pleasure at the brutal backslaps of brothers, a Pony Handler snapped a lead line to Luscious’ nose ring and drew her away.  It was now routine for Michelle to stand there stoically as a bucket of soapy water was poured over her head and two far too enthusiastic young Pony Handlers scrubbed her down with soapy sponges. 

Michelle, once a powerful man sexually interested only in women, had already accepted her destiny as a Goblin steed and sex toy.  So, she wasn’t upset when she was bent over for the youngest of the Goblins to diddle her twat to a nice mild orgasm.  Sighing, Michelle dutifully opened her mouth when the other young Goblin presented his erect cock to her lips.  Resigned, Michelle leaned into the stiff cock, moistened the tip with her saliva, and then drove her lips fully down the shaft.  Head bobbing and self-raping herself on the shaft was now commonplace to the expert cocksucker.  “I just wish my hands were free,” she thought wistfully.  “Then I could tickle his balls stick fingers in his ass to get him to release his seed early.” 

Her wish wasn’t one of eagerness to swallow the bitter seed of a Goblin, … it was to speed up the inevitable spurting to force an earlier ending to the blowjob.  Just as she finished licking the thick seed from her lips and swallowing everything, … the younger Goblin stuck his erect staff in her face.  With another sigh of resignation, Michell again opened her mouth and prepared to suck yet another Goblin cock.

“Horny bastards,” was the ex-Ranger’s thought as the youngling shoved his hips forward, sending his fat cock’s head deep into her gullet.  “It’s all just part of my life now,” she thought with resignation.

Pack Leader Xoirx’s Goblin Warriors

Elara groaned wearily as Lady Ultea kicked down on her breasts with her clawed prehensile toes to once again get her to pick up the pace.  “Since my punishment, Lady Ultea has treated me differently,” she told herself.  “The bond between us has clearly been broken and without my voice, I have no means of repeated apologies and offers of punishment to get back in her good graces.”

Instead, each break Elara humiliated herself by pretending to want to lick Ultea’s pussy by extending and slurping visibly with her tongue.  Her clear wish to pleasure Ultea was ignored.  Elara’s need to restore their relationship bordered on desperation.  She was scared of being put aside and shipped away as a permanent brood mare.

“She’s treating me harshly, as if I was just any saddled pony to use, just owned two-legged livestock,” Elara worried.  “She doesn’t feel a bond with me anymore.” Elara’s thoughts were repeating with the known threat of being led to the Goblin Breeding Stables after this journey, … perhaps to endlessly birth Goblin youngling twins.

Ahead, she recognized the southern, and main, crossing west from the Shadowlands to Sir Quint’s Kingdom.   Lady Ultea and Pack Leader Xoirx were the core of the small raiding party.  Beside the four of them, there were sixteen surviving Goblin warriors and their steeds, plus two mounts without riders.  The twelve exhausted Witches and Merchants were half asleep on their horses with their hands again bound behind their backs and their waists tied into their saddles.  The lead lines of the mules with the group’s supplies were tied off on saddle horns of the lead horses.

The two Human guards standing beside the stone arch that marked the border gawked at the sight of the armed Goblin party and turned to scurry away to safety.  They quickly paused and dropped their weapons when they heard the creaking sound of sixteen Goblin war bows being drawn.  One pissed himself at the sight of the sixteen gleaming bodkin tips on the war arrows.

The two guards dropped their swords and stood cowed in the presence of so many warriors.  “We surrender,” one exclaimed in fear.  “We woke up late and everyone else has gone, probably retreated back to Kingsreach.  We don’t even have horses.”

“You no longer stand at the edge of King Quint’s territory on the border to the Shadowlands,” Pack Leader Xoirx growled.  “Within a few days, everything to the west of this border and all the way to the Brightwater River to the northwest, the west, and the southwest will belong be Goblin territory.  The few peaceful Humans in this new territory will have a full moon cycle to register at our Embassy that will be located on the east side of the River Brightwater bridge and just north of the Shadowlands road.  Each Human household that remains may keep a single bow for hunting small prey and a single long dagger.  Any wishing to resist or fight will be caught and executed.”

“Well!” Pack Leader Xoirx growled even louder.  “When we leave, gather what few possessions you need to carry and return back to the Human lands of King Quint west of the Brightwater River.  Or, you can find your families living east of the Brightwater and register within a moon cycle.”

A couple of Goblins jumped off their steeds and gathered up the swords and war hammers dropped by the guards.  Moments later, the raiding party trotted past.  The guards remained frozen in place, shocked at the sight of the naked women used as steeds and the twelve securely bound and gagged women led on lead lines to their horses’ halters.


Chapter 7: The Battle for Shadow Garde

Much later, after lengthy sessions of cantering, walking, trotting, and repeats of the same combined with two brief rests at cold camps, Elara recognized that they were approaching Shadow Garde, the large estate that the Slavers Guild purchased for her group that defeated Lady Lysara.  As described to the guards at the border, the estate was on the east side of the Brightwater River and north of the road to the Shadowlands. The sight brought back memories to Elara, some horrid and some wondrous, of her time with Sir Michael Arrowsmith and then with Slave Michelle.  She frowned in remembrance of the machinations of Lady Valoria, Mistress of Slaves who later became Administrator of the Estate.  “She sent us on this last failure of a mission,” she told herself in anger.  While trotting toward the back wall of the estate, Elara remembered Xoirx’s mention of an embassy.  “Do they mean it will be located on this large estate?” she wondered.

They approached the back wall of the estate and the Goblins dismounted and moved Flame aside to the rear gate.  The other fillies and Human females were hogtied, chained together, and left in a tight grove of trees just beyond bowshot from the back wall.

Pack Leader Xoirx made a waved signal and eight of the warriors grabbed capture gear while the other eight checked their short swords, knives, and bows.

“Prepare to use your magic as I command,” Ultea hissed in Elara’s ear.

Pack Leader Xoirx led the way up to the base of the wall, surrounded by the eight Goblins with capture gear followed by Lady Ultea and Flame.  The eight Goblins holding nocked bows took up flanking positions.

They stopped at the narrow rear gate to the gardens behind the mansion itself.  The gate was thick and banded with iron straps and held shut on the other side by two heavy timber crossbars.

“Flame, open it!” Ultea commanded to Elara.

Her hands freed for the raid on Shadow Garde, Elara set the palms of her hand where she knew the two heavy crossbars were located on the other side.  She ‘felt’ the first one and drew her hands upward so that the wall of upward moving air lifted the first timber from its iron hangers and then ‘shoved’ backward away from the gate in synch with her thrusting hands.  The second timber was then freed and moved aside as well.

Pack Leader Xoirx again led the way and pushed the heavy gate door inward.

Inside the mansion, the Lady Valoria was entertaining two high-level Slavers Guild leaders.  High Lord Cedric Cantor was overall head of the Slavers Guild in King Quint’s Kingdom and he had brought High Lady Emily Tallor, a senior counselor of the Slavers Guild to receive the mission report from Sir Cantor and slave Ciara as well as to inspect the estate in preparation for releasing it to Lady Michelle.

Sir Castor and Ciara sat in high-backed chairs facing Lady Valoria and her two guests.  Castor and Ciara were were bound tightly to the chairs and gagged.  They still wore their filthy travel clothing.  They weren’t happy with their reception when they returned with all the books, scrolls, and artifacts from the Abbey of Despair.

“So let me get this straight, Valoria,” High Lady Emily Tallor asked in a snide and disrespectful tone, “You sent a weak and younger female version of Sir Michael Arrowsmith, the spy Elara who was a thrall for that demon-loving Lady Lysara, Ciara a Guild Agent and whore in Darkspire, Helena a disgraced Guild Agent, and Sir Castor our Weapons Master with his cock in a cage on this mission.  You hoped to disrupt King Quint’s plans to acquire dangerous magic artifacts following Lady Lysara’s defeat and death?”

“Yes, High Lady,” Valoria answered smugly.  “Michelle, a Ranger turned younger and into a female version of his most deviant fantasies and four of what you would characterize as disposable members were sent on a frightful mission that they happened to have completed successfully at great cost to themselves.”

“Hmmph!” the High Lady responded in a haughty tone.  “All low-lifes, … disposable indeed.”

“Hmmm,” the High Lord muttered.  He turned to the High Lady, “Sir Castor here has served the Guild most of his life and Ciara was critical as a spy in the Shadow’s Embrace, deep in the Shadowlands, and doing undercover tasks that few Guild Agents would accept doing.” His gaze intensified and he asked in a silky voice, “Since Ciara and Helena are no longer working as our agents in Darkspire and the Shadow’s Embrace, … perhaps, High Lady Emily Tallor, you would consider a transfer to fill that job opening as spy and tavern whore?”

Emily Tallor blanched and shuddered at the thought.  “You wouldn’t,” she hissed after she recovered from the unacceptable thought that a High Lady would function in such an odious position.

The High Lord grinned and turned back to Lady Valoria.  “I would hear your request to continue as Shadow Garde Estate Administrator since Sir Michael, … err, … Michelle is no longer here as owner.”

“Michelle has indeed disappeared into the clutches of the Goblins and these two, Castor and Ciara, have both worn my collar previously while here in the Slave Kennels.” Valoria asserted in an arrogant tone.

High Lady Emily Tallor smiled coldly, “Mistress Valoria, I was the one that approved your rise to Ladyhood.  As Deputy Head of the Slavers Guild in this Kingdom, I admonish you to remember that the collars and slaves you mention were owned by the Slavers Guild, and not yourself. 

At that moment, the door to the room burst open and Lady Valoria’s two Head Maids rushed into the room followed by the two senior-most guards who took up an armed guard position at the door.  “Invaders, Mistress,” one squeaked in fear as he settled into a defensive sword stance.  Both maids squawked and ran to crouch behind the couch that Valoria sat upon.

With eight nearly simultaneous meaty thuds, the two guards suddenly sprouted four arrows buried deep in each of their torsos.  Eight green Goblins rushed into the room, quickly overwhelming the three Guild members.  The maids fainted away.

“Well, if it isn’t Red come back wearing her collar,” Valoria unwisely mocked Elara as she stood with her hands held upward in mock surrender.  The backside of Pack Leader Xoirx’s thick leather glove, with iron studs at each finger joint, struck the Slave Mistress across her face.  The blow was harsh enough to shatter her front teeth and she flew back against the three Goblins holding her in place.

Elara watched with some amusement as the Slave Mistress was stripped of her finery and she was fitted with a thick leather Goblin slave collar.  Her struggles halted when the collar was buckled tightly and a large tool held by two Goblins compressed the two brass rivets that locked the tongue of the collar in place.  She knelt stunned as her maids were similarly stripped of their clothing and collared.

“Take the Slave Valoria, the maids, Castor, Ciara, and Elara to the Slave Kennels for now and then return here,” Xoirx commanded.  Two Goblins quickly ensured leashes were snapped to collars, including Elara’s rather than to her nose ring, gagged, and drawn from the rooms. The six Humans obediently followed their minders out of the room.  They were given no other option.

He turned his attention to another Goblin.  “Have the ones holding the Witches and the Merchants take them also to the Slave Kennels.  Return here as we need to plan how to better secure this place.

He turned to the Slavers Guild representatives.  “You two look important, tell me your names.”

“Pack Leader, I’m High Lord Cedric Cantor, Head of the Slavers Guild,” Cedric bowed his head as he answered in a calm and respectful tone.

Pack Leader Xoirx nodded at the man’s knowledge and respectful tone.  He looked to the lady with her hair and clothing disheveled from being grabbed and held restrained by three of the Goblins.

“I’m High Lady Emily Tallor,” Emily screeched with a face blotted with fear.  “You will regret handling me so roughly.  Unhand me now!”

The Pack Leader ignored her demand and looked back to the Head of the Slavers Guild.  “Ambassador Blokt has sent us a detailed dossier on you, Lord Cedric.”  He again nodded his head, “Yes, … Cedric Cantor, … Ambassador Blokt speaks well of you as a reasonable and honorable man.”  He turned to the High Lady, “You, Emily Tallor, … well, … Ambassador Blokt also speaks of you, … and not nicely, … something like, … less trustworthy and more dangerous than a snake loose in tall grass.”  Xoirx looked at the three Goblins physically holding the struggling woman.  “Strip her, put another leather collar on the slut, and take her to the Slave Kennels.  Two of you already took away the first cunt with the mouth.  Pick two warriors to escort this slut.  Do not give the two Slaver bitches Pony Bliss so that the four lucky Goblins can enjoy breeding younglings into their bellies from this point onward until we secure Castle Kingsreach.”

The order brought chaos to the Goblins in the room as dice were brought out and betting quickly took place.  The High Lady was dragged out completely naked by two wildly grinning Goblins.  Her screams both irritated the eardrums of the two winning Goblins but also further inflamed their lust.  Goblins considered the privilege of sexing unwilling and physically protesting yet-to-be-collared Human females as a high honor, especially those that have just fallen from high positions.

“Please sit,” Xoirx offered to the standing Head of the Slavers Guild. Seeing little option other than resisting and joining the two Slavers Guild women, Cedric sat down without comment.

“As you must understand, Pack Leader Xoirx,” Cedric Cantor asked, “I wish to know the fate of my Guild’s two women.  Do you really intent to breed them both?”

Xoirx laughed and answered with a grin, “But of course.  That first bitch, the disrespectful and mouthy cunt was one of your poorly skilled Slave Mistresses.  To Goblins, the humor and irony of enslaving a Slave Mistress is too good to pass up without serious loss of honor.  Surely you see the humor in collaring and breaking a woman supposedly highly skilled in that same art.”  He then frowned, “The other is different, she is spoiled, arrogant, and known to be constantly scheming, ... and we’ve found some such women are not worth training.  Tell me that you want the conniving slut back and she’ll be yours, hardly the worse for wear.  After all, … your females tend to survive quite well when experiencing prolonged Goblin lust and I’ll make sure that she’s properly marked as reject Goblin property.”

Cedric laughed softly in resignation.  “No, you are quite right.   High Lady Emily Tallor has been troublesome lately and the Guild Leadership Council has privately been discussing her retirement to a position she’s better suited for.  Consider her and our ex-Slave Mistress as gifts to set the stage for open negotiations between us.”

Pack Leader Xoirx grunted in partial agreement.  “I’ll accept the pretense that they were gifts instead of new captives.  But, know this, rather than being put under saddle, both will leave here pregnant and will be taken directly to our Breeding Stables.  I see no future for either other than as forced breeding stock”

The Slavers Guild leader’s eyebrows raised at hearing their fate and he slowly nodded.  “I understand there might be some Goblin secrets revealed in our discussions.  Rest assured that I will not pass them on.”

Pack Leader Xoirx nodded in acceptance of his statement as an oath.  “Now,” he said emphatically to shift the conversation back to the important one.  “Your King has broken our centuries-old pact and ended Tributes.  It comes at a particularly bad time that we have warned him about and we are faced with a survival-level decision.”  He paused and looked serious.  “I will break with tradition, Human, and put my dice on the table.  Our world is faced with a threat more serious than that posed by Lady Lysara.  She was pure evil but it was easy for your agents to thwart her plans and dispose of her.  To you ignorant Humans, this new threat is all too unbelievable and is one that we might not defeat.  We have to demand Slavers Guild attendance tomorrow at mid-day in King Quint’s main throneroom.”

High Lord Cedric Cantor looked directly into Xoirx’s eyes.  “Had you found another here, there might have been problems with your demand, Pack Leader.  However, … with your dice on the table, I can only do the same and pledge that we will be there tomorrow.”

“Also present with you will be High Lady Margery, your Guild’s High Sorceress and you will also ensure that your agent, Sergeant Joshua Kaur, the one who has brought the fictitious character of Karson Potter to life, will make sure that the Royal Librarian, High Lady Brianna Wood, is present as well.  I understand that tonight is the end of her audition period for placement as a brainless tavern slut at Karson’s Gilded Goblet; but, I’ll need her thinking clearly tomorrow.”

Cedric Cantor could only nod and pretend he wasn’t amazed at the intelligence held by the wily green bastard.

“Lastly, Lord Cantor, I reveal another high secret for you to hold unvoiced until tomorrow night,” Pack Leader Xoirx added, “within a day, this estate and everything east of the Brightwater River will be taken from your King Quint and become sovereign territory of our King Fekyrd.”

High Lord Cedric Cantor’s nostrils expanded as he took a deep breath.  “And the role of the Slavers Guild?  We do hold temporary ownership of this very estate.”

Pack Leader Xoirx shrugged his shoulders.  “High Lord, the role of the Slavers Guild depends on how well you meet our demands to get High Lady Margery your Guild’s High Sorceress, the High Lady Brianna Wood the Royal Librarian, Sergeant Joshua Kaur who is the real Karson Potter Pimp and Whoremonger of women’s erotic fiction, and yourself to the meeting tomorrow.”

“In the meantime, Lord,” Pack Leader Xoirx continued, “this estate, Shadow Garde, that was purchased by the Slavers Guild and already fully reimbursed in far greater value by Sir Michael Arrowsmith is now confiscated by order of King Fekyrd for use as Ambassador Blokt’s residence.  He will be the Goblin administrator for the territory east of the Brightwater River and north of the road to the Shadowlands.”

At High Lord Cedric Cantor’s look of confusion, Xoirx laughed.  “You wonder about the lands south of the road to the Shadowlands.  That part isn’t certain yet, but our King Fekyrd wishes to have a Human to be the administrator of the Goblin lands south of the road to the Shadowlands.”

Below and at the distant end of the estate where Lord Cedric and Pack Leader Xoirx’s meeting was taking place, Lady Valoria and High Lady Emily Tallor were howling in agony in the Slave Kennel’s as pairs of Goblins rained blows from a cat-o-nine-tails on their nakedly hanging bodies.  Suspended only by their bound wrists, the blows twirled the two poor previously arrogant and privileged bitches around with each brutal strike.

Ciara and the Merchant women watched in consternation as the two were being broken to the whip. Predictably, the High Lady was first to break and beg for mercy.  The whippings stopped and Emily Tallor’s red, tear-streaked face contorted in agony as a Goblin’s claws claimed each of her ass cheeks to still her rotating body.

“What say you, Human?” the Goblin asked Emily Tallor slyly.  “Consider your plea carefully.”

Realizing what she was being cued to beg, brought momentary clarity to the woman.  “No, … no, stop this you little green fuckers,” she demanded after changing her mind about submitting.  “You must release me!”

Valoria tried to prepare herself for the whipping to resume along with Emily as the stupid bitch resisted begging for a Goblin collar.  “Eiii!” Valoria screamed as her whipping resumed along with Emily.  Each strike was alternated by one to Emily who also renewed her howling and shrieking.

Knowing more than her arrogant companion about how much pain a torturer could lay upon their victims, Valoria was first to fully break.  “I yield!” she screamed.  “I, Valoria, Administrator and Slave Mistress of Shadow Garde, yield my body to you.  Do with me as you wish.”  Then, realizing that her submission as a Goblin slave could never be retracted, she burst into tears.

At High Lady Emily Tallor’s continued silence from horror and humiliation for what she now needed to consider, two sets of whips renewed their strikes on the High Lady’s naked body.

“No!” one of the Goblin’s said in reprimand to his companion as that Goblin held up nuggets of Pony Bliss.  “No Pony Bliss.  Pack leader Xoirx judges them unsuitable for use as mounts.  We are to breed pairs of younglings in each and then send them to the Clan’s Breeding Stables.  If we’re lucky, the younglings will be from our bloodlines.”

Mage Slave Elara gasped at hearing the fate of the Slaver Guild women.  It wasn’t very different from her own; a very long lifetime of bearing and birthing Goblin younglings.

The other three Goblins danced with glee and quickly, two hard Goblin cocks immediately claimed the two reluctant Human cunts.  The two Goblins that lost the quick hand and finger-count-challenge of ‘me to the right’ slowly rubbed their cocks and sourly waited for their return.  Each was thinking maybe sloppy seconds would be enough to have their seed find fruit in a Human womb.

Escape From Ogres

Even as Pack Leader Xoirx was working out the details for the meeting at King Quint’s palace, Eryn Cardiff dressed shabbily, much as a poor farmer’s daughter or a runaway wife, came down the valley’s mountain side just in time to hide as hundreds of silently racing Goblins and Goblin ponies passed by her hide spot.  “They are heading toward Kingsreach,” she told herself with some worry.  She crouched in horror of discovery as each of the massed Goblin warriors rode nearly naked Human steeds past her at a fast ground-covering canter.  The thunder of hooves was unnerving to the frightened escapee.

After waiting long enough to be sure there were no stragglers, she followed carefully, and then diverted from their route by turned south at a small crossroads a half-days walk from the Brightwater River.  She had finally arrived at the approaches to her parents’ estate.  The main buildings were surrounded by beautiful white stone walls and encompassed a main house, stables, barns, vast gardens, ponds, a pool, and numerous small out buildings. 

With a sigh of relief, she evaded the main estate entry with its pair of guards to keep out unwanted visitors, and moved through the woods around to the wall nearest the stables.  She stopped when she spied a familiar tree with a long thick branch crossing over the wall.  She grinned at the antics of a younger Eryn Cardiff sneaking back into the estate using that very tree.  Now, feeling more like a thief than an adventurous youth, she climbed the tree, crawled out on the branch, and dropped down to land in the thick grass turf behind the stables.  She finally felt safe.

“No problems,” she thought wearily.  “Please, Gods of Mercy, I don’t want any problems.”  In the stables, she climbed a ladder up to the small hay loft and storage area, and found her old hiding place for her treasures nestled behind hay bales and under a wide floor plank.  The Goblin gear she’d brought back with her was carefully unwrapped and set within the deep recess.  She frowned at the saddle that she’d decided at the last moment to bring on her journey homeward.  The two half-shells of the torso piece had nestled together well, saving space.  Inside a leather bag was a pile of steel horseshoes with the matching petite hammer, four or five sets of reins and lead lines, a dozen leather slave collars, a huge mass of bondage cord, and an equal number of open, bronze nose rings.  “A veritable treasure,” she told herself as she hefted fifteen small leather bags full of Bronze, Silver, and Gold coins.

“I thought to sell all this,” she thought.  “I know that the Royal Librarian is interested in such things, … cultural things of interest, I mean.”  She smirked at the time her Mistress, the High Lady Violet Tanner, had sent her to pass a note to High Lady Brianna Wood.  “I found Brianna in the Forbidden Book Room and she had a wide drawer open.  She was running her fingers lovingly across bondage items that were stored neatly in that drawer.  She nearly jumped through the roof of the Forbidden Book Room when she discovered me standing there looking over her shoulder as she lovingly caressed the drawer’s contents.” 

Before she covered up and hid much of her loot, Eryn sorted through the coin purses stripped from the Goblin dead and kept two dozen Bronze, one dozen Silver, and six Gold coins.  “Some money, but not too much.  I know that my twin, the Lady Lillian Tirion had been placed on a reduced, very tight budget soon after her wedding by her strict husband, Lord Rhobert Tirion.   One of my sister’s weaknesses is being unable to resist rich clothing and expensive jewelry.”

Lord Tirion was a compulsive gambler and the fifty-seven-year-old was well over twice the age of Eryn’s twin sister, Lillian Tirion, who was only twenty-one.  Eryn had warned her sister that the man was only after her dowry and access to the estate’s finances.  “You face overwhelming debt, sister, unless you change your ways,” had been her blunt advice.  Lord Tirion’s presence was the reason for Eryn’s cautious return and for hiding the recovered riches.

Satisfied that her things were well hidden, Eryn Cardiff was eager to greet her sister and relax in a hot relaxing bath while she caught her sister up on her misadventures.  She walked up to the outside door to the kitchens and paused.  She heard a woman screaming in anger within.  She looked through the small window in the door and spied the back of a tall, slender woman yelling at someone out of sight.

Where’s Rhona Cook?” she wondered, “the kitchen is a mess.  She would never let it get so filthy.”  Then the angry woman turned around for a moment and Eryn gasped in surprised recognition of the beautiful slim woman with long black hair.  The pinched look on her face was her typical one.  She was a strict and dangerous trouble-shooter for Tegan Bailey, a bookie and loan shark that often worked together in schemes with the pimp and slaver Karson Potter. 

A moment later, Eryn’s world almost collapsed when her identical twin sister walked into the kitchen with her arms full of dirty dishes.  “Lillian’s face is blotchy from crying and she’s lost a lot of weight,” was her first thought.  Then, she realized she was too used to seeing naked females everywhere while she was a Goblin slave.  “She’s naked!” she hissed in belated realization.  Looking closer she could see red welts where the riding crop in Tegan Bailey’s hand had loosed punishing strokes of the crop on her sister’s previously unblemished skin.  Part of her was amazed that her habitually plump sister seemed to now be at a perfect weight with her big breasts looking even larger than ever on her now leaner frame.

Her horror increased when Lillian’s husband, Lord Rhobert Tirion walked awkwardly into the kitchen wearing high heels and a too short baby doll nightgown.  His face was made up like a lowly whore and he too had been crying and displayed even more raised red welts from the crop.  Eryn hissed at the sight of a complicated-looking black iron cage that was locked about his cock and balls.  His previously impressive cock and balls now looked unhealthily bloated and deep red in color.  Rhobert’s normally lean and muscular visage looked to be pale with much muscle loss.  “He’s obviously lost far too much weight as well,” she told herself critically.  “His slender body looks to be more feminine than masculine.”

Eryn backed away carefully and then ran toward past the stables and toward the small row of workers’ cottages where her family Cook lived with her Groundskeeper husband.  One knock on the door and she was enveloped in the arms of a woman her same size but quite round, as befitted a lifelong Cook.  Eryn wept and hugged back fiercely, tears streaming down her face.  “Oh Rhona,” she wanted to cry. 

“Child,” the fat woman cried, “thank the Gods that you’ve returned.  Everyone told us that you’d run away with that cow and mistress to the king, the High Lady Tanner.”  At Eryn’s sobbing silence, she pushed Eryn away to carefully look at her face.

Eryn watched her family’s loyal servant and friend critically examine her face and neck.  She opened her mouth to explain away her condition and only soft huffing sounds emerged.

Rhona Cook nodded in understanding.  “Can’t talk, girl?  Someone took you and the High Lady away?  My guess is that the King finally tired of that woman’s tongue and her conniving ways and you got caught up in shuffling her away.” A servant Rhone Cook might have been, but she was savvy enough to quickly figure out that the story of Eryn running away with another woman was a false one.

Eryn nodded at ease rapid-fired questions.  Then, she picked up the bottom of her nose ring between a thumb and a forefinger and showed it to Cook.  After a moment, she unwrapped her makeshift scarf and did the same with her now exposed slave collar.

Rhona fingered both items and blanched at what they meant.  “A slave?  Are you a runaway slave?  Will someone send the Magistrate to come searching for you?”

The former Lady Eryn Cardiff shrugged her shoulders and then held the palm of a hand forward and pointed down; then, she twisted it to the left and the right.

Her family Cook blanched again and whispered, “Demons, … you got captured by demons and escaped?”

Frustrated at being unable to explain, she saw her friend’s wedding ring and pointed to it and then toward the manor house.  Then she gripped her collar and mimed pulling it off.

Rhona caught on right away, and turned to yell, “Dai!  Get off your butt, Lady Eryn’s here and needs your help.

Rhona’s husband was Dai Groundskeeper, a commoner like his wife and also absolutely loyal to the Cardiff family that treated them well and provided food and shelter to them for much of their lives.  Rhona was hired originally as a twelve-year-old indentured scullery maid for the former cook and worked the Cardiff kitchen’s scullery room, was promoted to Kitchen Scullion, Assistant Cook, and then Head Cook; all over a period of thirty-one years.  Dia was originally purchased from the Magistrate as an orphan boy by the previous Head Groundskeeper when he was ten.  He’d been working on the estate for the last forty-two years.  Eryn and Lillian’s parents freed them both as a wedding present when Rhona and Dai married; Rhona at sixteen and Dai at twenty-five. 

Eryn was practically dragged by Rhona out the door of their cottage toward Dai’s small workshop.  He ran ahead with a lit lantern to open the workshop and to prepare some tools.  As Head Groundskeeper and all around Estate Repairman, he had a large, well organized work area.  When Rhona and Eryn caught up, Dai had two more lanterns lit to minimize shadows.  The bed of the forge was still full of softly glowing coals.

Rhona set a small folded towel on top of a heavy anvil mounted on a sliced section of tree trunk.  She gently pushed Eryn’s cheek down atop the towel and held her head gently in place.

Dai easily found where the tongue of the leather collar had been fed through the metal buckle and then locked in place with a set of blunt-ended bronze pins.  The pink tip of his tongue slipped out between pursed lips, a sign of his intense concentration.  He carefully slipped the narrow head of a wickedly sharp chisel between the two layers of leather held together by the pins. 

Dai nodded to his wife who tightened her grip on Eryn’s head with one hand and the collar oriented so that a downward blow of the chisel would strike one of the bronze pins.  The first pin took two tentative taps of a hammer against the head of the chisel.  The second pin took a single, harder strike of the hammer head.

The instant the collar fell free, Eryn yanked it free of Dai’s hands, ran to the forge, and threw the hated leather Goblin collar into the middle of the coals.  Knowing her way around the workshop after spending time with Rhona watching Dai work, she slipped a hand into a thick glove, grabbed a poker, and covered the collar in a shower of sparking coals.

“I hope you can explain destroying that to me,” Dai said sadly, “that was a fine piece of work and would fetch decent coin from the Slavers Guild.”

Eryn shook her head to the negative and let Rhona again guided her cheek down to the towel and anvil.

Instead, Dai pointed to a vise mounted on the waist-high section of a thick tree trunk.  Rhona carefully dragged Eryn’s face to the steel jaws of the vice and Dai slowly spun the handle to move the jaws together on either side of the nose ring.  “Girl,” he whispered as he set his weight into the lever tightening the jaws, “the vibrations from my strikes will sting your septum, … maybe cause a lot of pain.  But, you must stay still or you’ll end up tearing the ring from your nose.”  After a long moment of carefully lining up chisel and hammer, he again nodded to Rhona and stroked downward with the hammer.  He hit the chisel head squarely and the tight jaws of the vice held it in place even as the sharp end of the chisel struck just below her nose.

Eryn was terrified as Dai grunted and stroked his hammer again.  Rhona held her down and cursed whoever did this to a woman she often felt was like a daughter.  Eryn and Lillian’s mother died of the plague when they were still little girls.

Dai paused in his attempts to cut the thick bronze ring.  He peered carefully at the ring hanging from Eryn’s nose, held tightly in the jaws of the vice.  “It’s slow,” he admitted, “but we are making progress.  The hardened tip of the chisel is working its way into the bronze which must have been magically hardened.”

When the chisel broke through, Dai loosened the jaws of the vice, rotated the ring, tightened the vice, and started making a second cut.

This time, when the second cut freed a section of the ring, Rhona carefully rotated the remaining section through her septum.  With a big grin, Rhona handed the two sections to Eryn with a cautionary, “Careful, they are hot.”

Bouncing the hot pieces of bronze on the palm of her hand, Eryn threw them into the forge and again stirred the coals.

“Rubbing her sore nose with one hand, Eryn mumbled, “Goblins, … the King has been sending slaves and prisoners to Goblins as a sort of tribute and then they become Goblin slaves and livestock.  They ride Humans like ponies and even breed them.”  She held up a foot and pointed to the horseshoe.

Rhona gasped and held her hand over her mouth.  “The stories, … the ones told at night by mothers to scare their children, … they are true?”  Rhona held back a cry of terror.  “Child, those wild and crazy stories mention their skill at tracking their property.  That’s why you destroyed the collar and nose ring, … you were afraid of them tracking you here?”

Eryn nodded, too worn out to answer.

While the women were talking, Dai was examining the shoe on Eryn’s foot.  He wriggled the shoe and there was no play between horseshoe and hoof.  There was a tiny groove in the shoe that ended under the head.  “No nails?” he questioned.  “How do you get these off?”

“A special hammer,” Eryn gasped.  “I’ve got it in a safe place.  We can get the shoes off later.”

Dai frowned at Eryn’s shod hoof.

“Dai, we can fix those shoes later,” Eryn interjected.  She turned to Dai and Rhona, “My story is a very long one.  But, but the details can wait until I find out why my sister and her husband are wearing slave collars and why that commoner Bethany Goff is in my family house abusing two members of nobility.”

Rhona took her hand in a gentle grip.  “Let’s go back to our cottage, have some tea and talk all this through.  Tomorrow will be an important, and possibly dangerous, day for all of us.”

Eryn sat at the table with the woman she thought of as a surrogate mother and knew the feeling was recipricated.

“As you know, your sister, Lillian, married poorly,” Rhona Cook started.  “She is still as lazy as ever and has spent far too much time purchasing fine clothing and jewels and competing with the shrews at court.”

Eryn nodded, “That’s why father put us both on fixed allowances in his will until we could prove our ability to manage finances.”

Rhona nodded her head.  “True, but having a husband who is a gambler, … and a poor one at that, … can put up any of his property as surety for a loan or a debt.”

“No, way,” Eryn gasped.  “That bastard listed Lillian as surety on a debt, a gambling debt?”

Rhona nodded.  “He tried to get a loan against the estate.  None of the legitimate banks would even consider doing such an illegal thing.  The property has been held jointly between you two and any change would require both your signatures.”

“That bastard needs his balls cut off,” Dai interjected as he drew a sharpening stone along the length of his short sword.

“The problem with Lord Rhobert Tirion,” Rhona spit out, “is that he was stupid enough to take on Bethan Goff as his mistress.  “Bethan became furious when she found out that he’d run through all of his inherited money, every bit of Lillian’s dowry, any money she had saved from her allowance, and already listed his wife as surety against a growing gambling debt.”

“The debt must be coming due,” Eryn mused.

“Yes, tomorrow, in fact,” Dai cut in.

“His debt is owned by Tegan Bailey, the notorious bookie and loan shark,” Rhona added.

“Of course,” Eryn said with a head shake and a sigh.

“So, how did Bethan Goff get her hands on Lillian and Rhobert?”

Rhona giggled and then apologized, “Sorry, but that part’s actually funny.”  She took a sip of her tea and continued, “Lady Lillian was gone on one of her shopping sprees and then hanging out in the castle while that randy sod Lord Tirion was wearing himself out fucking that strumpet Bethan senseless. He brought her here to the house and she’s been his lover and mistress for at least the last two moons.  Surely her screams of ecstasy that echoed through the house must have been faked.  I’ve seen that miserable worm of a cock that Lord Tirion is so eager to sink into his female conquests.”

She laughed again at the absurdity of what followed.  “Since Lillian was gone again overnight with a girlfriend shopping and spending a ladies’ night together, Bethan had a couple of her whore friends come over to enjoy the estate.  They made me whip up some snacks and dinner for them.  I was cleaning up when I heard shrieks of laughter and knew it was something bad for that crowd to be so happy.”

“Well,” Eryn hissed, “hurry up.”

“Well, Lord Cardiff had gone upstairs after dinner to escape the cackling of the hen party,” Rhona explained.  “Bethan Goff and her friends were drunk and enjoying themselves.”

“One of the women went upstairs to powder her nose or something and found his Lordship in very embarrassing self bondage.  He had placed a slave collar on his neck, made his face up like a street whore, was wearing only women’s frilly under things, had gagged himself, tied his hands to his front for an easy escape with a handy knife, and was on his knees eagerly practicing cocksucking on a monstrous-sized dildo mounted to the wall in the spare bedroom.”

“Oh, by the Gods!” Eryn hissed in horror.

“The woman that found him works as a free whore at Karson Potter’s Gilded Goblet.  It was that blonde whore, Glynnis Priddy,” Rhona continued.  “She clipped the chain on his wrist cuffs to the ring on his slave collar, took the dildo off the wall, jammed it up his ass, and dragged him downstairs.”

“Blackmail?” Eryn guessed.

Rhona nodded, “Each of the three women guests got one hundred gold from his strongbox and since it was empty, Bethan Goff made him sign a promissory note to her for five hundred more gold.  Bethan and Glynnis have been here since then.  When your sister returned, they put a collar on her too and have been abusing them both ever since.” 

“Five hundred gold plus another three hundred for the women.  That’s ruination!” Eryn hissed.  “And tomorrow?  What happens tomorrow?”

“The Magistrate issued a decision that the debts must be paid tomorrow by sunset or Lady Lillian Cardiff-Tirion becomes the property of the bookie and loan shark, Tegan Bailey.  Also, Lord Rhobert Tirion will become the property of his slutty mistress, commoner Bethan Goff.”

“I have money,” Eryn hissed, “I’ll save Lillian and Rhobert can stay collared wearing his mistress’ collar.”

“No,” Rhona said softly, “the Magistrate will give a formal evaluation of each of their worths compared to their debts.  Neither valuation as slaves will be enough to pay off the debt so Tegan and Bethan will go after their share of the Cardiff Estate which will have to be sold, … at auction in fifteen days.”

“But, I own half the estate,” Eryn said with a sob.

“The Magistrate will be in a hurry to put their claims to rest.  The estate will be sold as is at a very reduced rate, likely to the bookie Tegan Bailey or to the slaver Karson Potter.  You will get exactly half the proceeds from that sale value, a very lousy deal,” Dai hissed in anger.

“But, the house is full of expensive furnishings, paintings, artwork, and clothing,” Eryn complained.

“Most has already been stripped away to pay for the wild parties thrown by Bethan Goff and the expensive clothing she’s commissioned for herself.  She stupidly burned all your sister’s custom made clothing.”  

“I have enough to pay off most of the debt hidden in the stables,” Eryn said.

“And the rest is easily accessible from the gold in your dowry that’s hidden up in that little cave,” Dai added with a laugh.  “Don’t worry, dear one, we’d never take anything for ourselves but we were going to pay off their debt with some of that money tomorrow to the Magistrate.”

Eryn smiled for the first time in hours.  “So, that commoner, gold-digging, whore has no right to have already collared and then abused my sister?”

“No, Eryn,” Dai said as he wiped the blade with an oily rag, “she was only allowed by the Magistrate to watch over the pair to be sure they stayed on the estate without fleeing the loans.  They will be arrested in the morning and held for the Magistrate’s judgement of default tomorrow at sundown.” 

“Karson Potter has been by several times to visit with ‘Tramp’ and Bethan Goff,” Dai said.  “He’s interested in controlling as much unwilling pussy as possible and he’s already working ways to buy the Lord and Lady’s debt to put his personal collar on them.  But, Bethan Goff and Tegan Bailey won’t budge.  They hope to gain a share of the Cardiff Estate.”  He took a moment and added, “If we can be sure tonight that Lillian is safe, Rhona and I can ride to meet the Magistrate and act as your agent.  He’s fair and trustworthy and will transfer their debt to you for payment.”

“I suggest selling Lord Rhobert to the nearest slaver,” Rhona offered with a grim smile.

Eryn smiled grimly and touched the sword at her waist.  “I have a better idea,” she whispered.

King Fekyrd’s Reduced Horde of Goblin Warriors

Even as Eryn planned her vengeance, King Fekyrd left the valley pass from the Shadowlands with his forces diminished by two full packs after the battles turning back the Ghouls and Wargs that the Ogres had driven toward Kingsreach.  He was certain that their intent had been to thwart a Goblin plan of gathering Human reinforcements from King Quint.  The Ogre Battle Leaders didn’t realize that wasn’t exactly King Fekyrd’s plan.

After two more days marching through the thick forests of the northern approach to the bridge over the Brightwater, the Goblin King held his warriors back inside the edge of the deep forest opposite and northward of Kingsreach Island and Castle Quint.  His forces still included eight full packs plus the pack of his personal guard.  “In today’s battles I intend to demolish King Quint and his supporters and humiliate them before the world.  Except for a few special prisoners, every single female on Kingsreach Island is destined for a Goblin collar and some role as livestock.”

His words were interrupted by growls of appreciation and excitement at the knowledge they could breed strong Goblin younglings from many captive Human sluts.  Most looked about to do a quick assessment of their number and visualized at least one Human twat overflowing with Goblin seed for every warrior present.

He continued with specifics of the plan.  “Lord Groic’s Pack Leader Xoirx should have already made contact with the Slavers Guild at Shadow Garde.”  He turned to his eight assembled Pack Leaders and then the head of his personal guard.  “Firstly, today my personal guard has the farthest to travel and the most difficult coordination to accomplish.  I want them to sprint ahead to the Slavers Guild estate that had been given to Ranger Michael Arrowsmith.  They, they are to join and reinforce Pack Leader Xoirx’s Goblins and that joint force needs to drive quickly west along the Shadowlands Road to secure the long bridge over the Brightwater.  Just short of land, wait on the river for my forces to join yours.  Then joined together, we ride into Kingsreach, follow the River Road a short distance north, and then drive through the drawbridge onto the King’s Island and Castle Quint.  Join us on the bridge by mid-morning, when our main assault begins.  He paused and added, “On the way, other objectives are the Royal Academy’s Women’s Dorms where I all the loose cunt we can find rounded.  My secondary intent of this mission is to fully punish Quint’s Kingdom for refusing to aid us and canceling the Tribute.”

“Then, right next door to the dorms of the Royal Academy of Higher Learning is the Royal Library which I also want Lord Groic and his Packs, reinforced with my personal guard, to capture and hold.  The most important goal in the library is to secure and keep safe the Royal Librarian.”

He took a breath, looked his leaders in the eye, and continued, “Advance teams will begin infiltration under cover of darkness with the remaining eight packs to assault across the Brightwater to secure Castle Quint itself.  Two packs will lead with the mission of hammering through to hold the drawbridge and the main gate.  Four more packs will follow and drive past them through the gate.  Those Pack Leaders will divide themselves among the missions to secure the Barracks, the castle guard rooms, any sentries at guard posts and along the castle walls.  Quietly kill any male guards caught roaming about.”

“Once inside the castle compound, any Human Guardsmen with weapons in hand are to be put down, … no quarter.  Any that properly surrender will be stripped and bound in chain coffles, destined for the Human slave markets of adjoining Kingdoms.  All those captured are to be led to the fields behind the castle and chained in rows of twenty.”  He paused and his eyes picked out the two Pack Leaders with the honor of securing the drawbridge and the four Pack Leaders to follow them.  They moved away to gather their sixty warriors and their ponies.  His personal guard grinned happily and also raced off. 

“That leaves your two packs,” he continued with a look to the remaining Pack Leaders.  “We sweep into the Castle itself by flowing in after those first six packs.  I will lead and we will move directly into the castle, splitting up to raid from the lowest levels of the dungeons to the tops of its towers.  Every Human male and female captured within the castle will be chained together and the slave coffles led out back.”

The Raid Against Castle Quint

Well before dawn that next day, the steel-shod hooves of ponies ridden by two packs of Goblins spearheading the invasion thumped onto the timbers of the long bridge over the Brightwater.  Immediately, the thumping of steel-shod hooves on the thick timbers of the bridge echoed loudly across the water.  The two Pack Leaders cursed their error in not wrapping their steeds hooves in leather.

To make matters worse, the ponies automatically shifted their steps to match a common rhythm.  As the other packs stepped onto the bridge and the number of hooves striking the timbers became hundreds, the rhythmic roaring drumbeats of their hooves began shaking the bridge deck itself.

The increasing thunder of sound petrified the four guards at the western end of the bridge.  From their night-blinded positions, peering from the flickering light of a pair of torches to the absence of light on the bridge, whatever the terrifying thing approaching was cloaked in darkness.  The runner sent to the guard barracks with a desperate plea for assistance was more interested in fleeing for his life than passing on a message.

The forty ponies and warriors in the two lead packs burst unopposed past the frightened guards who were then mowed down mercilessly by the Goblin warriors that followed.  The zinging of crossbow bolts and the hissing of arrows left the three guardsmen looking like pincushions.

The deep tones of the rhythmic drumbeats shifted to a higher, equally loud, tone as the timbers of the bridge deck gave way to cobblestone streets.  The rhythm took a few moments to coalesce and, once again, the terrifying sound echoed through the riverside buildings and dwellings.

[image: ]The lead packs caught up with the fleeing guard and Lord Groic himself swung his sword in a single mighty slash that sent the guards head tumbling away.

With no known danger to the Kingdom, and no warning from the guards at the bridge, security was lax on the short run north along the river to the drawbridge to the King’s Island and Castle Quint.   The portcullis was in its upward position with only two lone guards leaning against the stone entry tunnel, more asleep than awake.  The rhythmic clatter of hundreds of steel-shod hooves woke them to long moments of confusion that resulted in their doom.

