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Chapter 1

The air was hot.

Scorching.

Annoying.

The growl of my stomach was the only sound except for the howl of the arid wind.

A trail of smoke rose into the sky across the wasteland. Camp of bandits or village, it didn’t matter. There was no real difference anyway. One tends to move and the other stays in place.

The people within would be the same.

If I were lucky, there would be a whore or two.

Regardless, they would have worked for a wastelander.

I clutched my war axe and the sack of supplies. Desert fruits and water.

Emergency rations.

I picked a red berry and threw it into my mouth.

It popped and released a burst of water. There was no particular flavour. If anything, there was a slight bitter aftertaste.

But it will have to do until I reach the settlement.

The wind carried the stink to me long before I saw the flames.

Meat. But not meat.

Something was burning.

As I came closer, I could see the fire.

A wooden palisade rose from the dust like a line of broken teeth, its logs sharpened at the top and blackened by smoke. The settlers inside had cut the trees from the old forest valley, dragged them miles across the wastes to build their walls. A good wall.

But it was broken in one place.

Not broken by time.

Broken by force.

I kept walking.

There were people on the palisade.

They saw me.

They moved.

Someone came running out of the broken point.

“Who…who are you?” He yelled. His voice was shaking.

I simply showed him my axe.

He sagged. Probably in relief.

I lowered the axe and kept walking.

Past the bonfire that smelled of meat burning.

Up close, the heat pressed against my skin like a wall. The familiar smell of humans burning. And the pyre was large enough for several bodies.

The men watched me pass, their weapons still in their hands but their eyes drifting back to the flames and their muttered prayers.

None of them tried to stop me.

The broken gap in the palisade yawned ahead like a missing tooth.

I stepped through it.

Inside the settlement, the air felt colder.

“Just some barbarian”

One of the guarding settlers muttered to the rest.

They were clearly new. They would soon learn that they are now barbarians too. Or they will die. Whatever comes first.

I just wanted to eat something or get paid.

“Who is in charge here?” I growled.

“Me!” A burly man suddenly appeared. He had old scars. Knives. Not too deep.

“What happened here?” I asked, wasting no time.

“Goblins,” he said, planting his hands on his waist.

“Goblins?” I asked again.

“Yeah. They came at night and ransacked the village before we could chase them back.”

I studied his face for a moment.

“You are lucky,” I said.

He snorted.

“I don’t think so… many of us died.” His eyes drifted to the pyre outside the wall, visible through the broken gap in the palisade. The fire popped and cracked as another piece of flesh dropped into the coals.

“If it were orcs,” I said, “you would be dead.”

He frowned at that, uncertain whether to take offense.

I pointed with the axe toward the broken section of the wall.

“How did goblins break the wall?”

He shrugged, the motion stiff.

“When we heard the sounds, they were already in. Orcs usually don’t come to this area, so we didn’t expect anything.”

I nodded slowly.

Of course they didn’t.

“Next time, keep guard,” I said. “And bell. Or horn.”

He looked at me blankly.

“Or die in your sleep,” I added. “That is easier.”

But before he could reply, I asked, “What work is here?”

He blinked, thrown off by the bluntness.

“Or food,” I added.

That he understood.

Food is simpler.

His shoulders eased a little when I said it.

“The thing is… Goblins took away our food stores,” he explained. “But we can give you some if you promise to find where the goblins came from.”

I shrugged.

“No problem, show me the direction.”


Chapter 2

The settlement disappeared. I wonder how long it would survive.

Not long if they don't learn.

Goblins haven't really tried to hide their tracks. It was a raid against newcomers who were not on guard to begin with. But I was not one of them.

Their footsteps had pushed into the red earth. Slightly deeper than usual.

A large rock appeared on the horizon. Not really a mountain.

It probably had caves for them to hide.

I grabbed a single throwing axe. Keeping it close as I advanced.

The rock grew larger and larger.

The area also grew rockier. More and more reddish stones.

Something cracked.

My throwing axe flew. Something slipped and fell from a tower-like a rock.

I simply walked towards it, and a dead goblin lay under it, covered in dirt, with my throwing axe lodged in its head.

I yanked it free, cleaned the edge with the rags the Goblin wore, and went back on my journey.

It will be cleaned soon by carrion.

Vultures that circled the skies were already descending.

I used the large rocks as a cover. There were no other scouts or ambushers.

The faint snickering carried on the wind.

Thin sounds. Wet laughter.

Goblins.

I slowed my steps.

The wasteland is quiet, but the goblins did not care to be quiet. I moved toward the sound.