The bloodthirsty Goblins quickly struck down the two guards who died without fully realizing that a major attack was underway.  The adjacent man-gate was closed and locked with its drawbar in place.  Four Goblins remained to carefully guard the counterweight release mechanism that would drop the portcullis and ten Goblins swarmed up the stairs to the overhead drawbridge mechanism.  Four warriors remained at the pulleys and capstan wheel above the main gate and the remainder ran each way along the top of the castle wall to subdue any guards at the turrets.

Beyond waking much of the town to the terrifying drumbeats of invaders, no alarm had been rung to alert the sleeping Guardsmen in the Barracks.

The following six packs of Goblins swarmed through the secured entry and onto the castle grounds.

The first Human woman to be captured and quickly thrown down to be bred was Kristi, the very plump brunette daughter of a rich merchant.  She was studying at the dorm’s front desk and waiting for her morning replacement so that she could go to breakfast and then to her classes.  The swarm of Lord Groic’s Goblins were almost upon her desk before she looked up.  She was still staring, open mouthed, when a warrior Goblin jumped up off his steed to fly over the desk.  He shoved a ready gag into her gaping mouth even as the pair were airborne, flying over backwards off the chair.  Kristi never had a chance.  She landed on her back and the Goblin landed on her front.  The impact of the dual blows drove the air from her lungs.  Before she could recover even a single breath, the Goblin yanked the shocked woman’s skirt up over her waist, and without any foreplay, buried his cock in her fertile cunt.

The pass keys for the dorms were found while Kristi was receiving her first Goblin cock and the swarm of Goblins raced around them to their assignments.  The entry was held by four Goblins plus Pack Leader Xoirx and Lady Ultea in case someone approached to enter the dorm.  At each of the first floor dorm rooms, four Goblins took up positions by the doors.   A few of the remaining thirty-six Goblins secured the double, open curving stairways to the second floor.  One by one, beginning with the ground floor, the doors were unlocked and the four Goblins at the door flooded into the small rooms and secured the pair of women still in their beds.  The sun had yet begun to peek over the horizon when the next pair of now naked women were dragged to the main entry by their victorious owners.

The Goblin wildly fucking Kristi looked up to watch the ordered chaos with the widest grin possible for a Goblin; but, he didn’t pause even once in his furious rutting.  His hard driving strokes pushed grunts from his prey.  Kristi was lost in a haze of confusion, fear, and a bit of rising lust since her boyfriend’s cock never lasted in her tight hole for more than a few, disappointing strokes.  After the Goblin loosed his seed into his new breed stock with a restrained howl, he pulled his marking pot out of his belt pouch and painted his personal symbol in red dye on the right cheek of her face and another on the flawless white expanse of flesh on her plump right butt cheek.  He put a corresponding red mark on his left arm, dragged his bound and gagged breed stock to the side, and then ran up the staircase to help his fellow Goblins on the second floor.

Each Goblin claimed a bitch and paused to bred them on the spot.  The ones that resisted being bred in the lobby brought the most satisfaction to the Goblin wielding his cock in their tight holes.  Goblin common knowledge was that the more resistance from newly acquired stock during a first breeding, the more powerful and dominate the Goblin younglings would be that were subsequently birthed from the breed stock.  Those women that meekly let themselves be bred were quickly beaten as punishment and then bred anyway.

Lady Ultea tied Elara’s reins to the entry door handle.  With a clear look of distaste on her face, Lady Ultea herded the two bemused but dressed humans, Ciara and Sir Castor who were still dressed for battle after returning successfully from their quest, to stand safely off to the side.

Pack Leader Xoirx nodded to Lady Ultea and offered, “Lady Ultea, please stay here to supervise and watch over our Human friends.  I’ll bring you two bitches that you can personally claim.  You will gain status if you sell or gamble first use of any virgin breed stock.  I’ll get two of my own as well.”  He leered at her and added, “Of course, I’m going to start breeding my two sluts as soon as I get them naked and bound.  With that, he raced upstairs where he personally charged into two dorm rooms and mercilessly subdued the women in those rooms.  His personal mark placed on the two now naked women was a blue sigil.

Lady Ultea grinned at her boon and glared at Elara before momentarily leaving to lead in a coffle of eight naked women.  Just impregnated Lady Valoria and High Lady Emily Tallor were at the front of the coffle followed by the six naked and equally well-fucked merchants from the Sunstone Caravan Clan that had been ‘rescued’ from the Spider Queen.  Unlike Valoria and Emily, the six merchant women had been protected from pregnancy by ingesting Pony Bliss.  However, to their dying days, each would remember the hundreds of orgasms forced from their bodies by the highly addictive fruit and the orgy that followed with Goblins with their forever-hard cocks. 

The second and final coffle of naked well-fucked women brought in by Lady Ultea held the six Witches; Gertrude (40), Rachel (36), Sophia (29), Maria (18), Elena (19), and Zoe (33).  Like the merchant women, the Witches had previously ingested Pony Bliss and, although not pregnant, had also been fucked repeatedly in all their holes by hard Goblin cocks.

Before she forced the two coffles of women to lie down on the floor, Lady Ultea painted Pack Leader Xoirx's blue sigil on the lower rumps and right facial cheeks of the six Witches and Lady Valoria and then her own sigil in orange on the six merchant women and High Lady Emily Tallor.  Even though they were pregnant, Ultea had claimed one of the two formerly free women collared at the Guild-purchased Shadow Garde Estate (Lady Emily Tallor) for herself and one (Lady Valoria) for Pack Leader Xoirx.  “I’m now a rich and respected Goblin,” Ultea thought smugly as she looked at her pony, Flame, and at the former High Lady Tallor and hoped that the two Humans claimed for her by Lord Groic would end up being stock.  “Flame plus three new ponies,” she whispered with a grin.  Then, she frowned at the prospect of losing Flame to the Clan’s breeding pen.  “Stupid, stupid, Flame,” she cursed.  The weight of how to decide the final resolution of the six merchant women’s status tugged at her brain 

As the lobby became full of grunting, crying, horrified, and just bred women, they were quickly formed up in additional slave coffles.  Each completely naked woman was collared with a leather Goblin slave collar and laid down on the floor belly down with their wrists bound behind their backs.  A Goblin smith went from collar to collar attaching a short length of chain between each pair’s collars.  When twenty women were laid side-by-side and properly chained in a coffle, a second smith went down the row attaching horseshoes to each helpless woman’s feet.  At that point, the Human women were forever-more Goblin-owned livestock.  Their new owner’s temporary ownership marks were on faces and rumps.  The room full of upset new slaves was relatively quiet, mouths tightly packed with gags muted their protests.

The dorm held twenty rooms on the first floor and eighteen each on floors two and three.  Each room was fully occupied with two sleepy women waiting for the right time to get up for breakfast or an early morning workout.  Fifty-six rooms, … one hundred twelve newly bred cunts.  The lobby became full with six coffles; five with twenty and one with only twelve.  More than one Goblin had marked a second bitch with his mark.  A very lucky few had a third bitch bred and lying on the lobby floor with their mark prominently painted on their rump and face.

Lady Ultea was proudest of all when Pack Leader Xoirx presented her with a third collared girl from the Royal Academy dorm. 

“Lady Warrior Ultea,” Pack Leader Xoirx whispered after he came over to stand beside Lord Groic’s daughter, “we have an unexpected abundance of Goblin breed stock and more to come from the Royal Library and the Castle itself.  I see no reason to let the six Sunstone Caravan Clan women free.  We have no need for mercenary Humans, male or female, to deliver us more stock.  What say we permanently add the merchant women and the two bitch maids that we got at Shadow Garde to our capture count.  They can be properly bred when the Pony Bliss wears off in a month.  Including them makes an even one-hundred-twenty-two stock caught just by our small group.”

Ultea looked toward Flame and grimaced.  “I lost my pony because of those Sunstone Caravan Clan women,” she complained in a quiet voice.  “But, … yes, I agree.  We’ll add them to the permanently collared ponies.”

“I’ll make sure they each get their horseshoes,” Xoirx added with a grin of satisfaction.  Then, he paused and added softly, “None doubt your honor, Lady Warrior and I think you err in consigning our strongest Mage and pony to forever be a breeder.  Get her with a pair of younglings by one of my Pack, … sell her right of breeding and they will fight for the honor.  Then, ride her till she births.  Breed her again if you wish, … but don’t lose a powerful mount with the combat magic talent that we’ll need in the coming days.” 

Lady Ultea shrugged in misery.  “I’ll think about it Xoirx.  I’d pull out her tongue; but, you are correct, we need her voice and her magic which continues to grow in power.”  With a sigh, she looked to the six miserable looking Witches.  “It churns my stomach in distress to say,” she muttered to Xoirx, “but for the meeting between the two Kings, we need to get clothing for the Witches.  Please have someone round up clothing here in the dorms, get them dressed, and in their own coffle along with Ciara and Sir Castor.  As I said, we’ll need them clothed and looking Human when we meet the two kings.”

“Then on to the Royal Library,” Xoirx added with a gleam in his eyes.

The Goblin’s Bounty

Twelve of Pack Leader Xoirx’s Goblins led the coffles of enslaved ponies out of the dorms of the Royal Academy, around the back of the Royal Library next door, and ultimately to the meadow immediately adjacent to the rear walls of the castle compound.  The women were forced into kneeling positions and stakes driven into the ground at each end of each coffle.  Six parallel lines of kneeling ponies brought drools of appreciation to the twelve Goblin guards.  They took turns, six at a time, fucking their own marked ponies once again.  Knowing that they weren’t getting any more personally owned cunts, they nonetheless were fully satisfied by their alternating turns seeding their own bitches.  With luck, all their new stock would be well-bred by the time they left Kingsguard.

The twelve Goblins that were selected for guard duty were among the luckiest Goblins who had captured a third pony.  Their thirty-six new ponies were seeded again and again while they waited for the attack to continue.  Others would sweep the Royal Library and the Castle for more prey. 

The six women from the Sunstone Caravan Clan that expected to be released when they reached Kingsreach were starting to worry that their deal with Xoirx and Ultea may have been renegotiated without their input.  Chained together naked on the same coffle, their moans of distress cemented that fear in their minds.  When Goblin blacksmiths with heavy leather aprons approached their coffle to begin shoeing them, any questions about their future was answered.

Plump, brown-haired Kristi, wriggled about in her most alluring manner when her Goblin approached her in the coffle.  The first captured, she had the lead position in her coffle and knelt obediently like the other one hundred twenty plus young women arrayed around her.  She shivered when the green warrior pulled her kneeling form to him and he muttered something in the Goblin tongue.  “It sounds like a baby’s nursery song,” she thought, oddly comforted by the coarse hands that rubbed her back as his long Goblin ears tickled her bare breasts.  She started to giggle and then stopped in dismay.  He sat down and pulled her head toward his lap.

His limp cock hung loosely from his naked groin and Kristi couldn’t help but stare.  “It’s covered in girl juices,” she thought with a bit of jealousy that he had been fucking another girl.  With her hands bound behind her back, it was awkward, but she leaned down and kissed the dick’s tip.  She gasped at the mix of tangy Goblin cum with a hint of something sweeter.  Kristi couldn’t help but feel she had to show she was as good or better than the other girl or girls.

The Goblin pulled her head closer to his groin and hissed in approval when her lips began to explore his cock on her own volition.  When her delving tongue roused his tired fuck stick, he gently moved Kristi to the side and set her face down on the ground.  He slipped around to her side and busied his hands with the task of arousing the young woman.  His right hand reached down to caress her dripping slit and his other began to knead the girl’s down hanging breasts.

“Plenty big enough to suckle a pair of healthy younglings,” he said with satisfaction in his native Goblin language.  Gauging her breathing had increased enough to show her readiness, he moved to her rump and set the head of his aching cock at her sex.

“Yesss,” Kristi whimpered, and he answered by skewering her with his rod.  Her hole was so slick that he sunk all the way to his root in one solid push.  Each grunted in appreciation.  He pulled out a bit and then lunged forward, added a little stirring twist with his pelvis against her pubic mound, and then pulled out to do it again.

Most of the women around Kristi hissed in anger at their subjugation.  A few wondered if they were safer being cooperative.  Either way, the twelve Goblins began fucking their way through their thirty-six new possessions.

The Capture of the Royal Library

The thirty Goblins remaining in Xoirx’s enlarged pack approached the side door to the Royal Library.  “This side entrance is for students at the Royal Academy,” Pack Leader Xoirx explained. “The only other door to the Royal Library is at the end of the long corridor from this door to where the main door opens into the Castle itself.  I need ten Goblins to sprint down this long corridor and secure that far entrance.  They need to clear the book stacks the entire way.  The rest of us will meet in the middle where the stairs are located.  We’ll go up the stairs and begin to clear the second floor and then everyone without a prisoner will assemble by the Royal Librarian’s quarters in the middle for the assault on the third floor.  Remember, she needs to come to the Castle meeting clothed and safe from rape.”  He stared at each of the Goblins.  “Don’t expect anyone here this early, only the Royal Librarian and maybe her Sergeant, Joshua Kaur.  He is also to remain clothed.  Neither are to be molested, injured, or to die.”

As Pack Leader Xoirx predicted, no Humans were found on any of the three floors except for in the Royal Librarian’s rooms.

Xoirx, Ultea, and two other Goblins stood outside the room and squeezed past the door they only opened enough to enter.  Ultea was the quickest, she went straight to the woman’s bedchambers and paused, shocked at the sight within.

High Lady Brianna Wood’s Private Chambers in the Royal Library

The night before, High Lady Brianna Wood finally finished her ten-day tenure as a paid-for-whore at the Gilded Goblet.  It had been a mix of thrilling wild and unrestrained sex, distress at entertaining filthy low class scum, and horror at what she had been forced to become.  She never realized the boredom and periods of hustling drinks that the job involved.  Terrified at being whipped, Floozy was a good whore in training.  Each night, her more pleasant manner earned her more attention and coin for the bartender compared to Tramp whose surly manner sometimes drew horny customers to Brianna, Slave Floozy.

About six days into her apprenticeship, Tramp, Glynnis Priddy, left the Gilded Goblet on some sort of assignment from their pimp.  That left Brianna as the only whore on duty until the end of her grueling ten-day assignment.

Exhausted, Brianna was pleased that her Sergeant, Joshua Kaur, aka Karson Potter, appeared at her elbow as the tavern was closing and sat her down at a table.  “I go home tonight?” she said, half as a question and half as a statement.  The bartender joined them at the table.

“How’d my new bitch do?” Karson the Pimp asked bluntly, ignoring her question.

“She’s worth keeping,” the bartender answered truthfully.  “She’s a better fuck than Glynnis and has a much better attitude.”

“So I don’t need to sell her on down to the whorehouse trade?” Karson asked in total seriousness.

“What?” Brianna hissed.  “You promised to let me go back to my normal life except or a favor every now and then.”

Karson shrugged.  “That’s true enough, Brianna.  But, if you failed miserably in this first evaluation assignment, … well, then I would be forced to get rid of you.  You’d agree that a life in a whorehouse would be better than a short life bleeding out from a slit throat in a ditch.”

Brianna flushed with fear at the dreadful result of failure.  “You mean it?” she asked with a sob of fear.  “I mean so little to you?”

“Brianna,” Karson responded in a quiet but deadly tone.  “Do you remember what I told Glynnis Priddy in the book when she asked about leaving my stable?”

“Something about her being a nice piece of ass,” Brianna answered in a huff.

“I was trying nicely to tell her to keep me happy and remain a nice piece of ass so she can keep earning me money.” Karson hissed back.  “You, High Lady Brianna Wood are also a nice piece of ass and I intend to keep you as my part-time whore.”  He reached out and grabbed a handful of her long dyed hair, “You should thank the Gods that you’re a kinky bitch that enjoys much of this; because, like Glynnis Priddy, you’re mine, at least part time, until I say otherwise.”

Brianna sat back with a whimper.

“Go get your leash, we’re going back to the Royal Library, Brianna,” Karson hissed.  “I expect you to entertain me until dawn when we’ll see about you resuming your regular duties at the library.”  He made no mention of the message he received from his Slavers Guild Masters about being taken in the morning to meed the King, along with a fully clothed and mentally focused Brianna Wood.

In her room, Brianna moaned in excitement as Karson tied one of her wrists to the corresponding ankle and then did the same with her elbow and knee on that side.  With both sides bound the same, Karson fitted a spreader bar between her knees, widely opening them and exposing both her lower pleasure holes for his use.  To keep her from collapsing onto her belly, he tied a loop of bondage cord around the middle of the spreader bar and then wound it around her neck.

Unable to move and flat on her back with all her pleasure holes available for use, Karson started by feeding his hard cock into Brianna’s mouth and rocking her rigidly bound body back and forth, forcing her to fuck her mouth on his cock.  When dawn began to rise outside the Royal Library, she was still bound tightly and Karson had released his cum in her three holes multiple times.

His cock was deep in her ass when the bedroom door opened and four Goblins walked into the room.

“Oh, shit!” was Karson’s brilliant response.

Brianna could only whimper as the fat black ball gag in her mouth kept her silent.

Lady Ultea walked up and ran a fingertip around the henna brand on Brianna’s nicely rounded rump.  “Is this collared and marked slut of yours for sale, Sergeant Josua Kaur?”

“Hooo!” Brianna protested into her gag.

Josua in his role of Karson the slaver had sputtered and yanked his still stiff cock out of Brianna’s ass.

Ultea critically examined Josua’s softening cock with one of her extended claws.  She looked up and added, “I’ll wager you for the cunt and even tell you the bet in advance.  If your cock is smaller than all the three Goblins behind me, she’s mine.”

“Leave him alone, Ultea,” Pack Leader Xoirx demanded in a sour tone as he stepped into the room.  “Karson Potter, put your cock away, we have serious business to arrange.”

The Goblin Pack Leader and the pimp-slaver moved out of the bedroom room and sat in one of the Royal Librarian’s chairs.  The two Goblins that remained nudged Ultea and one asked in the Goblin tongue, “Can we fuck her while those two jaw gab?”

Ultea looked the bound and helpless Royal Librarian over, nodded, and answered, “One behind her fucking either her ass or cunt and the other face fucking the kinky bitch.  The one that cums first is the loser and owes the other two Gold and me another two Gold.”

“Hmmmfh!” Brianna protested.  The well educated Royal Librarian knew enough of the Goblin tongue to realize that the female Goblin had just set the scene for her to be spit-roasted.

Not ten heartbeats later, there was a Goblin sunk to his balls in her cunt and a Goblin feeding his cock down her throat from the front.

While the two Goblins were pile driving their cocks into her two tight Human holes, Xoirx and Karson came back.  “What are you doing?” Xoirx exclaimed with anger. “We need her with us in the King’s chamber.”

“Let them be,” Karson responded with a grin, “her holes are tight and well-used to forceful rutting.  This will bring much pleasure to your two warriors and perhaps a bit of honor to me.  Just remember, she belongs to me and your Goblins can’t get her with younglings since she’s been taking herbs to keep from getting pregnant.  Let them use her until it’s time to clean her up for the meeting in the Royal Audience Chamber.”

“Hmmmph!” High Lady Brianna Wood protested and fought to get free.  Her moves only brought more pleasure to her two Goblin rapists.


Chapter 8: Confrontation at The Cardiff Estate

Inside the Cardiff mansion it was also well before dawn.  After an all night orgy of debauchery, blonde twenty-six-year-old Glynnis Priddy was drunk with alcohol and well-sated lust.  She had been having the time of her life at the Cardiff estate.  Since Karson bought her debt from Bookie Tegan Bailey, she had been forced to whore herself for her pimp, Karson; giving pleasure and not receiving much in return.  By the Gods!” she cursed in happiness. “Now I understand why men pay so much coin to have a naked, sobbing woman between their legs and reluctantly worshiping their cocks.”  

Glynnis held tightly to Lillian’s ears and yanked her head tighter between her legs.  The weeping brunette and heir to half the Cardiff estate swirled her tongue and hit just the right spot to bring Glynnis to another shivering orgasm.  When the worshiping tongue and lips became too much, Glynnis, known as Slave Tramp at the Gilded Goblet, pushed Lady Lillian away.

Lillian fell backwards onto her ass and onto her bound wrists.  She was red-faced, gasping, and drenched in Glynnis’ juices.  

“You have a bright future using that talented mouth of yours on cocks and pussies,” Glynnis whispered cruelly to her captive while still in the echoing throes of her latest orgasm.  “Who knew a Lady could so easily yield and suck cunt like a seasoned whore.”

“You have no right,” Lillian complained, as she continued to gasp for breath.  “I am a Lady and you’re nothing but a common whore.  Plus, we had a deal.”

Glynnis smirked.  “I might not be as smart as you, Lady Lillian Cardiff, or have a fancy title, but you are weak and far more deserving of a collar than such as me.”  With that said, she raised the riding crop that was set aside on the couch.  “Now, it’s time to teach a collared slut like yourself some manners,” she said menacingly..  “You’ve forgotten once again to address me as Mistress and to never use that saucy tone with me again.”

Upstairs in a spare bedroom, Lord Rhobert Cardiff was pleading, “Mistress Bethan, please let me go.  I’ll find the money and double my debt to you.”

Until her brain froze her in place at the thought of owning one thousand gold, Bethan had been wondering what slave names Glynnis would give to the new slaves.  Glynnis had been ecstatic when she’d been given naming rights to the Lord and his Lady.   Bethan gave no thought to the irony that a woman named Tramp, that was too stupid to avoid a simple slavery trap, would be so eager to drag down a Lady to her same level, as a collared slave and whore.  “It’s the old adage, the more beautiful a woman, and the larger her udders are, the less room left for her brains,” she thought.

Bethan looked down at the man who had begged her to be his mistress.  She smirked at his present state.  Over the last few days, Lord Rhobert Cardiff had been forced to dress as a woman, … or at least as a prostitute thanks to clothing brought to the estate by Glynnis.

“When we first met,” she remembered with a grin, “I was acting the role of the honey in a honey-trap for unwary men.  A little flirting, some drugged ale, a quick robbery in a tavern bedroom upstairs, and all the coin held by those men was in my possession and was being split with Karson Potter.  Karson provided the setting, the drugged drink, and the room.  The men woke penniless with no memory of the last day”

Her grin grew broader, “A merchant too drunk after winning at the card tables aggressively began trying to get me to spread my legs for him.  He had already laid out coin for an all night session when he drank the drugged ale.  I was just rising to take him upstairs before the effects of the drugs set in when that idiot, Rhobert Cardiff began yanking on my arm and offering to pay double for my time as if I were a common whore.”

“I back-handed that fool and, from his position on the floor, I saw that he’d visibly ejaculated at being put down by a woman.”  She smiled in remembrance, “I had the bouncer take him upstairs, strip off his clothing, and tie him down to a bed with his money on the table.  He turned out to be a lord,”

“I took the merchant for almost two hundred gold and left him drunkenly snoring away in his bed with a woman’s lipstick kisses all over his body and a ring of lipstick on the base of his cock,” she remembered.  “Then, at the chance to beWitch a rich Lord, I decided to act out the role of a cock hungry dominant woman.  So, I went up to the fool’s room and teased and lightly tortured him most of the night.  His cock was half the size of a normal man and he spent his seed all to quickly the four times I got him hard enough to be mounted.”  She realized now that lightly using his belt as a whip brought on his fastest erect cocks.

At some point that night, she untied the Lord and he spurted his white seed across Bethan’s feet and obediently licked up the mess.  The move earned him another round of punishments which resulted in yet another hard on.

In one of the mansion’s ground floor entertainment rooms, Eryn followed the sound of gasping moans and grunts of enjoyment and walked into a scene of humiliation for her sister, Lillian.   Save for the leather slave collar on her neck, Lillian was as naked as the day she was born.   Her beautiful long brunette hair had been chopped off at her shoulders making it truly look as if an upstairs maid was servicing her Mistress.  Eryn waited, intrigued at her sister’s clear submissive streak.  Then, she remembered how she’d also submitted to the Goblins and then the Ogre in order to survive.  Her anger  at Lillian lessened a bit for getting herself in this situation.

From the huge down-hanging udders under the nakedly kneeling blonde wench with Lillian kneeling behind her tonguing her ass and cunt, Eryn assumed it was Glynnis Priddy, the whore from the Gilded Goblet.  Eryn sWitched the sword in her right hand for the sock filled with sand in her left.  Then, she leaned down over her kneeling sister and thunked the back of her head with a solid stroke of the sand-filled sock. 

“Wha,” Glynnis muttered angrily when the mouth and tongue stopped giving her pleasure.  The word of angry protest was cut off as the sock then struck her directly in the cheek, knocking her head sidewise, and rolling her body prone down on the floor.

Eryn tugged a slave hood over Glynnis’ head and tightened the cord around her neck and tied it off.  A moment later, Lillian was also hooded and Eryn rolled a semi-conscious Glynnis onto her belly.  A bondage cord around her wrists, another around her ankles, and a final one bringing her ankles and wrists together.    Eryn took a deep shuddering breath and, after looking about and listening for some response from the rest of the house, tied up her sister Lillian the same way. 

Grunting with the effort of dragging Glynnis and her heavy breasts, she stowed Glynnis and then Lillian behind a couch to hide them.  Eryn sat down on the couch to catch her breath.  Upstairs, she heard shrill shrieks of pain and begging cries for mercy.  The crack of a whip cut through the sounds from a human throat.  After long moments, she picked up her sword in her right hand and the weighted sock in her left.  Following the cries of pain and the whimpers of begging, she crept up the stairs and stopped at the long hallway.   There were five rooms on either side of the wide hallway.  Again, the whimpers and snapping of a whip led her onward.

Her brother-in-law, Rhobert, was tied down naked on his back on a large bed.  His cries of pain and begs for mercy were muffled by an eyeless black slave hood.  Eryn, watched Bethan Goff whipping Rhobert’s balls.  Despite the pain, his cock was as hard as it could get.  She realized that his moans were begging for release even though he knew that he’d suffer much more pain on the way to his hoped for release. 

Cast aside, on the floor beside the pair, was a complicated looking twisted horror, Rhobert’s cock cage.

Bethan’s back was to the bedroom door.  Unaware of her danger, she raised her hips up and nestled Rhobert’s cock in the groove between her legs.  Bethan sighed heavily as she sunk down, driving his hard spike into her dripping wet pussy.  She set her hands on his pectorals, squeezed to sunk her nails into his flesh, and began to rock her hips up and down on his cock.

Eryn stepped forward onto the thick carpet pulled her arm back, and rocketed the sand-filled sock in a blow fueled by her anger.  Bethan quickly mirrored the two downstairs, hooded and severely hogtied the pair.  Eryn rolled the bound woman in a blanket and dragged it out of the bedroom and down the two flights of stairs to the ground level.  Bethan was pulled out of the bedroom headfirst in the blanket so Eryn didn’t worry as her feet trapped in the blanket thumped their way down the stairs.

After placing Bethan with Lillian and Glynnis behind the couch, Eryn walked to the front door and waved Rhona and Dai to head to town to meet with the Magistrate.  In their saddlebags was more than enough gold to pay off all the debts of Lillian and Rhobert.

At dawn, Eryn heard the drumbeats of horses arriving.  From the window, she nodded her head at the sight of Rhona and Dai on estate horses and a one-horse carriage with the Deputy Magistrate driving and a woman beside him on the bench seat.  The white-haired older gentleman expertly driving the carriage was one of the Deputy, Traveling Magistrates, named Gerwyn Reese.  Eryn nodded at Rhona’s choice.  “He’s honest and well respected,” she muttered to herself as the carriage slowed and stopped at a hitching rail in front of the mansion.

The young woman was a short and beautiful black-haired woman wearing the white smock of a medical person.  She pulled a large black leather bag from the carriage and followed the Magistrate to the door. 

“I’m Deputy Magistrate Gerwyn Reese,” the white-haired old man announced himself.  “The young lady is a veterinarian assistant who will help with resolving this debt issue and the affidavits filed by your employees last night.”

Dai and his wife came in a moment later.  Dai carried in a collapsable processing bench from the back of the carriage and opened it up in the center of the room where, the veterinary assistant, obviously shy, pointed.

“Eryn, Rhona, and Dai, please sit so I can explain how these complicated situations stand as of now,” the Deputy Magistrate ordered in a quiet, neutral tone.  After they sat down, he continued, “Firstly, and most importantly, there are no longer any unresolved debt claims against the Cardiff family or it’s employees.”  He grinned as Lillian was brought into the room, still hooded and bound.  Surprisingly strong, the quiet black-haired Veterinarian Assistant had dragged Lillian into the room and hoisted her over the processing bench after cutting the hogtie cord.   The room watched in admiration as Lillian was bound belly down atop the leather-covered bench.  Straps across her shoulders, her lower back and bound wrists, her thighs, and her calves held her so tight she couldn’t wiggle despite the grunts and cries of anger coming from under the hood.

“Please undo the hood and gag the bitch,” Deputy Magistrate Gerwyn Reese declared.

When the hood slipped off, a fat red ball was jammed into Lillian’s mouth before she could continue her curses without the hood to muffle her complaints.

“To begin,” the Magistrate said in an official tone easily heard throughout the room, “I am Deputy Magistrate Gerwyn Reese.  Before us is the former Lady Lillian Cardiff-Tirion.”

Lillian whipped her head toward the Magistrate in disbelief at his words and grunted angrily into the gag.  “Hiiiam ha hady!” she protested angrily.

Gerwyn Reese nodded to the Veterinary Assistant who swung a riding crop down hard on Lillian’s white ass.

“The subject will remain calm and quiet or more severe punishments will continue,” he interjected.  After a moment of silence, he continued. “As I was saying, … the former Lady Lillian Cardiff-Tirion’s debts have been paid and her ownership as a debt slave has been transferred to Rhona Cook.  What say you about her disposition?”

Rhona looked to Eryn in stunned confirmation that she was actually following through on her angry promise of the night before.  She turned to Deputy Magistrate Reese and whispered back in shock, “Her status is permanent and I want her registered officially as my slave.  She’ll stay here on the Cardiff Estate, trained, and properly put to work as her new status requires.”

Lillian’s eyes widened in horror and she shook desperately against the straps holding her on the frame.

“That is a just and suitable decision Rhona.  Although her entrapment began at the hands of an abusive and thieving husband,” the Magistrate commented, “she did collude with others to steal her sister’s share of the family estate and assets.”

Eryn interjected at that point and added, “She has also been irresponsible with our family’s funds, abusive to our trusted employees, and an avowed slut.  I’ll sign paperwork, Magistrate, swearing to hold her half of the estate in trust should she ever regain her freedom.”

The Veterinarian Assistant smirked and pulled a leather slave collar from her bag and promptly replaced the lesser quality one placed on Lillian’s neck by the beautiful black-haired Bethan Goff.   She smiled happily when Lillian jerked and moaned piteously when she vigorously rubbed her unblemished ass with alcohol.  While the proper colorful tattoo emblem of the Cardiff family was being tattooed on Lillian’s ass along with her Kingdom’s Slave Registration Number, the Magistrate signed and stamped the Kingdom’s Slavery Registration form of Lillian Cardiff-Tirion as a new slave owned by Rhona Cook.

“A final official note to add to her paperwork,” the Magistrate added while looking up at them seated on the couch.  “Are you prepared to name the new slave?”

Lady Eryn Cardiff, once a slave to Goblins and then a slave to an Ogre, thought of the Goblin word for ‘KISSES’ that was tattooed above her own bare cunt.   “Kisses,” she declared, “I want her pussy shaved and the slave name of Kisses tattooed above her mons in crisp black capital letters.”  She took a deep breath and added, “I want the two thumb-sized intwined circles also tattooed on her right facial cheek.  I realize that mark isn’t in much favor in these times, but that would mark her as a permanent slave.”

Lillian moaned in defeat. 

Both the Magistrate and the Veterinarian Assistant nodded at that detail and each accomplished their vastly different tasks with black ink.

Afterward, weeping and deeply humiliated at being owned by a family servant, Kisses could only cry and lay on the carpet bound and gagged at the foot of the couch while Bethan Goff was dragged out by the shockingly strong Veterinarian Assistant.

Weeping and struggling to no avail, Bethan Goff was pulled over the same processing table, secured just as tightly as Lillian had been, had her hood removed, and then tightly gagged.

“As I declared moments ago to slave Kisses,” Magistrate Reese said as he began again, “I am Deputy Magistrate Gerwyn Reese.  Before us is the former commoner Bethan Goff.”

Like Lillian, Bethan went crazy at hearing ‘the former’ before her name.  Like Lillian, her struggles accomplished nothing.

“Bethan Goff, any claims of debt against the Cardiff family have been paid.  You are here, bound naked before a Magistrate of the Kingdom to receive judgement for kidnapping, abusing, and raping a Lady and her Lord as established in formal testimony, including from a Lady in high standing in the Kingdom.”  He nodded to Eryn at that last and then continued, “I find you guilty of those charges and strip away any freedoms you enjoyed as a member of this Kingdom.  You now belong to Lady Eryn Cardiff and any worldly goods, including the Gold just paid in collection of debts owed to you, transfer to your new owner.”

Bethan went berserk and struggled mightily to escape awhile screaming into her gag, to no avail.

“And your wishes on the disposition of your new slave?” the Magistrate formally asked Eryn.

“Place the sigil of the Kingdom on her ass, along with her slave registration information, and the intertwined circles on her face” Eryn ordered.  “Then, shave her cunt and head bare and tattoo the word ‘Snake’ above her nasty pussy.  Afterwards, she is to be sold at auction to a known slaver who signs a bond of guarantee that she be sold outside of our Kingdom.  The Shadowlands is my preference, but other Human Kingdoms will do.”

The white-haired Magistrate nodded sagely and the Veterinary Assistant smiled again at the opportunity to help in the conversion to slavery of a woman hated in much of Kingsreach.

When KISSES and Snake were laid out on the carpet by the couch, next was Glynnis Priddy, the twenty-six-year-old with the largest tits of any woman in Kingsreach and a dim-witted slut entrapped in slavery by Karson Potter.

The Magistrate added, “I realize it’s unusual to steal another person’s slave; but, Karson Potter either didn’t properly control this slave, or, … he was in collusion against the Cardiff family.  With no evidence of his involvement, she is confiscated and her ownership is transferred to Eryn Cardiff.”

When it was announced that she was owned by Eryn Cardiff, Glynnis just moaned softly.  She’d heard enough to know her fate was not going to be a good one.

“Magistrate Reese, I also want this slut tattooed on her ass and face,” Eryn announced, “along with the necessary slave registration information.  After shaving her pussy and head bare, I want two words tattooed above her twat; ‘Tramp’ for her former slave name and ‘Bimbo’ for her newest slave name.”

At the Magistrate’s nod, Eryn continued, “Then, I want this slut on the same slaver wagon as Snake. Again, I want her sold at auction to a known slaver who is legally bound to sell her outside of our Kingdom. Again, the Shadowlands is my preference, but any other Human Kingdom will do.”

“Lastly, there’s the matter of Lord Rhobert Tirion,” the Magistrate said as he looked about.

“He’s upstairs where Glynnis Priddy left him, tied belly up on the bed with his cock stiff as a board from pain and humiliation,” Eryn said with a smirk.

“The former Lord conspired with Bethan Goff to steal your family’s estate and funds,” the Magistrate determined.  “After illegally offering his own wife as surety in a gambling debt, he was unlucky enough to be betrayed by his mistress, Glynnis.  She made sure that he found himself even deeper in debt to her and then threatened him with a collar since he had no choice but to default.  His debts were paid off last night with your coin, Eryn, and you now own him as his debt holder.  What is your decision as to his future?”

“Hmmfgh,” Eryn grunted.  “I want his fate to be the same as his conspirators.  Place the sigil of the Kingdom on his ass, the twin circles on his face, along with his slave registration information,” Eryn ordered.  “Like with Snake, I want his crotch and head shaved bare and with the word ‘Cocksucker’ tattooed above his cock.  Lastly, I want the Veterinary Assistant to wire an emasculation band around his balls so they blacken, whither, and fall off rendering him a eunuch.  Afterwards, like with the others, he is to be sold at auction to a known slaver who promises to sell him outside of our Kingdom.  As always, the Shadowlands are my preference, but even other Human Kingdoms will do.”

Eryn turned to the Magistrate, “I want you to split the profits from the auction sales of the three slaves into three parts.  You are to keep one-quarter, the Veterinary Assistant should get an equal one-quarter, and please donate the remaining half to the Church’s Donation Box for the Poor.”

“Now, Dai, Rhona, please gather up your slut and follow me upstairs.  The Magistrate will take care of the trash.  I wish to reorganize the operation of this estate.”

“Please wait, Eryn,” Rhona whispered.  She waited until the Magistrate had left to continue, “You have an old friend and her neighbors that have escaped from the King’s clutches.  I’ve been leaving out food for her group.  They’re hiding at your old play fort location at the far back of the property.”

“Maygan Caddell the tenant farmer’s daughter?” Eryn whispered.  “She and her family were taken by the King after her Lord’s Steward accused them of theft.  She escaped?”

“It’s a tale for the history books,” Rhona breathed in awe.  “Maygan and a captured Goblin overpowered Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry and they escaped with the remains of another family, … the mother and twin daughters.”

“Rhona, … a Goblin, … how could they trust a Goblin?”

Rhona grinned, “I suspect you know the Goblin, you met at the border when he inspected the King’s Tribute before you entered the Shadowlands.”  She paused and blushed.  “You know the stories, … he described in ribald detail to us how you were collared and ridden.”

“Slaavit, the Goblin Tribute Inspector,” Eryn hissed in disapproval.  “He’s as tricky as any Goblin.”

Rhona burst into uncharacteristic giggles.  “He agreed to only put his collar on ex-Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry as his complete fee for helping in the escape.  He killed two guards in the dungeon and another at the Royal Stables during their escape.  He hasn’t touched Maygan or the mother and daughters but Ariana, now named Pony Slave Blackie, has been well bred and the women keep looking at her belly to see if even the tiniest bulge is showing where the two Goblin younglings are growing in her womb.  They birth more quickly than Human babies,” she added authoritatively.

“By the Gods of Unpredictability,” Eryn hissed.  “I’ve heard everything now.” She turned back to Rhona and added, “Please pass the word that the women are welcome here.  Also, Tribute Inspector Slaavit and I will have words.”

The King’s Royal Library

With the Royal Librarian redressed and tightly secured, she was unceremoniously dragged along with the other key Humans to the Castle and down the long central corridor toward the King's offices, his private reception room, and the family residence wing.

Behind her, a swarm of Goblins ripped through the Forbidden Reading Room to carefully pack books, scrolls, and any discovered valuables into wood crates.  Then, once the crates were removed, the Goblins used axes, hammers, and knives to take apart every piece of furniture and every section of wall to find any more deeply hidden valuables. It was now almost noon and King Fekyrd prepared his Goblin warriors to enter the Castle grounds and then the Castle itself.

The Royal Guard Barracks

Two full packs of Goblins had slipped unnoticed into the Guard Barracks and began their grim work virtually unopposed.  Nothing was left alive behind them, just blood and bodies littered the barracks.

Soon, every Guard Post was manned solely by Goblins, the green warriors had taken control of the crenelated bulwarks of every upper wall, and had secured the entry areas of every means of entering the inner compound.  Somehow, with the unexpected bounty of so many Human female prisoners, no Human males had been captured alive.

The King turned back to his Pack Leaders.   Now we go to capture the King's Castle, his wife, son, mistresses and any trusted guards and advisors.  Leave those men alive as captives.

Just heartbeats later, the Goblins encountered their first real resistance.  The Goblin King locked swords with the castle’s Captain of the Guard in a flurry of clanging steel.  The Captain fell after a powerful slash chopped his thigh to the bone and his heart quickly pumped his lifeblood away.  The Goblin King stepped over the tWitching body and wiped his curved blade on the man's tabard. Blood pooled beneath the corpse, soaking the luxurious tile of the castle floor.  Nearby, a green-skinned warrior methodically snapped the neck of a dying squire who'd tried crawling toward a dropped sword. The metallic scent of fresh carnage hung thick in the air, mingling with the damp odor of rain-soaked cloaks.

“My King,” someone shouted, “they aren’t surrendering.”

“Kill anyone armed that resists,” the King shouted back.  “I need the King and his family alive.”

The Cardiff Estate

Mid-morning the day of the raid, Lady Eryn Cardiff sent a runner to Tribute Inspector Slaavit’s camp at the farthest southern end of her family estate.  Because the four women he led to freedom out of King Quint’s prison had already moved into the Cardiff mansion, he was alone in the camp with his new Pony Slave Blackie, the former Castle Quint Slave Mistress, Ariana Pendry.  The runner found the Goblin standing beside a gasping, breathless, mostly naked woman and holding a set of reins and a riding crop in his hands.   The thirty-six-year-old former Slave Mistress had just been driven around much of the estate’s southern perimeter while Slaavit rode comfortably atop her shoulders in his Goblin saddle.  Red blotches on her flanks and on her rump visibly demonstrated the hard workout the pony had been subjected to.

Wide-eyed, the young man stared at the exposed breasts and pussy of the exhausted woman.  His eyes traced the reins in the Goblin’s hands up to a bronze nose ring.  It was clear that her hands were bound behind her back and that a small saddle projected behind her shoulders.  He was too fascinated by the sight of the woman to be afraid of the first Goblin that he’d ever seen.

“Inspector Slaavit?” he finally asked before blushing when he wrongly believed that it was unlikely there was another Goblin within days of the Cardiff estate.  “Lady Eryn wishes the pleasure of your company for tea at the estate.”

Slaavit was taken aback by the formality of the invitation from a Human, … let along a Human that he’d inspected as a naked and collared slave at the Tribute handover point at the Shadowlands border.  He clambered up onto the sweat drenched Blackie, wriggled himself comfortably in the saddle, carefully arranged the reins from her nose ring to either side of her head, and grinned down at the young boy.

“I wager a Gold coin that I can beat you back to the mansion and be the first to announce that I’ve accepted the invitation,” Slaavit explained with a grin.

The young boy started to nod and then he canted his head to the side.  “Hold on, Sir Goblin, it’s known in every story that Goblins live to cheat.”

Slaavit held a hand over his heart and pretended to be wounded by the comment.  “I swear by my Clan’s Honor that we never cheat, … we just negotiate better than any Human.  Besides, this is just a simple bet over how fleet you are compared to my overworked pony.”

“What happens if I lose,” he asked with caution.

“Win and I give you a Gold coin,” the Goblin asserted with a grin.  “Lose and Blackie here gives you your first and best blowjob.” 

When the boy’s mouth dropped open in surprise, Slaavit’s clawed feet pushed down on the top of Blackie’s breasts and he slammed the riding crop down over her ass while yelling an unnecessary, “Yee-haw!”  Slaavit kept on stroking her ass with the crop until they were so far ahead of the surprised boy that he was long out of sight.  The Goblin leaned down to caress one of Ariana Pendry’s breasts.  He tugged on the nipple while easily maintaining his seat.  “Slow, girl,” he whispered, “settle into a nice slow trot and think about the first blowjob you’re soon to give to a Human.  Hmmm.”

Ariana was far beyond resisting anything the evil Goblin had her do.  She’d already learned that he demanded a full, uncompromising effort to achieve perfection in everything she did.  Her mind was already playing the steps to give the young runner that blowjob of a lifetime.  Meanwhile, she kept up a smooth slow jog that the Goblin called a collected trot.

By the time the runner finally arrived at the mansion stables, Slaavit had already taken off her saddle and poured cool water over her to cool her down.  He looped the reins over a hook and turned to the boy.  “When she’s finished being the best cocksucker of your life, put her away in one of the stalls and return to your regular duties.”

He paused at the back entrance to the mansion and smirked at the sight of the boy looking wide-eyed skyward while holding her head to his groin.  Blackie had swallowed the boy’s cock to its root and he’d almost instantly shoot his cum down her throat.

Lady Eryn was waiting in a salon room with a tea service trolley and snacks.  She waved Slaavit to a comfortable chair and waited for him to sit before taking her own seat.

The Goblin nodded in appreciation of the gesture.   “Lady Eryn,” he said to start the conversation, “I have to say that I admire you for the way you’ve earned much honor.”  He paused because he almost began to sing typical Goblin praises of her cock and its strengths when he halted himself at the last second.  “I’ve not heard of anyone managing to escape the clutches of Ogres except those that were subsequently hunted down and thrown alive into their stewpot.”  He nodded his head and added, “Yes, indeed, … you have much honor.”

Eryn held her comments for a long moment and then began softly with, “Inspector Slaavit, before we speak of my exploits, … I was handmaiden to High Lady Violet Tanner, the King’s primary mistress, … I wish to know of her fate.”

Tribute Inspector Slaavit held back a feral grin at the question.  “Lady, know that both of you were betrayed by your King.  He alone picked the High Lady and yourself to be sacrificed in the very last Tribute, right before he cancelled our treaty.  The two of you were the last free women given away illegally, at least by Human rules, as Tribute.”

Eryn frowned.  “I had strong suspicions.  But, what of my question, what happened to High Lady Violet?”

Slaavit shrugged his shoulders.  “You’ve learned enough during your trials to know as well as I that the very things that drew your King’s attention to her body and to take her as his Highest Mistress also sealed her fate with us Goblins.  Even now, Pony Bountiful is relaxing in a comfortable stall at our Clan’s Breeding Center with a pair of younglings growing in her belly.  We expect enough milk from her udders to feed at least six younglings.”

The High Lady sighed.  “And there is no way to purchase her freedom?  Even if I wished it?”

Slaavit shrugged again.  “Lady, this is not a conversation that we should continue.  Out of true respect, I warn you to never, ever negotiate with a Goblin least you desire to find yourself wearing a collar and saddle once again.  There is no way you are willing to pay the high cost of securing her freedom.  Face it, Bountiful must have the largest udders of any Human in Quint’s Kingdom and was born to suckle Goblin younglings.”

“Breasts,” Eryn said with a sigh, “Humans have breasts.”

This time, Slaavit’s feral grin came through along with his harshened voice.  “Lady Eryn, surely I shouldn’t have to remind you that the instant a Human female is bred, or once a saddle sits upon her back, … that it has become mere livestock, … something owned and used by Goblins and never to return to the status of a Human female.”

“I was once collared, fucked, marked, and ridden by your kind,” Eryn interjected softly.  “Are you telling me that I’m still livestock?”

Slaavit lowered his head, “No, … indeed no.  Escaping back to Human territory and removing your steel shoes and your collar have restored your full Human status.  Escaping from an Ogre after being fucked and marked as their slave is an act unsung until now.  No Goblin would dishonor themselves by forcing a collar upon you once again.”

High Lady Eryn Cardiff sighed.   “Yet, after all my ‘exploits’ I find myself hosting my enemy because of his actions freeing four women from the clutches of King Quint.”

“I was only able to save Fiona and her daughters Carlin and Roisin because of the aid of Maygan Caddell,” Slaavit said with faked humiliation.  “She is only eighteen and was a slave forced to work under Mistress Ariana Pendry, the Castle Slave Mistress.”

“The same woman you now hold captive at your lair at the back of my property?” Eryn spit back with some spirit.

“Lady Eryn,” Slaavit responded softly with a grin, “you know full well that I hold no Human women captive.  I do however have a new Pony Slave named Blackie.  My new filly is a bit long in the tooth at thirty-six but I’m already working her hard.”

Eryn sighed again.  “We have extensive horse facilities here and slave kennels that my sister’s husband has renovated and expanded.  I have no intention of purchasing more slaves.  So, … I wish for you to move out of your crude shelter and take sanctuary here with full use of our horse facilities and I offer you the use of the empty Stable Master’s quarters until you decide your next move.  King Quint will likely be looking for you and his escaped prisoners.  You will be safe here.”

Ex-Tribute Inspector Slaavit was momentarily speechless.  Then, his Goblin scheming mind came to the forefront.  “I understand you have a problem with your sister,” he offered slyly.  “Do you wish my assistance in breaking her to saddle or to proper submissive use as a lady’s maid?”

Eryn blanched.  “No, Sir Goblin, … as you yourself said so well, … I have no sister and own no slaves.  My long-term friend, Rhona Cook, has just taken possession of an untrained and willful household slave named Kisses.  However, Rhona needs no help in handling her training.  Kisses will spend each night in a slave cell in our root cellar under the kitchen so you needn’t worry yourself about her training.”

While the two were meeting in the comfortable salon room, Maygan Caddell was upstairs rolling to and fro atop the covers of her bed.  Her body felt feverish and the throbbing between her legs was a constant reminder of her single sexing by Slaavit.  She hadn’t slept well since the day she offered the blowjob to the Goblin to ensure she held his secret.  Each now she held shameful secrets about the other thing she did, … beg Slaavit to fuck her.  For Slaavit, it was the deep shame and maybe exile if his fellow Goblins learned that he’d passed up an easy opportunity to outfox Humans and acquire more prized female stock.  Society would similarly exile Maygan if they knew she was a willing Goblin cocksucker and fucker.

The fleshy palm of her left hand was jammed in her mouth and the other played with the needy gash between her legs.  Maygan tried to hold back the grunts and gasps of pleasure from her fingers diddling her clit.  The self-pleasuring enjoyment was enhanced by the risk of discovery by the sisters, Carlin and Roisin who were in the next room changing for tea.  A strong spasm from deep inside her vaginal sheath clenched her belly muscles and she tucked into a fetal position.  “Oh, … yes, yes,” she whimpered as the orgasm struck.  “By the Gods!” she moaned.  After she regained her breath, a deep feeling of shame struck her.  “What witless whore dreams of Goblin cock,” she muttered under her breath as she furiously scrubbed the scent of aroused cunt from between her legs and off her right hand.  She spritzed perfume between her legs and on the backs of her wrists and then straightened her clothing.

Maygan carefully shut her room’s door to keep the musky scent of aroused female safely locked away and went downstairs in search of the tea and snacks laid out by Rhona Cook.  At the base of the stairs was a stand for newly arrived messages.  She paused and caught her breath in fear at the sight of a message addressed for her from the Magistrate.  Maygan plunked down on the overstuffed chair by the message table and carefully read the message.  She untied the ribbon on the thick stack of wrapped documents that had been attached.  The note included a sincere ‘thank you’ from Magistrate Geerwyn Reese.

“By all that’s Holy!” she whispered.

[image: ]King Quint’s Audience Chamber

The ultimate goal of the Goblins attack was to assemble the proper group to confront King Quint the Fifth in his private audience chamber.  The forty-year-old redhead King had been stripped naked, bound tightly, gagged, and thrown to sit back on his throne.  More than a few present chuckled at the sight of his famously small-sized penis, further shrunken from fear to only three finger-widths in length.  Those of his personal attendants and senior advisors that survived the attack were secured in the outer waiting room bound hand and foot but still clothed.  A full Pack watched that group carefully.  King Quint’s son, sixteen-year-old Jacob Quint the Sixth was among those prisoners.

The foremost of the Goblins in the arc facing King Quint on his throne were King Fekyrd, Lord Groic, Lady Ultea, Ambassador Blokt, and Pack Leader Xoirx.

Kneeling to the left of the Goblins and wearing young women’s clothing gathered up in the Academy dorms and with their hands bound behind their backs and gags jammed in their mouths were Gertrude and the other five Witches in her coven.  Without the ability to threaten the Goblins with combat magic, the Witches wore simple leather slave collars.

Kneeling to the right of the Goblins with wrists bound and mouths gagged were the former Lady Naomi and the former Lady Vivian, both powerful Sorceresses formerly mistresses of King Quint.  Captured, they now served King Quint after having magical Goblin Collars of Control locked around their necks.  The third Sorceress present was the former High Lady Margery, the Slavers Guild’s High Sorceress who was also bound, gagged, and wearing a new Goblin-crafted Collar of Control.  All three Sorceresses were wide-eyed with fear and the uncertainties of their future with the horrible realization that they were now bound by Magic Collars to obey the Goblin leaders. 

Behind this group were the unrestrained Humans: High Lord Cedric Cantor (Head of the Slavers Guild in Quint’s Kingdom, Sergeant Joshua Kaur (Karson Potter), Sir Castor, and Ciara.  Also among that group, only bound and gagged, were: High Lady Brianna Wood (the Royal Librarian), and ponies Michelle and Elara.

Lastly, farthest to the rear were the Pack Leaders of the Goblin warriors.

“King Quint the Fifth,” King Fekyrd growled angrily, “you’ve broken our treaty in a time of dire need.  Ambassador Blokt warned you of our common danger and the need for serious discussions about joining forces against this new danger.  However, you rejected his entreaties and then illegally enslaved our Tribute Inspector Slaavit when you broke our Treaty of Tribute.  Now, Humans will have to pay the price for your treachery.”

“Hmmmpf!” the arrogant King angrily tried to argue.

“As partial punishment to your violation of our pact and rejection of our call for assistance,” King Fekyrd continued, “the Goblin clans confiscate all your Kingdom’s lands east of the Brightwater River.  In our benevolence, we Goblins will allow Humans living there to remain in peace after properly registering themselves as landowners.  Those lands will be divided into two administrative blocks; one, north of the road to the Shadowlands will be managed by our former Ambassador to the Humans, newly assigned as Governor to the North Blokt.  The other administrative block to the south of that same road will be managed by Baroness Cardiff in a new position as Governor to the South Cardiff.”

“I know that Lady well,” High Lord Cedric Cantor, Guild Master of the Slavers Guild asserted.  “She’s going to be very unhappy with that charge.”

“That’s for the best,” King Fekyrd asserted with a grin.  “If she refuses, then we replace her collar and slap a saddle on her body.”

“That’ll work,” Sergeant Joshua Kaur (Karson Potter) responded with a chuckle, “she has a strong sense of justice and will be perfect for the job, even though only reluctantly accepting of the charge.”

“So you mean she’s incorruptible,” Sir Cantor hissed in aggrevation.

“Sadly, yes,” the pimp and slaver responded with a rueful shrug.

“Hucker!  Ho hay!” King Quint hissed angrily into his gag.  His gagspeak of, “Fucker!  No way!” was ignored by the crowd.

The Goblin King gestured to Pack Leader Xoirx who addressed Gertrude and her coven.  “Lady Witches, you know what to do. Disobey and face the whip.”  He cut their hands loose and stood back to let them remove their own gags.

The Witches in the coven approached the forty-year-old King and each laid hands on his body.  They closed their eyes and one after the other began to softly chant in unison.  For long minutes the room was silent save for the soft voices focusing their healing and cursing magic upon the King.  He began to wail and scream while writhing in pain upon his throne. 

Nobody within the room knew of what was to happen except for King Fekyrd, Pack Leader Xoirx, and the coven of Witches.  The naked squirming body of the King began to shift and change.  When the coven collapsed exhausted to their knees, a much younger version of the King was revealed except that he was now a full figured and beautiful redheaded young woman of sixteen.  She was also a virgin.

Her howls of complaint told everyone in the astonished crowd that the young woman was fully aware of her magical transition. 

“I name you Edwina, mistress to your son Prince Jacob, henceforth to be known as King Jacob Quint the Sixth,” King Fekyrd commanded in a ringing tone.  The room broke into soft murmurs exclaiming the irony of the perpetually horny King’s fate.  To become a member of the very harem of women that he had enslaved and abused.  The ex-King didn’t yet realize that all his former harem members without magic now wore leather Goblin slave collars and that the two sorceresses wore Magic imbued Goblin Slave Collars of Control.  Until his son took other women into his harem, Edwina would be his sole sexual outlet.

“Now!  Someone ring the noisy bitch’s nose!” King Fekyrd demanded.

Pack Leader Xoirx ran forward to hold Edwina’s head in place while Lord Groic found a bronze nose ring, aligned the piercing end with the middle of her septum, and leveraged it shut with the crimping tool.

Edwina’s sobs continued but now were soft nickering animalistic sounds.  Unknown to Edwina, her whimpers would inflame her son’s lust.

“Pack Leader Xoirx,” King Fekyrd next commanded, “take the young prince to the King’s bedroom, explain the realities of his new, smaller Kingdom and introduce him to Edwina when Lord Groic brings her as a gift from the Goblins.  Edwina will be thrilled to meet her new Master.”

Lord Groic approached the ex-King and buckled a common leather slave collar onto her neck.  His fingers were strong enough to collapse the two brass rivets that locked the collar in place.  He clipped a lead line to her collar, cut the cords on her feet, and dragged the horrified woman up onto her feet.  He slowly lead the pale-skinned beauty through the assembled crowd so that each could touch or caress the new woman.  More than one Goblin exclaimed jealously over the extraordinary size of her forward projecting breasts topped with thumb-sized nipples.

On the way to her old bedroom, Lord Groic explained the realities of her new life to the weeping young woman.  “You will entice your son to take you as his most prized mistress.  Should he fail to enjoy your ‘affections’ then you will revert to being a Goblin’s slave with the destiny of being prized by us as a valuable brood mare.  Thus you be be fucked daily by Goblins, impregnated with twin Goblin younglings, and carry them to term and delivery for the next century or so.”

When Edwina arrived in her old bedroom, his son Jacob had already been told the news of his Kingdom’s losses and the nullified treaty between Humans and Goblins.  Jacob’s father had refused to let him relive his lust with a personal slave or a hired courtesan.  Now that Jacob was King, his cock was more interested in taking his first owned slave and first member of his harem to bed.  Naked, he stared with lust at the sight of his redhead slave when handed her leash, his abnormally large cock at full mast.  Without complaint or resistance, he chewed two nuggets of Pony Bliss while already shivering with need.  His eyes never shifted from the young redhead’s E+ breasts that just made her the most fuckable young woman in the Kingdom.

Edwina recognized the fruit nuggets and what they would do to enflame his son’s lust and orgasms.  She jerked away from her temporary handler, Lord Groic, to get some of the fruit from Pack Leader Xoirx for herself.  Her hope to drug her body into accepting the rapes that were sure to follow was crushed when Groic yanked back on the leash, holding her in place.

After accepting the offer of the Pony Bliss, Jacob didn’t even wait to remove the bindings on Edwina’s wrists before he was manhandling those massive, perfect, unblemished white breasts.  The sixteen-year-old actually growled as he mauled one breast with cruel fingers while sucking and gnawing at the other.  His grip left red finger marks that heralded the beginnings of bruises on her breast.

Without Pony Bliss in her system, the painful and over eager abuse of her body by her son left her sex dry and unprepared for when his plunging cock was abruptly stopped by her hymen.  Her soft whinnies of resistance and rejection of the rape rose in tone when her brain processed the incredible pain from her hymen’s resistance to tearing.  It took three more brutal lunges before Edwina’s hymen gave way and her son made her into a woman.

“Take that you whore!” Jacob hissed to his first female lover.  “Father kept all the women for himself.  I’m sure he even meant to keep you from me!”  He pulled out and grunted in happiness when his cock plunged much more easily back into her very tight and hot hole.  “So, … I’ll use you every day!” He promised.  “All day, every day, and every night.  You’re mine, Slave Edwina!”

The Pony Bliss was particularly potent in young Jacob whose body was already overflowing with hormones and he was mentally primed to obsess on sex.  He rutted furiously into Edwina’s tight gash and howled out his own first orgasm.  He pulled out of her hole, leaving drooping tendrils of potent white sperm trailing from her cunt to the tip of his cock. 

When he saw that his throbbing cock was still hard as steel, he turned Edwina over onto her belly, grabbed her bound wrists in a powerful grip, and yanked her ass up in the air.  Without any wasted motion, Edwina’s face was forced to hold up her body weight, her knees swung down toward her shoulders, and his cock plunged back into her slimy hole, deeper than ever from this angle.

Pack Leader Xoirx and Lord Groic sat comfortably in chairs while they witnessed the uncontrolled orgy of sex that began on the new King’s bedroom floor.  After taking the old King’s pussy twice on the rug at the foot of the bed, Jacob moved his sexual marathon to the same bed his father had previously used to debauch woman after woman.

When his son’s cock sunk into her unprepared ass, her magically subdued voice rose to its highest pitch in helpless complaint.

Each of the Goblins grinned at the ironic subjugation and humiliation piled upon their enemy that broke their long-standing treaty.  Young King Jacob Quint the Sixth had been too intent on fucking his new toy to consider the ramifications of no longer having a truce with the Goblins.

“The young king gets a virgin in his bed the same day he is given his crown,” Lord Groic observed with a grin.

“The old king thought you would let his body feel the pleasure,” Pack Leader Xoirx added with a wide smile.  “It was well deserved that his first rapes would be without pleasure.”

“I’ll find Jacob’s new Chamberlain and tell him that Edwina, the King’s new mistress, will need to be properly introduced to harem life so that the redhead becomes a properly worshipful slut.  To accomplish that level of skill, Edwina needs a strong hand to encourage and train her about serving her new lord.  Hiring a strict new Castle Slave Mistress charged with getting Edwina eager for his owner’s cock will be an immediate task for the King’s Chamberlain.”

The Coffles of New Slaves Arrayed on the Lawns Behind the Royal Library

While ex-King Quint the Fifth was getting his ass reamed forcefully by his far too energetic son’s cock, plump brown-haired Kristi was also being vigorously sexed by her Goblin owner.  Unlike the ex-King, Kristi willingly worked her hips and her inner muscles to increase the pleasure for her new owner.  She had quickly realized the advantage of being first among his string of three new ponies and  began to embrace the sex and her resulting orgasms as soon as she began cooperating.  After being successfully bred, her addiction to Goblin sex would become permanent during the next days on the trail back to the Shadowlands and ultimately to Goblin territory further east.  On that journey, Kristi discovered that she achieved the most wondrous of orgasms from Pony Bliss.  She was addicted for the remainder of her life to Goblin-induced orgasms.

Beside Kristi and her new owner, a full pack of twenty Goblins were noisily continuing the ‘me-to-the-right’ finger counting game to win the first rights to breed the six Sunstone Caravan Clan women.  The first winner was already balls deep in the first woman, who was grunting at the powerful plunges of the eager Goblin’s cock.  She was chained immediately beside Kristi on the coffle.  This was the moment all six Sunstone Caravan Clan women on the coffle realized with sad certainty that their status had been changed forever, and without their input.  Soon, Kristi’s moans of happy orgasms were joined by the grunts of distress from the six women beside her receiving their first vigorous breeding session.  That day, the successfully breeding of all seven of those women with a pair of fertilized youngling embryos growing in their wombs was witnessed in horror by the remainder of the more than one hundred twenty women staked out in slave coffles on that open field behind the castle.

By the end of the day, none of the captured women looked with scorn to Kristi.  Almost every single one of those fresh captives were successfully bred before they were led away at sunset back to the bridge over the Brightwater and the beginning of their long trek to various Goblin Clan Breeding Pens.  Only time and the capricious Gods of the Goblins would decide how many were already growing Goblin younglings in their wombs.


Chapter 9: Slaves at the Cardiff Estate

Cardiff Estate Stables and Slave Kennels

Maygan Caddell sat nervously on a wood bench beside Pony Slave Blackie, the former Castle Quint Slave Mistress, Ariana Pendry, whose reins were looped loosely over a timber hitching rail.  The pony’s skin was flushed and streaked with lines of salt where her sweat had evaporated into the dry air.  Maygan was hardly settled in place when Slaavit came walking up with a bucket, a cup, and a sponge.

He turned to Maygan.  “I’ve already taken off Blackie’s saddle and left her hands bound behind her back.”  He looked at Blackie and ran an appreciative hand down her flank and admired his artwork on her rump.  “Blackie has responded well to the saddle,” he told Maygan, “and she’s become a nice pony.”  He sighed.  “But, I’ve had to ride her overmuch this long day, Missy.  Make yourself useful.  Have her slowly drink two cups of the water from the bucket.  Then sponge her down and use your hands to give her a deep muscle massage.  Afterwards, put her in the first stall by the tack room.”

He waved his hand to the pile of his possessions beside them.  “Lady Cardiff has invited me to use the horse facilities and the Stable Master’s house until I figure out where to go.  She reminded me that King Quint is vengeful and will probably try to track me down.”

“Then, you’ll soon leave,” Maygan spoke in a subdued voice.

Slaavit quickly looked at her face and shrugged.  “I don’t know how long I’ll stay, little Missy.  My King will surely have something else for me to do since there are no more Tributes for me to inspect.”  Before he walked away to prepare for his meeting with Lady Cardiff, he turned back to Maygan.  “Missy,” he ordered in his first use of a brisk command voice on his pet Human, “after you’re finished with Pony Slave Blackie, organize all my gear in the tack room.  Remember, I have high standards and expect a perfect job.”

Maygan sighed and turned to Pony Slave Blackie.   Then, her hands holding the cup of water froze in place.  “Did he just command me, … order me, … as if I were property?”  As she pondered that thought, her belly spasmed and clenched in need for a hard cock.  “Stupid bitch,” she muttered aloud.

The former Castle Quint Slave Mistress, now Pony Slave Blackie agreed with Maygan’s muttered curse.  “I am a stupid bitch,” she realized.  This Goblin, Slaavit, knows his business of breaking Humans to Goblin Pony Slaves.”

Maygan shook her head in confusion about her feelings toward the Goblin.  “Somehow,” she told herself with a surge of fear, “I like being with him and I like making him happy.  Is that such a bad thing?”  When Blackie bumped her head at her hand holding the cup of water, Maygan shook herself and guided the water to her thirsty charge.

After carefully watering Slaavit’s Pony, Maygan warned the pony about her next step in caring for the pony.  “Close your eyes, Blackie,” she warned just before she squeezed the big sponge to let water cascade down the woman’s head and its short black hair.  While the water ran down Blackie’s face and her short black hair, Maygan’s hand was drawn to her cheek where the twin intwined circles marking her a permanent slave were tattooed boldly on her cheek.  She couldn’t help but grimace at the thought the woman could never protest that she wasn’t really a slave.  A giggle escaped her mouth when she realized that the bronze ring through Blackie’s nose meant she couldn’t use Human speech to protest anything.

After rinsing off her head and hair for the second time, Maygan filled the sponge up with water again and began scrubbing away at the woman’s breasts.  When they seemed to firm up with her touch, Maygan paused, fascinated by the erect nipples and the twin gold rings dangling from her pierced nipples.  She couldn’t help but spend a few moments exploring the woman’s breasts and the stiff nipples.

When she stroked the sponge across the taut skin of Blackie’s ass, Slaavit’s personal ownership tattoo on the slave woman’s ass drew her attention.  “He insisted on marking the bitch,” she reminded herself.  “It was the first thing he did once we set up our temporary camp.  He pulled out his tattoo tools and inked her up right away.  Slaavit is obviously a true artist with the tattoo needle and ink.”  She couldn’t help shivering as she traced the colorful black and red ink of his private mark and had to forcibly clear the picture of offering her own ass as a similar canvas.  Without sticking her hand up under her skirt, she knew with certainty that her pussy was flooded with juices from her arousal.  “Get control of your imagination,” she chastised herself.

Lastly, still aroused at controlling her first example of collared Goblin pony stock, Maygan shook herself to better focus.  Her next task was to clean Blackie’s pussy and bald pubic mound with the soapy sponge.  “A bald pussy can also mark a woman as too amorous, too interest in sex.”  Again, she giggled in full realization that Blackie was indeed a slave to Goblin cock.  A momentary flare of jealously rose within Maygan which she had to brush away as silliness to be jealous of Slave Blackie getting the personal attention of Slaavit’s beautiful cock.

She took a deep shuddering breath and lifted up each of Blackie’s feet to make sure there was no dirt or debris trapped within the steel horseshoes.  Her fingers ran across the bottoms of the perfect little cute hooves and she realized that everything from her knees down was anatomically for a real pony.  “She even has fetlocks and a pastern bone,” Maygan realized.

Finished with her assigned grooming chores, Maygan led Blackie to her stall in the barn, closed and latched the heavy stall door, and collapsed limply on the nearest bench.

Her scent penetrated the barn all the way down the aisle-way and then within the tack room where Slaavit raised his nose up into the air and breathed in deeply.  Disturbed at dressing for his meeting, he nonetheless sighed in deep appreciation at the thick, indistinguishable musky scent of Human cunt in a high state of arousal.  He first smiled and then frowned as he recognized the unique smell belonged not to Blackie but to the Human he had fondly named Missy, an unusual sign of affection for the Goblin.

His long ears easily picked up the rustling of her clothes as she nervously shifted weight on the bench and then again when she sighed and stood up.  Her steps were tentative as she approached the tack room.  He pretended to be fully focused on shining his black combat boots.

“Slaavit,” she asked softly, do you have time to talk?”

Slaavit rose to his full waist-high height next to the young woman.  He held up a hand and softly commanded, “Stop, don’t move and don’t speak.”

She watched confused as he picked up his crop and silently circled her while using the stiff end of the crop to scratch a circle on the dusty floor all the way around her.  Then, he stepped away, drew a much larger circle.  Lastly, he stepped back to his original position and drew a circle around himself.

“Missy,” he said in a tone harsher than normal.  “We stand here, each in the safety of our own boxes on either side of that other circle representing a negotiating box.  Right now, our bargains are balanced and equal with neither of us owing the other anything.  Each with no control over the other.”  He paused to let her understand.  “We’ve become free equals, a rare and powerful thing for me as a Goblin and I’ve twice promised full fairness in our contracts; the first dealt with escape from King Quint’s prison and the second dealt with our joint bargain of silence about embarrassing events.”

He paused and looked to be sure the young Human was paying attention.  “Right now, there is no reason to change that perfect balance of fairness.  So, … beware foolish woman, that if you step into the negotiating box, we begin anew, Goblin to Human with me allowed all the tricks my Goblin background gives me as an advantage.”

Maygan stepped into the negotiating box with a smirk.  “In our new bargaining, my opening offer is ownership of a Human female bitch, … prime Human breed stock with reputedly the largest teats in the Kingdom, to wear your collar, your saddle, or to breed with as you wish.”

Hearing the initial offering, Slaavit quickly stepped into the negotiating box.  “And, Missy, … what is my obligation in return for taking possession of this prime breed stock you offer?” Slaavit answered with a smirk of his own.  Then, he added, “Remember, Missy, I warned you that within this box, it is dangerous for you as you have no skills to enter into a Goblin-Human negotiation.  Though it wounds me to stop bargaining and pass up such fine stock, this negotiation should end with no penalties, … but, only if you step out of the box.”

Maygan Caddell just shook her head to the side and remained in place.  “In return, Tribute Inspector Slaavit, you agree that no Goblin will ever enslave me and to never remove me from Lady Eryn Cardiff’s family estate regardless of any attempted Goblin tricks and regardless of what status you believe I’ve become.” She stopped and smiled.  “For example, whether you consider me a Human female or you consider me pony and saddle stock, I will remain here a free person when you leave with your other possessions.”

Slaavit snarled and nodded, “Agreed, but only if the bitch is acceptable.  I won’t take low quality scraps in return for offering protection from a permanent Goblin collar.”

“I guarantee that you will consider my offer a perfect breeder or we will have to renegotiate this bargain,” Maygan added, “and our bargain is only binding and unchangeable when we shake hands on the deal.”  Then, she continued, “I have a second quality bitch on offer, Tribute Inspector Slaavit.”

The Goblin cocked his head and responded in a softer tone, “Missy is aggravating my mind with her careful bargaining conditions.  What more do you demand of me in return for the second bitch?” 

“I want access to your cock for as long as you remain here on High Lady Eryn Cardiff’s estate, for at least two moons, and you are to make every effort to provide me endless wondrous orgasms while ensuring I don’t get pregnant with your younglings.”

Slaavit frowned to show his faked displeasure with the deal.  “And, no matter what, after repeatedly using you for mutual pleasuring, I can’t take you away in any condition, collared, saddled, bound and gagged?  I must leave you here to enjoy your life as a fully free woman after I leave?”

“Yes,” Maygan said with another knowing smirk.  “As I said, I want more of your skillful loving, your tongue, and that fantastic cock for at least the next two moons.”

“Missy,” Slaavit said in a warning tone.  “Despite your sweet offerings, I will not become your on-call love interest.  If you want my cock in this bargain, … you will take it as a Goblin gives it.  I promise we’ll fuck, … long and hard, … and often.  Also, it won’t always be when its convenient for you, … I’ll have the right and obligation to force you to have endless orgasms on my terms.  With that proviso, I agree to all your terms.  It will be done and finalized on my acceptance of the two bitches and a handshake.”

Slaavit followed Maygan to the slave kennels.

She stopped at a small, three-pace square kennel with a narrow raised pallet and a slop bucket, all designed for Humans.  Maygan stood at the door to quickly sort through copies of the documents that she sent to the Magistrate and handed the first set over.  “Slaavit, those are the draft ownership papers in your name for this twenty-six-year-old blonde that Lady Eryn Cardiff has renamed Bimbo.  She was a scheming whore who betrayed the Cardiff family and from her big tits, you can see that she is the promised breeder, young and perfect for many pairs of your younglings.”

Slaavit merely grunted.  His great happiness at the bargain threatened to burst free from his rigid control.  “Can’t let the naive twat see what a great bargain she has literally handed over to me.  My clan will sing the praises of my skill in Goblin-Human negotiations.”

Maygan looked at him in alarm.  “Surely, she’s perfect, Slaavit?  Her name was Glynnis Priddy and she was owned by Karson Potter who named her Tramp.”

The Goblin gave her a sideways glance.  “I admit that my cock sings in potential acceptance of your bargain,” he replied as he would in bargaining with a fellow Goblin.  He knew deep in his bones that Maygan would do anything to achieve this bargain.  “However, you ask a lot of me, Missy.  Your demands make my cock limp while I absorb all those restrictions.  To fully temper my Goblin lusts for wanting to enslave Maygan Caddell, I think we need to slightly adjust our bargain.  Since you want to worship my cock, and you agree that I’m not to treat you like a Human lover, then you will also address me as Master in private to show your acceptance of how you wish to be treated.  Do you agree that fits within the terms of our bargain?”

Maygan took a moment to think through a potential counter-offer and then her face lit up in a big smile.  “With every one of my previous protections still in place, I agree to address you as Master.”

“In private,” Slaavit responded with a smile for the first time, “you will refer to me in every sentence respectfully as if I were truly your Master, else I can lightly punish you, … say with a spanking, … a spanking for any infraction, … agreed?”

“Of course,” she added back quickly.  Then she flushed and took a breath at the realization that she’d agreed to being spanked on occasion.  “But, no bruising, welts, damage, and nothing permanent.  And, of course, no scheming against me, you rotten bastard.  You will keep to my bargain as stated and as intended, … no tricks?”

“Of course, Missy, as you demand,” he said as he nodded in acceptance and then turned to the next kennel cage.  “Is this black-haired wench the second cunt on offering?  She looks a bit long in the tooth.”  He took the offered draft ownership papers and quickly glanced through them for the slave’s details.

“No, Slaavit, … Bethan Goff is only thirty-two and I’ve been told that with the proper encouragement she, Snake, can be a wonderful lover,” Maygan answered in a rush.  “That’s how she worked her way into the Cardiff family and became another of their betrayers.”  She paused and added, “Plus, My Master, I’ve heard that your Goblin slaves live much longer and are healthier than regular Humans.”

Slaavit’s wide nostrils flared as he breathed in deeply at being addressed as ‘My Master.’  He reached out a hand.  “Deal.”

Maygan’s short answer was a smile and, “Deal.”

“That’s Master to you from this point on, Missy,” Slaavit reminded her with a feral grin.  He pointed to the Stable Master’s office adjacent to the tack room.  “We have some unfinished business before you begin the task of formally writing up every detail of our negotiations into a Human’s legally binding contract which we each will sign, attesting to its binding nature.  That contract will be filed with your Magister.  Also, I expect to have my certified ownership papers of Snake and Tramp in hand before formal signing. ”

Maygan grinned.  “Master, that’s exactly what I need to do.”  Then she cocked her head to the side and asked, “What’s the other unfinished business, Master?”  She squawked when Slaavit grabbed her forearm and yanked her toward the tack room.”

“Missy, where are my possessions?  Where is the clean and organized tack room?” he demanded in a harsh tone.

Maygan was confused at the change in Slaavit but aroused at the same time by his commanding tone.  “Mmaster,” she stammered I haven’t had time to finish that task.”

“So, you mean to say that you interrupted the flow of my day with your selfish needs?”

“No, … no, of course not,” she stuttered in confusion.  A moment later, she found herself belly down lying across his knees.  “What?” she hissed and then she squirmed when one of his hands drew her skirt up over her rump.  “Nooo!” she screeched when a hard calloused hand slapped down on her bare ass.  The pain was too abrupt, too shocking for her to wonder how her small clothes had been drawn off leaving her ass so vulnerable for a spanking.

“Missy, bad girls get twenty spanks for failing to finish assigned tasks and three sets of five each for failing to properly address me as Master.”

All the while Slaavit explained her punishment, the blows kept raining down.  Maygan finally realized that she should stop talking and accept the spanking that she had no power of stopping anyway.  When she stopped sobbing and she reached up a hand to wipe tears and snot off her face, she realized that immediately after the spanking, Slaavit had begun caressing her blistered ass and even touched her between her legs.

It was feeling too good after Slaavit’s punishment.  “Mmaster, stop,” she said at bit tersely, “after that, I’m not in the mood to play.”

Maygan felt her body shoved off Slaavit’s lap and he slipped off the stool to kneel behind her as he raised her ass up in the air.

“Despite it still being unwritten, we shook on a deal, Missy, an agreement,” he hissed as he fisted his cock in his hand.  “You agreed to spankings for infractions and you agreed to be taken as a Goblin would.”  He punched his cock forward and was pleasantly surprised to find her tight hold juicy with natural sex lubrication.

Oh, by the Gods,” Maygan grunted as she was filled with Goblin cock.

Slaavit used his superior strength to grasp Maygan’s hips and forcefully moved her body to rape her sloppy cunt up and down on his cock.

“Even,” Maygan tried to speak as her entire body was dragged up and down the hard Goblin cock.  “Even though it’s not convenient, Master?” she finally got out.

Slaavit grinned at the sign of Maygan’s full acceptance of their new status to each other.

“You’re my Master,” she added as an orgasm shook her body.  “I’m to be used by my Master as would a Goblin to his slave?”

Slaavit began to move his hips in strong counterpoint to her body’s forced moves by his hands gripping her hips in a bruising tight grip.  “Yes, Missy, you are a free woman who has agreed to be used my me as if you were my Goblin slave”

“Oh, … perfect!” Maygan hissed in panting breaths from the force of their animalistic rutting.  “By the Gods!  Thank you, Master Slaavit!”

Afterwards, coiled together on the dirty floor of the tack room, Slaavit ran a caressing hand down Maygan’s sweaty flank as she gasped to recover her breath.  “Missy, you do realize that other than not wearing my collar and not being marked as a Goblin slave, … that you are mine to use under our agreement in any way a Goblin would to his owned slave?”

Too fucked out to fully realize the full implications of their deal, Maygan merely nodded in blissful happiness from finally getting pleasured once again by the Goblin’s cock.

“You’ve also made me late for my meeting with Lady Cardiff,” he muttered crossly.  “That also deserves a later spanking.”

Maygan could only smile at the threat, close her eyes, and fall to sleep.

Slaavit growled as he arose to wash himself again and redress.  Before he stepped out of the tack room, he carefully draped a light horse blanket over her form.

“Yes,” he told himself as he shut the tack room door to walk away, “other than lacking my collar and a few temporary decorative changes, Missy is already my slave.  I wonder how her running gait is while carrying a Goblin?”

Outside the Local Courthouse and Magistrates’ Offices

At that moment, a slaver’s wagon was pulling away from Magistrate Gerwyn Reese’s office in Kingsreach.  Inside, just joining the traveling Slave Master’s stock and scheduled for sale with the other nine miserable Humans at an auction house two days travel to the west, nearly to the edge of King Quint’s Kingdom, was former Lord Rhobert Tirion.  The miserable naked man, now legally named and tattooed as Cocksucker by his sister in law, Lady Eryn Cardiff, was chained hands and feet to a heavy central chain running the length of the wagon.  His head and pubic hair were shaved bald, his blackened and shriveled balls had fallen free, and the tattoos of a slave were permanently marked on his rump and facial cheek.  The addition of a leather slave collar was almost an afterthought added to the throughly miserable enslaved man.

The Slave Master cracked his whip over the two-horse-team pulling the heavy wagon.  He was already calculating his profit from this load of exclusively male slaves.  “The mines in the hills of the next Kingdom are expanding and they are desperate for fresh, strong-backed stock.  It was to my advantage that the Magistrate didn’t seem to have the energy to argue prices.  The slave without his balls will also make me a hefty profit.  Yes, indeed.  Plus, he’ll likely receive extra treatment by the bulls at the mine since he’s no longer fully a man and had the waist and ass of an alluring woman.”  He was already imagining the fun he’d have at that night’s campsite.  His cock lurched in his pants at the thought of binding a former high and mighty Lord over a log and buggering what had to be his virgin ass.

Behind his wagon, still standing at the curb, Gerwyn Reese stood watching bemused as the Slaver drove away with the former Lord Rhobert.  He was pleased to be rid of the odious noble with so little effort and equally pleased at the more than generous price that Maygan Caddell paid him in Gold and Silver to purchase Glynnis Priddy (Bimbo) and Bethan Goff (Snake) from him. Mistress Cardiff expected him to receive coin for getting rid of the three slaves and splitting the profits three ways.   “Maygan saved me the burden of having to drive a better bargain with that Slaver.  Since she paid well more than twice the going rate for top quality bitches, it was worth almost giving away the former Lord.  I’m done with the task set to me by Eryn Cardiff and ended up with a generous share for myself, Rhona Cook, and the Church’s poor box.”

As he turned to reenter the Courthouse and Magistrate Offices, he reached into a vest pocket to caress the single Gold coin paid by Maygan to quickly expedite the formal documentation that enslaved Blackie and transferred her to Slaavit.  Also, he formalized the transfer of Slaves Bimbo and Snake to Slaavit as well.  “What a great day,” he thought with a smile.

King Quint’s Audience Chamber

With King Quint the Fifth dealt with, King Fekyrd knelt on the raised platform in front of Quint’s throne. He looked about the still crowded room to be sure that Lord Groic and Pack Leader Xoirx had returned from witnessing the former King’s first experience as a woman.  Everyone else, Goblin, Human, and slave, had remained in place to hear King Fekyrd’s explanation of the mysterious dire threats facing the world.  More importantly, they all wanted to know what to do about it.

“It’s time to share what we face,” King Fekyrd began without preamble.  “First, a bit of background for those Humans unaware of their past because that’s the genesis of the threat facing us.”

“Nearly three thousand turnings of the sun ago, a group of powerful Demons discovered a means of opening a doorway to another world.  Through random chance on the ultimate destination, they found the far end of that doorway, a Portal, opened onto a faraway third planet of a distant solar system.  By happenstance, due to cosmic geometry and simple bad luck, that Portal drilled through our world on its way to that place, named Dirt and left two Portals here.  One Portal leads to the Demon Lands and the other to this place named Dirt.”

Lord Groic waved his hand.  “Sorry, brother.  You meant that the place was named ‘Earth’ or ‘Terra’ in two of their tongues.”

King Fekyrd waved aside the correction and continued as it never occurred.  “Their plan was to make that Earth-bound Portal a permanent one in order to imprison its inhabitants and rape its resources.  As I said, when the path of the Portal physically encountered our world in its way to Earth, it sort of skipped.  The opening from the Demon Lands materialized in our world’s Shadowlands and the Portal connection leading toward Earth jumped through farther to the east; on the Goblin side of the border of Goblin and Ogre territory.”

“At first,” King Fekyrd continued, “we believe the Demons felt joy at the prospect of finding two lush worlds to rape and pillage.  But, they faced two instant enemies here on our world that had to be defeated before this Earth could be harvested.  Yes, a few weaker Demons initially snuck through our territories and made it to Earth as a small reconnaissance force well before we discovered the danger.  Goblin and Ogre warriors independently began to fight back.  With fierce battles on two fronts against them, the Demons were slowly driven back through their home Portal, the Demon-Lands Portal.  What few know is that Goblin and Ogre Shaman met at the Demon-Lands Portal and worked jointly to seal it tightly shut.”

“Among those invading demons were several that you may recognize.  Two of them were females high in their hierarchy, Kijo and Samael, who were defeated and their souls imprisoned in Goblin-wrought Slave Collars that, in differing ways, control the wearer’s Magic and encourages submission. The details of the story of how those heroes, Goblins and Ogre alike, fought those Demons back to their Home Portal is a story for another time.”

King Fekyrd paused.  He looked to the few Humans in the room.  “What is unknown to you Humans is that no Humans existed on this world at that time three thousand years ago.  That is, until some of your more warlike ancestors found the Earth Portal and invaded our world.  We, the Goblins alone stopped that invading horde and pushed them westward to what you now know of as the Human Territories.  To punish some of the most warlike Humans that refused to surrender, we put them to work; digging in mines, growing and harvesting our crops, and ultimately put to use as our ponies.”

The King shrugged at the murmurs of complaint among the Humans.  “We make no apologies for the past.  We admit making a few raids to this Earth for our own reconnaissance and to diversify the bloodlines of the Human stock here on our planet before we closed the Earth Portal.”

“Before I tell more about the danger we face,” King Fekyrd continued, “I have to explain Magic among Goblins and Humans.  Probably because we crave to control our possessions, the little Magic among Goblins has to do with property.  The Magic held by Goblins lets us track anything we’ve made or owned and gifted Shamans can make Magical devices to hold and control things that we own.  Also, we have an innate Magical sense of smell that tells us may things about potential prey and dangers.”

“Earth is a desert for Magic and female Humans only developed their Magic after coming to this world.  Some Mages and Sorceresses have developed powerful Magic, especially in terms of combat.  Your Hedge Witches and Covens have weaker Magic except in the ways of healing, employing curses and healing curses, and other things to do with bodies, Human and Goblin alike.”

The threat facing us on this world is technology, … technology being used on Earth is harnessing the power of matter itself.  The quest to solve the challenge of unlimited power to fuel their technology has already led to the accidental discovery of the sealed Earth Portal.  Though permanently closed and sealed, it remains a weak point in our cosmos.”  King Fekyrd paused and looked about the room.  “The true danger is that the Earth Portal remains connected to both the Portals here in our realm, including the Demon-Lands Portal.  Opening one will open the other as well.”

Michelle figured it out first among the crowd in the room.  “We face a potential invasion from both Earth and the Demon Lands,” she blurted out.

After the commotion died down, Kign Fekyrd raised a hand for silence.  “Goblins are fierce mobile infantry and Humans possess Combat Magics and Healing Magics.  I propose a combined force to strike against the technologists on Earth before they force open the entire Portal pathway.  That will occur in two stages.”

Lord Groic stepped forward.  “We have a need for free Human battle strategists to assist in our fight and those three will be Karson Potter, Sir Castor, and Lady Michelle, … all trained and experienced fighters.  We also need powerful Battle Mages, though they must be collared with Goblin Collars of Control beholding them to their riders to ensure the best focus of their Magic.  Those four Magic wielders will be Flame ridden by Ultea, Lightning (formerly High Lady Sorceress Margery of the Slavers Guild) ridden by Pack Leader Zealb, Spirit (formerly an enslaved Sorceress held as a King’s mistress in his Harem) ridden by Pack Leader Cryzz, and finally Breeze (formerly an enslaved Sorceress held as a King’s mistress in his harem) ridden by Pack Leader Peltuft.  Once the mission is completed Lightning will be reinstated as a free Human and returned to her duties with the Slavers Guild.”

“Our battles will require more than combat skills,” Lord Groic continued, “For healing we enlist the skills of Gertrude of Darkspire and her Coven of Witches.  “Lastly on our support team, we need a free Human archivist and her collared assistant.  Those will be High Lady Brianna Wood formerly a slave to Karson Potter and her assistant Ciara, also a former slave.  As long as they fulfill their oaths of service, all eight of these women will participate the entire time as uncollared, free women.”

“Those specialists, Humans all, are key to our success and they will be broken into two groups, the first group will conduct a reconnaissance in force.  The second group will support our main attack forces which will follow some days behind our reconnaissance group.” 

The Goblins in the room became restless and confused about freeing once collared Goblin livestock.

King Fekyrd joined in the explanation.  “Goblins, pay attention to my Royal Decrees this fateful day.  Humans, those identified will participate in the upcoming battles alongside ten to fifteen Goblin War Packs, and in return, we Goblins pledge that the buffer lands between the Brightwater and the Shadowlands will be open to registered Goblins and Humans alike.  Else, … we will begin this battle by eradicating all the Humans encroaching on those lands.”

Lord Groic turned to Blokt, “Lord Blokt, you are charged with establishing and ruling the Northern Territory, those lands north of the Kingreach-Shadowlands Road. The Southern Territory will be established and ruled by Baroness Cardiff.”  He paused and looked to Cedric Cantor, “High Lord Eric Cantor, you will be responsible for establishing a small Court of Appeals to ensure fair administration of those new territories.  While Administrator Blokt and Baroness Cardiff will each treat those lands as their personal domain, the Court of Appeals will ensure all parties are protected equally..”

Newly appointed Administrator Blokt erupted in uncharacteristic giggles.  “Administrator Eryn Cardiff will be muchly pissed off at this King Fekyrd.”

Lord Groic shrugged at the antics of the normally stern Goblin.

“Then, we now prepare for war,” King Fekyrd announced to the silent room.

The Cardiff Estate

In the estate barn, former Tribute Inspector Slaavit looked with wonder at the three sets of certified legal enslavement forms and ownership titles for his three slaves.  Two slave documents were courtesy of his deal with Eryn Caddell and the third was his ownership documents for Blackie, also courtesy of Eryn’s request to the Magistrate to codify his ownership of Blackie.  Absently, he shuffled the paperwork so that his signed agreement with Maygan Caddell was on the bottom and that Glynnis Priddy’s paperwork was on top.  He looked where Eryn sat fidgeting on the leather topped bench against the wall in the barn’s breezeway and smiled at her.

“Master,” she whispered in real respect, “I hope you will carefully review and sign our contract before we leave here today.  In the meantime, Master, as you commanded, I’ve brought Bimbo and Snake from the Slave Kennels to their permanent stalls here at the Barn and Stables.  During that move, Master, I made sure that both your new bitches had their wrists bound and tied off overhead in their new stalls just as you requested,” Eryn offered as she stood up respectfully, “and, of course, they’re both gagged and otherwise fully naked. They are in stalls two and three, to the right of Blackie in stall one.”

She shifted over to stand near the Goblin beside stall number two.  “I’ve already asked Dai Groundskeeper to make up stall door signs for Blackie, Bimbo, and Snake.  This is Bimbo’s stall, the twenty-six-year-old whore with big tits previously owned by Karson Potter.  It doesn’t matter but her Human name was Glynnis Priddy and her previous slave name was Tramp.

He had to stand on a step stool to see through the barred upper half of the heavy sliding stall door.  With an unhappy grunt, he stepped down and announced, “Missy, you will have all the doors on this side of the breezeway rebuilt so that the viewing bars begin much lower, say at my shoulder height.”

Maygan held back a giggle that she was sure would strain their new relationship.  “Of course, Master,” she whispered back.  “I’ll arrange that with Dai as well.”

Slaavit turned from the stall door to Maygan and gave her a stern look in response to the unsightly giggle.  “Missy, every one of my slaves will need signs at their stalls in the barn where they will receive their pony training and at their kennel cages in the regular slave holding facilities where they will receive training appropriate for slaves.  So, you will need to add kennel signs for Blackie, Bimbo, and Snake to your list.”

Maygan blinked at the thought of the kennels.  “Of course, Master, I’ll take care of that detail as well.”

Slaavit grinned and added, “Missy, I find that I will have some responsibility in training a couple of Cardiff house slaves.  Therefore, you will have signs made up for the kennel cages and barn stalls for Kisses and Missy.”

Maygan looked about in fear that Slaavit might have been overheard.  “Master,” she said in a desperate and confused tone, “Others have heard you address me with that familiar name as if I were either a valued friend or a pet.  I fear they will think me your slave and you know that can’t happen.”

The Goblin strode forward and grabbed Maygan by the throat and pushed her back against the wall.  “Tell me, Missy, how many times have we fucked, Goblin to Human?”

Maygan fought to keep her hands at her sides and not to fight back.  “Mmmaster, wwe’ve fucked on two occasions.”

“Tell me each ‘occasion’ so I might address your concern.”

“Master,” she said with a whimper, “I begged you to fuck me on the road after I volunteered to give you my first blowjob.”  She thought quickly about how to describe the next time.  “Then, Master, you spanked me for not following all your instructions about the Tack Room.”

“And I fucked you soundly in the Tack Room, Missy?” Slaavit asked with a smirk.

The eighteen-year-old blonde blushed deeply.  “Yes, Master, and I told you it was glorious.”

“So, Missy,” Slaavit added, “Consider yourself my pet until our agreement is sealed and filed with the Magistrate.  At that time, some people may consider that you’re such a slut that you’re pretending to be my slave.  What they won’t know is that in private, I will treat you exactly as if you are my slave..”

Maygan whimpered at the thought of how dominate he was going to be once their agreement went into force.  “Yes, Master,” she responded in a very quiet voice.  “I’ll do as you order, Master, and have signs made up for Missy in stall four and kennel cage four and Kisses in stall five and kennel cage five.”

Slaavit nodded an approval that Maygan better understood their relationship going forward.  He released her throat and stepped away.  Even without intentionally sniffing the air, he could already smell the musty signs of Maygan’s response.  “She wants to get fucked again,” he told himself with satisfaction.  “Maygan, you don’t know it, but you are already my slave exactly as you outlined in the term of your contract.”

With those point clarified, he reached up for the locking latch and slid the stall door to the side.  He grinned at the sight of the wriggling woman grunting in dismay at being touched by a Goblin.  “She’s skittish,” he announced while reaching forward to grab her pussy lips with a grip far stronger than a Human male.  He grinned when Bimbo’s movements immediately stilled.  “Missy, keep in mind most ponies don’t want to risk having their nipples or labia torn off.  It’s a good training tool to make them focus more strongly on their lesson.”

“I see, Master, thank you,” Maygan answered dutifully, winching at the thought of a woman having her cunt or nipples gripped by the Goblins clawed hands.

Still controlling Bimbo, he looked aside to Maygan and whispered softly, “Good girl, Missy, I want you to continue to respond like that whenever I make a comment.   That kind of respect from a horny bitch like you makes a Goblin’s cock sing.”  Then, still locking eyes with Maygan, his free hand reached up expertly and his clawed fingers caressed Bimbo’s breasts.

“Master controls his new stock so well,” Maygan responded as her eyes focused on the black claws on the green hand exploring the fat breasts.  Her pussy was swelling with blood and beginning to drip from her own labia at seeing his masterful control of the new pony.

Glynnis Priddy’s head swirled with thoughts of horror at being owned by a terrible creature that she thought existed only in legends.  “Adult versions of fables spoke of women harnessed as ponies to be ridden and fucked by the evil green creatures,” she cried to herself.  She shivered in fear but dared not move while the Goblins clawed fingers had possession of her third-most favorite feature, her tight and talented cunt.  “Is it possible that all those fables are true?” Beyond her most prized natural blonde hair and face of beauty, her second-most prized possession was her pair of stupendous breasts that halved men’s IQs at their mere sight.

“Hmmpf,” she softly protested as the soft touch exploring her breasts changed to harmless, but scary, scratching of one of his claws as it found her stiff nipple.

“Missy, my cock sings at the sight of this pony’s teats,” Slaavit hissed in open admiration.  “When she’s bred, Bimbo’s udders will have no problem feeding multiple pairs of younglings.”

Maygan gulped at the thought of his cock masterfully pumping seed to breed his spawn into his owned stock.  “Mmmaster, … didn’t I tell you that she’s a perfect filly for breeding?”

Slaavit surreptitiously sniffed the dramatic increase in Maygan’s musk.  “Soon,” he cautioned himself.  “Soon.” 

He turned reluctantly from Bimbo and ordered Maygan, “Lower the rope so the pulley can let her arms down.  Then unclip the end from her wrist cuffs and feed the line back outside the stall bars.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied as she scrambled to obey his command.  Both ends of the line feeding into the overhead pulley were drawn fully outside the stall bars and secured.  Bimbo was left loose in her stall with comfortable wrist cuffs holding her hands together at her front.

Slaavit hurried out of the stall to get through his inspection of Snake.

“Master, this one is Snake,” Maygan explained as they entered the third stall.  “She is a bit older but the black haired bitch is no stranger to cock in all her holes.”

Slaavit examined the slimmer woman with his critical eye.  “Missy, this one will quickly firm up and be a good runner, … maybe even better than Blackie.  But, I’m too large for her frame.”

Maygan glanced down and saw that Slaavit’s cock was swollen under his thick leather battle kilt.  “My Master’s cock seems to sing with joy at my offerings,” she whispered with a smile.

Slaavit looked startled for a moment; but, then he smiled.  “Little Missy, release Snake’s arms and meet me in the breezeway.”

Maygan stowed the pulley line and slide the stall door shut.  She froze at the sight of the glow of lust in the Goblin’s eyes as he waited for her in the aisle. 

She licked her lips and whispered, “Is my Master finally going to begin feeding me his amazing cock?  To fulfill my bargain? To make love to me, not as would a Human lover, but as a Goblin would to a conquest.”

Slaavit grinned with lust and answered, “Missy, lets do this in your comfortable bedroom.  Go ahead of me and when you get there, take off your clothes and kneel down on on the floor beside your bed, ready to taste your Master’s cock before he takes you as a Goblin would a new captive.”

“Oh, Gods, yes, Master,” she responded, already turning to scamper back to the main mansion building.

Upstairs in the guest wing hallway, her clothes seemed to almost magically fly off as soon as she passed the threshold of the door to her room.  Fully aroused, she knelt down on her legs, obediently, at the foot of her bed and waited for Slaavit to catch up.

Her breath caught in her throat with lust and a bit of fear when she saw him enter with a stern look on his face and one of his riding crops in hand.  It was clear that Slaavit’s hefty cock was fully erect and lifting up the front of the heavy leather of his battle kilt.

Wordlessly, he tapped her knees with the crop telling her voicelessly to alter her position.  She moved her knees apart and stayed in her kneeling position, … and then again, she shifted her knees further apart after a harder series of assertive taps on her sensitive inner thighs.  A quick touch on the backs of her elbows and she moved her arms forward, only now realizing he wanted her in the typical naked slave position of ‘Present.’  She gulped and set her hands palms up on her knees and lowered her chin in submission.  She was a bit confused if he meant the more humiliating version of the position cupping her breasts upward for his use but kept the backs of her hands resting on her knees.

Slaavit smirked as his new possession followed his cues.  “You respond well little Missy, Master is pleased, … very pleased at the speed of your obedience and submission.  And, little Human, your body is perfect, … it is everything I could ever hope for.”

Maygan felt her pussy flood with even more lubrication at his praise.  “Thank you, Master.  Missy is grateful for your kind words.”

Eyes locked on her knees, she heard the rustling of his clothes and her heartbeat sped up.  His kilt and small clothes thumped down on the floor beside her and she began to pant in need.  Lastly, his heavy chest cuirass, knives, and pouches landed atop the pile.

The green bulbous tip of his cock appeared a hand’s width away from her eyes.

“Look up, my personal little cum dump,” his voice whispered with a taunting tone.

Maygan looked up and gasped at the look of lust on his face.  “Yes, Master?” she answered in response and question.

“What does Missy want of Master?” he queried with an obvious smirk on his face.

For the first time, a spark of uncertainty flashed across Maygan Caddell’s face.  Now, uncertain of the depths that deal had already taken her, she gulped and wondered if she’d been too hasty in securing his promise to feed her his Goblin cock,  “Mmmaster, … Missy, wants her Master’s cock just as in our agreement, … not soft and feminine like with a Human lover, … but, assertive like a Goblin takes a Human?”  Her voice rose into a question as she recapped their agreement.  Tears were leaking out of her eyes; due to her lust, fear, and uncertainty.

“Open wide,” he commanded and pulled her mouth onto his cock as she tried to acknowledge the command with her obligatory response of, “Master.”

“Mmmphf,” was instead the sound that passed the thick slab of meat that filled her mouth all the way to the opening of her gullet.  Maygan’s stomach gurgled and she fought her gag reflex even though he hadn’t yet tried to pass that tight opening to her throat.

“Some ponies have such love for their Goblin Masters that they crave the taste of Goblin cum.”  Slaavit muttered as the sensations of her lips, tongue, and mouth triggered the familiar sensations of deep arousal from the actions of one of his trained ponies.

“Hess, Haster,” she moaned around his cock.  The attempt to say, “Yes, Master,” let a flood of trapped saliva dribble past the broken seal of her lips to drench her chin.  The thick drool even left long tendrils of saliva hang down to cover the tops of her breasts.

Slaavit let loose the first spurts of his cum.  He groaned in happiness as he willingly released his seed, he was in a hurry to move onto the main course; fully breaking in his new possession.

Maygan gulped his seed as fast as she could and her face greedily followed the tip of his cock as he slowly withdrew it from her mouth.

“Little Missy, did that snack prepare your pleasure holes enough for me to begin fulfilling our deal?”

“Yes, Master,” she groaned out while trying to relax her strained jaw muscles.  “Little Missy is ready, Master.  Time to overwhelm me with that big Goblin cock.”  She took a couple deep breaths to catch up from the deprivation of oxygen due to nose breathing with snot partially closing the restricted entrance to her airway.

“Present and open your mouth,” he commanded and reached down to one of his pouches on the floor.  The Goblin pulled out two golden pieces of Pony Fruit and held them before Maygan’s face.  “Missy, these morsels are your only hope of salvation from our bargain.  They are a powerful contraceptive that will protect your womb for a full moon cycle from your eggs bonding with my sperm.  Without this, my younglings will swell in your belly and you will be mine forever.”

Maygan gulped and then leaned forward to capture the fruit nuggets with her lips.  She quickly chewed and swallowed them in earnest hope that they worked as promised.

Her sex had already been dripping in need for hours and she moaned in ecstasy when his cock skewered its way roughly into her sheath.  “By the Gods!” she moaned.  “That’s so perfect, … Master.”  Even before the effects of the Pony Bliss kicked in, she had her first orgasm and her first howl of satisfaction echoed through the mansion.  Moments later, when his cock fully sheathed itself against her womb, a second louder wail of orgasm erupted from her mouth.

Downstairs, the newly designated Administrator to the Southern Territories was once again protesting being assigned as Administrator for all confiscated Goblin territory between the Brightwater and the Shadowlands, … everything south of the Kingsreach to Shadowlands road.  “This is the most ridiculous thing ever,” she hissed in annoyance.  “Why can’t you accept that you simply have to find someone else.”

The traveling Magistrate, Gerwyn Reese, from Kingsreach held up a hand and repeated the situation once again, “Baroness, King Fekyrd and King Jacob both agreed that you would be the Southern Territory Administrator and Goblin Administer Blokt would be your counterpart for the Northern Territory.  There are no other options here.”

“It just won’t do,” she hissed back.  “I don’t want it.”

Others at the table that so far had remained silent while Eryn, Blokt, and the Magistrate argued were Goblin Pony Wranglers Sritog, Hok, and Byzz.  When the group arrived not that long ago, Rhona Cook hadn’t been able to find Slaavit, either in the Slave Kennels, the Stables, or in his room upstairs.  So the meeting had to begin without his presence.

At the time Rhona walked past Maygan’s room searching for Slaavit, his cock was stuffed in her mouth and neither of them heard Rhona knock on Slaavit’s door down at the end of the hall.  Slaavit had no idea that he was now Assistant Administrator to the Southern Territory under Baroness Eryn Cardiff.

“I’m not liking this very much,” Baroness Eryn hissed once again but with a rising voice.  Her refusal was aimed at the Goblin she had known as Ambassador Blokt.  Blokt’s patience was growing thin because this argument had been ongoing now for long, tense minutes.

Fed up with the foolishness, Pony Wrangler Sritog tossed an elaborately embossed leather slave collar onto the table between them.  It clattered its way across the ancient table top and stopped right in front of the reluctant Baroness.

“You either accept the position right now with a binding promise to fairly execute your responsibilities,” Administrator Blokt hissed as his patience ended and shifted to anger, “or I buckle this collar on you and haul you off to the nearest Pony Breeding Facility.”

Blokt turned to the Magistrate and to Rhona Cook.  “You both be witness to King Fekyrd’s decision about Baroness Cardiff and former Tribute Inspector Slaavit.  I remind you both, he currently owns everything east of the Brightwater River and you operate under his laws and decrees.”

At that moment, a piercing wail interrupted the discussion and echoed down the stairs from the upper floor.  It was repeated again longer and louder.

“From the rich aroma,” Administrator Blokt hissed in approval with his nose sniffing the air, “I believe that a Human female in heat is experiencing her first taste of Pony Bliss.”

“Hmmm,” female Pony Wrangler Byzz added, “I smelt a Human bitch’s arousal the instant we stepped into this place.  I have been wondering who was going to tap that cunt.”

“Wait, … what’s going on?  Remember, this is my family mansion?” Baroness Eryn Cardiff demanded.

The Magistrate locked eyes with Blokt.

“All right,” Blokt grumped, “Byzz, go check on the female and be sure everything is aboveboard and that she’s willingly being bred by a Goblin.”

Byzz grinned and hopped off her chair.  Eryn was astonished at the speed the short, bandy-legged Goblin made scurrying up the stairs. 

Byzz slipped quietly into the bedroom and saw the familiar sight of a Goblin male’s bare ass fucking the shit out of his Human slave.  Slaavit was between the slave’s legs and drilling her now loose and sloppy pussy.  Byzz gasped softly in surprise and then pleasure when he saw that the blonde wasn’t wearing a collar.  “A Goblin Fucker,” she whispered with a grin.  “That devil Slaavit caught himself a Human woman willing to lower herself into voluntarily becoming a Goblin Fucker.”

Maygan was in heaven.  Her first orgasm was simply one of the best of her life.  The second orgasm, fueled by the double dose of Pony Bliss rolled over her body like nothing she could have imagined, … and it rolled on and on.  Maygan forgot to breathe for long moments because the pleasure was so intense.  Slaavit flipped her over and drilled his cock back into her pussy, his bloated balls thumped repeatedly against her clitoris.  With a scream, she came again.

Slaavit instantly knew that Byzz was in the room.  Even overwhelmed with Maygan’s musk, he recognized Byzz’s scent as well.  “Lover of Blokt, take the papers downstairs and show them to whoever is in charge,” he gasped as he tried to breathe, fuck, and talk.

“You’re getting old, you fucker,” Byzz hissed as she saw a pile of official looking documents.  “If they need you downstairs there’s two male wranglers that can fill in for you.  Twice more cock for your little Goblin cock slut.”

Slaavit grunted and kept on pumping furiously into Maygan.

Byzz went back downstairs and wondered to whom she should pass on the paperwork.  Deciding there might be legal issues at stake, she gave them to the Deputy Magistrate.

Gerwyn Reese took the stack of legal documents and recognized the first as the transfer of a Human female slave to a Goblin named Slaavit.  “These are just ownership papers I gave to Maygan.  Here’s the one transferring Blackie directly to Slaavit and the two ownership papers for Snake and Bimbo transferring their ownership from Eryn Cardiff to me and then to Maygan and finally to Slaavit.”

“What!” Eryn screeched.  “Magistrate, you sold Glynnis and Bethan to Maygan?”

Magistrate Gerwyn Reese held up a hand.  “Wait, this last document is a contract outlining the details of how Maygan offered both those two slaves to Slaavit in return for Goblin services and promises.”

“Services, … what services?” Eryn and Blokt asked simultaneously.

While Maygan’s contract with Slaavit was being publicly scrutinized downstairs, by Humans and Goblins alike, Slaavit was just blasting his second load of cum into Maygan’s swampy pussy.  When he pulled out, Maygan laid limply on her back, temporarily exhausted mentally and physically, so fucked out she didn’t have energy to move.  Her legs were widely spread and his thick white cum was dribbling out of her full cock sleeve.  Happy at the progress so far, Slaavit lifted one of her limp legs upward toward the arm on that same side of her body.  Unaware of anything except the prolonged feeling of pure bliss and deep temporary fatigue, Maygan didn’t resist or question why he wrapped a bondage cord around her wrist and ankle and then another around her elbow and knee.  The Goblin was an expert at rope bondage on his ponies.  He quickly had her other leg and arm similarly bound. 

Flat on her back, the bondage left her ass rolled upward, her arms and legs draped outward, with her pussy and asshole fully exposed and vulnerable for plundering by Goblin cock.  Slaavit took that moment of silence to plug her mouth with the same black bondage sponge that he’d used earlier.

Maygan’s head lolled dreamily when Slaavit dredged the head of his still rock hard through the slippery mess from her cunt.  Her head popped up in shock and her eyes opened widely when she felt the too fat head of his cock bump against her ass.  “Hoooo!” she yelled into her gag and her head flew backward to thump on the mattress when he forced the entire length of his prodigious cock up into her rectum and then into her intestines.

Her muffled howls slowed when his pubic bone bottomed out against her cunt mound.  Within just two thrusts, the fully activated Pony Bliss turned the pain and humiliation of her ass rape into lust and she responded by trying to drive her pelvis up and down the raping cock to trigger yet another orgasm.  Any higher functions of her brain were short-circuited and she responded only from primitive lust.

He’s in her ass,” Byzz announced to the room as the scent Maygan’s musk changed.

Eryn hissed in anger as she finished reviewing the contract and then heard Byzz’s comment.  “You mean the stupid slut offered two Human slaves to a Goblin in order to have unlimited access to his cock and that all he had to do in return is promise to release her in her original state when he leaves my property?”

Rhona’s eyebrows rose in surprise.  “What Human female is such a cock slut that she’d whore herself out to a Goblin?  And I thought she was a proper young woman.”

Gerwyn looked up from the contract.  “Well, she wrote a lot about personal protections.  For example, him not taking her away with him afterwards, not being bred to permanently become his pony; but, … in essence, … yes, ... his only obligation is to release her as a free woman with no permanent markings when he leaves your property no sooner than a period of two months.”

Blokt grunted and recapped, “Assistant Administrator Slaavit has been gifted two high-value ponies so he can fuck the shit out of a nymphomaniac Human slut while sexually dominating her as would a Goblin, for at least two months?  Wait, Magistrate, if the contract specifically stipulates that he should sex her like a Goblin and not a Human lover, that means he can put a collar on her, train her to the saddle, and mark her with henna tattoos as long as he fucks her brains out for two months?”

Gerwyn Reese looked apologetically to the new Baroness and then nodded.  “Yes, Baroness, Blokt is correct, it seems that she has sold herself to be his Goblin property for at least the next few months.”

Eryn Cardiff grunted.  “You fucking Goblins, always thinking with what’s between your legs.  Do you realize he may own her forever since King Fekyrd has directed that he has to remain here to help me administer the Southern Territories, all of which is now technically my property?”

“By the Gods,” Blokt whispered in reverence.  “His cock is mightily blessed by the Gods.  Tales will be sung forever of his negotiating skills.”

“Sritog, Hok,” Byzz announced sourly, “better get up and relieve our new Assistant Administrator.  He has some work and explaining to do.”

Eryn turned to Magistrate Gerwyn Reese.  I have other business that I need you to witness.” She turned to Rhona.    “Rhona, it appears that my time must be split between my family’s beloved estate and tasks mandated by King Fekyrd.  So, … I, Baroness Cardiff and sole current owner of the Cardiff Estate place Rhona Cook, a long-time friend to our family, as Mistress of the Cardiff Estate and fully responsible for all its day to day operations.”

“Wwhat?” Rhona said with a gasp. 

“Rhona, as my trusted friend, you will have access to my Gold and are responsible for any decisions of the estate, including hiring a new cook and groundskeepers to work under Dai as Master of the Cardiff Estate and fully responsible for all necessary actions outside of the main mansion.”

Magistrate Reese turned to the group at the table.  “So noted, Baroness.  I’ll have a writ prepared and posted.

“One last thing Rhona and Magistrate Reese,” Eryn added with a grim look on her face.  “I’ll not have free women willingly acting as brain-addled sex slaves to Goblins.  Maygan is an example of what I don’t want to see.  If she continues acting as Slaavit’s personal Human whore, then she needs to have the visual attributes of a slave so as to not embarrass us.’

“Baroness,” the Magistrate interjected hurriedly.  “You can’t arbitrarily make her a slave.  Remember, that violates her pact with your Assistant Administrator, … Slaavit that is.”

Eryn got that mulish look on her face when she knew with certainty that she was in the right.  “Fine, Magistrate, have it your way.  If she wants to pretend to be his slave until the day he leaves the Southern Territory for his next assignment, than she can look the part without permanent markings.”

“So, not technically a slave,” Blokt recapped.  “No tattoos or brandings but her hair should be shorn short, she should wear a collar, and her pussy should be bare.”

Rhona hissed.  “Scandalous.”  But, she turned to Eryn, “Baroness, … ah, Administrator Cardiff, I believe this falls within my responsibilities as Mistress of the Cardiff Estate.  Since I am fully responsible for its day to day operations, I will make arrangements for Assistant Administrator Slaavit to be instructed on how his ‘toy’ Human is to be prepared.”

“Thank you Rhona, that’s exactly what I need.  You have my full support and now I can focus more on this ridiculous idea of me administering this Southern Territory.”


Chapter 10: The New Quest Begins

Shadow Garde Estate

Michelle held up the skimpy pair of black panties and blushed.  Her previously engrained lifelong memories as a male weren’t entirely gone and the flimsy silk reminded him of similar panties that he’d either tugged off his willing conquests of that he’d ripped off of others during more violent couplings.  When she raised a foot to slip them on, she made it a point not to look down where his cock and balls had been Magically converted to the much more complicated sex organ of her pussy.

“If I was still a man,” Michelle complained softly in a blatant lie, “my cock would never betray me by getting hard if my brain resisted the idea of the sex.  But, this hole has so many sensitive nerves, even forced sex results in my pussy flooding with blood and then weeping lubrication.”  She conveniently failed to remember the times that he’d been ass-raped during his quest to destroy High Lady Lysara.  In those few occasions, his prostrate made his cock harder than steel and his unwilling orgasms were shattering in intensity.

After dressing in female attire appropriate for the upcoming combat, she paused to marvel at the feelings from her restored feet and toes.  She stomped her feet to set them comfortably in her boots and buckled on her belt, sword, and daggers.  For the first time in moons, she was armed and free; albeit still trapped in a lush womanly body.  That thought brought tears to her eyes, a reminder of the feminine hormones ruling her body.

Ruefully, she reached up to touch the ancient iron of her Goblin-wrought slave collar.  The touch stirred Samael to awareness from the place in the back of her brain where the demon’s trapped soul could reach out with thoughts and feelings meant to break her from dominate to submissive.  Samael’s Collar of Submission didn’t exactly enslave her to anyone but left her vulnerable to damning whispers from the demon pushing him to act the submissive with those companions around him.  Samael also pushed thoughts of disappointment and wrongdoing to her when she acted in ways too dominate for Samael’s pet.

Michelle strode out of her assigned bedroom and looked through the second floor window at the end of the hall.  Her feelings were mixed about the estate originally intended to belong to her and bought with her own funds pilfered during two missions into the Shadowlands.  He had gained riches first against Lady Lysara and then against King Quint’s forces seeking dangerous artifacts.  “First it was to be mine, then it was stolen back by the Slavers Guild, and now its been confiscated by King Fekyrd as Ambassador Blokt’s residence and offices to administer the new Northern Territory.”  He sighed deeply at the injustice of his treatments for successfully completing his quests.

Sir Cantor and Karson Potter stepped out into the hallway from their shared room.  Like Michelle, they also wore tough leather pants tucked into boots suitable for riding and operating afoot.  Above their pants, each wore a pair of thick quilted long-sleeved gambesons under a stiff, boiled leather chest cuirass.  Each chose the lighter boiled leather to protect their torsos rather than the much heavier steel plate of chest and arm armor.

Michelle was relieved to be greeted with the forearm grips and bone-jarring back thumps of warriors.   “So, we ride together for the Shadowlands?” she asked.  “Without the rest of the Goblin army?”

“Lady Michelle, it appears that King Fekyrd and Lord Groic claim to need time to gather and rehearse with their Goblin Battle Packs,” Sir Castor replied with a grimace.  “Even now, they are gathering the goods needed from Quint’s warehouses, including wagons and horses for logistics support to a forward staging ground somewhere deep in the Shadowlands.  King Fekyrd also insists on keeping some of the Battle Mages and Witch Healers with him.”

“The decision is that we three will lead the way in a reconnaissance mode and a quarter-moon later, the Goblin hordes will follow,” Karson Potter added.

“By the way, … which are you Karson or Josua?” Lady Michelle asked with some irritation.  “I’d like to know if we’re dealing with a trained warrior or an opportunistic slaver and pimp.”

“Lady Michelle,” Sir Castor cautioned.

Instead of being offended, Karson just laughed softly and then smirked.  “Lady Michelle, I guess you’ll just have to wait and see, just like I need to discover whether I’m dealing with a trained warrior or a Goblin’s cock-trained former pony.”

Sir Castor hissed angrily and shoved himself between the two.  “We won’t speak of this again,” he growled.  “We have heavy responsibilities and duty to fulfill.”

Samael giggled in happiness in the back of Michelle’s brain.  The demon loved discord almost as much as she wanted to break down newly freed Lady Michelle’s assertiveness.

“Agree to a truce,” Sir Castor added.  “We have no time for divisiveness.  The rest of our force is already assembled in the stables.”  As they walked from the main building toward the stables, Sir Castor further explained their team and mission.

“We three must work together as we are three of the four battle strategists, with Lady Ultea making the fourth.  We are also the core close-in battle fighters and are backed up by two of the four Magic wielders defended by their Goblin Riders.  Our group will be supported by three of the six healers.  Plus, High Lady Brianna Wood will accompany us without her assistant Ciara.”

“It’s a shame we couldn’t get Ciara,” Michelle mused, “she proved worthy in our quest.”

Karson rubbed his chin in thought.  “As it is, we have eleven, a rather large force for quiet reconnaisance.”

“Keep in mind, we need reconnaissance in force if we hope to survive the Shadowlands and any dangers around the Earth Portal,” Michelle added.  “We need to consider Earth Technicians, Shadowlands foul creatures, and Ogres all as enemies.”

At the Shadow Garde Estate Stables

Mage Elara, Flame, stomped her feet in boredom.  She was worried about meeting up again with Castor and Michelle given their history together.  “Will they will see me as a mere Goblin’s slave and their fuck toy,” she thought with despair.  “Or will they remember me as a valued collegue?”

Beside her, High Lady Sorceress Margery was also fidgeting, but not from nervous energy.  Her discomfort was caused by the drastic changes in her life over the last few days.  From respected and feared as a High Lady Sorceress in the Slavers Guild, she temporarily lost her Magic just before the meeting at King Quint’s castle when High Lord Cedric Cantor, head of the Slavers Guild, tricked her into drinking a tea strongly seeped with Witch’s Bane.  Then, she was physically overpowered and helpless to wield her Magic, a Goblin-wrought Slave Collar of Control was locked around her neck, she was stripped naked, lost her feet to steel-shod hooves, and was placed in a Goblin pony saddle.  Her owner and controller of her Magic was a Pack Leader named Zealb.  The addition this morning of a temporary gag jammed in her mouth was the least of her discomforts.

Among all those changes, the most humiliating was when her rider, Pack Leader Zealb, personally made a great show to the Goblins and to High Lord Cedric Cantor of his skill at using the ultra-sharp edge of his dagger to slowly shave off every single hair between her legs.  “By the Gods,” she told herself in remembrance of the humiliating act of getting shaved.  “Next though,” she cried to herself, “was when he then casually whacked off my long beautiful hair to a level just below my ears.  Lord Cedric said that to wear collar meant I had to look the part.”

“Witch’s Bane and Pony Bliss,” she told herself with undiminished horror.  “How can such abominations exist?  Those demonic Goblins gave Flame and I a couple of nuggets each of that tasty fruit and turned us over to a full pack of warrior Goblins.  We were raped overnight by twenty-one of those perpetually horny bastards.”  She paused in her mental rant and carefully shifted her thoughts away from the never-ending orgasms that followed or her cries and shrieks of ecstasy and her begging for more cocks, … for more hard cocks to replace the ones used up after seeding her mouth, cunt, or ass.  “More orgasms,” she moaned, “that’s all Flame and I wanted, … no, what we needed with a desperation so deep, I still weep for more, … even now, my pussy swells at the thought of more Goblin cock, … more of those orgasms.”

Her rider was standing beside her loosely holding her leather reins.  “Lightning,” her rider Pack Leader Zealb tried to reassure her in a soothing voice, “soon we’ll canter away from this place and you will find your focus.  We’ll make a good team, … you’ll see.  Your Combat Magic, in concert with that of Flame, will ensure our victory.”

She gasped into her gag when his reassuring touch drifted from her hip around to cover her ass, her bare ass.  The caress and light slap that followed brought a strong pulse of desire to her belly.  She pretended to be unaffected and hoped the moan that followed was fully muffled by her gag.

Pack Leader Zealb did hear her involuntary response and nodded his head.  “All goes well with these new Mage Slave ponies,” he thought with satisfaction, “The training of mine is going well and she has proven sexually responsive.”    Aloud he added, “Lightning, we will ride without your gag in place.  So, …  consider how you will use your Magic, lightning and plasma strikes, without the use of your hands.  We will practice as we travel when you recover from the effects of the Witch’s Bane.”

The reconnaissance team led by Sir Castor

Battle Strategists and Human Warriors:
Lady Michelle Arrowsmith,
Sir Castor,
Karson Potter,
Lady Warrior Ultea.
Battle Mages:
Flame ridden by Ultea,
Lightning (formerly High Lady Sorceress Margery) ridden by Pack Leader Zealb,
Healers: Witches Rachel, Sophia, and Zoe
Support Team: Archivist High Lady Brianna Wood

Standing clustered together looking askance at the saddled Mage and Sorceress were the remainder of their party.  Originally, in King Quint’s chamber during his capture, High Lady Brianna Wood had been eager to put her time as Karson Potter’s blackmailed whore behind her.  Then, when seeing him the night before as one of the Battle Leaders of their small force, she had to turn away and vomit.  Her stomach was still unsettled in fear of coming under his clutches again.  The Royal Librarian, previously closeted in the Royal Library for much of her adult life had been craving the promise of the adventure ahead, including possible battles.  It was more exciting than any of the dry histories that she’d read so eagerly in the past.

The three Witches from Gertrude’s Coven in Darkspire, Rachel, Sophia, and Zoe, clustered tightly together.  After being forcibly bred after ingesting Pony Bliss, they were more than a bit relieved to learn they were to travel as free women on horseback instead of being ridden and frequently sexed like the two Magic users.  “It was troublesome,” Witch Rachel worried, “that they made a point of telling us we couldn’t get pregnant on this campaign because we’d taken Pony Bliss.”  All three Witches wondered if that meant they were available for sexing 

Sir Castor strode into the stables and looked to the group assembled.  Without preamble, he spoke in a loud voice.  “We leave soon and will bond as a team as we travel.  We have easy riding to the Shadowlands border, staying in a battle-ready movement formation the entire time.  At the beginning, Sergeant Kaur (Karson Potter), Lady Michelle, and I will take turns riding point until we reach the Shadowlands and then on to Darkspire.  There, Pack Leaders Zealb and Lady Ultea will take over point responsibilities since they know the terrain and routes east of Darkspire and through the Goblin Territories.”

He stopped for a moment to see if anyone had issues with the basic plan.  Seeing no signs of questions, he continued, “Depending on any potential problems, expect three days to reach the Shadowlands, another three days to Darkspire, three more days to the Shadowlands-Goblin Territory border, and then another six days through the Goblin Territories to the Earth Portal.  Something like fifteen days, more or less.  I expect to make up time on the early legs of this mission and expect to lose some time after Darkspire.”

When he stopped, Karson Potter swung up onto his gelding.  “Let’s move out!”

Everyone except the two ponies stepped into stirrups and mounted with various levels of skill.  The two male Goblins on the team and female Ultea clambered up their pony’s backs and settled their weight into their saddles.  A slight right-ward tug on the reins and they were off.

Even newly saddled High Lady Sorceress Margery, Lightning, knew to obey the tug of her right rein and the claws of her rider’s feet squeezing her breast.  She obediently moved in the direction of the tug and sped up.  She would have to learn her paces during the long day that followed.

The Cardiff Manor House

Maygan drifted slowly into consciousness from her deep sleep.  Her first moment of clarity brought awareness of pain from muscle aches that seemed to come from every muscle in her body.  She groaned at the extent of her soreness.  Even opening her eyes seemed to take an effort and for some reason the ceiling was fuzzy and she couldn’t focus.  Maygan raised her head to look about and groaned with the effort and became worried when nothing in the room shifted into focus.  It took long moments to realize she wasn’t in her bedroom.  Despite being nearly blind, Maygan reviewed fuzzy memories of amazing orgasms wrought expertly from her body.  “Slaavit?” she whispered, “Master, Slaavit,” asked in fear as she remembered his cock entering her body and giving her a fast, furious orgasm, “where are you?”

Someone passed her a water bottle and a small towel.

“Missy, you little Goblin slut, you can’t see well because you have dried Goblin cum on your face and in your eyes,” a coarse female voice spoke from right next to her.

“Who are you and where am I?” Maygan cried softly in surprise.  She tried to shift away from the voice but a pull at her throat stopped her move.  Her right hand flew up to her throat and she gasped when her fingers encountered a leather collar with a small linked-chain leash snapped on the collar’s ‘D’ ring.

“What’s going on?” she cried, ignoring for now the water and the towel.

“You made a quite specific contract with Assistant Administrator Slaavit,” the voice reminded her.

“No,” Maygan argued softly, “I made an agreement with plain old Master Slaavit after he lost his job as Tribute Inspector.  You must be confused with Ambassador Blokt who I’ve never met.”

Byzz, one of the three newly assigned Pony Wranglers transferred to the Cardiff estate chuckled softly.  “Well, little Missy, you are correct.  You made your agreement with Slaavit, who you just acknowledged as your Master, when he was between assignments.  He has two new positions.  First, he’s Baroness Cardiff’s Deputy in charge of administering the new Goblin Southern Territory of everything south of the Kingsreach-to-Shadowlands border.  Also, he’s Chief of Goblin Breeding Operations for that same area.

“Breeding operations?” Maygan wondered aloud with fear in her voice.

“Don’t worry about any of that, Missy,” Byzz interjected.  “Under your agreement filed with the Magistrate, Slaavit can’t have you bred, by Goblin or Human.  Your womb is safe until he leaves Baroness Cardiff’s territory sometime after two months.  That’s at least two months that you will wear his collar and be his willing Goblin Fuck Toy.”

“No!” Maygan objected and tried to stand up.  “That’s not the plan, … I’m not ever to be enslaved.”

Byzz yanked hard on her collar and hissed, “Don’t forget you agreed to punishments if you don’t behave properly.”  She took a deep breath and continued,  “Baroness Cardiff was very upset at the way you’ve begun to act with Slaavit.  She won’t accept free women cavorting as wanton sluts and whores to Goblins.  Her words, ‘If you want to act like a Goblin slave, then you will look like one,’ even if that violates normal Goblin custom because normally once collared or used as a pony, you could never, ever be freed.  Your protections apply, no permanent markings and complete freedom when your Master leaves the Southern Territory.”

Maygan sunk down in realization that she had trapped herself with her carefully crafted conditions.  “Wwwho are you?” she asked softly.

“We’ll get to that in a moment, slut. So, you aren’t formally his slave, but Magistrate Gerwyn Reese, Administrator Cardiff, and Rhona the Estate Mistress all agree that it’s improper for you to be publicly lead around naked and fucked in every imaginable way a Goblin would like to use you, … unless you wear a collar.”  She paused and added, “So, not really a slave except in appearance.”

“Please, Gods of Mercy help me,” Maygan muttered as a prayer.

“To answer your other question, I am Goblin Byzz, one of three Pony Wranglers assigned to the Cardiff Breeding Facility.” Byzz explained.  “Also, I’m your personal Pony Trainer and will be sometimes assisted by Pony Wranglers Sritog and Hok who have the male equipment for that part of your training.”

“I don’t need or want Pony Wranglers,” Maygan whined while beginning to weep softly.  “I’m not supposed to get pregnant.  And, … where’s Master Slaavit? He’s got the only cock I want.”

“Ahhh, Missy.  Good of you to already have the habit of calling him Master,” Byzz interjected a bit harshly.  “To answer your other question, you are in the Slave Kennels inside a rather small cell with a nice, new sign on the barred iron door that reads, ‘Missy.’  Also, Master Slaavit will be busy with his own favorite pony, Blackie, but will have plenty of time to keep your sexual training at the right level.  He also has Sritog, Hok, and I to help out with your cock training,”

“Bbut, you’re a female Goblin?” Maygan said with growing unease.

“Don’t worry,” Byzz said reassuringly as she caressed Maygan’s bare shoulder from her position beside Missy in the very narrow and low-topped kennel cell, “my strap-on cock is an exact duplicate of King Fekyrd’s and is a bit bigger and longer than that hanging between Assistant Administrator Slaavit’s legs.”  She paused and the wide grin on her face was unseen to Maygan with her eyes crusted with Slaavit’s dried cum.  “Besides,” Byzz crooned while reaching out to gently caress Maygan’s belly, “your sexual training will include learning how to please me, a female Goblin with a sexual lust equal to any male Goblin.”

Departing from Shadow Garde

Leaving Shadow Garde, the estate originally purchased for Sir Michael, Sir Castor thought he had set a pace that was not pushing too hard for the trotting Ponies carrying the burdens of their Goblins.  That pace had him holding back his gelding a bit more than he would have done if their entire party was on horseback.  Halfway to the noon rest stop, Ultea trotted Pony Flame (Elara) up beside his horse.  Sir Castor looked down in a bit of irritation.  “Why are you out of position?  We need to learn movement discipline before we hit the dangerous areas.”

Ultea smirked, “Lordling, you’ve been holding back too much.  Let me show you a faster, more efficient pace.  I’ll lead with Flame’s powers upfront until your mid-day stop.  Two of you can follow at slight flanking positions.  The last of you three warriors can protect our rear with Lightning for protection.”  Without speaking an order, Ultea’s feet slapped down atop Elara’s breasts.

Elara grunted at the silent cue and picked up her pace to one much quicker that both she and Ultea knew she could easily maintain.

Surprised, Sir Castor kicked his spurs softly into his horse’s side and leaned a bit forward in the saddle until his horse steadied into the quicker pace.  “I guess we can exercise greater caution after we enter the Shadowlands,” he thought wryly as he copied Ultea’s faster pace.

After a very short mid-day stop to stretch their legs and check the horses, the group continued with Lady Ultea in the lead.  Once gain, she set the pace.

When Ultea finally pulled off the road in mid-afternoon.  Sir Castor followed and she led him and the rest of the party through a narrow opening in a ring of gigantic boulders two to three times his height.  He looked around the circular area and saw a much used fire pit and a natural shelter under a rock overhang on the far end of the campsite.  “This is a perfect campsite, Ultea; but, it’s too early to stop,” he complained.

“Lordling,” Ultea announced, “with the pace I set, we’ve already cut a full half-day off your schedule.  We should rest now and if we leave early in the morning and keep today’s pace, we’ll arrive at the border in late afternoon.  That’s plenty of time to find a campsite at the outskirts of the Shadowlands or to stay at the Tribute Way-station on the border itself.  That’s two days travel instead of your projected three days.”

“How did you even know that this site was here?” he asked, puzzled at her knowledge of something a full day’s ride from the Shadowlands border.

Ultea laughed at the warrior.  “You Humans always underestimate us Goblins.  You think of us as small, green, ugly creatures that can’t possibly have intelligence.  As a race, we always think through our options, plan ahead, and our intelligence sources are excellent.  That’s why you can’t even come out ahead in the simplest of negotiations or agreements.”

Ultea left the Human without another word and used the reins to direct Flame to the side closest to the rock overhang.  She was comforting and praising her steed when Sir Castor strode up to her.  He stood quietly a moment watching Ultea’s Goblin hands caressing her steed’s body and using her powerful hands to loosen any of her tight muscles.  Castor couldn’t help but gulp in arousal at the sight of Elara’s stiff nipples and plumped up breasts.  He forced himself to continue with his reason for coming over to the Goblin.  “Ultea, I need to point out that you aren’t the leader here and how did you know this campsite was safe?  You just rode in without even checking it out.  That was a dangerous move.”

Ultea pushed a hand back softly at Sir Castor’s chest to get him out of her personal space.  “Lordling, you are a mere figurehead as leader of this expedition.  Once, in your ignorance, you make a significant mistake, I will take over.  With that in mind, you will address me as Lady Ultea or Lady; and, for your information, I could smell that this campsite hasn’t been occupied for at least two moon cycles.  Goblins have a far greater sense of smell than you Humans.”

Set aback at the Goblin’s unexpectedly curt response, Sir Castor turned and left Lady Ultea, he was a bit chastised and uncertain about what to do to regain better control of his team.  He saw her join the other Goblin, Pack Leader Zealb, and the two Goblins proceeded to curl up comfortably with their steeds, Flame (Elara) and Lightning (Margery) beside the campfire already started by the three Witches of Darkspire.

Their camp quickly settled into distinct groupings; the two Goblins and their steeds, the three Humans with military experience, the three Darkspire Witches, and Lady Brianna Wood all by herself.  Each group seemed to maintain a careful boundary between them.

The archivist of their group, Royal Librarian Lady Brianna Wood, stood with her notepad in hand in the middle of the camp.   “My first chance to observe anything in real life.   And, … it’s a real combat mission,” she told herself in absolute happiness.  Her happiness was blunted somewhat because of the pain on her inner thighs from sitting in a saddle all day.  She made note of Lady Michelle’s advice to sew up her riding pants to be much tighter and to apply a soothing balm each night.  “She said my muscles would get used to the ride.  I truly hope so,” was her hopeful thought.

Her eyes flickered between the collar worn by the Pony Slave that she had personally captured in the Forbidden Book room, Mage Elara, and the voluptuous female that she used to know as Sir Ranger Michael Arrowsmith, the decorated Ranger and favorite of King Quint the Fifth.  Of the two Demon-possessed collars, Brianna was very familiar with the one worn by Elara and knew nothing of the collar worn by Lady Michelle Arrowsmith, except that it was ancient and unique.  Her fingers itched with her intellectual need to explore Michelle’s collar and document its demon’s power.

She looked further about the camp to discern the group dynamics.  She focused first on the two Goblins and their pony slaves.  “Somehow, they seem the most comfortable of our group,” she wondered.  “They are already piled up together and looking comfortable.”  She looked to the three Witches.  “They look ready to run at a moment’s notice,” she thought wryly and hoped their healing magic won’t be needed.  “Hmmm,” she thought, “heeling.  How did Lady Michelle not realize they could heal my chaffed thighs?”

In the midst of deciding to go see the Witches, movement from the corner of her eye brought to her attention that her tormentor, Sergeant Kaur, was a member of the group.  She glared at him as he walked toward her with an air of utter arrogance.  “He’s a disgusting Human,” she hissed to herself in disapproval for the ordeal that his Karson Potter persona had put her through as a blackmailed, collared, bar slut, and reluctant prostitute.

“How can they trust him enough to put him on such an important mission?” she wondered as she turned a quickly strode away.  “Time to speak with the Witches,” she told herself.

She was shocked when, somehow, her nemesis caught up with her and grabbed her left wrist with his left hand and her right shoulder with his right hand.  With a tug she wasn’t prepared to resist, she found herself yanked back squarely against his chest.  Then his right hand shifted from her right shoulder to possessively grasp her right breast.

Brianna gasped in fear.  Her mouth worked wordlessly, too shocked to quickly form a verbal lashing to the horrible man.

From behind her, one arm still possessively wrapped around her torso to grip her breast, his voice hissed authoritatively into her ear, “Trollop, even though I’ve had glowing reports on your sexual responsiveness and skills at the Gilded Goblet, I’ve not yet enjoyed a chance to fully test how much you learned during your service at the Gilded Goblet.  I’ll set up a pallet for us away from the others and we can keep each other warm this cold night.”

She shook her shoulders to try and loosen his grip.  “Whether you’re Sergeant Kaur my old friend or Karson Potter the evil pimp, … I’ll never again be your doxy, … not by any demeaning name you think to give me!” she hissed back in anger.

“Don’t forget you still wear my henna tattoo,” he hissed back and squeezed her breast.  “All I have to do is denounce you as a bond-breaker, … a disobedient slave.”  Karson’s voice ended in a gurgle.

“Let her loose!” black-haired Witch Rachel whispered in his ear after she came up from behind them and set long-nailed fingertips at his throat.  “Give me a reason and my talons will rip out your throat.  You feel them digging into your flesh?”

Karson, gulped and whispered back, “You needn’t interfere, Witch, … this is private business between me and Lady Wood.”

“I don’t think so!” the black-haired Witch answered.  “You now have three Witches touching you and we may only have Body Magic; but, that includes strength in curses and blessings.  Which do you think will involve making your pecker forever flaccid and the size of a baby’s?  A blessing, or a curse?”

Karson, Sergeant Kaur, hid back his gasp at the thought of losing his prized cock and let loose of Brianna who immediately slipped around behind Rachel, Sophia, and Zoe.

“Don’t think this is over, Lady Wood,” he hissed.  “We have unfinished business.”

“Keep your business in your small clothes until this mission is complete,” brunette Witch Sophia corrected him while digging her own sharpened nails in his arm.

“Until then, Lady Brianna Wood is under our protection,” Zoe, the last Witch in the group hissed, “and you’ll not touch her again or we’ll revisit the topic of curses and blessings.  It’s well in our power to have your balls shrivel and fall off while your cock shrinks.”

Karson Potter, had already let loose of Brianna and he shrugged his arm to loose Sophia’s sharp nails.  He scurried away seething in anger to where Sir Castor was setting up his bedroll.

“By the Gods,” Rachel whispered, “that man’s aura is tinged with black.”

“Evil he is,” Zoe agreed.  “He lives off others like a parasite.”

“To our shame, he has been successful as a slaver, pimp, and deceiver of women,” Brianna responded.  “If you heard his words, you now know he has trapped me in his web of debauchery.”

“Come with us to where our bedrolls are set up,” Zoe commanded.

With a glance at Karson retreating back, she deciding to follow the Witches and accept their protection.  She walked over and sat down where the three Witches had been sitting on a downed tree trunk.  The four sat down and stared silently at the flickering flames of the campfire.

“You be the Archivist for this mission?” Rachel asked without moving her eyes from the flickering flames as Brianna settled herself beside them on the thick tree trunk.

The thirty-one-year-old nodded and replied, “I’m Hig, … um, Brianna, formerly King Quint’s Head Librarian.”

“I be Rachel,” the eldest of the three Witches at the campfire announced, “and the brunette be Sophia and the black-haired one be Zoe.  I be oldest and strongest in Hedge Magic of us three.”

Rachel turned toward the librarian and watched attentively as Brianna carefully opened her shoulder bag and pulled out a journal and a stub of sharpened graphite.  Rachel laughed, “Be asking all yah want, Keeper of the Journey’s Tales.”

“Lady Michelle insisted that you be freed if you agreed to go voluntarily on this mission?” Brianna asked.

“Aye,” Zoe answered, “that one has seen the suffering of women owned by Goblins.  We owe her much for arguing this point with King Fekyrd.  He wanted more Goblins with us and to offer them full access to our collared and enslaved bodies during these missions.”

“When you were captured, … how were you treated?” Brianna asked with some hesitation.

“She means the Pony Bliss,” Sophia responded abruptly with a smirk after a long awkward silence followed the question.  “She wants to know what it was like to be fucked into oblivion while aware of nothing in the world around you except for cocks, fingers, and mouths giving you stupendous orgasms.”

“What do you think, High Lady?” Rachel finally answered with a glare.  “We was fucked silly, … taken in every hole again and again.  Them green bastards never get enough.”

“Every hole taken,” Zoe added softly.

“I didn’t mean any insult,” Brianna shot back. “I was also given to Goblins for their pleasure after forced to eat Pony Bliss.

“Ahh, that Pony Bliss, it be the most wondrous thing ever made,” Rachel said with conviction, “and it be the most insidious for a woman.”

Brianna tilted her head in confusion.  “Wondrous and insidious?” she questioned.

“Imagine the best feeling you can possibly imagine,” Sophia offered softly.   At Brianna’s nod, she continued, “Whatever you imagined, the reality of Pony Bliss is a thousand times as intense, … thousands of times better, …  to your everlasting shame, something that you’ll yearn to repeat for the rest of your life.”

“And that’s after only one dose,” Zoe added mournfully.  “The second dose is almost as intense but still so mind-blowing that you can’t even imagine living without more.”

“Your brain becomes addicted to the possibility of endless, shattering, orgasms,” Rachel added.  “We have less than a month before we need another dose to keep from becoming pregnant.  To my everlasting shame, I’m already counting the days until then, … deeply hating those Goblins and what they did to us, while equally yearning deeply for another chance at their cocks.  Imagine the addiction after six doses, … after twelve doses, … fifty?”

“It’s worse than you can possibly imagine,” Zoe added with a quiver in her voice, “the three of us already have thoughts of asking if we can have a second dose early even knowing it would mean volunteering for another mass rape orgy.”

“If this expedition lasts too long and we get a few more doses,” Sophia added with soft conviction, “those bastard Goblins know that all they have to do is refuse us access to Pony Bliss and we’ll offer to wear their collar for more doses.”

Brianna tried to absorb the story about the deeply addictive nature of a drug that fueled a gang rape and mind-bending orgasms.  “Is it natural or some sort of concoction made up just for Humans?  Is it magically enhanced?”

“You’re the historian, librarian, and archivists for our party.  What do you think?” Rachel asked back.  Can you find those answers to release us from this drug?”

A movement by the Goblins caught her attention.  “Right out in the open,” Rachel gasped aloud at the sight of the Slavers Guild High Sorceress Margery bent over on her knees.  Her shoulders were on the ground and her rump raised up to the perfect height to be taken vigorously from the rear by Pack Leader Zealb.

“She’s kneeling with her face in the dirt and that horny fucker Zealb is porking her from behind,” Zoe commented as if it were a common sight.

“Trust this, historian,” Sophia complained in a miserable voice, “my pussy is throbbing at the sight.  By the Gods of Light, I felt the same thing when his cock skewered her from behind during our short mid-day stop.  His version of stretching out and relaxing was to pull off his kilt and nail that bitch.”

The crude descriptions ran through Brianna’s mind bringing her own unwelcome feelings of arousal at the thought of being helpless, … bound, … collared, and being used in such an animalistic way.  “That looks like such a huge cock; yet, her hungry pussy seems to swallow it easily.  No, … I’m becoming such a slut,” she accused herself as her hand scribbled a description of the bawdy scene.

The previous thoughts of lust came not from being forced to whore herself out at the Gilded Goblet, but from the helplessness of her situation under the manipulation and control by Karson the pimp and slaver, … and the full loss of control over her actions.  “The Goblins hold Human females in thrall just as insidious and deeply as that Karson had over me.  Brianna’s hand crept to the bundle of bondage cords that she kept in a belt pouch.  Her fingers squeezed past the drawstring to caress the cords that she’d used so often in self-bondage.  “Have I come to crave a Master’s control over my helpless body?” she asked herself.

“Even high-brow ladies like yourself feel lust rising at the sight,” Zoe interrupted sourly at detecting Brianna’s unconscious move with a hand toward her belly.

“Did you see?” Rachel asked with worry.  “That sly bastard gave her a bit of something before he stuck his cock in her cunt.  I think he’s feeding her a tiny morsel of Pony Bliss each time he fucks her, … at least six times daily.”

“Six times?” Brianna wondered.

“Maybe more,” Zoe asserted.  “When they woke this morning, I heard the fucking start.”

“Then twice in the morning when he took her briefly into the woods while we continued on.  Then, once at the rest stop,” Sophia added.

“Then twice more this afternoon,” Rachel added with a knowing smirk.

“And right now?” Brianna wondered aloud.  “That’s seven so far.”

“He’ll fuck her at least three more times before he wakes her up with his stiff cock,” Rachel added.

“Ten tiny doses a day?”  What kind of impact will that have on the poor bitch?” Brianna whispered.  “Is Pack Leader Zealb grooming her to beg for a collar?”

“Yep, almost certainly,” Rachel replied.  “He’s a typical conniving Goblin.  They are just as addicted to Human cunt as we are with Goblin cock and Pony Bliss.” She paused and added, “Be sure and write down those questions about Pony Bliss.  Let us know if you get answers to those question.  But, be careful not to wear a collar as you discover more about the history of Goblins and Humans.”

“Think of the honor he’ll earn for collaring and training a Sorceress,” Zoe said sadly.  “Best you be careful, Lady Brianna.  Rachel is correct, free women who get too close to Goblins often end up collared and ridden.  Mage Elara, now Flame, is a perfect example.”

Brianna and the Witches weren’t the only voyeurs watching the Goblin mating with Lightning.  Elara was staring jealously from a hand width’s distance away from her fellow pony who was panting in joy at the vigorous thrusts of her Goblin lover.  “Lightning refuses to accept that she’s livestock and a sex toy for her owner,” she told herself, “yet, she revels in the furious rolling orgasms triggered by a Goblin cock.  She’ll soon come to understand that she’s already a Goblin cock slut”

“You know, Flame,” Ultea murmured softly in her ear, “any Goblins within shouting distance can smell the arousal of you two horny ponies here at this campsite.”  She looked for a response and then added, “With the new rules I’ve imposed, your hands are unbound during the day while traveling to assist in loosing your Combat Magic.  But afterwards, your hands stay bound behind your back, so no self-pleasuring.  But, give me great enough pleasure, my pony, well, … then, … you will get your release.”

Ultea got a look of contemplation on her face.  “Of course, little slutling, if you’ll take the tidbit of Pony Bliss I offered, … I’ll put on my strap-on and fuck you into unthinking happiness.”

Elara glared at her Mistress.  “I warned you what I’d do if you forced that shit on me,” she growled.  Then, she looked over to where the Royal Librarian was staring mesmerized at the Guild Sorceress’s red-flushed face and with her whimpered begging for more pleasure heard across the campsite.  “Fuck it,” she hissed and rolled to her side to inch her body toward her rider’s opening legs and Ultea’s big grin of victory.

“I’ll eat your pussy, Goblin if you fuck me, but I won’t take your Pony Bliss.”

Brianna gasped again as the scene of debauchery doubled.  “That slut Flame is eating the Goblin’s pussy,” she whispered under her breath, “right here in plain sight.”  Her fingers curled and uncurled in desperate need to jill out an orgasm herself.  She moaned knowing it was hours until dark and a chance to rub herself.  All the talk about being helpless and under Goblin control fueled her need for a bit of self bondage.

Zoe whispered, “I sense your arousal, Lady Librarian.  “Be very sure that your brain rules any decisions you make and not your cunt.  Otherwise, it’ll be you crawling up between that Goblin’s legs and panting desperately for Goblin cock.”

“Lady Brianna, if your thighs are chaffed like ours, we have a healing salve that responds well to our healing Magic,” Witch Rachel interrupted.  “Lets not talk more about foul Human slavers or Goblin ponies.”

The Tack Room at the Cardiff Estate Barn

At the Cardiff estate’s barn, Maygan squealed in protest into her gag.  She was bound belly down over the same bench in the stable that she’d sat upon as a free woman just a day before.  She stopped wriggling and acknowledged to herself that her new Mistress, Wrangler Byzz, was as accomplished at bondage as Master Slaavit.

Maygan had come to realize that specifying that Slaavit take her in Goblin ways and not with Human tenderness, tentativeness, and respect had implications that she never expected.

A coarse Goblin hand caressed her lower back.  “Be tranquil, little Missy,” she cooed reassuringly, “you have just a bit longer to wait before we continue.”

Maygan looked to the short Goblin height table beside her face and shuddered.  The gag in mouth had taken away any chance to make a coherent complaint about her treatment.

“Ah, Missy, of course, you are interested in my tools of the slave trade,” Wrangler Byzz cooed.  She wa pleased to see a Human female fixated on tools of enslavement.  She pointed to a crude bottle capped with a cork and tapped an extended claw against its side.  “This bottle is to sterilize and prep your skin for marking and hardware.  The small brushes next to two stained pots are the brushes and long-lasting henna dye in black and red that I’ll use for the Goblin Clan Sigil that I’ll paint on your ass.”  She sighed, “Unfortunately, I have to use henna dye instead of a proper tattoo needle and ink because of your temporary status as Goblin whore, instead of as a permanent pony slave.”

The last item is a Goblin-created bronze hog nose ring,” Byzz added.

The comments about her temporary status as a Goblin plaything brought back the visit that morning at the Cardiff Manor house with her family friend Baroness Eryn Cardiff.  Rhona Cook and Magistrate Gerwyn Reese had also attended the meeting along with Wrangler Brzz.

“Maygan, you’ve set in motion events that have you publicly acting a whore to a Goblin,” the Magistrate said in a series tone.

Maygan looked about in dread at the Magistrate’s words.  “Trapped,” was her only thought as she looked about for a way to escape what was sure to be a humiliating conversation.

Rhona Cook spoke up over the Magistrate.  “You’re a disappointment, Maygan.  The Baroness and I wildly disapprove of your actions and the shame it brings to the Cardiff Estate.”

For a moment, Maygan was confused as Rhona, a nice woman but a mere cook at the estate chose to speak for the Baroness.  “What?” was her only confused thought.

“I’ve formulated a new policy that any female on Estate property that willingly cavorts as a toy to Goblins, is acting as a slave.  Thus, that female is automatically collared, marked with temporary markings, and dressed as a Goblin slave.”

That policy has been promulgated across both the North and South Territories as well as within any Goblin occupied land,” the Magistrate offered.

“You are such a person,” Rhona declared.  “From this point onward, until your Master departs Cardiff Estate lands, you will be handled as you outlined in your contract with Slaavit.”

“Master Slaavit,” Maygan’s confused brain had her whisper to correct the record.

“Yes, your Master.  It’s quite clear in your contract,” the Magistrate emphasized, you are to be treated in the exact manner normal between a Goblin and his property.”

“You’re a whore and a disgrace, Maygan Caddell!” the new Baroness had hissed as she slapped Maygan’s face.  “You let a Goblin of the Trickster Clan claim captive rights to King Quint’s Mistress of Slaves, now Blackie.  Then, you conspired with the Magistrate to ‘gift’ him two more slaves, both enemies of Cardiff to force concessions from him in a contract.  A contract you pursued after that same Goblin tried to talk you out of it.  Thus, he added Bethan Goff, now appropriately named Snake and Glynnis Priddy, now named Bimbo, an older blonde with big tits and a clueless brain much like yours as members of his stable of ponies.”

“In essence, Missy, you’ve acted fully as if Bimbo’s name was yours.”  Eryn had glared at Maygan and added, “Events have progressed while you made your stupid contract with Slaavit.  He’s now bound to stay here and work by King Fekyrd.  He will work for me and since I personally own everything south of the Kingsreach to Shadowlands road, you could be his slave for years, maybe decades because it’s not likely he’ll ever need to leave Cardiff lands, … the only condition that would require him to return you to being a free woman.”

Before Brzz hauled her out of the manor house to the stables, Eryn added a final, and most horrifying, thought to Maygan.  “Know that, somehow, being under a Goblin’s care extends Human lives by at least a factor of two or more times, you might be enjoying Goblin cock and worshiping Goblin cunt for more more than just one hundred years.”

After that horrible memory ran through her mind, she felt movement from behind her at the entrance to the Tack Room.

“You may begin,” a stern voice that she recognized as Rhona in her new position as Mistress of the Cardiff Estate.  To her further horror, a glance to her side showed both the Baroness and the Magistrate standing beside Rhona.  Immediately, an icy cold sensation covered her right rump and she protested again in her new pony voice.  It came across as a muffled sound past the fat gag in her mouth.

“The ring first, Mistress Rhona?” Wranger Brzzt asked in a respectful tone as the icy cold rag moved to her face to throughly scrub her nose..

Any protest that Maygan might have made, even cries for mercy, or attempts to cancel the contract were muted into soft animalistic grunts and moans by the gag in her mouth.

Both Eryn and Rhona cringed at the crunching sound made when the two sharp haves of the pointy ends of the bronze ring crushed their way through the cartilage of her nose.  The two ends came together and locked together with a distinctive click.  The ring through her nose instantly took away her Human voice.

“The collar is next with your permission, Mistress Rhona,” the Goblin offered.

Eryn looked askance at the Goblin Wrangler, wondering why everything was being blessed by Rhona.

The collar embossed by her Master himself was buckled in place and adjusted by Brzz.  “Masterr Magistrate,” Brzz said, “will you do the honors of squeezing the hardened brass locking pellets that anchor the end of the collar in place?”

Eryn looked at the conniving Goblin.  “She’s being a tease to our Magistrate.  She’s all but implying she’s just a weak woman needing help from a man with enough strength to squeeze the ends of the pellets.”

The Wrangler opened the small pots of black and red henna dye and picked up a brush.  Eryn cringed as she realized that Slaavit’s Clan Sigil was to be painted on Maygan’s ass.  Smoke actually coiled up as the brush laid down black and red lines.

“By the Merciless Gods,” Eryn moaned inwardly.  “That’s the same mark on my own ass.  Only, mine was tattooed in place.”  Despite the depravity of the scene, Eryn couldn’t help but be impressed by the artistic skill of the female Goblin.

The Magistrate silently handed Brzz a small scrap of parchment.

Not paying too much attention beyond staring at the palm-sized Goblin ownership sigil on Maygan, Eryn belatedly realized that letters and numbers were being painted in black henna script under the Clan sigil.  “Hold,” Eryn demanded in panic, “Missy isn’t supposed to bear slave registration markings.”

“Wrangler Brzz, you will continue,” Rhona asserted harshly at the Baroness’ demand.

Eryn felt her former Cook’s firm hand on her upper arm and she was dragged out of the Tack Room.  In the breezeway of the barn, Eryn angrily shook her arm free.  “How dare you manhandle me,” Eryn hissed.  Suddenly, the former Cook’s work hardened fingers snaked up into her nostrils and tightened on her own septum.

Eyes watering at the pain, Eryn sunk obediently to her knees.

“Administrator Baroness Eryn Cardiff these are private words just between you and I,” Rhona hissed down to Eryn’s face.  “You created a law as Administrator and I be beholden to you to uphold those laws or regulations.  The Magistrate just told you that your law is now in effect.  Administrator or not, I’m the final authority on daily concerns within Cardiff lands.  You outrank me in many ways, but not with anything to do with those daily concerns.  Now, get your face straight, Eryn, and get your ass back into that room to see through with Missy’s conversion.”

A moment later, Eryn was alone, kneeling on the breezeway with tears streaming down her face.  “By the Gods of Tricksters, what have I wrought?” she wondered.  On legs still shaky from the stress of Rhona’s confrontation, Eryn returned to the room and saw that Missy’s slave registration numbers were completed.

“Administrator Cardiff,” the Magistrate offered in embarrassment, “with your permission, I will explain why Missy has a temporary slave registration.  Unlike in Goblin lands where conversion to a slave is instant and incontrovertible, Human Magistrates will routinely place convicted persons in a sort of limbo status, what we call parole, where they have a period of time to prove they have been rehabilitated and are worthy of rejoining Human society as a free person.”

Eryn blinked away more tears and refused to wipe them off in front of the Magistrate.  She sniffled and nodded.  “Yes, … I understand that part.”

The Magistrate nodded.  “The comparison is also valid with temporary slave Missy.  Until such time as she is ultimately freed by the departure of her Master, she is in the same position as a paroled prisoner.  Should she default on her contract with her Master during her period of parole, or attempt to runaway to escape her obligations, she can be reported as such and immediately the conversion to a slave becomes permanent.  Sheriffs and Magistrates everywhere will receive her slave registration number and personal data to ensure that she is captured and converted.”

“So, there was no legal basis for me to stop this travesty?” Eryn asked timidly.

“No, Administrator,” the Magistrate declared with certainty.  “In fact, since this is part of the Cardiff Estate’s daily operations, only Mistress of the Estate Rhona has the authority to file a writ of cessation with me as Magistrate.  Simply stated, this is none of your business.  You were merely invited as a friend of the Caddell family to watch Maygan’s conversion.”

Administrator Baroness Eryn Cardiff’s body flushed, trembled at the implications, and she asked herself in Human society’s most tawdry curse, “What the fuck have I done?”

The First Campsite

Goblin Lady Ultea slipped stealthily through the dark and silent camp on her inspection round.  She and Pack Leader Zealb had offered to take the first night’s watch in two shifts and now it was just a few hours from sunrise.  Zealb had long since finished his shift and returned to their lean-to shelter.  The shelter they erected using one of their tarps hanging downward at an angle from where they attached it to the rock wall, weighted down with loose rocks, provided a more privacy from the camp’s observing eyes.  He was comfortably rolled up against his naked Battle Mage, Pony Lightning, the former High Lady Sorceress Margery.

Ultea stooped to look inside the lean-to shelter and smirked at the contented look on Zealb’s face.  “There was such an uproar back at Castle Quint about our Battle Mages,” she remembered.   “King Fekyrd made sure that the three Humans with military experience, Sergeant Kaur, Sir Castor, and Lady Michelle, came with us as free Humans to show the joint nature of our mission.  Lady Michelle was most vehement that the Mage and Sorceresses be allowed to come free as well.  Our King reminded them that the best strategic use of women with Combat Magic would be if they were highly mobile and their Magic directed with someone attached to them.”  Ultea scowled in disappointment that Michelle had insisted that the Mage, Sorceresses, and Witches be protected from pregnancy and that all would be released when the mission was complete.

The female Pony Wrangler smiled at her King’s insistence that his battle leaders could selectively offer their collared Human companions, within reason, for the pleasure of their Goblin warriors.  “Zealb and I have no such restrictions, Lightning and Flame are our stock for the duration of the mission.  We leave their arms unbound during the day in case we need to respond to an ambush and keep them gagged and with their arms bound behind their backs while in our bedrolls.”

Ultea stepped away without engaging the temporarily satiated Pack Leader and looked around to observe the others in the camp.  Everyone seemed to be asleep, covered by coarse wool blankets and lying on bedrolls too thin for real comfort if the bedrolls were on uneven ground.  This first campsite was still in what used to be the eastern reaches of King Quint’s Kingdom, in what was the safest part of their journey.  Even so, Ultea was fully dressed for battle, with her daggers, short sword, and bow at the ready.  Having just finished a silent survey of the inside of the rock barricade around their camp, she moved to kneel beside the narrow gap in the rock enclosure that was the entry to the campsite.

Her nose rose in the air, questing about for any threats outside their campsite.  “Old scent of a normal forest bear,” she thought and sniffed deeply again.  “Nothing else of note.”  It was still full dark, the campfire down to a few redly glowing embers, and sunrise was hours away.

She sensed unseen movement behind her.  “The librarian is stirring,” she told herself.  “She smells excited about something and is moving toward Lady Michelle, the freed Pony Slave Delicious.”  Her face shifted into a look of disgust at the thought of any Goblin freeing a slave.

Moving swiftly, Ultea entered the camp and intercepted Brianna before she reached the sleeping blonde.  “Hold!” Ultea commanded in a soft voice.

Brianna was startled to see the female Goblin appear at her front and she moved a step away in the direction of her bedroll.

“Get back to your bedroll,” Ultea hissed.  “Don’t disturb the camp.”

Brianna shivered and stepped forward to assert herself, ready to question the Goblin’s authority.  “Let me be!  I just want to touch the collar,” she whispered in a sharp voice.

Ultea snarled, made a short hop, and grabbed a handful of the Royal Librarian’s long black hair.  “Stupid, disobedient slut!” Ultea hissed softly.

Brianna immediately collapsed to her knees when the Goblin dragged her down.  Then, to her immediate horror, the Goblin reached into on of her leather pouches at her hip and yanked out her fat black favorite sponge gag, the one she used in her self-bondage play.  Between the grip on her hair and the strength of the Goblin, the gag was quickly shoved into her mouth and every bit tucked inside her lips.

“Hmmpf!” Brianna protested and raised her hands to pull out the gag.

Brianna’s horror increased when Ultea reached into another pouch at her waist and pulled out a fistful of her favorite well-used lengths of leather bondage thongs and yanked her hair toward the ground.

Ultea was grinning widely when she easily rolled over the soft and pampered castle worker onto her belly.  Brianna felt her elbow brought together behind her back with Ultea’s immense strength that Brianna was helpless to resist.  Ultea pulled her elbows together and slapped a length of her own bondage cord around her elbows.  Then, she connected her wrists with another cord drawn across her belly. 

Brianna was helplessly bound and gagged when the Goblin yanked her back up to her knees.  Powerless against the superior strength and cunning of the Goblin, she could only moan softly when her vest ties were loosened and vest, dress, and under-shift were yanked down to her waist, stopped only by her bound elbows and wrists.

Brianna moaned as the cold night air washed over her bare breasts and her nipples popped erect.

Ultea smirked at the sight of the gold rings through Brianna’s nipples.  “The first time I saw these,” she said with a chuckle, “that pimp and slaver was fucking the shit out of you and you were howling in orgasms.  He was celebrating in your ass after he turned you into his whore, earning him coin.”

Brianna gasped at the reminder.  She also remembered having two Goblin turned loose on fucking her at the same time; one in her ass and one in her mouth.

“Hooo!” she moaned pitiously.

Ultea then swarmed up onto the librarian’s back and settled herself on the woman’s shoulders with her legs hanging down so her feet could grasp the woman’s big breasts.  “Rise, little bondage slut!  Rise and follow my directions.”

Now, while especially worried that the Goblin had somehow discovered her embarrassing secret, Brianna found herself tottering to her feet with a Goblin riding on her shoulders for the first time.  A pair of clawed prehensile feet gripped her breasts and both were tugged to the right.  “Right turn,” the Goblin hissed in her ear.  “Your ringed udders will have to serve as your nose ring for my commands.”  Uncertain, she turned to the right and when ‘forward’ was hissed in her ear, she took tentative steps toward the exit of the campsite.

When Ultea’s new steed reached the road, Brianna was forced into a full run back toward Kingsreach.  “Run faster you stupid cunt!” Ultea commanded harshly.  “Too much energy to sleep and wanting to get into mischief in the camp?  Let’s run it out of you.  Get!  I smell your arousal, little bondage slut, you’re already halfway to earning my collar.”

Brianna ran as if she were being chased by a demon.  It was as if running would distance her from the way Ultea brayed victoriously when she mentioned putting a collar on her.  But, running at such a fast pace, and with a gag in her mouth to restrict her breathing, she quickly became winded.  The claws dug into her tender breasts and she sobbed wearily at the command but sped up momentarily.  Then, before she could collapse from exhaustion, a vicious left-ward yank on both her breasts forced Brianna into a hard left.  Her breasts stretched painfully further left and she moved obediently into a spinning circle.  After several dizzying spins, she slowed to a stop and sunk to her knees, exhausted and sobbing.

Ultea slipped off her ride and unrolled the leash tied hanging from her waist.  Snapping the end onto the longer end of the leash, Ultea slipped it over Brianna’s head and slid the snap to tighten the leash into a noose around Brianna’s neck.  Ultea glanced around at the dark forest that came up to the edges of the narrow road.  Realizing her inbred response to capture and subdue Human prey had overwhelmed her common sense, she yanked hard and Brianna was forced to stagger to her feet.

They began the slow trek back to camp where Ultea gathered up Brianna’s bedroll and blanket and laid them beside her bedroll shared with Flame under the tarp.  She pushed Brianna down beside her sleeping pony and tied the leash off at the ring on Flame’s collar.  She reached down and loosened the belt around Brianna’s waist and tugged the waist of her leather pants and small clothes down to her knees.  “Sleep tight, little slut,” Ultea cooed and then covered the pair, adding Brianna’s blanket as well.

Before she left to resume her shift on watch, she whispered, “Lady Librarian, don’t think I haven’t smelt your arousal.  There was no way any Goblin would miss your strong scent from your toys that you foolishly brought on this mission.  With your gag and bondage thongs, … you’re practically inviting me to place you in a Goblin collar and under saddle.  Consider that, Lovey Librarian.”

At the Goblin’s words, Brianna moaned into her gag.  The moan was mostly because of the humiliating situation she found herself in.  But, part of the moan was also because of the tingling from between her legs.  “She knew,” Brianna whimpered to herself.  “If she knew from her Goblin senses, … then Pack Leader Zealb knows.”  Brianna writhed in her bondage and fervently wished she could use her fingers to satisfy the lust between her legs.  With the thought of Zealb’s knowledge, the memory of his hard, thick cock plunging into High Lady Sorceress Margery’s willing cunt as she knelt like a dog being bred brought a renewed moan of arousal.

“Shut up, idiot woman,” Elara whispered angrily from beside her.  “I’ll stay Flame the Goblin Pony Slave until this mission is completed.  But, my very possessive Mistress just named you ‘Lovey Librarian’ as a pet name as if you were already her property.  So, Lovey, keep acting the whore and you’ll soon be prancing beside me and wearing her collar with no promises of release when we’re done.”

Unnoticed by either Ultea or Brianna while they walked back to the campsite, a Warg was lazily trotting down that same road, approaching them, only casually exploring the route toward his real destination, Kingsreach.  He passed by without noticing the short game trail off the road that led to their campsite.  The male Warg was unusually large for his species and with his massive muscles, he trotted easily past the game trail at a pace he could keep up with for days.  He was more focused on the destination he was to travel to rather than threats along the way, especially while traveling in the dominion of a Warg, the darkness of night.

Shortly, he nearly ran headlong into Ultea as she led Brianna back toward the camp.  He was only warned by the irritating chattering of the female Goblin.  The Warg darted into the brush beside the road and watched with glittering eyes as the two females, Goblin and Human, walked slowly by.  His instincts fought against his training and he barely held off attacking the vulnerable pair.  The scent of their savory flesh released saliva which flowed past his long fangs and his teeth, both designed perfectly to tear flesh from bones.  He held back a whine of denial and waited until the pair were past him.  Later, after they were long gone, he trotted back the way he’d come and stopped only briefly to sniff for what other prey had left the road to go down the game trail.  Then, he spun once widdershins and then loped back to report to his Master.  His return was faster and more eagerly accomplished than his search toward Kingsreach had been.

[image: ]As the first rays of sun first peeked over the horizon, and the forest was still in deep shadow of night, the Warg entered his Master’s camp that was well hidden far off the road to the Shadowlands.  Battle Leader Brogaan was surprised to see his lead Warg return to his camp so early.  He watched the Warg approach and lower himself to his belly.  A deep rumbling growl came from the beast’s throat.

“Prey then?” the Ogre asked.  “You found our prey?”  The Warg replied in a deeper growl.  “Prey it is, then,” the Ogre mused.  “Human or Goblin?”

The Warg rose to sitting on his haunches and he opened up his mouth full of teeth.

“Both?  Both Human and Goblin,” he whispered in satisfaction.  “That’s who I seek.”  He tossed the Warg a leg of some large forest animal and finally, for the first time, Ogre Battle Leader Brogaan felt that his exchange of nine of his captive Goblin Ponies for three of the specially bred and trained Wargs might have been the correct move.

He grinned at the irony that after his nine Goblin Ponies had been exchanged for his three Battle Wargs, that the nine Goblin Ponies, Human females, were brought into the same breeding program that had produced his Battle Wargs.  His three Battle Wargs were whelped from Human breeding stock and trained by Ogres.  Six of the Ponies would be bred by Ogres for producing superior Ogre young and three were being bred by the strongest male Wargs to produce superior pups.

“Gather your bitches,” he commanded the Warg.  The Warg was born as a fifth generation pup delivered by a Human mother known for birthing pups with enhanced intelligence and powerful physical characteristics.  He had the intelligence of a young Ogre without the vocal cords to make any kind of speech.  The other two Wargs, both spayed bitches, were second generation pups from prized Human bloodlines.

“We have an ambush to prepare,” Battle Leader Brogaan declared.  His Wargs growled in anticipation.  Brogaan’s goals were dangerous.  He was tasked with finding out why the hordes of Goblins had been observed moving toward the Human lands and, more importantly in his opinion, he hoped to capture Humans with Magic for the Ogre breeding program to see if Magic could be imprinted in Ogre bloodlines for the very first time.

Brianna woke from movement all around her.  Then, she was rolled off their shared bedroll and her poor naked breasts were scuffed on the pebble-strewn ground.  “Hmmph,” she complained in her gag about her rough handling.  Then, her eyes opened with horror at the realization that the sun had already risen and she was bare to her waist. 

“Hmmph,” she complained again.

Ultea stuck her head into the shelter and untied Brianna’s wrists.  “Get dressed, Lovey, we pack up the tarp in just moments.

Brianna rose her hands to her spongy gag and futilely tried to get it out.  The nerves in her hands were numb and her fingers useless from being tied all night long.  “Hmmmph!” she cried louder and raised her hands up in the air.

Both Flame and Ultea looked at her and laughed softly.  “Guess you’ll be showing everyone your breasts in a minute and will let everyone know you submitted to a Goblin.”

Brianna shook her head vehemently.

“Hmmm,” Ultea whispered conspiratorially, “learned Historian, you know how it works with Goblins, nothing is free.  I’ll let Flame here help you out but you have to return to our bedrolls tonight.  Topless in the morning sun, cocks hardening all around, … or, … come to our bedrolls tonight.”

Horrified at the options, Brianna could only shed a tear and nod her head.

“Besides, dear Lovey,” Ultea added, “best you remember that I’ve seen you marked and tittie-ringed, nakedly getting happily fucked by that pimp and slaver, Karson.  I’ve also seen you subdued into orgasms by Goblins.  So, yes, you are going to come to our beds tonight.”

“Flame, get her presentable,” Ultea commanded briskly.  “And, hurry, the sun’s already risen too much and Lovey has missed her breakfast.

Brianna’s belly rumbled at that thought and Flame giggled.  “For being the most learned of our bunch, you sure stumbled quickly into a Goblin’s clutches.  Silly cunt.”


Chapter 11:  Baroness Eyrn Discovers Who Controls her Destiny

The Cardiff Estate

Blonde Baroness Cardiff sat on a comfortable couch, uncomfortably in her role discussing administrative policy with two Goblins.  Goblins that she knew from experience were foul, sex-hungry beasts.  One Goblin was her assigned assistant, Assistant Administrator Slaavit, and the other was her counterpart Administrator for the Northern Territory, Administrator Blokt.  She knew Blokt from when he tattooed his clan’s sigil on her ass.

Also, Mistress of the Estate Rhona was sitting in observation of the meeting.  When asked quietly of Blokt why Rhona was there, he responded with another, equally quiet whisper.  “She is here because I invited her,” was his infuriating answer.

“So, Slaavit and I need to begin traveling around our territory greeting our tenants, telling them of the changes, and helping register those who haven’t yet gotten word of the change of ownership of the lands east of the Brightwater River,” Baroness Cardiff recapped, finally giving in to the insistent demands from the two Goblins.  During the talks, they frequently reminded her of her obligation to fulfill her duty as Baroness with diligence and honor and the penalties for failure.

Of course, her mental review of the long, argumentative conversation included repeats of the overt threat of invoking King Fekyrd’s draconian move of retribution should she fail in her duty.  “I don’t want to wear a Goblin’s leather slave collar,” she told herself and remembered how easily Slaavit had led Maygan into becoming a collared Goblin cock-slut.

“Administrator Blokt, is there anything else of import that we need to discuss?” she asked to get the meeting finished.

Blokt cleared his throat loudly.  “Hmmm, yes, Baroness, there is also King Fekyrd’s requirement for you to establish a line of succession.  Have you found a suitable male suitor yet?  Have you been having repeated unprotected sex with him?”

Eryn grunted loudly in dismay at the abrupt change of topics to one she had resisted the most.  She looked to Rhona and saw a look of amusement on her face.  “That’s, … that’s completely ridiculous, Blokt.   Surely, when you’re done with your assignment, he’ll simply name your replacement.  Why can’t he do the same and let me assign my replacement in accordance with Human custom?”

Goblin Blokt’s eyes glittered at the happy consequences of her failing to find a mate to pump seed into her womb to grow a Human heir.  “The requirement is for you to get an heir, male or female, the sex matters not.”  He stared across the narrow divide between them.  “After taking on your position as Baroness, you had only one moon cycle to find a potential mate and start having sex.  Your Deputy, Slaavit, is responsible for ensuring you’ve begun unprotected sex with a future mate before the end of that one moon cycle and its nearly here.  Mistress of the Estate is also responsible for ensuring that your potential mate is suitable and is the one to impregnate your womb.”

Eryn couldn’t hold back a hiss of frustration as she realized why Rhona was in the room listening to such an embarrassing topic.

“That’s ridiculous!” the blonde hissed back.  “Humans don’t just jump into sex with a random male.  We need to find a connection with a potential mate and begin the process of knowing each other, … developing a relationship.”

“Baroness,” Slaavit said softly with the same vision of throwing a collar back on the blonde that Blokt just had, “your members of royalty often end up in arranged marriages.  If you haven’t found a potential suitor and begin having sex to create an heir; well, we can help find your mate for you.  After all, there are plenty of male Humans and we already have the Cardiff Breeding Program underway.”

Eryn groaned at the mention of Cardiff in the name for the Goblin Breeding Program.  Then, her face paled at the thought of the horror of being bred under conditions controlled by the Goblins with anonymous captive Human sperm donors.

“That’s barbaric,” the blonde Baroness complained.

Quite the opposite,” Blokt interjected.  “We’ve had great success keeping track of Human ovulation cycles and can achieve high chances of success of Human or Goblin sperm punching their way into an egg or eggs.”  He paused and inhaled a slow, deep breath, while his nostrils expanded and his nose raised slightly.  Finally, he shook his head.  “Its too hard to think rationally while here in the midst of so many Humans and especially fragrant Human females.”  He stepped toward Eryn.  “But, Baroness, if you let me put my hand on your bare belly and get a better sniff between your legs, I can tell you exactly where you are in your ovulation cycle.”

Eryn quickly stepped back.  “No!  By the very Gods of Fornication that you Goblins worship, no!”

“Baroness, need I remind you of my role in following not only the new laws, but also the decries of our new King.  Goblin or not, he is your Liege Lord and mine,” Rhona asserted calmly.  “I also have no intention of letting you follow the example of your sister, Kisses, whom you yourself collared.  I loved your parents too much to allow you girls to drag down the Cardiff name.”

The Cardiff Estate Slave Kennels

Maygan woke when her stall door clattered open as Byzz abruptly swung it open.  Awkwardly, she rolled off her raised pallet and knelt on the concrete floor.  The kennel cage was too small for any kind of easy, graceful movement.  To make it even more awkward, she had to figure out how to move with her hands trapped behind her back.  Also, a supple leather bag had been drawn over her fingers and snugged closed at each of her wrists, denying her the use of her fingers.

Before being locked in her small kennel cage the night before, Byzz had forced her fingers to curl up and fit into the small bag.  She’d explained the reason to a deeply embarrassed Maygan, “Missy, after speaking with your Master, we Wranglers agreed that you have an uncontrolled drive to achieve orgasms.  If you diddle yourself all night long, it will interfere with your training.  These will make you behave and better appreciate the orgasms that we allow you during training.”

Maygan wondered why they worried about her self-pleasuring when they made it impossible by snapping wrist cuffs on and pulling her arms brought back behind her back.  A short chain between the cuffs left the bondage more comfortable with her wrists locked almost to her sides.   “How can I jill off with my hands trapped?” she wondered.  “They even wrapped a second chain snuggly around my waist so I can’t slip the cuffs down under my ass.”

While securing Missy’s wrists behind her back, Brzz smirked and mentally reviewed some critical comments made by her Master.  “Slaavit told me that he knew that Maygan had already become his possession the instant her lips willingly closed over the tip of his cock to give the first blowjob of her life to a Goblin.  His said his assessment was confirmed with the eagerness of her first Goblin cocksucking effort and then by the way she shamelessly allowed him to bring her to orgasm with his tongue and then more absolutely certain that she was his when she agreed to give her virginity to his Goblin cock.  He admitted that he immediately started tooling the leather of a generic slave collar with his own private sigil in addition to the Trickster Clan sigil.” 

“Did Missy sleep well her first full night in her stall?” Byzz asked in a too bright and happy voice for Maygan who tossed and turned the entire night. 

Maygan’s voice of complaint came out as a soft whinny that failed to broadcast her displeasure.  Instead, the cute sound brought a big grin to the Goblin’s face.

Byzz snapped a lead leash to Missy’s collar.  “Time for your first day of training, my horny slut.  Do well today and maybe one of us can feed you some Goblin cock and let you experience more Goblin orgasms.”

Maygan’s pussy clenched eagerly at the thought of being used by Slaavit.  “But, I know what she means,” she thought with some misery.  “Sritog and Hok both can use me as well as that strap-on Byzz told me about that’s a copy of Slaavit’s mighty cock.”  As she was led out of her stall, she added peevishly to herself, “It’s not fair, I only wanted to be with Slaavit.”

Outside, Byzz led her to a round-pen and clipped a long lunge line to her collar’s ring.  Maygan was confused about what was going on until the lunge whip held by her trainer snapped a few feet behind her ass.  Startled, she moved forward away from the whip.

“Good, pony,” Byzz hissed in excitement.  “That’s what I want.  Move on, move on, just like that.”

Maygan’s angry whinny reflected her surprise and grunt of disagreement as she balked at being driven.  But, she leapt forward when the second, third, and fourth whip pops came quickly and each seemed closer to her rear.

“Bad pony!” Byzz yelled.  “No stopping!  Move on, … move on!  You brainless twat, show me how Human females learn their pony cues.”  Byzz began a slow rotation in the center of the round-pen as her pony moved obediently along the rails.  She constantly gave encouragement for Maygan to respond to her natural pony instincts.

Resigned, Maygan tried to move into a consistent trot around the outer rails of the round-pen.  The next hour was the hardest workout of her life.  She learned to speed up, slow down, change gaits, shift directions, and to halt and stand still.  Each time she was halted, Maygan had to fight to regain her breath.  Finally, she realized that Byzz was handling her with skill; teaching her to obey cues while pressing the limits of her endurance.

When she was led out of the round-pen, she was covered in sweat and sand that her hooves had kicked up on her back and legs during her workout.  Two minor Goblins, among a handful of the diminutive grooms that came with the three Wranglers, took control of the lunge line and led her to the outside wash pad.  At first, she had thought the diminutive Goblins were younglings.  Their hard jutting cocks convinced her that they were adults, though smaller proportionately in every way to their larger High Caste Goblin kin.  They had her kneel on a pad and kicked her knees apart.  A shower head was swung over her position and they dropped their kilts to join her nakedly under the outdoor shower. 

The sponges and the Goblins slippery bodies acted like soothing caresses as they explored every inch of her body and paused at her most erogenous zones.  Automatically, her body responded and she felt a weakness in her belly.  Her soft whinny of approval released then to use their fingers to caress her breasts, nipples, and her needy sex.  The first orgasm was quick.  The second one took her strength away.

Byzz watched from afar as the grooms did their chore with attention to detail.  She nodded knowingly when Missy gave her tacit approval for more foreplay.  Her grin widened from ear to ear at her pony’s obvious two orgasms; one gentle and clearly unexpected and the other so intense that Missy sagged down with her face between her knees.

The Pony Wrangler saw with even greater approval how Missy obediently opened her mouth and leaned forward to pleasure the first of the Goblin Grooms when he stuck his hard dick in her face.  Their smaller cocks, on the low end of normal for Human males, quickly disappeared all the way down her pony’s gullet.  “Missy is either resigned to reward her handlers, she’s accepting of her new role as a Goblin Pony and sex slave, or she’s responding eagerly to reward them for her orgasms.  In any event, … perfect response.  Slaavit will be pleased, very pleased.”

Later, eighteen-year-old blonde Maygan snorted like a horse and pranced about as Byzz climbed up her back and settled herself in her saddle.  It was her first time under a Goblin saddle and the first time carrying a rider.  A swat of Byzz’s riding crop on her ass unsettled her even more.  Wild-eyed, Maygan stepped sideways in confusion and then spun slowly backwards. 

“Leave it!” Byzz hissed in anger.  “Pony Slave Missy, behave.”  She swung the riding crop three times at Maygan’s haunch where Slaavit’s ownership symbol was traced in bright black and red henna dye.

“Wrangler Byzz, you need to grow a cock to better train your young filly,” Sritog hissed in enjoyment at Byzz’s difficulty with her pony’s skittishness.  Stitog was sitting comfortably on his quietly standing mare, twenty-six-year-old blonde Glynnis Priddy – Pony Slave Bimbo.

Hok had been the first to get mounted on the oldest mare of the three, thirty-two-year-old former commoner Bethan Goff – Pony Slave Snake.  “You both drew blondes,” Hok spoke in their Goblin tongue.  “Sritog is right, blondes need constant application of cock to quell their slutty nature.  My black-haired ride is calm with a reserve of strength compared with Missy who will exhaust herself quickly after fighting your reins, Byzz.”

“Wisdom from a Goblin’s cock,” Sritog grunted.  In the common tongue he added spitefully.  “After our ride, share your pony’s hungry cunt with some real Goblin cock.  Missy will then settle and better accept her pony nature.”

“You fuckers didn’t see Missy’s subservience to the grooms.  She was an eager Goblin Cocksucker to reward them for giving her pleasure in the showers,” Byzz answered in the common tongue understood by Humans.

The public comment about her being a Goblin Cocksucker brought a new wave of humiliation to Maygan.  The pleased look on all three Goblins shook her even more.  Then, she realized that their smirks were fueled by the knowledge that she had not only willingly allowed the two low-caste male grooms to pleasure her, but that the two were also of the minor species of Goblins; common low-caste Goblins, unlike her rider and trainer, Byzz.  “Being a cocksucker to a minor Goblin has lowered my status in their eyes.  They mock me for having such a lack of control,” she told herself sadly.  “But, she wept, this is exactly what the words in my contract require, … that I be treated by Slaavit exactly as a Goblin would to any Human female.”

The gentle closing of Byzz’s clawed feet on her breasts brought Maygan out of her day-dreaming. 

“Today, we follow Sritog and Hok on a trail ride while we test your endurance under saddle,” Byzz explained softly in her ear.  “The reins on your nose ring will tell you where to go and I’ll be gentle with the riding crop as long as you pay attention.”

Missy, once free Human woman Maygan Caddell, had little choice but to obey her Mistress’ guidance.  The small pony shoes on her feet were surprisingly good at finding solid footing on the narrow, single-track groomed trail on the estate grounds.  She knew from her previous exploration of the beautiful estate that the trail they were certain to take outside the walled enclosure wound up and down small hillocks on the vast grounds of the property behind the mansion and outbuildings.  Unlike the wall that Baroness Cardiff had climbed to sneak into her family estate, the trio of riders and ponies left by the estate’s main entrance. 

Missy was hugely embarrassed when the four Human guards at the arched entry gawked openly at the three mostly naked women being used as Goblin mounts.  Missy was abundantly aware that her breasts were jiggling about enticingly with every trotting step and that the glittering gold nipple rings also drew their eyes; all to the amusement of the male observers.  Her bald cunt was also fully exposed under the corset-like shell that included the Goblin saddle on her shoulders.  The bold letters of ‘Missy’ across her pubic mound proclaimed to all her Pony Name.

For the ride, the three wranglers had hung small brass bells from their steeds’ nipple rings.  With their ornaments tinkling merrily away, there was no way the trio of collared, saddled, Human women with breasts and pussies so provocatively exposed, could have snuck past the snickering guards.

“By the Gods!” one exclaimed, “it looks almost natural how they’re being ridden like that.”

“Whores for Goblin cock is all they are,” another observed with a rude laugh of mirth and a spit of disgust.

“No, it’s not natural,” a third guard muttered in angry jealousy.  “Them some fine bitches being wasted from use by real men.”

Missy was humiliated further when the three ponies were held in place at the gate.  They remained until, in the distance, coming from the stables, she saw a horse and rider approaching at a collected trot.  Her heart sunk when she saw it was Dai, Rhona’s husband.

Dai gently pulled his mare to a halt.  “Hail Pony Wranglers.  I asked Mistress Rhona for some help with restoring the working the estate landscaping and she recommended that I travel with you to see what’s available at the Cardiff Breeding Facility.”

Brzz smirked.  “Head Groundskeeper Dai, the Breeding Pens are filling up quickly but you might find some suitable candidates among the unprocessed stock.  Untrained, unbroken female Humans will be all that’s available for some time.  They should be cheap with the incoming excess stock from King Quint’s impoverished kingdom.”  She paused and added with a smirk, “Don’t let the stock processing team talk you into an agreement.  Simply tell them to sent the bill to Rhona Mistress of the Cardiff Estate.”

Dai sighed at having to explain to his increasingly volatile wife that he was considering selecting six, young, and beautiful female workers to bring the estate’s landscape up to par.  Then, he nodded his head in respect to Brzz, “Thank you Wrangler Brzz for the honor of helping to keep my cock out of Goblin hands.”

Brzz howled with laughter and tightened her feet on Missy’s breasts.  “Move on, Missy,” she commanded while still laughing at the Human male’s understanding that he owed Brzz, at least in some small way.

Dai was clueless how Brzz reacted to his simple attempt at copying what he saw as Goblin humor.  

As they left the gate, Missy concentrated on her footwork and the narrow trail became less even and smooth compared to what they started on within the estate enclosure.  Even though her rider was smaller and more petite than her Master Slaavit, she was only slowly gaining confidence in her changed distribution of weight.  Instead of her center of mass being at her waist, the weight on her shoulders made her feel top-heavy.  Missy quickly began to feel sweat trickling down her forehead and her torso from the exertion of the ride.  A country girl, she was in considerably better shape than the two previously pampered city-bound women with her.  Nonetheless, they moved faster and covered more ground than a walking pace.

“Bimbo and Snake’s only exercise before this was probably on their backs servicing customers at the Gilded Goblet,” she thought cattily.  “I may have been isolated here in the country, but I still heard the rumors about that pimp Karson Potter’s stable of whores and what they did in that tavern whorehouse.”

They crested a slightly larger hillock and Missy heard Dai gasp at the sight before him.  Hundreds of male Human slaves were working away under the lashes of half their number of the smaller, minor Goblins.  They wore only boots and a scrap of cloth wrapped around their waists.

“This group is gathering and shaping rock from the hillsides,” Byzz explained to her steed.  “At the bottom of the hill they load a single finished stone in the basket each man carries to deliver it back to the compound where another group mixes mortar.  Lastly, yet another group under tight Goblin oversight is is building the outer walls of the breeding facility and the interior buildings needed for the operation.  Their first focus has been on stables, Goblin dorms, and pony facilities of the breeding pens.”

Maygan puzzled over the idea of Goblin breeding pens with foreboding.  She couldn’t dwell long on the disturbing thoughts for long, as she was soon cued to a canter.  They quickly passed along the long line of men carrying their large rock in a woven basket hanging from their backs.  Their hands were bound behind their backs and they were treated as mere beasts of burden, nothing but Human male mules.

“They are prisoners from Quint’s army,” Byzz explained with satisfaction.  “After the fighting and capture of their men, … there are now many lonely women and widows in that Kingdom and the economy will soon collapse without their men.”

Maygan wondered if that description would mean that the clever and crafty Goblins would react by taking advantage with convoluted ways to entice the women of Quint’s Kingdom into unfavorable contracts.  “I thought I was so smart, but I enslaved myself because of my own stupidity.  Imagine how much more dangerous a Goblin offer can be?”

Byzz pulled back evenly on the reins leading to her nose ring and Missy slowed obediently and came to a halt.  Before them, nestled below them and centered on a prominent grassy plateau, was a compound swarming with workers everywhere, like a disturbed nest of ants.

“The Cardiff Breeding Pens,” Byzz explained to Dai with pride.  “The first phase of the main outer wall is finished and is now twice the height of your tallest men.  Later, it will be widened and heightened.  Inside the compound, from this height, you can see the pony paddocks and other facilities on either side of the central buildings of Goblin dorms, pony stables, riding arenas, and round pens.  Behind the breeding center other male slaves are also preparing vast fields for growing produce.  All the agricultural areas will also eventually be surrounded by stone walls.  It’s all so beautiful!”  After a moment, she added, “It’s all the brainchild of Missy’s Master, Slaavit.  He should be there soon with his pony Blackie.”

Maygan shivered at the sight of the vastness of the operation.  It was enough to quell her surge of jealousy at Slaavit favoring Blackie as his mount.  “And everything built on the labor of hundreds of male slaves guarded by many more low-caste and high-caste Goblins,” she realized and wondered if the perpetually horny Goblins would sexually use the pleasure holes of those same male slaves every single night as the female Humans were reserved for careful breeding.

As if Missy had wondered aloud, Byzz explained gleefully, “This is the single largest breeding center ever in the history of the Human presence in our world.   Our warriors harvested over one hundred and sixty Human females just from within King Quint’s Castle Island.  They captured and enslaved every single female student, worker, and member of royalty they discovered except for the new King’s mistress.” 

Byzz snickered at the secret known to only a few Goblins and Humans, … that the young redhead Prince Jacob Quint the Sixth who just became King was fully enamored with as his first harem member, a very busty redhead, who was his own father.  King Edwin Quint the Fifth had been rejuvenated into a beautiful sixteen-year-old female form with a body build for sex. Voiceless and unable to explain her situation, Edwina knew her fate was grim if Jacob tired of her/him.

“The Goblin occupiers have kept any Human females from entering Castle Quint’s grounds,” Byzz kept to herself with a chuckle.  “The only cunt available to the King is his mistress, focusing his lust on his former father’s new nubile and already pregnant body.”

“I hear that the young King spends more time shafting his new bitch than he does planning how his Kingdom is to survive,” Brzz explained to Dai.  “The rumor is that he’s already planted his seed in her womb.”  Also unspoken was her King’s plan to put the pregnant women at the breeding center to work raising much more food than the center needed, … to ultimately sell the excess food to the soon-to-be-starving Human Kingdom in exchange for some of the surplus women that the Human King would surely see as a drain on his limited resources.

“Even now,” she continued only to herself, “most of those new slaves are being escorted here for initial evaluation.  Some of the highest quality stock will be sent to Shadow Garde where Goblin Blokt is building a smaller, more intimate facility for use by high ranking Goblins.  Shadow Garde is the estate that was originally ‘gifted’ by the Slavers Guild to Sir Michael Arrowsmith.”

With Brzz’s spoken thoughts to Dai buzzing through her mind, Missy continued her easy trot into the compound and noted the full Battle Pack of high-caste Goblins guarding the entry and walls with crossbows and long bows (long when considered with their shorter bodies).   Her eyes didn’t see the other Battle Pack roaming around the compound as another aspect of security or the two Battle Packs inside the Barracks now off duty.  Those eighty-four Goblins were just a small part of the Goblin presence at the Cardiff Breeding Pens and Facility.

Missy slowed to a walk and then followed her Mistress’ cues to head toward a vast stable.  “This is the first of two stables, Dai.  The two breezeways you see from here run between four rows of forty stalls,” Byzz explained as she slipped down off Missy’s back.  “The outer rows of are single stalls and the innermost row are back to back stalls.”

She turned to the Head Groundskeeper and ordered, “Give your horse over to one of the pony attendants who will take it to the nearby horse stables.  Then, sit at that bench to wait for a guide to show you the available slaves that haven’t yet been processed.  Those slaves, of course, are no longer Human once accessed.”

Shattered at the reminder that once Human females step along the path of Goblin livestock property they are not only no longer Human; but, they then fall within the Goblin culture as something that can never be freed and can never return to a Human status.  Shaking his head at the changes being imposed on the Humans, Dai moved to the bench and sat down.

When Dai stepped away, Brzz rearranged the Missy’s reins to allow her to lead from the front and continued explaining as they walked, “Missy, as I told Dai, the two outer rows each here in this stables have forty pony stalls with the breezeways separated by the central, back-to-back double rows of forty stalls each.  Those four rows have a total of one hundred and sixty stalls, enough to hold most of our stock taken as spoils of war.  The next barn to be built will be the same size and will hold breeding ponies as well as ponies sent here for boarding and breeding from Goblin owners.  We’ll find and board the best male Human and Goblin stud bloodlines available.”

Maygan wondered about the high status of Goblins whose bloodlines were recorded as coming from multiple generations of Human wombs.

Byzz grinned at another private joke.  “Most of the best Goblin stud stock will come from criminals losing the honor of being warriors to only service Human bitches while prisoners themselves.”  She shook her head and added, “Of course, other Goblins will pay to have their seed quicken in Human wombs.”

The three wranglers unsaddled their ponies and led them fully naked, save their collars, to a wash rack with multiple stations where they turned their steeds over, each, to a pair of younglings.  Missy knew the drill and lowered her knees to the central pad without cueing.  She opened her legs widely and then reveled in the warm water that cascaded down from overhead nozzles and stood while two of the smaller male Goblin Grooms sloshed her down with soapy sponges.  She smiled at the dismayed whinnies of Snake and Bimbo on the pads beside her as the grooms invaded their most private spaces.

Like at the Cardiff estate, Missy’s pair of grooms at the breeding facility led her to another pad for grooming.  Again, she was resigned to accepting the Goblins’ treat of cum as reward to the grooms for taking care of her and giving her pleasure with their talented hands, expert at coaxing multiple orgasms from captive Human females.  Her jaw was stiff and sore before the second Goblin loosed his seed down her gullet.  Each patted her head and voiced the same praise of, “Good pony, … good bitch.”  She felt a surge of pleasure at accomplishing her task so well as a Goblin cocksucker.  “It’s a fair trade for the orgasms they gave me,” as she tried to rationalize her increasingly slutty behavior.

Once the grinning Goblin grooms finished with the compliant pony, she was led to a hitching post with her short hair brushed and toweled dry.  Her reins were fed through iron rings welded to the top of the iron hitching rail and pulled sideways where they were tied off to an adjacent ring that was beyond her reach.

No pony trainer wanted their livestock to even think of opportunities to escape.

After a few minutes waiting beside her fellow ponies, Byzz strode up to stand before the three of them.  “Goblins love gambling almost as much as they love to fuck,” she started without preamble.  “We are lucky that today a special event has been scheduled in the main arena.  With Slaavit’s permission, Sritog, Hok, and I have decided to enter the three of you in a field of twelve ponies along with a single male Goblin facing punishment.”  She paused and got a serious look on her face.  “The rules will be explained later, at the start of the event.  But,” and Byzz’s voice growled with seriousness as she swung a cane through the air with an ominous whistle, “know that if one of you three are the first to lose, I’ll use this cane fifty times on your body and then you’ll face the dire arena penalty for losing.  A second-place loser will earn twenty-five licks of my cane and a third-place loser will earn ten swats.  Every loser faces much worse additional penalties from rules overseen by the arena judges.”

Not much later, Maygan found herself in a huge open-air arena with sandy flooring.  All four sides of the arena had tall, twice Human-height walls and along the fourth wall, three rows of bleacher seats rose for spectators.  “There must be room for hundreds of spectators,” she realized.  At the center of those bleachers rose a single covered platform where three serious looking Goblins were seated.  “The judges,” Maygan thought with trepidation.  “This is real.”

on either side of the judges’ platform, were groups of high-caste Goblins with clothing that portrayed their high-levels withing Goblin society.  “On the right side, there are about twenty seated there looking far too serious,” Maygan worried.

She looked to her left and right and counted a total of twelve Human women and a single male Goblin.  Like her, all thirteen had their hands held behind their backs and locked into the dual apparatus, a saddle mounting bar and a comfortable cover locking her forearms in place behind her back.  Maygan flexed her legs in preparation for bad news.

A cocky looking male Goblin wearing gaudy silk instead of warrior garb entered the arena floor surrounded by a protective arc of armed Goblin warriors holding crossbows at the ready.  “Today,” he proclaimed in the common tongue as he faced the spectators, “we hold our first contest.  There are thirteen helpless slaves ‘volunteered’ to act the role of wild prey.  The betting is still open for a few more moments before we release our first ‘raider beasts’ intent on capturing and debasing the spoils of their victorious raid.”

The Goblin turned to Maygan and the others in a theatrical move.  “Much honor is at stake here for your owners.  Your job, slaves, is to stay away from the clutches of the ‘raider beasts’.  Get captured and face potentially dire arena punishments and expensive losses of your owners.  Their anger and disappointment will surely fuel additional punishments afterwards.”

Maygan and several others fought against the device holding their arms locked behind their backs.  “Oh, shit,” was her thought. 

Only instants after the announcer and his guards scurried back through the central gate in the arena wall under the viewing stands, a gong was struck somewhere out of sight.  Two other gates, on each side of the central one slid open.

Maygan gasped as a huge beast crawled out of each of the low gates and then stretched erect. They were almost twice her height.

“Orcs!” the male Goblin gasped.

Maygan and the other ponies could only whinny in fear at the size of the brutal looking beast.  A weighted capture cord hanging from a clawed hand brought a fresh wave of horror.  “It’s smart enough to use tools was her first thought.  Then the sight of the orc’s wrist-thick cock plumping up with blood brought her to life.  She spun quickly in place to decide how best to flee.  

At the Cardiff Mansion

That morning, Baroness Eryn Cardiff was wakened abruptly from a deep sleep when her friend Rhona Cook set down a breakfast tray with a loud clatter atop a side table and then yanked open the draperies on the window that took up one entire wall of the main, Master’s Suite.

“Rhona!” she exclaimed with some irritation.  “Leave me!  It’s hardly daylight outside.  I need a bit more rest, … yesterday was trying.”

“Baroness, drink your tea and eat!  Do that quickly.” was her friend’s instant reply delivered in a no-nonsense tone.  “Your appointment book shows that you have a meeting at the barn with Assistant Administrator Slaavit and you know the consequences of not meeting your obligations.”

Eryn looked askance at the crop on the wall beside the door.  Her family friend, Rhona now with the all the privilege, power, and attitude of Head Mistress of the Cardiff estate, an estate which encompassed the entirety of the Southern Territory, had hung it by a leather loop on its handle to a nail she drove into the wall while Eryn watched in amazement.  After confirming that her memory of Rhona’s unheard of attitude and moves of the night before were true, Eryn looked with pleading eyes to her friend.

Rhona set her fists on her hips.  “Don’t you give me that look, Missy.  That’s what led to your twin developing bad habits and running with untrustworthy friends.  If you think I’ll let those bastard Goblins put a collar on you for laziness or for shirking your duty, … well, … you have another thought coming.  It will be twenty-five swats for every minute you’re late to meet with Assistant Administrator Slaavit and Dai will be there to check your arrival time.”

She looked at the fierce look on the face of the family’s short and fat cook and then at the muscles on her arms from a lifetime of kneading bread and swinging meat cleavers.  Beyond her family friend’s obvious strength and ability to physically overpower her, Eryn resolved to keep things between them as it was for years, she swung her feet off the bed.  Then, she gasped in surprise and then grinned at her first sight of her brunette twin as Slave Kisses, the former Lady Lilian Cardiff-Tirion, as she stepped into the suite.  “She’s been crying,” Eryn observed with amusement.   “Kisses also needs a larger corset,” she thought, “those titties are ready to pop out of that skimpy thing.”

“Rhona,” she said with her first sign of happiness since awakening, “I see that you’ve given your Maid Slave Kisses some cover below that corset to preserve her modesty.”

Rhona sniffed at the comment, “I care not for that slut’s modesty.  Her sex is covered to preserve our house honor while she works her in the mansion.”

Kisses wore only a minimal, and sexy travesty of a house maid’s clothing.  Despite Rhona’s assertions of keeping Kisses’ attire appropriate for a respectable house, Kissy was dressed in fragile sandals on her feet, a black corset so tight and stiff that she could only keep her torso straight, the top of which left her plump breasts ready to explode outward into freedom, a see-through lacy white maid’s apron that did nothing to hide the bare slit between her legs, and a tiny white maid’s cap pinned in place on her hair which had been shortened and carefully brushed out in a ‘just got the shit fucked out of me in the hall closet by Master’ unruly look.

“They cut her hair so that it hangs only a few finger-widths below her ears.  No free woman would wear her hair like that.” She confirmed that her sister’s face bore the two intwined rings of a slave mark.  Those were her last observations before Rhona spoke up.

“Kisses, turn around to show the Baroness how I’ve had to motivate you this morning,” Rhona commanded.

When Kisses turned about reluctantly, Eryn caught her breath at the sight of the forest of welts exposed on her sister’s fully exposed ass and upper thighs.  The thin white string of the tiny maid’s apron around her waist hid nothing.  Eryn saw Rhona move to point at her sister’s blistered ass and then the finger swung to point at her.  Eryn gulped, the message was clear, Rhona would hold nothing back if she had to ‘motivate’ the Baroness.

Eryn wordlessly let her sister, Rhona Cook’s slave, help her dress.  Eryn, already an expert at being handled as a Goblin slave, was still surprised to realize that her sister’s silence was because of the bronze hog nose ring Kisser wore.  “Am I so used to Goblin culture and treatment of their slaves that I failed to notice that her nose wore a ring?”

When she was finished, Kisses blushed and made an awkward curtsey.   Eryn remembered how sweet her twin had been when growing up.  “This is for the best, Kisses,” she said softly and kissed her forehead.  “Your arrogance, needy pussy, and spending got you in with a bad crowd and now you are owned and have Mistress Rhona to keep you on the proper path.  I do forgive you for the things you had planned.”

She left the room and a trickle of tears ran down Kisses’ cheek.  The Goblin nose ring in her nose kept her from making any Human speech.

Eryn raised an eyebrow to her friend, “Rhona, you had her prepared as if she were Goblin property?” she asked in a pleasant, non-threatening voice.  “Did you have no thought of consulting with me?”

Rhona sniffed again, louder, “Missy, you gifted me Kisses.  Further, her handling was an estate issue and you are far too busy to worry yourself about such trivial things.”

“Rhona, I’m not too happy about you using that familiar name, Missy.  I’m no longer a child and there’s already a young woman here being addressed by the name by a Goblin.”

Rhona smiled and responded in a sugary sweet voice, “I’ll call you Missy until you learn to address me properly as Mistress Rhona or Mistress of the Estate Rhona, or even Cardiff Estate Mistress when I’m conducting business.”  Her voice hardened, “Forms of address can not only show good manners, they also remind others of their relative positions within society.  When we are enjoying a cup of tea in privacy and speaking of the past, feel free to address me as Rhona and I’ll address you as Eryn.”

Blushing in embarrassment at how Rhona put her in her place, Eryn managed to make it to the hitching rail outside her stables in plenty of time.  The vision of her friend blistering her ass for being late was too horrible to let happen.

“Baroness, Administrator,” Dai greeted her with a warm smile.  Your horse awaits.  I’ve kept her in shape while you were at court and your gear was conditioned and cared for.

Eryn gave Dai, now Master of the Estate, Rhona Cook’s fifty-two-year-old husband a fierce hug.  “Thank you for everything,” she told the powerful and grizzled man.

Dai held her tight and whispered in her ear.  “Rhona and I love you to death but we’ll both be watching you perform your duties.  I’d hate to have to give you the punishment that Rhona gave Kisses this very morning.  Rhona dragged her out to the barn to punish her fully naked in front of all the Goblin Wranglers and the low-caste grooms.  We agreed to keep any of your punishments private.”

The burly worker gave her a tighter hug and then kissed her forehead before striding away.

Eryn was again shocked at the flurry of changes in her life; once a respected Lady of the Court, then turned over to Ambassador Blokt as Tribute, saddled and ridden to battle by a Goblin owner, captured and fucked by an Ogre, a collared and marked escapee from the Ogre, and now an unwilling Baroness still under the control of her old Goblin Masters and even under scrutiny of her long-term friends.  She felt like screaming.

Next to her horse was Human pony Blackie with the reins from her nose ring led to a ring on the hitching rail and then tied off beyond any possible reach, even if her hands were free.  Eryn had a moment of respite with just the two of them standing silently by the hitching rail.  She took a deep calming breath and realized that her fate was far better than that of Ariana Pendry, the ex-Castle Quint Mistress of Slaves. She briefly compared the thirty-six-year-old woman’s tall trim body and height to both Maygan and to Lillian, her twin.  Maygan and Lillian were shorter bodied, bigger breasted, and blonde.  “There is much difference between them,” she observed, “yet, all three are slaves.”

The right cheek of Blackie’s face had the tattoo of a permanent slave, two rings intertwined.  That, plus the Goblin nose ring through her septum that was currently holding her reins, marked her forever as a slave.  Eryn stepped aside and saw the clan marking of Lord Groic’s ‘Tricksters’  clan, the same one on tattooed on her own right rump. 

With a bit of relief, she realized that Slaavit had taken the slim, tall, black-haired woman as his primary pony rather than blonde Maygan whose body type was too similar to her own.  “Lillian is a bit plumper than me, and thankfully, Rhona won’t let Slaavit put a saddle on my sister.”

Slaavit came out of the barn and interrupted her musings about Slaavit’s personal choice of ponies.  “Baroness,” he said with a sweeping bow that Eryn wasn’t able to determine was full of respect or one full of irony.  “We should mount up and get going.”

“What’s the plan today, Assistant Administrator Slaavit?” Eryn asked, fully unaware what Rhona had been briefed on the meeting by Slaavit before she put the entry into her appointment book.  “Are we going to interview some of the settlers remaining on my lands?”

Slaavit waited until both were mounted before responding with a grin, “No, Baroness, King Fekyrd has insisted that we check on the progress made so far on the Cardiff Breeding Program.  He expects a report on the situation which I will draft for your signature.”

Eryn yanked back on her horse’s reins.  “I’m not interested in that foul place,” she declared with an angry voice. 

Dai Groundskeeper came out of the barn in response to Eryn’s shrill and angry voice.

“Best you look to your servant, Missy,” Slaavit said softly and pointed to Dai.

Eryn bristled at being called by the same pet name that Slaavit used on Maygan.  “Sir Goblin, you will address me as Baroness or High Lady and never, ever use a diminutive pet name to me,” she hissed back over her shoulder as she guided her horse back toward Dai waiting for her at the barn.

Dai practically yanked Eryn off her horse and handed the bridle to one of the ever-present Goblin grooms.  “She’ll be back in a minute, … she forgot something in the tack room.”

Dai pushed Eryn over a saddle rack and kicked the tack room door shut behind him.

When Eryn rose up in anger to lash back at the man, he shoved his handkerchief into her mouth just as she began to scream at him.  She found herself thrashing about on her belly, helpless against the strength of the work-hardened muscles of her Groundskeeper as he held the back of her neck in place.  He picked up a springy cane left by Rhona for the very purpose of administrating a motivating correction.

The cane flew through the air with a fearful whistling sound and impacted on her tightly stretched pants with a ‘whack’ that echoed through the small room.

“Hmmmphf!” was the gag-muffled scream that came out of her mouth.  A second, third, fourth, and fifth swat followed quickly.  Mercifully, he stopped after five of the brutal blows.

Slaavit had moved the horse gear to one side of the tack room and stocked that space with leather tack for his Human ponies.  Dai reached over and picked up one of the numerous leather slave collars there and shook it angrily in front of Eryn’s weeping face.  “Stupid idiot,” he hissed into her ear.  Slaavit told you it was upon his King’s personal orders.  Like it or not, he is our Leige Lord.  So disobey our King just once and you’ll wear one of these collars and neither Rhona or I will be able to help you.  Now, … get out of here and do your duty!”

“I can’t believe you did that, Dai,” she said weeping.

“I’ll do worse if I see you talk back when Assistant Administrator Slaavit is only following his orders,,” he said in a harsh voice.  “Missy, we’ve all heard Administrator Slaavit nag you about hurrying up to find a lover and to get yourself pregnant.  That’s another of the King’s orders.”  He turned away and slammed the tack room door shut behind him.

Eryn quickly washed her face in the tiny sink and looked at her blotchy face in the mirror.  “It doesn’t matter what I do,” she said with a sniff.  “Dai has no idea, but as soon as Slaavit sees me, he will smell my tears and fear, … those fucking Goblins.”  She stood up and cursed again, “I swear I’ll scream the next time yet another person addresses me as Missy.”


Chapter 12: The Arena at the Cardiff Breeding Facility

Pony Slave Missy was standing in the center of the sandy arena and didn’t noticed when Slaavit and Baroness Cardiff entered the arena stands and were taken to a front row seat beside the judges platform.  Eryn was still shocked and horrified at what she had seen at the facility named after her family.  “The lines of Human slaves toiling on that hillside, and those others hauling rocks here like beasts of burden.”  She paused and also remembered the rows of empty slave pens soon to be filled with females captured from Castle Quint. 

She turned to Slaavit, “How have they accomplished so much?  It’s been less than a fortnight.

“We know how to work our slaves and have had thousands of years experience at molding Humans into the types of livestock we need,” he replied simply.  “The trick is to know what their limits are and push them to that point.”  Slaavit paused and added, “Of course, our specialty is in understanding Human women, their motivations, and weaknesses: but, the same basic lessons apply to Humans with a cock.  We know how to motivate them as well as none you Humans have much resistance to control.”

Eryn thought she realized that there was an unspoken subtext to Slaavit’s comments.  “Is he bragging about putting a collar on Missy, … I mean Maygan.”

After questioning Slaavit, she took the opportunity to look around the viewing stands.  She almost immediately saw the twelve women and a single male Goblin lined up on the arena floor and facing the viewing stands.  She had taken her seat and looked about just in time to see the announcer scuttle back to safety along with his protectors, the Goblins with bows nocked and ready to loose deadly bolts.

Like the ‘volunteers’, she gasped at the sight of two tall Orcs that crawled out of gates opened to reveal ramps to underground chambers.  They stood erect with roars of anger and then they strode purposefully toward the unarmed targets at the center of the ring.  “What is this?” she asked Slaavit nervously.

He glanced at her and smirked.  “Administrator Cardiff, it’s on way of culling out slow stock with poor dexterity and mental alertness.  Those are two of our captured Orcs, one has his back marked in blue and the other one has his back marked in red.  Individually, they are the largest and most powerful animal in the realm.  They are rather stupid but immensely strong and unfortunately carnivorous so they have developed excellent hunting skills.  We keep several on hand for fight training with our warriors and every ten years or so we breed replacements.  But, here, right now, this is mainly gambling at its best,” he said.  “We offer our own mounts as contestants.  The first one to be captured gets bred by the Orc that grabs them and she becomes its plaything for the next forty moons of gestation.  You’re just lucky to see two Orcs in this first round of tonight’s entertainment.  They’re quite rare west of Goblin territory.”

Eryn looked at Slaavit open-mouthed in an inability to comprehend the concept of being mated to a monster and having to carry it to term in forty moon cycles.  “Forty moons,” she moaned.  Then, a practical question came to mind.  “How does a Human female survive birthing an Orc since they are so huge?  These adult males are twice the height of our Human females and must weigh six times as much.”

Slaavit gave Eryn a flat-eyed look.

“Oh,” she muttered, “they don’t survive.”

[image: ]“No,” Slaavit answered, “the bellies of the bred bitches continue to grow to prodigious size and the baby Orc is born when it crawls out of the bitch’s belly sometime during the fortieth moon cycle.”

Out on the arena floor, Missy took a last look at black-haired Snake and blonde Bimbo and then ran to the farthest side of the arena.  “The farthest ends are traps,” she thought as she saw most of the others run to opposite ends of the arena and not to the closer side opposite the arena stands.   As she expected from the sign of using tools, the Orcs easily managed capture cords, ready to bind up a captive.  The two Orcs worked in concert, heading toward the end of the arena to her right.

A brunette with her voice taken away by a bronze hog-nose ring and her hands bound behind her back was their initial target.  She turned to run along the end wall and found herself trapped between the two approaching Orcs.  Frantic, she paused, turned about searching for an escape route before she took her only chance and darted between the approaching Orcs.  Both Orcs swung their weighted capture cords at her and missed.  The slave ducked at the last minute or one of the cords would have wrapped around her neck.  She barely slipped past the trap and the Orcs roared in anger at being thwarted and looked about for other prey.

“Slaavit, you bastard, how could you let them use Missy in these contests?” she hissed in anger.  “This is a violation of your contract.”

Slaavit smirked and shrugged, “It’s a gamble I know, but I’ve put lots of Gold Coin on her surviving.  If she gets caught, at least she’ll stay here and get lots of cock.  By the way, my own cock cries in humiliation at mentioning this to a Human female, but Orcs had the largest cocks of any sentient race, … fully twice the size of mine.  Remember, I promised her lots of cock and I promised to not impregnate her.”

“That’s a fine line that you’ve crossed, Sir Goblin!” Eryn hissed.  “An Orc cock violating her sex, … a possibility that another could breed her, … that’s monstrous, … and to die giving birth to such a monster!”

“She’s safe for another half moon before the Pony Bliss wears off,” he added.  “And, I can easily find another collared blonde bitch and switch them out before her womb becomes fertile.  You are too sensitive about such things.  It is well known that Human pussies can accommodate things up to the size of a baby’s head.  The same mostly true for their tight assholes.”

Taken aback at his callousness, she was momentarily speechless.  “And your other two ponies out there on the sands?” she shot back, angrily after partially recovering from the previous information about Maygan.

“They’re on their own,” he said with a shrug.  “I’m only allowed to cheat a little bit.  If I lose one or two of them, its not such a big deal other than their riders will have to walk home to your estate.”

“They don’t seem to see very well,” Eryn noticed from her seat in the bleachers at the way the Orcs stopped often to peer about.

“True,” Slaavit responded calmly.  “It gives the fillies a bit of an advantage.  The normally sharp vision of the Orcs’ eyes are clouded with a thick and gooey ointment.”

“An advantage?  Are you kidding me?  Missy, please be safe,” she whispered.

While they were arguing, the Orcs had caught two slaves in another of their pincher movements.  One cord wrapped around a brunette’s torso and forearms and the other cord wrapped around a black-haired woman’s ankles.  Each fell hopelessly to the sand.  Despite the massive size of their paws, Eryn was astonished at the deft way the women were bound, elbows to knees and wrists to ankles.  She had to look away as the Orcs raised each woman’s ass upward high in the air and brutally skewered their unprepared pussies downward onto their massively stout cocks.

By the Gods,” Eryn cried at the depravity of the sight.

Slaavit waved a hand to a Goblin wearing a hat with playing cards stuck in the hat band.  “One hundred Gold on the one with the red slash to finish first.”

Eryn gawked at the enthusiasm shown by the Goblins as they stood up yelling and screaming at the contestants they had bit upon.  All kinds of bets were taking place.  She looked out on the arena floor and saw the Orc with the broad red slash down his back had pulled out of his slave and was hauling her back to one of the gates under the stands.  His erect cock was still dripping cum and the slave’s pussy gapped widely, dripping the seed he’d pumped up her cock sleeve.

Slaavit was grinning.  “So far, I’ve won five bets.  I bet individually and as a group that my three would make it past this round.  Then, I bet that the Orc marked in red would pump out his cum first.  My last bet for this round is that the red one also gets his bitch pregnant first.”

“What’s next, … down to ten female Humans and one male Goblin?” Eryn asked, fearful of the answer.  “Is that it for this crazy contest?”

“Just watch, Baroness,” Slaavit said with a smirk.  “You never saw an Orc until just moments ago.  Ten Gold versus a blowjob that you don’t know the next one.”

Eryn scoffed.  “Not a chance!  I’m no where as naive as your Missy who seems to have fucked her way into slavery.”

Slaavit looked to Eryn with a serious look and tone.  “I swear upon my cock and balls that I treated your Maygan Caddell with more fairness and my own personal honor at stake than any Human ever experienced that made a bargain with Goblins.  I warned her of the consequences every time she wanted to negotiate for something.  I swear on my honor that she had several chances to step out of our bargaining circle.”

“But, you groomed her.  You knew her vulnerabilities and convinced her that she was safe,” she hissed back.

Slaavit’s face grew a snarl.  “I did protect her at the start and I even gave up a chance to snare her in a mistaken contract proviso on her park.  That was at personal risk of being outlawed by my own King.  But, after she volunteered to suck my dick as thanks for their escape from King Quint’s prison, … well, I knew there was no doubt that she was to be my slave, … my pony.  After that, I redoubled my attempts to get her to stop negotiating.  Sadly, you know the end result.”

“She offered to give you a blowjob?” Eryn hissed in a near scream.

“And then she begged me to take her virginity,” Slaavit responded with a shrug as if it were of no consequence.

“You fucking Goblins!” she hissed.

With a clang, the gates opened again and an Ogre emerged from each one.  “Holy Gods!” Eryn exclaimed.  “Are those two really Ogres?”

“Well, you would have taken ten Gold from me with that bet,” Slaavit said sourly.

“It never happened,” Eryn huffed.

[image: ]“Well, in any event.  Yes, they are Ogres,” Slaavit responded with pride.  “Although they are only half the height and weight of Orcs, they are also fierce fighters.”  Out on the sands, Missy, Bimbo, and Snake had ended up near each other.  Missy gathered herself to repeat her previous move.  Just as she stepped off, Snake’s foot swept out and Missy rolled to the arena floor.

“Bitch,” Eryn shouted.

At the sound of the common tongue in the high pitched voice of a free angry Human female, virtually every Goblin in the stands turned to stare at her.

“Unless you want to be thrown down there naked with the others, you best be quiet!” Slaavit hissed.  “You’re my guest but Goblins hate the shrill voices of bitches.”

Eryn turned to glare at the Goblin and obediently held back any more complaints. She also remembered the admonitions of both Rhona and Dai.  “As you say, Assistant Administrator Slaavit.  Thank you for your advice.”  She withheld her sharper remark she wished to say, “And, I hope that it turns out better for me than for poor Maygan Caddell.”

One Ogre, again one with a red slash down his back, had sprinted forward at seemingly impossible speeds given his height and bulk, and swung his fist at Missy just as she was tripped.  The Ogre howled in anger as his fist went over his target.  The Ogre had so much forward momentum that he flew past Missy, giving her time to recover before he did.  She ran away obliquely to the side in a line that took her away from both Ogres.

Still at a full run for a few steps past Missy, the Ogre nearly ran over Snake and swung his other arm in a blow that threw her off to the side.  She tumbled unconscious to the arena floor.  Just as the Ogre slowed to return to gather up Snake and possibly Missy, a blonde running from the other Ogre bumped into his legs and fell at his feet.  With a scowl, he reached down to grab a handful of blonde hair and lifted the woman up off the sands.  Her wide open eyes betrayed her voiceless terror.  She was captured.

Like with the Orcs, the Ogres had bondage cord available.  In their case, the bondage cord was carried wrapped around their wrists.  He was efficient and quick as he bound the blonde’s arms behind her back.  He lifted her up and, like with the Orcs, simply let gravity sink her down on his throbbing cock.

The Goblins in the stadium roared in approval.  The blonde wriggled and shook but she couldn’t overcome the pull of her own weight which drew her downward.  The Ogre grinned, exposing a mouth full of long, dagger-like teeth, and he began a bumpy trot back towards the gate.  Every step brought the blonde up and down on his cock.

Slaavit scowled at being unable to get in another bet but grinned that each of his offerings survived the second round.

“The Ogres will also be breeding those two women?” Eryn asked with concern.  “The ones they captured?”

Slaavit simply nodded, still upset that there hadn’t been another chance to place a bet.  

Now there were eight Human woman and the one male Goblin left out on the sands.  Most were covered in sweat and sand.

This time, three Goblins wearing warrior garb strutted out of each of the two gates.  Each had a capture pole in their hands and a bow slung over their shoulders.  The six Goblins lined up in front of the arena seats and looked up into the stands with a smirk.  Each of the Goblins wore a cap of a different color; yellow, orange, red, green, blue, and black.

Eryn gasped at the sight of Sritog, Hok, and Byzz among the six.  Hok wore the orange cap, Sritog the green cap, and Byzz wore the black cap.

“What’s the betting?” Eryn asked Slaavit.

“Fifty Gold on the green cap,” Slaavit yelled over to the bookie.  He turned to Eryn, “All six are wranglers and Sritog is both fast and strong.  The bet was for the one who captures the most slaves.  Six wranglers, nine slaves.  My bet is on Sritog in the green cap.”

“You’ll lend me some Gold if I want to bet?” Eryn asked.

Slaavit got a gleam in his eye and he nodded.

“Then, twenty Gold on the one with the black cap,” Eryn hissed back to Slaavit.

“I must front you the money.” Slaavit grunted, “because the honor of a Goblin making a bet means you have promised to have it in your pocket when the bet is made.  In exchange, … you let me put my hand on your belly.”

“You want to see where I am on my reproductive cycle?” she hissed back aghast.

Slaavit shrugged, “Why not now, you’ll have no choice soon enough since you don’t yet have a Human lover.”

“Fine! I’ll bet against you, … fifty Gold on the black cap,” she hissed angily.

A gong sounded.  Sritog moved like lightening, he slammed down the base of the capture pole he held into the sand, drew his bow, and fired an arrow.  The blunted end was a small sack of spider silk and the outside was soaked in green dye to match his hat and it slammed into his pony, Bimbo, the blonde former Glynnis Priddy.  It struck true and she crumpled downward from the blow to her belly.  A mass of spider sticky capture silk exploded from the sack and covered her belly.  As Glynnis moaned, she felt where the arrow struck and her hand stuck in place.

The crowd gasped at the sight of the exotic and expensive sticky capture silk.

Sritog nocked another arrow and aimed for another blonde, one crouching beside Missy.  The blonde somehow sensed that she was the target and rolled aside at the very instant the arrow was released.  With an oath heard across the arena, Sritog ran forward to tie up his own slave, Bimbo.  He’d lost his chance for an immediate second capture. 

A heartbeat after Sritog released his arrow, Byzz did the same.  Like Sritog, she didn’t want to share her pony with other horny Goblins.  Her first arrow struck her slave Missy in the upper chest and her second arrow released just heartbeats later, slammed into the blonde that rolled away from Sritog’s arrow.  Both of Byzz’ shots had struck true, the second slamming into the blonde’s hip and knocking her down.  Byzz then took off as fast as she could, slower than Sritog, but only steps behind.  Her two captives moaned in pain and their hands and arms were trapped from the dye and sticky spider silk.

Before they were half way to their prey, Hok cursed when he fumbled his bow.  He recovered, nocked an arrow, carefully drew his bow upward, and aimed an impossible shot halfway across the arena.  He was already running even before his padded arrow slammed into the middle of a black-haired slave’s back.

The three Cardiff wranglers had scored four of the female slaves.  All four were among the center portion of the long line of eight targets.

Missy was vaguely aware of being rolled to her belly, her wrists bound behind her back, her ankles tied, and then she was pulled into a stringent hogtie.  The blonde that Sritog missed was similarly bound by Byzz and dragged a few feet to lie beside Missy.

With the center four females captured so quickly, the targets left for the other three Goblin warriors were on the outer portions of the line: three to the right and two to the left.  All three of the Goblins launched their first arrows to the right-most targets, scoring two successes.  The third Goblin also cursed to the laugher of the onlookers.  He fired a second arrow fruitlessly toward the left two slaves, both females included black-haired Bethan Goff, Hok’s Pony Snake.

While the two targets to the right were being bound by the two successful Goblins, Seeing Hok’s slave survive the arrow aimed her way, Byzz held her breath for an instant and released her third arrow. 

Eryn hopped up and down in excitement when Byzz scored her third capture and the Goblin ran as fast as she could to secure Snake before she could recover and attempt to run away.  She knelt down on Snake’s throat and ended up looking directly at the male Goblin running towards her.  He gasped and slid to a stop in the soft sand.  Before he could change direction, Byzz’s padded arrow slammed into his gut, instantly incapacitating him and splashing black paint on his belly.

“What did I win,” Eryn gasped, jumping up and down in excitement with winning her bet.

Slaavit was momentarily distracted by her breasts jiggling under her blouse and under-shift.  With a smirk that quickly turned to something sour, he looked to the bookie who held up four claws.  “Four to one,” Slaavit said unhappily.  “You get two hundred Gold for the bet plus you retain the fifty Gold bet you would have paid if you lost.”

After the bookie handed over two-hundred Gold to Eryn, Slaavit dragged her along the rail in front of the first row of seats over to a downward stairwell.  There he pushed her against a wall and growled when his hand yanked her blouse and under-shift out of the waist of her leather riding pants.  Holding her tightly from her side, he stuck a clawed hand down the waist of her pants while his other hand expertly unbuttoned the side.  Her pants slipped down to her knees in just instants.

Eryn gasped at the rough handling and belatedly realized that the Goblin was being characteristically rough as he plunged his hand down to her lower belly and basically stripping her pants down at the same time.  “No respect,” she thought, “no respect for female Humans anyway.”  She wriggled to get free but his other hand pushed her shoulder hard against the stairway wall.

After a long moment with his hand covering her uterus, she jumped in shock for the second time when two of his clawed fingers pushed into her sex and wriggled their way deep inside.  Eryn was still gasping in dismay when the hand was just as abruptly pulled out.  She gasped and shivered as the beginnings of pleasurable sensations stopped.

“Ahhhh!” Slaavit grunted in disappointment when he smelled his wet fingers with a deep sniff.  “You won’t drop an egg for about four days.”  He pulled away and snarled, “Lets go, we have another stop to make.”

Eryn didn’t dare leave with her pants down to knees,  She stopped only to button them up, not daring to waste time to tuck her under-shift and blouse back in, so she simply followed with her upper clothing in disarray.  “Bastard!” she complained.  “You could have just asked.”

Slaavit stopped and looked back at her like she was crazy.  “King Fekyrd was very specific about you finding a lover and getting a baby fucked into your womb.  You failed and now, it’s my turn to find you a suitable Human male.  This isn’t optional, Missy.”

“No way!” the young Baroness balked and stopped in the narrow corridor.

The Goblin, her supposed deputy, turned and grinned lasciviously at her.  “Little one, there are easily two hundred Goblin workers and warriors here and one solitary free Human female not wearing a collar.  If I need help, all I need do is yell and dozens of hard cocks will come running this way.  A couple of gang rapes to get you in the mood to cooperate is fine by me since you’re not ovulating yet for days.”

“Now!” he commanded harshly.  “Follow on your own or face being subjected to the full slave treatment.  My patience is at an end.”

Stunned, Eryn wept softly and followed, her clothes and hair in disarray.


Chapter 13: Goblins and Younglings Together in a War Party

The three Goblin Pack Leaders ran joyfully from Kingsreach to the forests southwest of the city.  Pack Leader Xoirx was in the middle position just a half pace ahead of Pack Leader Cryzz to his left and Pack Leader Peltuft.  Xoirx’s steed was Flash, his prized specially bred pony stud. As a point of pride to the Goblin, Flash’s sexual equipment was the same size as his, a Goblin, and just as viril.  Pack Leaders Cryzz and Peltuft had the honors of riding two of the enslaved Pony Sorceresses taken from the harem of King Quint.  Already well used to their new role with their magic subservient to their Goblin riders, each had made whatever peace was possible with going from pampered mistress to an undersexed king to the role of pony and sexual relief outlet for hornier than goats Goblins.

Behind the three Pack Leaders were their War Packs of twenty Goblins each.  Their warriors had formed a protective circle around the one hundred younglings that barely had the intelligence to stay in a horde-like formation within the Warrior’s circle.

“This is a sign of our honor in King Fekyrd’s eyes, Pack Leader Xoirx yelled to his fellow leaders.

“Aye, we’re basically leading a full war party,” Pack Leader Cryzz answered with a yell of joy.

“When in the history of Goblins has such a group had two Pony Sorceress Ponies?” Pack Leader Peltuft asked rhetorically.

“Counting the one hundred younglings, we’re officially a five-pack war party,” Xoirx observed with a chuckle to let his friends know he wasn’t serious.

“Pack Leader, how far to the Human slavers camp?’ Peltuft asked.

“Not far, we’ll be approaching their camp soon from the north.  Even though we have a liaison there, I’ll deploy your packs before we arrive to the west and east to begin an encirclement.  The stock they describe as having is too valuable for any fuck ups.”

“Um, Pack Leader Xoirx, how is that no fuck ups plan compatible with taking one hundred younglings along with a raiding party for the first time in Goblin history,” Cryzz asked with humor in his voice.

They all chuckled at the comment that, at its heart, showed that they usually expected at least twenty-percent losses from the younglings just from for non-combat incidents.  “They are dumb as rocks,” Peltuft agreed with the implied criticism of the younglings.

With the noise generated by the hooves of over one hundred ponies, they were unaware that a pair of scouts approached at a full canter until they came into view.  “Scouts,” Xoirx warned his Pack Leaders who peeled off to the side to quickly deploy their Packs.

“Pack Leader Xoirx,” one of the two spoke up breathlessly, “some scouts found and captured a young Human woman hiding in a hovel.  She escaped from the city after her husband was killed.”

“Yeah,” the other scout offered excitedly, “she’ll make a great Pony Slave with those big udders.”

“And how long, Goblin, did you linger to watch her naked stripped down body that you are lusting about?  You know that we’ll be putting younglings on each filly we get today.”

Pack Leader Xoirx grunted unhappily at the news of sloppiness among his scouts.  “Both scouts report to your Pack Leaders with that same report.  You might be feeling love from a lash rather than from a new Pony Slave.”

He turned back to his Goblin Pack arrayed behind him.  “Pass the word to the other Packs, we ride with speed to where the scouts located the Human widow.  For us, ride!”

Pack Leader Xoirx led his twenty War Goblins from the midst of the group, leaving them spinning about in momentary confusion.   Xoirx cursed at the sight of a luscious blonde naked and bound with a bronze nose ring in place.  “They ringed her nose before we interrogated her for information about other Human women around here or any potential threats to my goblins,” he complained loudly.

[image: ]What brought his blood to a near boiling level of anger though was the sight of two scouts fucking the helpless woman and the crowd of others waiting their turn.

“What are you morons doing?” he screamed.  The flurry of activity around the woman stopped and a half dozen Goblins stared at him with open mouths.

Xoirx looked to the blonde.  Her ankles and thighs had been bound together and her elbows and wrists bound behind her back.  A single rein had also been thrown around her neck.  She had been bent forward one her knees so one Goblin could take her mouth while another knelt behind her to take either her ass or pussy.

The look on her face was one of confusion and realization that she was now a slave and sexual object to Goblins.  If she could speak, she would ask her Gods how such creatures could exist outside of legends and fables. 

“All of you, … all six, … no eight of you strip down naked like the new Pony Slave,” he growled in a stern voice.  “If you had waited until later, you could have enjoyed more mouth, cunt, or ass.  But, you were in such a hurry that you risked us all by this stupidity.  We could have been ambushed while you pumped cum for immediate enjoyment.”

Pack Leader Cryzz caught up at that moment and recognized the scouts were from his Pack.  “Pack Leader Xoirx,” Cryzz said with pain in his voice.  “Let me take care of these Goblins.  I know exactly what to do.  It looks like eight men; so, I’ll need their capture gear and sixteen younglings.”

He pointed to one of his trusted Goblins.  “Bind them up exactly as the widow,” he commanded.  “Plus, use one of their ring gags on them.  Then let the younglings swarm then, … fucking any hole they can get their cocks into.  Just be sure to have them everyone at our rally point, the first one on the alternate route back to the Brightwater Bridge, by midday tomorrow.  March them naked carrying their own packs and one youngling.  Let the stupid fuckers be Ponies themselves, … to younglings.  Loose the younglings again during halts cause they’ll be ready for more mouth or ass.”

All eight Goblins were weeping at their plight, knowing the huge loss of honor being named a pony to younglings, let alone a whore to younglings.  None dared to complain to Xorix or their own Pack Leader.  To do so was death by impalement.

Xoirx had no second thoughts about what he’d just done to Goblins overly horny and too eager to sample fresh Human cunt.  “Our King will demand a second, more final punishment.  Since they’ll be tainted by youngling cum, no Goblin will every trust them again.  I’ll recommend to King Fekyrd that they be turned over to the few female Goblin Warriors, naked, bound, and covered with youngling cum  as they are now.  Goblins with no honor won’t survive special ‘attention’ at the hands of those fierce Goblins.”

He then turned to Pack Leader Peltuft.  “Cut that nose ring off the young widow.  She hasn’t been collared or marked so I have the authority to do an exchange.  Tell her that if she tells us everything about this area, especially any threats, then your most trusted four Goblins will deliver her into the hands of Rhona Mistress of Cardiff as a new maid.  Have them tell Rhona that she is a free woman and under no obligation to anyone.”

To the Human Slavers’ Forest Market

The Pack Leaders knew that they were in the right place when they spied three displays of Human flesh on the side of the trail, just within the edge of the thick forest.  A pair of mercenaries or slavers sat in chairs next to each display.

[image: ]“Hail Goblins,” a heavily beared man said with excitement as he arose to hold up his mug of ale in their direction.  “I hopes you got plenty of Gold because we got plenty of that prime cunt here at the Slave Market that you be looking for.” 

Beside his chair were three light haired women with big breasts and sleek bodies.  All three were bound between two fence posts with the remains of three split rails between.  They were kneeling on a fallen fence rail with their knees tied together and to the fence rail.  Their ankles were similarly resting behind them on top of a narrower rail, ankles tied together and to that smaller rail.

“They all seem fit,” Xoirx noted as he slowly ran his hands up from their furry pussy mounds, up and around their breasts to squeeze and test their firmness, and his claws traced the fancy rope work on their shoulders holding elbows and wrists in place behind their backs.  “All three are collared and have their hair shorn.  Gentlemen, these are fine stock and need very little work to finish their processing.”

“Aye, the man said with a wry grin.  “We gots their paperwork, all legal-like for all three, and their special marks are all recorded on the paperwork.”

“Yes, I see,” Xoirx said softly.  “You’ve put the human slave marks on their cheeks.”

“Yep, first rate work all around and a bargain at the rate your King’s men promised,” their spokesman added.  “A Gold apiece, … a bargain in these hard times.”

Xoirx almost choked at the exorbitant rate but then remembered that currently everything that had been in King Quint’s treasury was not in Goblin hands.  “Lets look at the other two that you’ve put on display poles with their arms cuffed and tied off overhead.  Hmm, a redhead and a brunette, both with fine bodies and saucy tits, them tits be a bit smaller than the first three; but; maybe they’ll make better ponies.”

The word, ‘ponies’ brought the first sounds from the five naked women.  At least two gasped at the word and then quickly silenced themselves.  Xoirx turned to the six men waiting on their decisions.  “Tell me, slavers, how did you convince them to be so quiet, that information would please our cocks muchly.”

Several of the Human men blinked in confusion at the comment about their cocks being pleased but then tossed it off as some sort of Goblin thing.  “Look at their backsides,” their bearded spokesman said, “we gave them five strokes of the cane each and reminded them that you Goblins would cut out their tongues if they spoke up.”

The three Goblin Pack Leaders looked at each other and then chuckled.

“So, they both look to be in the same shape as the first three,  They’re already collared and their hair cut.  It looks like you left all five with pussy hair for us to shave off.”

Again one of the women groaned in despair.

The bearded man grinned and added, “Nothing like a cunt getting shaved bald in front of a huge audience to let their new status sink in.”  So, he said as he clapped his hands together, that will be five Gold and you can continue onward to see the rest of the offerings.”

Xoirx counted out five Gold, paused and then added two more.  The men’s eyes lit up in appreciation.  “The extra is a bonus for the extra fine quality of your offerings and for so graciously doing some of our processing.  The licenses and registration are not really be necessary, but the furry pussies will be something we can auction off among our Goblin Warriors.  They like betting almost more than life itself and humiliating Human cunt is their next most important way of spending time.”

After effusively giving thanks, their spokesman added, “As our note to King Fekyrd said, this adhoc Slave Market has several factions of slavers and mercenaries scattered about on this trail.  Out little group sought out the finest stock.”

Pack Leader Peltuft came back leading Breeze, his Pony Sorceress.  “Boss,” he said with a grin.  “You gotta see this.  There’s a group of slavers or mercenaries bringing in a couple coffles of six slaves each.  They be dirty and disheveled with only scraps of clothing among them. But, nobody would ever call them free women again because each had their hair shorn, they are all collared with plenty of capture markings in henna, and slave markings tattooed on their bodies.”

Pack Leader Xoirx nodded with happiness.  Pack Leader Peltuft, pay a Gold each for all twelve.  Tell them no bonus delivered in such filthy state.  Finally, encourage them to pick up more product.”

Peltuft grinned.  “Two younglings for each bitch and four of my men to escort the lot straight back to the Cardiff Breeding Facility?”

Xoirx nodded.  “Make it so, Peltuft.”

[image: ]Pack Leader Xoirx signaled for the group to proceed.  “Lets see what else this market has to offer.”


Chapter 14:  The Slave Sorting and Processing Facility

[image: ]Dai followed his guide, a diminutive Goblin no more than knee-height. “Clearly a low-cast Goblin,” he told himself with a smirk. He wasn’t more comfortable being around these creatures from children’s fables, but he was thirsty for information about the background of this species and its unbelievable connection to Humans.  The building they approached was newly built from stones dug up and shaped from the quarry that he’d past on the way to the Cardiff Breeding Facility.  It was solid and constructed in a way that made it look ancient and durable at the same time.

He walked along the side of the building and marveled at how quickly the Goblins had erected the long, low structure with forced Human labor.  When he turned from the long side of the building, he faced the largest, tallest Goblin he’d ever seen.  Oddly, he observed that the green creature was easily the same height of his sternum and massed more than his own weight.

[image: ]“I be Horst,” the hulking Goblin offered in a disinterested tone.  “You be Dai, … wanting to select helpers for Lord Slaavit.”

Dai nodded silently, still impressed and more than a little afraid of his powerful size.

“Good, … follow, … Horst happy to see Human keeping shrill yakking to minimum.”

Dai followed Horst through the heavy timber door and within a few feet entered an aisle where he was confronted with a baby-faced nearly full grown youngling riding a pretty blonde still wearing clothing.  Dai watched bemused as the youngling and the blonde entered a circular livestock viewing area.

Dai saw two rows of small, Goblin-sized seats facing the viewing area a few feet below them.  What appeared to be an announcer was speaking in the Goblin tongue.  He turned to Horst, “What’s happening here?”

Without looking away from the blonde, Horst offered in the common tongue, “Is first step of evaluation, a sorting pen to see which processing areas new stock should be assigned to.  Since the blonde is wearing clothing, she is not a war trophy.  Most likely, she was purchased from her family or a slaver that bought her from her family.  Economic stress is flooding the market with young females with no marriage options since men all dead or captured.”

“Horst, I want her put in reserve for me.”

The Goblin raised a hand getting the announcer’s attention and simply pointed to Dai.  “Is done,” Horst grunted.  He turned to Dai and added with a raised eyebrow, “Human, be sure to understand you can’t save all these women.  Most here become different types of livestock.  Some will be ponies, some simple sex outlet for Goblin warriors, some to work in new whorehouses we copy from Humans, some common breeding stock, some special breeding stock, and some simply disposed of.”

While Dai was getting overwhelmed by the continuous flow of new livestock entering the sorting pen, a group of younglings were riding nineteen new acquisitions through the facility gate.  Twenty previously Human steeds were ridden with a second youngling for each.  Four exhausted High Caste Goblins were riding herd on the younglings with looks of relief for arriving at their destination.

“Hail, Goblins,” the Pack Leader in charge of the shift called out.  “How many younglings got lost or died on the way here from the Slavers Market?”

[image: ]“One, we only lost one,” the senior of the four escort Goblins hissed in anger.  “It was only one but he stupidly rode his pony off on a tangent and then off a cliff.  We lost a pony worth all the twenty younglings together.”  He paused to collect his thoughts.  “Where be the Slave Sorting and Processing Facility.  We need to drop of nineteen new stock and then take these little fuckers to their entertainment barracks.  I hear that even if the cunt there is the bottom of the barrel, everyone of them is well work fucking.


Chapter 15: The Tribute Way Station on the Shadowlands Border

Near dark, Sir Castor’s group came upon the almost deserted Human border post which previously marked the eastern limits of Human territory.  Now, it marked the eastern limits of the Goblin’s Northern and Southern Territories; land stolen from King Quint.

Ultea led the group through the entry gates to the Shadowlands.  They were now well used to traveling as a group and maintaining watchful surveillance.  The day had been long and they were all filthy with road dust and exhausted.  “I told you Sir Castor, we’ve cut a full day off your schedule, just as promised,” Ultea had crowed out her success when they saw the stone arches ahead.

Missing were any Human guards that were traditionally posted here.  They had been replaced with a Pack Leader and his twenty-Goblin pack.  The Pack Leader and four of his Goblin warriors were standing beside the stone arch entry.

All five bowed with respect when she approached.  “Lady Warrior Ultea and her captured Mage pony slave,” one hissed to the others as if they didn’t already know.  “High honors to the Lady Warrior.”

The Pack Leader’s nostrils opened wide.  “And a second Mage ridden by Pack Leader Zealb,” he spoke with wonder.  “High honors to all, indeed. Know that my cock and that of Pack Leader Quoze, are singing praises of Warrior Goblins who capture Magic users.”

“This is Lightning, my Sorceress Pony,” Zealb acknowledged.

“A Mage and a Sorceress,” one breathed in amazement. 

Then, the five Goblins stepped back to let the six Humans ride past.  More than one Goblin spit at a horse who placidly ignored their dislike.  Others simply glared at the two Human men and five Human women riding horses with none wearing slave collars.

“Ahead on the left is former Tribute Inspector Slaavit’s office, stables, and rooms,” Ultea explained.  “There’s room for the horses in the stable yard but they can’t fit in the slave stables which are sized only as big as needed for Tribute and Goblin Pony Stock.”

Brianna had been glum all day, wondering what devilry Ultea would be up to when it came time to bed down for the night.  She brightened up at the chance to explore her first Goblin-built structure.  She was eager at the opportunity to learn more of what Quint’s Kings had kept hidden.

Four of the Goblins standing outside the small compound swung open the gates and they all passed through into the large carriage yard.  Brianna’s academic curiosity took over her fear of the female Goblin wrangler and she approached Ultea with more confidence than she’d shown since the start of this exhibition.  “Lady Ultea, this is where the King’s Tribute arrived?”

“Yes, Lovey Librarian, for more than a hundred years, this was the transfer point where Human Tribute formerly became Goblin propery.”

Brianna gasped at the unexpected chance to see such an historical place.  “Please, Lady Ultea, can you give me a tour?”

Ultea turned to her with a smirk.  “Of course, Lovey Librarian, but everything has a price.”

Brianna stamped her foot.  “That’s mean, … Lady Goblin, … this is my first chance to see a Goblin structure.”

Ultea shrugged, “I’ll think of something as we go through the facilities.  If you agree, lets begin.”  She looked about the carriage yard and started, “For over a hundred years there were deliveries of Tribute from the Quint Kings, normally once a full moon.  Four or six-horse teams would pull a slaver wagon from King Quint’s territory west of the Brightwater River to this yard.  The escort’s horses and the carriage horses were taken to the hitching rails, rubbed down, fed, and watered.”  She pointed to two doors, one Human-sized and the other much shorter.  “The slaves were taken one-by-one through the large door and access to the office and slave living quarters, just small cells, were through the other door.”

Ultea led Brianna through the Human-sized door into a large room still filled with slave gear and pony tack.

After she gasped at the huge stockpiles of slave and pony gear hanging in tight arrays on one long wall, she started to recognize certain items.   Her head turned this way and that and she couldn’t help but touch a few of the items.  She had to guess at some of the uses and finally, her eyes were drawn to an array of pulleys on the ceiling still with ropes fed through them.

Ultea saw her interest and walked over to that side wall.  She unhooked both ends of one of the ropes looped through the raceway of one pulley.  “Look up and follow the rope,” she said to Brianna and she separated iron cuffs on one end of the rope and held them up for Brianna to see. “The Tribute is brought into this room one by one.  Regardless of their previous status, collared slave, or free Human, they come into this room with wrists bound behind their backs.  Once inside, their wrists were placed in these iron manacles at their belly level and then raised up over their heads.”  She nodded to two of Pack Leader Quoze’s Goblin warriors that had followed them into the room.  “Lets show you how that happened.”

Brianna had been looking at Ultea holding the free end of the rope and fixated on the sturdy-looking iron manacles held up in her hands.  Beside her, the two Goblins that had silently followed them into the room each grabbed a wrist and shoulder to hold Brianna helpless.  Ultea walked up to her front and started to loosen all the laces hold up her top layer of clothing.  When her vest, shift, and under shift loosened enough to be pulled down off her shoulders, the Goblin slipped her clothing’s fabric wrist cuffs off her hands, slapped a set of the manacles about her wrists.  Realizing she was in the process of being undressed and her arms hauled upward, she tried to pull away and escape.  But, the cuffs had instantly latched in place.

One Goblin walked to the wall where the other end of the rope attached to her manacles.  He made sure the rope hung freely from the pulley.  Before the rope was tightened, the other Goblin used Brianna’s hair to yank her to her knees.

“Wait, what are you doing?” Brianna cried.

“Idiots,” Ultea hissed to the two Goblins.  “The next thing Slaavit trained his Pony Wrangles to do was to always gag the bitches before they could figure out that they were Goblin prisoners.  Use the sponge gag in her right belt pouch, its given her countless orgasms.”

Once again, Brianna felt her black sponge gag being jammed into her mouth.  Now both the waist-height Goblins held her down.  Ultea took one of the dozens of leather slave collars off the wall and tossed it to the pair.

“Lovey Librarian, you need to understand that most of the Tribute arriving here were already Quint slaves wearing collars.  But, sometimes free Humans like you came into this processing room without collars.”  She paused and grinned, “High Lady Violet Tanner and Lady Eryn Cardiff are two examples of the King sending off free women as part of the Tribute.  Brianna felt the collar wrap around her neck and a buckle tightened as Brzz spoke.

“Usually,” she continued, “all collars were checked to be sure they were locked in place by a pair of soft metal plugs jammed down through the two layers of leather, pounded in place to add ‘shoulders’ to the plugs which lock the locking straps onto the collars.  We’ll skip that step for now as long as you understand that’s what would normally occur.”

“The normal answer is, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ a Goblin hissed in her ear while his companion stuck a clawed hand down her topless torso and squeezed her breast, too tightly for comfort.  “We start training our stock as soon as we get them collared.”

“Hesss, Histress,” she moaned into the gag.  The hand on her breast relaxed its hold to a gentle rubbing caress but then slipped to the side to slip her blouse and under-shift down below her hips.  “Hoooo!” was her moan of fear at being exposed.

“Normally, our new Goblin stock is stripped naked with a disrobing knife,” Ultea explained.  “But, as a favor to you, we will carefully preserve your clothing in case you need it later.”

With her clothing down about her waist, the Goblins swiftly opened the manacles only to slide her arms free of the dangling clothing.  Then, her arms were brought upward until she stood with the flats of her feet barely on the timber flooring.  She was now bare to her waist with her clothing slowly slipping toward her knees and the short Goblins had all the access they needed to proceed.

“Mistress Ultea,” a Goblin exclaimed in amazement as he tugged on one of the gold rings through one of her nipples, “don’t only Human whores and sluts have their nipples ringed.”

“In all our haste to get started on this mission, I had forgotten how Karson owned and marked you,” Ultea said with a laugh of amusement.  This is delicious.”

“Well Lovey, sadly we’ll have to simulate the disrobing with a knife by simply stripping you naked,” Ultea explained with a grin.  The process was hugely exciting to the Pony Wrangler.  “Stay still while they take off your clothing and obey any commands or I’ll tell them to use the knives.”

As she was speaking, another pair of Goblins led in ponies Flame and Lightning.  The entire group paused to appreciate the disrobing of a newly collared woman.

“Hooo!” was Brianna’s softer moan of protest into her gag.  Her boots were yanked off and her pants, small clothes, under-shift, and blouse followed.  Quickly, she was reduced to the same naked, helpless state as hundreds of Tribute who had entered this way station before her.  She wore only her henna tattoo, a leather slave collar, and iron manacles.

“She’s slave hot,” a Goblin observed as he ran a finger along the outside of her slit.  Both Goblins laughed at Brianna’s wriggle.  “She can’t decide if she hates what we’re doing or if she wants more,” the other Goblin added in the Goblin tongue.

“She’s a bondage slut,” Lady Ultea observed in the common tongue.  “Later, we’ll see how easily you can get her to orgasm and beg for more cock and tighter bondage.”

The Goblins laughed wickedly and lowered Brianna’s arms only to pull her toward a low narrow bench covered in black leather.  She was lowered face down and her head ended up hanging off one end and her ass off the other.

“This one already has an ownership mark,” one complained.  “It’s henna dye but it is still pretty fresh.  There’s also a Human slave registration number as well.”

“Put our Clan mark on her other ass?” the other Goblin asked.

“No,” Ultea ordered in a terse voice after she saw the fake henna tattoo from Karson Potter.  She came over and knelt down beside Brianna’s head.  “That bastard Karson Potter certainly had you marked as one of his women,” she said with irritation.  “You could have gone to any salon in the capital and they would have removed his mark in total secrecy for just a couple Gold.  They would have cut off your nipple rings for free just to keep the gold they are made of.  You wouldn’t have been the first to escape his clutches that way.  Stupid slut, I bet he put you to work in his tavern, the Gilded Goblet.”

Brianna hung her head and Ultea laughed.  “Get that mark off the stupid slut’s ass!” she ordered and replace it with our Clan Sigil.”

Brianna jumped when what felt like an icy-cold rag rubbed harshly across her ass.  The Goblin wasn’t gentle and had to rub hard with the alcohol against her flesh to get the black henna dye removed.

“Know that every Tribute that passed through those doors left this processing room with our Clan Sigil on their ass.  Hundreds upon hundreds of fresh stock were brought to full awareness by the tattoo and by their introduction to one of the punishments that occur if they are disobedient or don’t meet training expectations.”

“Time for the paddle, Mistress?” an eager voice asked.

“You can each give her fifteen strong swats with the paddle,” Ultea answered to two very happy Goblins.

“Eiiii!” Brianna screamed into her gag when the first blow struck her left ass.  The Goblins took turns punishing her left cheek with all thirty of the hard-struck blows.  Brianna’s pretty face was soon splotchy red from weeping, tears streamed down her face, and strings of drool and snot covered her chin.  It was the worst pain of her life.

“Done, Lady Ultea.  Can we do more?  Please,” one of the Goblins asked hopefully.

“No!  She’s been pampered her whole life, this is enough for now.  She will always remember this first punishment.  But, the dye on her right ass is dry.  Paint our sigil using the best quality henna dye,” Ultea said with a grin.

“The six-month one?” the other asked and Ultea nodded.

A broad leather strap was pulled across her lower back and her thighs were securely tied to the legs of the stool.  A caress over her drooling slit brought a moan from Brianna.

Ultea grinned and sat down at her face.  She pulled upward on Brianna’s chin and held an open bronze hog ring up in front of her eyes.  “After the collar, the tattoo, and the punishment, we place one of our Magic-imbued hog rings in each new pony stock’s nose.  She paused and wiped Brianna’s face with a damp rag from a pile on a shelf.  “Next, we ring their titties,” she announced and Brianna burst into tears.

“Yes, … you’ve previously gotten a set of pretty gold nipple rings from your processing back by your previous owner,” Ultea reminded her.  “So, additional rings on that cunt of yours or a magic nose ring?  Both sting but the hog nose ring is more permanent than pretty gold rings decorating your pretty pussy and might make your friends think you’re become my personal slut.”  She held out her hand.  “Raise your head high if you want the nose ring or kiss the back of my hand with your gagged mouth for gold ring ornaments on your pussy.”

Brianna desperately kissed the Goblin wrangler’s hand.  She wept at the poor choices offered but knew she couldn’t face everyone in the morning while wearing a nose ring that robbed her of speech.

The Goblins holding Flame and Lightning’s leashes became bored and led the ponies further into the processing area and around a corner.

The two short Goblins easily freed Brianna’s waist and thighs to flip her over on the bench.  Each took a ringed nipple and teased it with their sharp claw tips.  Ultea hummed as she quickly sanitized Lovey’s labia, pushed a piercing needle through one, and deftly fed a gold ring through that site.  She quickly repeated piercing her labia until two rings adorned each side of the entry to her sex hole.

Brianna could only weep and hope that this was something temporary and private between her and the Goblins.

The Lady Goblin Wrangler sat down on Brianna’s belly.  “In you role as Archivist, I have some secrets to reveal for your journal.  You’ve probably read about the longer than normal and healthy life of our slaves.  First, Goblin seed has a restorative effect on Human females.  That’s why they can fuck your tight little cunts on a break during a long run and you’ll feel refreshed when they finish.  Their seed alone does that while healing and soothing minor external aches and pains, so your poor cunt, ass, and mouth aren’t destroyed by the raping cocks during a night-long gang rape session.”

“This information is to go into your journal but you won’t let anyone but me read what you write.   At least until this mission is finished. Agree?”

Brianna whimpered but agreed.  The information was new and nothing that she’d read about in the Forbidden Books Room.

“Secondly, we use Pony Bliss on our captives,” Ultea continued, “its secondary purpose is to prevent pregnancy for a full moon cycle while inducing uncontrollable lust.  You probably already knew that part.”  Ultea paused and smirked.  “What you don’t know is that Pony Bliss and a frequent diet of Goblin cum is what keeps our collared pony mares stronger than a Human male and with a constantly renewed body; from the bones outward.  I’ve personally ridden two-hundred-year-old pony mares that were still in perfect health and looking like they were only twenty.”

Ultea stood up and added, “Tonight you’ll experience that Pony Bliss personally.  Then, in the morning, your tongue, lips, and mouth will worship this Goblin.  Dwell on that goal because your skills and fervor in pleasing me will decide if I let you dress in your normal clothing afterwards or if you stay behind naked and wearing our collar in one of the cells here at the Tribute transfer station.”

She turned to her two helpers.  “Help out the little slut to achieve a few orgasms and then you can feed your cocks down her throat,” she offered in the Goblin tongue.  “Then, use her ass as you please, her cunt is off limits tonight so the rings can heal.”

Brianna stiffened as she recognized enough of what Ultea said to understand that she was going to once again experience Goblin cocks, a lot of Goblin cocks along with Pony Bliss.  A rough Goblin tongue began to explore her weeping pussy and she gasped.  As pleasure started to flow from between her legs, she realized that these Goblins were far more intelligent and devious that any of her records recorded.  “I have only moments of clarity before they give me Pony Bliss,” she said as she writhed in her bonds, her pussy easily available to the first of her tormentor.  “Somehow, they’ve developed skills, or induced changes in our bodies, that make them far better lovers than any Human.  And by the Gods of Fornication, I’ve sampled more examples of Human males than most.”

Ultea plucked the gag out of her mouth and popped a whole nugget of Pony Bliss into her mouth.  “Lovey, you’ve orgasmed on Goblin cock before but surely you’ve dreamed of a second dose and more fucking like you never imagined could exist.  Wait until you experience the full impact from these the horny little fuckers with Pony Bliss in your system.  You will thank me tomorrow for giving you the full Tribute experience.”

Even before the Pony Bliss kicked in, Brianna orgasmed from the very experienced tongue delving deep in her cunt sheath and finding that spot of bundled nerves that were so sensitive.

“Scream all you want, Lovey,” Ultea hissed maliciously, “the walls and ceiling are thick stone.  Nobody will hear you.”  She turned and got ready to leave before stopping and turning to the Goblin waiting his turn at the woman’s needy cunt.  “Be sure to invite the other two warriors, the ones that brought Flame and Lightning to their cages for the night.”

The Cardiff Breeding Facilities

Eryn wept softly as she followed Slaavit into a narrow viewing gallery overlooking a row of cells below them. 

“This is our stud area,” Slaavit announced proudly.  “We plan to have ten rotating, full-time studs here for genetic diversity, seven Goblin studs serving sentences and three Human studs with excellent genetics to breed strong bitches from stock such as you.  Currently, as you can see, we’ve already procured three of the best Human males we’ve had access to.  As we find better breed stock, these can be culled and disposed of.”

“The area next to this is the breeding room and beyond that are holding cells for any Goblin or Human females being bred and waiting confirmation of their pregnancy.  Unfortunately, that area is empty at the moment until our various female stock gets sorted, processed, and delivered.”

He looked at the Eryn.  “Baroness, in a moment we’re going down there and you’re going to pick your future mate.  He’ll give you an initial breeding and then he’ll be brought to your slave kennels at the Cardiff Estate where he will service you a couple of times daily until his seed finds an egg in your womb.  My bet is it will take a ten-day before that happens, … so, in the meantime, you’ll enjoy a lot of cock from your new Human mate.”

Eryn looked sick at the thought but, she had little choice but to follow him down a narrow set of winding stairs to the display and work area in front of the row of ten cells.  All ten had barred steel walls and sliding barred doors facing the open area where Eryn and Slaavit stood.  She pulled back from the seven Goblins to distance herself.  Even knowing how big Goblin cocks look on their small frames, the seven were prime examples of Goblin genetics in every way.  The were easily a head taller than any Goblin she’d ever seen.  Their muscles and strength were inarguably nearly that of Ogres.  She blushed at the sight of their very erect cocks.  “They’re the size of Ogre Battle Leader Brogaan’s fence post of a cock.”

Beyond the three sex-crazed Goblins were three very muscular naked Human men standing in front of their cells with their arms held upward in permanent wrist shackles.  They were collared, had hog nose rings through their septums, and had black leather hoods laced tightly on their heads.

Eryn looked faint at the sight of the three fully erect Human cocks pointing at her.  They were more unsettling to the Baroness because the pre-cum already dripping from the tips of their cocks were meant to ease their way into her womb.  “Slaavit wants me to get bred by one of these three men,” she moaned, repeating the obvious in her head.

Two Goblin warriors stood by patiently while she examined the three men.

“They know their fate,” Slaavit explained softly so that the male studs wouldn’t realize he was addressing a free woman.  “Our exercise and herbal diet enhance their seed  and increase their aggression.  They get hard at the mere thought of being put to stud on a female.  They were picked as perfect physical specimens, have bloated ball sacks full of fertile seed, and long, thick cocks to please our breeding stock.”

“Personally, Baroness,” Slaavit offered at Eryn’s continued silence, “I recommend the brown-haired one on the end, even with his increased aggression, he’s got a pleasant enough manner and once he gets going, properly fucks like an unleashed demon with only one though, fuck the shit out of his bitch.”  He looked at the Baroness and saw a mulish look on her face.  “Baroness, this is your duty.  Even though my cock sings at your beauty and desires little more than to sample your fertile cunt’s tight, hot depths, I will leave you with these experienced handlers to save you the embarrassment of having me witness the acts that are destined to follow.”

Before Eryn could compose a reason for delay, Slaavit was gone.

“Mistress will make a choice of mates and tease his cock into a first release,” one of the Goblins whispered”  “The seed that follows that first release makes his cock stronger and extends his time fucking you so that his cock will last longer for more pleasure on your part.” The whispered explanation was a growled voice of ruined vocal cords.

The second Goblin threw down a pad before the brown-haired one pointed out by Slaavit.  “Enough useless chatter,” he demanded in a quiet voice.  “Put the bitch on her knees!” he asserted loudly while more gently than his voice suggested, he guided her to her knees.  “Taste his seed, little slave bitch!”  Though his actions didn’t match the harshness of his commands, Eryn knew it was time.

Still reluctant to start, she paused and watched in dismay as each of the Goblins reached to riding crops hanging on the wall.  She gulped and obediently leaned forward on the pad.  The cock twitched as soon as she touched it.”

“It’s best if he comes to like your touch, Slave Lovey,” a Goblin hissed in enjoyment.  “If you don’t like his seed, we’ll let you go down the line to sample the other two unless you make a selection along the way.”

“Cradle his ball sacks while you take his cock deep in your mouth,” one offered as advice.  “You must learn to pleasure your stud so that he can yearn for every chance at breeding you deeply and properly.”

“Gawwwk,” came out of her mouth as the cock thumped into the back of her mouth and her gag reflex kicked in. 

“Get the whole thing covered in your saliva, bitch!  You look to be a selfish cocksucker.  Missy, worship his cock, your pleasure will come soon enough.” the other offered in his gravelly voice.

“Gawwwk,” was her repeated sound until one of her two handlers decided to speed things up and pushed hard on the back of her head.  The move slammed the man’s cock past the back of her mouth and down her gullet.  She found her nose was jammed into his groin, the long thick cock fully down her throat.

A clawed hand reached past her face and squeezed the stud’s balls.  The cock she’d swallowed jumped and then pulsed as the man ejaculated with a grunt of pleasure that came out as a soft whinny.  His cock was still pumping his seed when her head was pulled back.

“Swallow it all or face a punishment!” the gravelly voice demanded.  “Show him that his seed is precious.  Plus, the stud will want his breed bitch to recognize the flavor of his seed from other studs that might find you helpless and vulnerable out in the breeding pastures.  Only then will he plant his seed in your cunt.”

Eryn swallowed the sour-tasting seed and then her head was pulled back further.  She sat there choking from the burning sensation in her throat.  The Baroness, formerly a Lady, had never been throat-fucked before.  While she sat there with tears running down her face from the horror of being forced into being a cocksucker, the Goblin with the gravelly voice asked, “You choosing this stud recommended by Slaavit, … or do you want to taste the next cock?”

The Baroness voicelessly nodded toward the Stud standing before her and pointed with one hand to the first Human stud as well.

The two Goblins quickly put away other the two studs and, for now, left Eryn’s selection on display before his cell.

“Stand up, Lovey,” was the next command she heard.  “Follow me.”  She followed down the row of cells to a heavy timber door which opened into a room with a variety of leather padded benches.   “Strip and climb up on the highest bench, its for breeding Human to Human.  We’ll be back and you best be ready.”

She heard the door thump closed behind her and she was alone in the room.  She looked to the breeding bench, moaned in resignation, and walked over to briefly lay over it to see the fit.  Her knees sat in recesses and her belly fit down snuggly over the narrow top.   When she reached forward, she saw straps and buckles to hold her wrists forward but leaving access for a man to step all the way to her face.  “Does the stud usually face-fuck his breed bitch here first?  And, … then move to taking them from behind?  This thing gives easy access to front and rear.”

Sighing, she took off her clothes and climbed up on the breeding bench.  She was shifting to get comfortable when her hands were yanked forward and the cuffs buckled shut around them.  At the same time, her knees were buckled in place.  That was the point she realized that the bench was narrow enough that her breasts hung down through recesses in the sides of the bench that narrowed just enough for them to swing freely.

“Bitches being bred can’t talk and aren’t usually gagged,” the gravelly voice informed her.  He held up a modified hog nose ring and explained, “This ring just clamps around your septum and it takes away your voice just like the permanent ones.  We don’t want the stud to realize that he’s breeding a free woman, a noble lady.  To his eyes you will look the part of a breed bitch and to his touch you will feel like a breed bitch.”

Eryn was getting a weird feeling about her chosen mate just breeding her without even knowing his name.  An icy cold cloth rubbed on her right ass cheek.

“Did you get the family crest?” the gravelly voice asked in the Goblin tongue.

“Yes, Slaavit copied it from the twin.  So, I’m all set with the henna dye.  Her ass will look just like her sister’s,” the other Goblin explained in the Goblin tongue so as not to let the woman know too much about Slaavit’s plan to breed both of the twins to more quickly get heirs in place.

Eryn’s protest at the icy feeling came out as a soft whinny. 

Her family crest, a perfect copy of the one on Kisses, her twin’s ass, was quickly marked out by the artistic Goblin.

A leather hood was then slipped over her head, letting a carefully selected hint of blonde hair slip free.  The eyeholes were left uncovered.

“She still needs nipple rings to match her sister,” the gravelly voice insisted in the Goblin tongue.  “And, don’t forget the henna slave registration on her ass, … the same as her sister’s.”

Eryn whimpered when she felt cold liquid rubbed over her nipples.  Then she relaxed and knew the Goblins would find that she had been previously pierced until Dai cut off the nipple rings, the holes hadn’t healed over yet.  Sure enough, after jabbering back and forth for a moment, she felt the needle carefully poke through the existing piercing hole and then guide the nipple rings into place.

The Baroness jumped in her breeding frame when a calloused Goblin hand cupped her sex.  She felt a cold sensation followed by a slow sensation of warmth in her labia.  “He spread something on my sex,” she thought and then jumped within her bonds again when a slippery thumb buried itself deeply in her ass.  The same initial sensation of cold was followed by a warming of her most sensitive tissues.  “They’re preparing me for sex, … rape sex,” she moaned.  “They want my holes lubricated to lessen the damage or hurt from oo vigorous initial thrusts.”

A few minutes later, she heard a soft deeper sounding whinny than her higher pitched one.  “Approval?” she thought. “He likes what he sees?”  Then she sensed the warmth of the unknown stud’s groin slip up to press against her bare ass.  His free hands slipped up her flanks in a caressing move and then cupped her breasts in gentle hands.  They squeezed, caressed, and pulled until those questing fingers found her nipple rings.  Her moan of approval came out as a quiet whinny.  The pleasant heating in both her pussy and ass brought quivers of anticipation despite her lack of control.  “Slaavit and King Fekyrd give me no choice in getting with child.  I should take what pleasure I can from this shameful situation.”

A moment later, the stud behind her whinnied in obvious pleasure as the head of his cock nestled in the crease between her labia.  At the first slight initial pressure, Eryn’s head rose in anticipation.  The bondage kept her from wriggling her ass to encourage her stud.  One of his hands slipped down her side and expertly guided his dick past her slippery pussy lips and within her warmed labia.

Both grunted in appreciative unison as his long fat cock began its way down her sensitized pleasure sheath.   He was gentler than she had expected and the cream slathered over her sex and rubbed into her ass assisted her new Mate in easily burying the full length of his cock in her warm and prepared cock pleasing cavern.

Upstairs, unseen by either of the them, Slaavit and the two Goblins that had prepared Eryn watched with glittering eyes as the stud’s ass began a vigorous thrusting pattern.  He’d been left unsupervised since he’d already proven he knew his job.  Echoing whinnies of pleasure indicated that both Humans were fully enjoying the rutting.

“Good that when properly motivated she responds well to taking cock,” one wrangler observed wryly.

Slaavit nodded.  “When they’re done, get both the stud and the breed bitch back together with Byzz.  She can take them back to the Cardiff Slave Kennels.  For today, she goes into the pen named ‘Kisses’.  Until each twin has a baby growing in their wombs, the twins will take turns at the slave kennels and the mansion; both alternating which one gets bred two to three times a day and which one learns the discipline and submissive role required of a slave in a household.”

After a moments reflection, he added, “Trim this one’s hair to exactly match her sister’s and ring her nose.  While the twins rotate between breedings and household slave work, we don’t want Eryn explaining that she’s actually the Baroness.” 

“But, you said she’s a friend of this Rhona Cook,” one pointed out, “won’t she approach her and alert her to your plan to breed both bitches?”

Slaavit chuckled.  “Not to worry, our King Fekyrd and I have a plan to keep that from happening.”

Shadow Garde, Domain of Blokt, Goblin Ambassador to Humans

Ambassador Blokt walked out into the balcony outside his at Shadow Garde and grinned.  The clattering of six sets of iron-shod Human hooves had brought him to the small deck outside of his second floor room.  He stood at the railing of the mansion and estate originally purchased for Sir Michael Arrowsmith by the Slavers Guild.  “Nothing like the sight of newly captured Human cunt after their first time under a saddled Goblin,” he whispered in satisfaction.  His eyes swept appraisingly across the six younglings that had just pulled into the courtyard riding six captive Human women. 

“Two blonde bitches and four with darker hair,” he mused.  “And four of them with breasts suitable for suckling young.”

Blokt walked down the second level stairs, through the mansion’s massive entry, and out into the estate’s courtyard.  There, he nodded to each of the younglings sitting proudly atop a Human pony.

One younglings dismounted from his ride, a statuesque brunette with the largest breasts among the group.  Her large breasts had already been adorned with ringed nipples.  “Administrator Blokt, I be Beerx, temporary Pack Leader of us six younglings with six partially processed Humans.  King Fekyrd himself gave us our orders to deliver them to you here at Shadow Garde.”

“The younglings led a raid into the middle of Kingsreach, breaking into a secure Slave Mistress and Slave Master training facility?” Blokt asked in amazement.

[image: ]“No, Administrator,” Beerx said with a shake of his head.  “Because of the import of your mission, Pack Leaders Cryzz and Peltuft led the way riding the Sorceresses Spirt and Breeze followed by the full complement of their packs, forty strong.  We six younglings followed.  It was over fast, with the only issue that we had was to confront some of the Warriors who had already started to process your candidate bitches and they squabbled with us about your need for a Slave Mistress.”

“And these six are the Slave Mistress’ in training?  All of those captured?”

“Yes, Administrator, and the raid was wonderful,” Beerx explained with excitement.  “We approached the stone walled compound at full gallop with the thunderous sound of forty pairs of steel shoes striking the cobblestone streets in unison.  Then, the roar of flame and lightning spells came, blowing the gates apart.  We drove through, the packs’ warriors killing every male on sight.  The Pack Leaders told us that no mercy was to be offered to keep the raid a swift and powerful one. These six were the only female students, … any female instructors were somewhere else, … not to be found.”

“No other females were found?”

“Oh, no, Administrator, there was a large female staff of cooks, laundresses, maids, and the like along with wives and girlfriends of the staff and guards,” Beerx corrected Blokt.  “Pack Leaders Cryzz and Peltuft took every one of those women and were doing ‘me-to-the-right’ among the packs for ownership.  We was lucky the Pack Leaders got these six pulled aside for you.”

“Lord Blokt, I’m also reminded to tell you that esteemed Pack Leader Xoirx gathered up those two Pack Leaders along with their Warrior Goblins and a host of younglings to meet up with slavers in the forest outside of Kingsreach.  The note to our King Fekyrd claimed only high-quality livestock was there and offered first choice of the bitches to the Goblin King.”

By then, the other younglings had dismounted and held the reins of their newly shod ponies in hand.  They were eager to have their captives examined and each hoped theirs would be chosen. 

[image: ]Administrator Blokt walked among the stock to see which was best suited.  “Youngling Beerx,” he said, “You younglings should be proud of your first steeds.  None have made a sound despite not receiving the ‘Rings of Silence’”

“We came non-stop except for a few short training sessions,” Beerx explained.  “It’s amazing how a few puddlings and whippings change the attitude of these pampered bitches.”

“This one, the one that you rode here, tell me about her,” Blokt asked.

“She be Lynne Corfield, twenty-two, a long-haired brunette with tits the size of a youngling’s head.  Her collar and ringed nipples were done right after capture.  She has no tattoo or Goblin ownership marks yet.”  Beerx answered and then added, “She be a bit willful but a single slash to her cunt took care of that attitude.  She be obedient at the moment.”

Lynne Corfield, recently readying herself for her graduation ceremony as a fully trained Slave Mistress from the premier Slave Mistress Training Academy in Kingsreach, listened with horror as the green devils jabbered in their tongue.  “By the Gods,” she prayed, “those two are assuredly talking about me.  Let this nightmare end.  I saw those other Goblins raping everything in sight when I was captured.  Only these littler fuckers saved us from the same fate.”

Administrator Blokt nodded and pointed to Lynne.  “Order the other younglings to put their captive steeds away.  You will stay here with me.”

Lynne shifted her weight in anxiety as the other girls she knew from the training academy were led away by the little green fuckers.  “What’s going to happen to them, … to me?”

Blokt slowly reached out and caressed the swell of one of the brunette’s massive breasts.  “You know how a cow is milked?” he asked casually in the common tongue.

Lynne had stayed still as a statue when the larger Goblin reached out and ran a gentle finger around one of her breasts.  The touch brought a shiver.  The questioning words in common tongue shocked her senseless.

“Surely you know how cows are milked?” Blokt repeated with a wide grin that exposed the sharp teeth of a carnivore.  He brought clawed fingers snugly over the fat nipple on the breast he caresses.  “Can these plump udders be milked just like a cow’s?”

Lynne gulped at the questions and hesitated.  The clawed fingers holding her nipple tugged outward, drawing her breast meat along with the nipple.  “Mmmaster, I’m no cow.  Those aren’t udders and I’ve no milk to offer.”

Blokt tugged downward strongly on the nipple and Lynne fell to her knees before him.  “You have a choice, … become a slave named ‘Milk Spout’ getting milked and nursed four times a day to feed squalling younglings or, … accept a unique offer.  What do you think?”

“By the Gods, Master, anything must be better than the fate you described,” she begged.

The Tribute Way Station on the Shadowlands Border

Brianna woke the next morning, uncertain at first where she was or how she got there.  “Oh, … I’ve had Pony Bliss,” she thought.  Then she moaned in fright and horror to see that she was locked in one of the small slave kennels.  The cage that she was locked within was only as wide and deep as her widespread arms.  She tried to stand up and realized the top of the cage was only as tall as her head while she was sitting flat on the floor.

She felt herself for any signs of the abuse she suffered at the hands of Ultea and the four Goblins.  She rolled to her belly and rose to her hands and knees and saw no signs of bruising.  “No aches or pains,” she decided in surprise.  Then, looking about the cage, she saw a bowl of water and a bowl of what looked to be porridge of some sort sitting by the cage door.  Farthest away from the door, she saw a covered wood pail.  “For waste,” she decided without lifting off the cover.

“Eat and drink everything or you’ll get beaten,” a female voice from the next cell ordered in a soft voice.

“Wwwho are you?” she asked while looking at the stone block walls separating the cells.

“It’s Lightning, you ditzy idiot,” Lightning hissed back.  “Now hurry up and eat.  Don’t you dare offend Lady Ultea, our Mistress.  It was bad enough having to listen to you getting gang-sexed during your first Pony Bliss.”

Brianna looked with disinterest at the thick paste of oats.  “It actually wasn’t my first time,” she admitted.

“There’s nuts and molasses in that stuff.  It’s tasty enough,” Flame added.  “Now eat up.”

While Lightning listened to the group Archivist eat, she spoke softly so none of the Goblins would overhear if they were nearby.  “Brianna, … no, Lovey, I heard Lady Ultea explaining some things to you about the processing of Tributes and slaves in general.  While pointing out the wonders of the concoction they call Pony Bliss, she failed to mention that it was designed thousands of years ago, soon after they brought Humans to this place.  It will drive Goblins, Human males, and Human females to unquenchable lust for the better part of a day.”  Lightning, formerly the High Lady Margery, Slavers Guild High Sorceress, took a deep breath before continueing.

“Lightning, no disrespect for this knowledge of yours that I truly need to hear; but, Pony Bliss is designed to have no effect on Goblins other than it has a foul task to them,” Brianna offered as a gentle correction to Lightning’s explanation.  It’s all part of some advanced magic called science.”

“Hum?” Lightning sad in confusion.  “I must learn this new magic, … science.”  After a moment to consider that an entire area of magic had been hidden from Humans.  “So,” she said while shaking her head to clear away thoughts of science, Pony Bliss does have extra health benefits to female bodies due to another type of magic called genetics.  With what you just told me, Pony Fruit is the result of two types of magic unknown to Humans, science and genetics.  Ultea also failed to tell you that it is highly addictive; both physically and mentally.  After a few doses, you’ll promise anything for more of those wondrous orgasms.”

Talk of Pony Bliss reminded Brianna of the restorative properties of the fruit.  “Ultea was also correct,” she told herself, “I’m not sore anywhere.  Not even between my legs, and my jaw isn’t even stiff.”

The heavy timber entry door to the kennel cage room burst open with a thump.  All three women immediately stopped talking and Brianna jammed the last handful of breakfast into her mouth and tilted the water bowl to drink every drop.

Ultea strode in and opened Brianna’s kennel door.  Then she stepped back and lifted her kilt up above her waist before sitting down.  Her bald cunt was pointed directly to Brianna.  “Slutling, … Lovey, … it’s time to decide.  Pleasure me or stay here as a general use pleasure slut to Pack Leader Quoze and his twenty warriors.  Since your mouth works, I want you to tell me exactly what you’re going to do.”

Brianna gulped and looked about for an escape that she knew wasn’t there.  “Ummm, Mistress Ultea, … ummm, … this temporary slave, Lovey, desires to pleasure Mistress’ cunt in exchange for my clothing and to complete your instructions of what occurred over hundreds of years with Goblin processing of Tribute.”

Lady Ultea reached forward and grabbed each of kneeling Brianna’s ears.  “Too much talk, not enough tongue, Lovey.  Get to work, dance that tongue.”

The Cardiff Breeding Facilities

Eryn was only allowed a short period of post breeding contentment on the breeding rack.  “He drew three wonderful orgasms from me,” she told herself with a sigh of appreciation.  “This was the first sex I’ve been able to truly enjoy since before I was captured by the Goblins and then the Orc.  I came twice while he took me from behind and expertly aroused that spot deep in my sheath that is especially sensitive; plus his groin hammered wonderfully against my clit.”  She paused and knew with shame that she also orgasmed when he next punched his way into her heated rectum and, after she adjusted to the ass rape, his balls slapping on her clit and the sensations from deep in her ass prepared her for a last, massive orgasm when he pulled out quickly to deposit his seed deep in her womb.

[image: ]She had learned the required routine for a breeding; a blowjob feeding her the first burst of his seed, followed by using his still hard organ to stimulate and seed her pussy, followed by sex in her ass with the seed dumped in her womb just as he pulled out to ejaculate.

Her post breeding contentment didn’t last long.  Still strapped down on the breeding frame, the two Goblin wranglers took out the temporary nose ring and replaced it with one that punched its way through her septum and locked closed.  “That fat ring punching through my poor nose hurt so bad.” 

In her distress, she saw one of the smaller Goblins and knew that it was a youngling, the same as the ones back at her estate that she’d seen grooming Missy.  It’s strutting like a cocky little bastard,” she thought.  It came right up to her on the breeding frame.

“I be Beerx,” the little male Goblin announced in the Goblin tongue, “in charge of this filly when Byzz is doing her other duties.  This breeder too important and too resistive of training for Byzz alone.  I’ve also brought a Slave Mistress who is waiting at the estate.”

The wranglers looked disinterested in Beerx’ assertions.  “What you want?” one growled.

“I be wanting to take this one out for a test drive, … Kissy be her name,” Beerx answered with a grin.

The wranglers grumbled.  “You gonna hafta do it bareback,” one asserted in impatience.  “No time to fit a saddle.”

“Byzz has us on a tight schedule,” the other hissed.

Eryn found herself unable to translate the Goblins quick jabbering in the Goblin tongue except for recognizing her sister’s slave name, Kisses.  The two high-caste Goblins quickly placed herself kneeling with her hands bound before her waist.

“New pony need hands in front for balance,” Beerx commented as if he was an expert in pony riding.

She shivered as the one she figured out was Beerx stepped on one of her thighs and swung around her back, yanking himself upward with tiny fists grabbing her long blonde hair.  She felt his feet grip the tops of her shoulders and, from the tugging on her hair, knew he was balancing himself by holding onto her hair.

“Where’s your reins little one,” the first wrangler shouted with a laugh.

The other offered, “You can sit there on her shoulders later.  For now we still need to cut her hair and slip a set of reins through her new nose ring.

Eryn wailed in anger and regret as her long, beautiful blonde hair fell downward in waves.  “They cut my beautiful long blonde hair short just like worn by a common a slave.  I don’t look like a free person anymore.  The nose ring hurt; but, it can be removed.  My hair will take forever to grow back.”  Then, she remembered the Goblins mentioning her sister’s, Lillian’s, slave name of Kisses.

“They want me and Lillian to look identical, … we are already identical twins.  What is the plan for me?  Those tricky bastards can’t be trusted,” she worried as they finished cutting her hair.  The youngling fidgeted as he watched, eager to ride this breed bitch back to the estate’s main buildings.

Then, still naked and re-hooded, she was given slave sandals.  Byzz walked her outside by her lead rope attached to her slave collar.  Beerx chuckled and wriggled about from his bareback position on her shoulders.  Eryn hadn’t yet realized that without her corset-like saddle shell, her breasts were going to bounce about painfully on the way back to the estate. Eryn whinnied in dismay when she was led fully naked outside. 

Byzz quickly mounted Missy and led her toward the exit of the Cardiff Breeding Center.

“I had no choice but to follow on a humiliating trek back to my own estate, ridden like a Goblin pony,” Eryn had told herself. “I was naked and controlled by that little fucker on my shoulders.  He knew how to pull my nose ring with the reins to move me left or right.”  Even as she picked up her speed to a quick walk, a slimy mix of female sex lube and sperm dribbled down her inner thighs.  The feeling was a stark reminder of her breeding.

Hok came toward them riding his pony slave Snake and leading the still hooded Stud slave.  Sritog was waiting for them at the entry gate to the breeding grounds while riding his pony slave Bimbo.

Despite feeling refreshed after her breeding, Eryn quickly began to tire at the too quick pace set by Byzz with Beerx forcing her to stay up with the group.  “His clawed feet can stretch and squeeze my breasts if I don’t react as he wishes.”  Stumbling along after Missy, Eryn was envious of the pony slave’s better endurance at the stiff pace even while carrying Byzz on her shoulders.

At the hilltop where she’d watched with such dismay the Human male slaves toiling at pulling rocks from the hillside, Byzz took pity on the stud and breed slave and called for a halt.  Eryn was thankful when Beerx scrambled down off her shoulders until Byzz re-clipped a lead rope onto her collar and drew to a fallen tree and draped her over it.  Eryn quickly found that her lead line was passed from her collar downward under the fallen tree trunk and attached to an ankle, trapping her in place with her mouth and ass at the perfect height for use.

“Kisses, you should know that each breeding session starts with you as the cocksucker taking the first load of less concentrated cum down your throat,” Byzz explained as she led the naked stud to Eryn’s face.  Beerx grinned widely at his boss’ expertise in handling the new slave.

Understanding her role, and not daring to trigger a punishment, Eryn obediently opened her mouth and accepted the length of rigid cock that almost instantly filled her mouth.  She gurgled and gasped as the stud held her head in his freed hands and forcefully took the opportunity to mouth rape his breed partner.

While Eryn was increasing her oral skills as an unwilling cocksucker, Byzz pulled her jar of breeding cream out of a pouch and spread a gob of the soothing muscle relaxant over Eryn’s pussy and loosened the tight grommet of her ass to push more of the cream inside her ass hole.

“Gwwaak!” was Eryn’s final grunting sound as the slime-covered cock pulled out of her mouth.   She crossed her eyes trying to focus on the length and breadth of the cock she hadn’t had time to properly inspect.

But, the stud was in a hurry to sink his shaft into her second, and more responsive, sex hole.  He whinnied loudly as his groin met hers.  This time, Eryn had the ability to move her hips and they found a mutual rhythm that brought their bellies together in loud, liquid slaps of forceful intercourse.  Eryn only had one orgasm during this round of sex; but, it was long and almost overwhelming.  They stayed joined together until a loud slap on the stud’s ass reminded him of the requirement to take her ass.

Eryn groaned in discomfort as her stud jammed too quickly and deeply into her tight anal sheath.  It took her long moments to get comfortable and she was grunting in a mild orgasm as he pulled out without warning to spurt his completion in her pussy.

During the second part of the forced hike back to her family estate, she was much more aware of her just-fucked state.  “I’m starting to feel like their breed bitch,” she moaned and wasn’t reassured that she would quickly get pregnant so that this nightmare might end.  “I don’t trust any of those fuckers.  I don’t want to sit for days in the stables, constantly getting bred while waiting for my womb to quicken.”  Also, by now, both of her inner thighs were even more crusted with their mutual fluids, her hair was a wildly disheveled, and the rest of her body was a stinking, sweaty mess.

The Baroness almost wept with joy to see her family estate in the distance.  Her joy was blunted by the fear that her treatment was certain to continue beyond today, and might well continue even beyond the point she was proven pregnant.

Byzz paused to double-check that the leather hood protecting the Baroness’ identity was properly placed and laced tightly.  Eryn watched the rhythmic movement of the taut asses of the two ponies leading the way; Glynnis Priddy (Tramp) ridden by Sritog and Bethan Goff (Snake) ridden by Hok.

“Those two thieving whores deserve their fate,” Eryn told herself spitefully.  Despite her situation, she had to admire the muscular thighs attached to the ass moving so smoothly from their pace.  She blessed her anonymity as she passed the four household guards at the entry gate.  “The changing of the guard,” she mused and recognized all four of the men.

“Tain’t fair,” she heard, “that’s some fine pussy on the hoof.  Too good for those green bastards.”

“Hush,” another corrected, “like it or not, we is subjects to them and you best keep that trap shut.”

The reins of Eryn and her stud were tied off at the wash rack along with Missy, Tramp, and Snake.  Eryn’s hood was removed and she was sluiced down with wet soapy sponges.  Her hands were untied and then bound behind her back.  After her now short hair was brushed, she got her first sight at her stud and her heart leapt at his beauty.  “He’s tall and muscled with a lean, ropy frame,” was her second thought.  Her first thought was at the sight of his stiff cock.  Lastly, she looked at his face and fully approved of his handsome looks.

As her last act at the wash rack, Byzz slopped muscle relaxant on Eryn’s pussy and slipped her thumb covered with the same mixture up her ass.  Eryn whinnied softly at the unwanted touch of her sex holes.

Byzz led her to a large paddock with thick grass and turned her loose.

Eryn looked about in confusion.  With her nose ringed, she couldn’t question what was going on.  She felt the lush grass with her feet and wondered why Byzz, Sritog, and Hok were staring at her while standing on the middle boards of the five-board fencing.

Slaavit walked up with a tall, slim, black-haired young woman at his side.  Eryn looked with jealousy at the free woman.  “No collar, no nose ring.”  Then, slowly, the woman’s severe dress began to sink in.  “Black knee high boots, a black leather kilt above her knees with a slit up each side, a starched white shirt only partially buttoned over a black wasp style corset just barely covering her breasts, … is she a Mistress of some sort?”

She watched the pair out of the corner of her eyes.  Her questions about the woman flared when she saw that Slaavit, her supposed assistant, had a possessive hand on the black-haired woman’s ass.  Her recent rider, the diminutive Goblin Beerx, led her stud to the entry gate to the arena and tied off his leash.  That was when Eryn began to feel heat in her sensitive tissues from the goop slipped into her gash and ass.

The small Goblin trotted out to Eryn’s position in the middle of the ring.  “I be Beerx,” the youngling announced once again only in the Human tongue, “and you be naughty bitch Kisses.

Eryn whinnied softly in response.  Her response was to the negative, but the soft whinny seemed to indicate neither rejection or acceptance of his assertion.

“Big tit Lady with Administrator Slaavit be you new Mistress, … Cardiff Estate Slave Mistress, Lynne Corfield,” Beerx explained happily.  “She also mine secret slave and we to make sure Kissy and Kissy get pregnant with ‘Frisky’ who is also you Master.  He wanting to show you be his bitch.”

Eryn gasped as she tried to comprehend the thoughts that the little bastard was telling her in his nearly incomprehensible speech.  “They want both Lillian and I pregnant.  I’m to be owned by a stud slave named Frisky, a maybe free woman Slave Mistress named Lynne Corfield, a Goblin youngling named Beerx, and a female Goblin wrangler named Byzz who works for Administrator Slaavit?  By the Gods!  Can I fall any lower in this Gods Cursed Goblin game?” 

Beerx was still talking and Eryn forced herself to listen to his crazy rantings.  “Frisky be wanting him cock to sing praises of ownership of Kisses.  This show of you independence from him or him control of your pussy.  Evade cock like a good free bitch or fail and he breed you in public before everyone that know you.  Then you get whipped for you failure.”

Eryn grunted in dismay and then her eyes opened wide when she saw Rhona and Dai join the crowd at the fence line.  Slaavit gave her a look that brought fear and uncertainty to her foremost thoughts.

“Other Kisses be strapped down on breeding bench in stables,” he explained with glee at her obvious statement at the new arrivals.  “She waiting her turn to be breed bitch with Frisky.  Slaavit want Humans know Kissy is hot bitch wanting cock, … much cock.”

Eryn figured out their convoluted plan when Beerx opened the gate just enough for Frisky to quickly dart through the narrow opening of the gate.  “His hands are free!” she realized and then she spun around and raced swiftly to one side of the large round pen.  With her arms tied behind her back, her hips moved more than usual and her breasts began to sway crazily from side to side.  She looked back and saw that Frisky had slowed and was considering his approach.

He lunged forward at the same time as she went on the offensive.  He had a look of surprise on his face when Eryn ran at him, leapt into the air, and swung her lower body around in a deadly swift move.  Her bare feet thumped square against the middle of his upper chest and her impact stopped his forward motion and threw him backward to slide on the grass.

“You go, Lillian!” Rhona shouted.  She turned to Slaavit, “I told you that she’s no pushover.  She might be a slut, but she’s no cock whore to let herself be willingly bred in public.”

Slaavit grunted in disappointment.  “Four to one that bet was.  You bet five of Eryn’s Gold, Mistress Rhona.  Slaavit return twenty plus you keep bet amount.”  Before Rhona could respond, he added in a happy voice, “I’m glad you accepted the need to ensure an heir to one day take Administrator Baroness Eryn Cardiff’s place.  The chance of Eryn never getting pregnant or having a successful birth was too great.  Thus, today’s first breeding of Kisses to get her to carry an eligible heir.”

“Your revelations make my head hurt,” Rhona admitted.  “I just hope nothing happens to Eryn to keep her from birthing an heir.

Out in the field, Eryn walked up to kick Frisky in the balls.

“Slut, rape him and you win!” Slaavit yelled before her kick could damage the stud.  “Ruin his cock for the day and you both get whipped.”

Eryn finished her kick against his belly instead of against his cock and balls.  Then, she added a softer kick to the side of his head.  Then, after straddling his torso, she carefully settled down on his cock.  Somehow, Beerx was there and his small hand guided the fat knob at the end of the man’s cock to her own heated, weeping crease.  Her head was thrown back as the pleasure of the cock’s head pushed upward into her tight cock sleeve.   Her whinny of approval was heard and understood by all.

“So,” Slaavit observed with pleasure as Eryn began to hump her pussy against the captive’s cock below her, “she is truly a slut.”  He looked back at Rhona and blinked.  “Am wondering what your bet would be if her sister was out there?”

“Hmmpf!” was Rhona’s response.  “Eryn is too smart and too careful to end up like her slut of a sister.  That’s why Lillian is out there wearing a collar and begging you to let her get pregnant by a Human male stud.”

“From the way her tits are flying about,” Dai observed dryly, “I’d judge Lillian as a bit more than just a horny bitch.”

Rhona looked to her husband with shock.

“Well,” he said with a shrug of his shoulders, “I see that bitch every day cavorting through the house in that skimpy maid costume; that lacy apron doesn’t cover much in front and nothing in the back.  So, … of course it makes my cock hard.”

“Is why I am introducing the new Slave Mistress, Lynne Corfield, a recent graduate from the Kingsreach Academy of Slave Masters and Mistresses.” Slaavit explained while pushing Lynne forward toward Eryn’s long-time friends, Dai Groundskeeper and Rhona Cook.

Rhona wasn’t pleased that the Slave Mistress was so young and beautiful.  And, after her husband’s admission about being aroused by Lillian Cardiff, Kissy, appearance, she decided that she’d make sure Kissy had no designs to tempt her husband.  She turned to Lynne, “I want you to keep that wanton slut and yourself far away from my husband and I.  No telling what schemes that bitch has going through her head.”

Lynne smiled for the first time in days.  “Finally, this deal with the Goblins might work out,” she told herself.  “I get to dominate a Baroness and her slut of a twin while keeping safely out of the clutches of those green fiends.”

Despite the crowd watching, Eryn orgasmed easily under the professional sexing.  The heating of her sensitive tissues from the muscle relaxant and the controlled swabbing of her insides by the long, stiff cock triggered a fast orgasm followed moments later by a long, rolling, seemingly never-ending orgasm that left her collapsing breathless and gasping on his chest.

“Slut,” Rhona hissed loudly in anger at the Cardiff twin’s slutty manner.

Dai looked beseechingly at Slaavit.

Slaavit looked to look as Dai’s wife marched away, resolute in the knowledge that Kissy was a wanton slut.  He turned back to Dai and answered his unspoken question.  “If you want, Human, and only after she’s confirmed pregnant, I’ll put her on a breeding bench and let you sample all three of her holes.  That’s how our studs breed their bitches; orally with seed in throat, in her cunt with seed for her womb, and in her ass with seed also for her womb.  Will be a contest, a powerful stud gets her mouth, pussy, and ass.  A wimp of a stud gets twenty strokes of crop on his ass.”

Dai’s mouth fell open.  “I wasn’t thinking about Lillian like that,” he lied.

“Will be bet then,” Slaavit responded with a smirk, “whenever you are ready.  The wager is your dick gets her three holes, … you win and have much pleasure.  You fail and feel my crop twenty times on your ass.  Maybe you beg for my cock to not feel crop on ass.”

Dai left before any more outrageous offers were made.

Slaavit turned to his pony wranglers.  “Did you see how I made it impossible for our Baroness to escape from being well laid publicly and before her friends.  He had to rape her or she had to rape him; either way, our Kissy showed off her wanton sluttyness.”

“Boss Goblin the best!” Sritog grunted in appreciation.

“We learn much,” Hok added.

“Either way,” Byzz hissed in happiness, “I get control of three randy bitches, Missy, Kissy, and Kissy, along with a Slave Mistress.  Plus I get another youngling wrangler to help out Brzz.”

Lynne blushed and reminded herself of what she already knew everything that Byzz just referenced.  “I may not wear a collar, but their mark is on my ass.  Every day is just a delay of the inevitable.  And, today, one of their cocks will test out all three of my holes after I put the collared sluts to bed tonight.”

Slaavit turned to her.  “You told your captors that you’d do anything to avoid the collar?  You know the details of your release?”

“Yes, … Master,” Lynne Corfield agreed with reluctance.

“That makes you a sort of volunteer Goblin bitch.  Know that I’ve also had a Human bitch volunteer to take my cock,” Slaavit said with a smirk, “and her name is Missy.  So far she’s getting plenty of cock, but, after the evening meal, I want you naked save for a black leather slave hood and locked in her cell tonight.  Let her spend the first half of the night practicing her oral skills in worshiping a Human female.  The second half of the night, I want you to reciprocate, spending the remainder of the night worshiping a female; slave to slave.  Afterward, tell her Mistress, Byzz how both of your performed.”

He paused and added, “Until then, your priority is to get this Kissy you saw out in the round pen back to the main house where you’ll give her a crash course in domestic chores.”  After a moment, he added, “Instead of giving her the introduction punishment, put her on the punishment bench and offer Rhona Cook the chance to chastise Kissy for being such a wanton slut out in the turn-out pen and for drawing her husband’s appraising eye.”

After a quick wiping down by the little Goblin with the stiff dick, Eryn Cardiff found herself being led away naked save for sandals, a leather slave collar, gold rings through her nipples and pussy rings, and a heavy bronze nose ring.  The new Slave Mistress followed Beerx into the back servants entrance to the mansion and then downstairs to the previously empty staff slave quarters.  Her parents had always provided free servants rooms all the way upstairs, under the roof of the main mansion building and almost never had slaves.

Lynne Corfield had followed the pair down to the slave quarters where she sat down heavily on a chair meant for the Master or Mistress of the House to observe dealings with their slaves.  “Put her belly down on the bench,” she softly ordered Beerx.  He gave her a squinty-eyed look, but complied.  “Look,” she asserted to Beerx, “I’m in charge as the Slave Mistress during the day and in front of other Humans.  If you want, … well, … I know that you and Brzz own me other times.  Yes, your tiny brain is in the head of your cock; but, don’t let it mess up the careful balance Slaavit has established here.”

“Missy, got big mouth,” Beerx snarled back angrily.  “It be as you say, … but, … know my cock gonna explore all your holes soon enough.”

Lynne nodded.  “Be that as you wish, Master Beerx.  Until then, I go and offer Mistress Rhona Cook the chance to punish the twin she just named a whore.”

Eryn heard the Mistress clearly and shivered.

“Thank you Mistress Lynne,” Rhona spoke in an eager tone, “I’ll take over here.  I don’t need you either, Beerx.”

Lynne started to protest and then stopped.  “Mistress Rhona, you can mark the deceitful bitch with cane or crop; but, no blood or you’ll get even more of the same.”

“Don’t get all high and mighty, Slave Mistress,” Rhona growled.  “The Baroness herself named me Mistress of the Estate and controller of everything that takes place in this house.  Piss me off enough, and you’ll either be limited to the barn area as Slave Mistress of the Stables or as a newly collared slut to horny Goblins.  I can make either choice happen.”

The Slave Mistress gulped.  “As you wish, Mistress,” she whispered as she backed out of the room.

Rhona transferred her glare to the Baroness.  “Kisses, I agreed to you being bred just like your sister.  The difference is that she gets to pick the Human male she decides to pursue; either as a lover or as a husband.  Your stud is quite the specimen and I can only hope that your sister’s lover or husband is half as handsome.”

Her face took on a stony visage and her voice hardened as well.  “Lillian, you were a willful, spiteful child and you only became worse as you became an adult.  I have no doubt that had you gained control of the estate, that you would have ridden hard on those that love this place.”  She turned and picked up a cane and swung it experimentally through the air.

Eryn whimpered at the whistling sound it produced.

“Kisses, I don’t know how the whipping I gave you earlier has faded away so quickly.  With that in mind, I’ll give you deeper, more hurtful, and longer lasting welts.”

The cane swung through the air and slammed across both of Eryn’s ass cheeks.

A full one-count later, Eryn’s would exploded in agony.  Her scream was magically muted and became soft whinnies attempting to beg for mercy, … that she wasn’t Lillian, … that she’d do anything for her new Mistress if only she’d stop.

Twenty-five brutal strokes later, Rhona threw down the cane, turned her back on the weeping slave, and walked out of the room.  Her conscience was clear.  Brutally whipping the willful little bitch was completely justified.

After Rhona left, Lynne came in and carefully inspected Kisses’ red welts.  “No blood,” she hissed in irritation after carefully counting each welt.  “No way to get Slaavit to intervene and punish that uppity former cook.”  Wordlessly, she unstrapped Eryn and dragged the weeping woman to her cage in the slave kennel.  Each was a rectangle of stone blocks with a heavy door of criss-crossed steel bars riveted at each junction of bar across bar.  Rhona kicked Eryn in the ass to hurry her inside the cell that was waist high and as wide and long as the slave’s outstretched hands.

“Whatever punishment that one Kisses gets, … the other gets the same,” she told herself as she locked the door to the Slave Kennel.  She headed quickly toward the stables to tell Brzz or that arrogant little shit Beerx about this Kisses’ punishment.  Then, … she abruptly stopped and then sighed.  “The faster I go, … the more time I’ll spend in that stupid Goblin-fucker, Missy.”  Her cunt weeped sex slime at the thought of the pretty blonde bitch’s tongue digging into her twat.  But, her brain told her to delay to somehow minimize the time she had to service the the blonde’s twat.

Brzz was waiting for her outside Missy’s narrow kennel.  “No stall for you two tonight,” she told Lynne in a malicious tone.  Strip off while I give Missy a little snack.  Lynne turned aside while Brzz held out an open palm of her hand with a single nugget of Pony Bliss.  Missy looked up imploringly and opened her mouth obediently when Brzz’s face showed no sign of mercy.

Not understanding the significance of the nugget of fruit, Lynne almost eagerly opened her mouth.  He face showed her appreciation at the rich flavor of the fruit.  She hesitated at the door and looked to Brzz.  “Just minutes ago, Mistress Rhona gave Kisses twenty-five harsh strokes of the cane.”

Lynne didn’t like the smile that formed on the Goblin’s face.  “Good,” was her simple answer.

Brzz dragged a bench over to observe the antics of the soon to be wildly aroused bitches.  “There’s no room in the cage for proper dual mouth to pussy action.   I bet they end up on their sides with their knees pulled up; with each sucking cunt.”


Chapter 16: Office of Inspector General

Bedroom of Assistant Administrator Lord Slaavit

Eighteen-year-old blonde Goblin Pony Slave Missy, once a free woman named Maygan Caddell, woke beside the sleeping form of her Goblin Master.  Her arm was draped over his belly, loosely holding the base of his spent cock.  “I feel at peace,” she admitted for the first time in more than a ten-day.  “He took me in all three holes just as a Goblin should,” she told herself with a smile, “just as in our contract.”  Then, in her first jealous-free mention of her sister slaves, she added with a smile, “He fucked all of us in our holes, dumping twelve potent loads of his cum on and in us while we all watched each other on this huge bed.  It couldn’t have been better even if we had taken Pony Bliss.”

Behind her naked form in the vast bed that the Goblin had commissioned to better enjoy up to all four of the former Human females wearing his slave collars, was her sister-slave, a twenty-six-year-old with short blonde hair and the largest tits of the foursome, Bimbo, formerly one of Karson Potter’s victims, trapped by his schemes into whoring, named Glynnis Priddy.  Bimbo had her arm over Missy holding one of her breasts and both were covered in the dried cum of their Master.

On the far side, nearest to Slaavit, was another of Karson Potter’s former whores, thirty-two-year-old Snake with short black hair, formerly Bethan Goff whose closed hand was above Missy’s on Slaavit’s long cock.  There was still room for a third hand above the two feminine hands lightly grasping the half-hard snake awakening between his legs.

Lastly, the slave who first drew Missy’s jealously was the eldest of Slaavit’s slaves, thirty-six-year-old Blackie with short black hair, formerly King Quint’s Castle Mistress of Slaves Ariana Pendry.

“I was jealous because she was, and still is, his favorite steed,” she remembered.  “But, he’s since promised upon his sacred cock that I’m the best cocksucker in his harem, Bimbo has the slickest, tightest, hottest cunt, and Snake loves taking his cock all the way up her ass the best.  He said that it was like the Gods worked together to give him slaves highly skilled in all those sexual skills that he loves the most.”

A soft knock came at the door and it opened.  A redheaded woman in forest traveling dress of a noble lady stepped in.  She wore an embroidered dress hanging to just below her knees and leather pants and boots underneath. Her clothing included wrist guards and a long dagger at her waist.

Missy cringed at being caught naked in a Goblin’s bed by a stranger, a well dressed stranger.  “Master,” she hissed, “we don’t have any sheets to cover us.”

Slaavit laughed and slapped her ass good naturally.  “All four of you are mine, … everyone knows we fuck every chance we get.”  He rose and slipped out of the bed from between the dogpile of his ponies.  His cock, still shiny from the last hole he had used, hung down to his knees as he faced the redhead.  “Who be you to disturb my sleep?”

The woman smiled.  “Lord Slaavit, I be Lady Linde Plesher and I’m assigned here at the Cardiff Estate in several roles by Ambassador Blokt with the blessing of King Fekyrd.  May I sit?”

Slaavit looked about his large suite, wondering if he had chairs.  His previous interest had been wholly on the bed and the room with a large tub and waste buckets.  He smiled when he spied two chairs and strode over toward them to sit, ignoring the Human nicety of offering the Lady a seat.  “Well,” he demanded as she sat down.  The two upholstered seats faced each other with a short table between them.

[image: ]Linde Plesher set down down on the table a document from the leather case she carried over her shoulder.  She slid it over to the Goblin. “This be my patent of nobility from Goblin King Fekyrd.”

Slaavit picked it up, only paying interest because it was purportedly signed by both his King and the Human Ambassador.  “You be a Baroness?” he said with a raised eyebrow after reading the document and checking the signatures.  “I’m not an expert on Human speech, but you sound like a woman from the country, those remote forest lands well west and south of Kingsreach.”

“Aye, Lord Slaavit,” she answered in an amused tone, “just like me, you were raised to the nobility by your King and from a common background much like me as well.  Your rise be impressive from common Goblin Warrior, to Pack Leader, to Battle Leader, to Tribute Inspector, and now to Assistant Administrator for the Southern Territory.  Mine was a less interesting path, from a commoner birth, to wife of a Forest Ranger, to Widow no thanks to an organized poacher gang, to a Goblin captive, to a Baroness thanks to Ambassador Blokt.”

She pulled out another document.  “This is a proposed law drafted by Rhona, Mistress of Cardiff lands and sent to Ambassador Blokt regarding establishing an Inspector General Duty under the Ambassador to adjudicate complaints made against Masters and Mistresses of households in the Territories that act against the King’s laws or standards of conduct established by the Administrator.”

“What is that all about?” Slaavit asked in confusion.

“She was upset with downward shifting standards among Masters and Mistresses of estates with some complaints of wrongdoing.  Rhona felt that not every complaint can be handled quickly and appropriately by the Baroness, so this creates an Inspector General responsibility in Ambassador Blokt’s team.  While there is a means of submitting complaints of misdoings of Ladies and Lords to the Administrators, she felt the Baroness was too busy to pay attention to misdeeds or slipping standards among the nobility.”

None of the fucked out sluts on the bed paid any attention to the conversation. They were gently caressing each other in a familiar manner without rising lust, … yet.

“This be an explosive document,” Slaavit observed.  “What be your role in this?”

“I’m an independent Agent reporting to Ambassador Blokt.  My role is to research charges brought to either the Baroness, you Lord Slaavit, or directly to Ambassador Bloke.  The full details of this are to remain secret between you and I, although I’ll explain something to Mistress Rhona to explain my travels.  My primary position here is as Private Secretary to Rhona, a position requested by Rhona in her messages to Blokt.”

Slaavit was surprised at the level of Rhona’s letter writing campaign. “Why didn’t Rhona simply ask the Baroness for a noble Lady as Private Secretary?  Another question, Lady Plesher, does Rhona have an ulterior motive?

The redhead smirked, “I’ll answer with a question.  Which one of the sluts lying on your bed is Kissy?  Her pending slave registration form for if she violates parole says she is eighteen, a blonde, and that she orchestrated an escape from the Castle’s Mistress of Slaves, another one of your harem, a tall black-haired thirty-six-year-old.”

“Missy, Blackie, get your tight little asses over her and present for the Lady,” Slaavit demanded.

Blushing deeply, Missy rolled as gracefully as possible off the bed.  Her steel hooves clicked loudly on the stone floor as she scampered to Lady Linde Plesher and smoothly knelt down and lifted up her breasts.”

“No that be something I’ve not seen before,” Linde said with a gasp at the sight of the cute pony ankles and steel shoes on the slave.  She recovered quickly enough to appreciate Blackie’s approach, her more graceful moves, and then how she slipped naturally into the submissive position of present.  “Pony Slave Blackie at your service, Lady.”

Linde locked eyes with Slaavit and both smirked.  “Looks like Missy still needs some training,” Linde guessed.  “Too much free Human woman in her?”

“No,” Slaavit responded with a broad smile.  “She’s only nervous, there isn’t a slave in the Territories with less Human female left in her body.”

The Goblin turned to Linde Plesher, “Lady these be interesting times at the estate.” He was thinking of how his plan was progressing with such success to breed heirs into the Cardiff twins.  “The stud, Frisky,” he told himself, “the brown-haired twenty-nine-year-old with the fat cock, formerly Cedrik Blaney, is doing well.  And, Rhona already has friction with her dislike of Eryn Cardiff’s slow response to the King’s directives.  Interesting indeed.”

He paused to think about the friction between Rhona and the new tall and slim twenty-two-year-old Lynne Corfield, a recent graduate Slave Mistress.  “Rhona thinks her job be to keep Dai, her husband, away from Missy but the real issue will be the female slaves he brings back as landscape workers.  Rhona will be expecting men, not beautiful collared slaves working directly under Dai.”

Ambassador Blokt’s Residence at Shadow Garde

Blokt groaned at the sight of the paperwork on his desk.  “I just handled all that nosey Rhona’s letters and got King Fekyrd’s concurrence and those laws written and approved.  What’s all this?”

He smiled at the first, it was a progress report from King Fekyrd on Sir Castor’s small reconnaissance team.  “They are approaching the site of the demon Portal to Earth and all is well so far.  Thank the Gods!”  A footnote in the report passes on satisfaction from Lady Warrior Ultea regarding bringing a collar closer and closer to High Lady Brianna Woods’ throat.  Blokt grinned.  “The only thing better than fucking a free Human woman is fucking her again as your Pony Slave after you put a Goblin collar on her neck.”

Ambassador Blokt picked up the next note with a grin, it was yet another progress report from his King.  He immediately frowned at the double updates about the other Portal, the one leading back to the demon lands.  “The King reports no progress with the Ogre nation about cooperating in a fight against the Orc Queen Phossa and her Battle Orcs.”  His grin had already turned into a deep frown.  “Orc Queen Phossa is one hundred-twenty-five-years-old, a vicious leader and a fierce strategist.  She is eight-feet-nine-inches tall, weighs more than twelve hundred pounds, and has eight inch tusks on her lower jaw to rip flesh from her enemies.  Plus, she is reported to eat the still beating heart of anyone she defeats. 




End of Book II

Continued in:

Book III:  Portal to Slavery:  A Slavegirls and Ponygirls Story
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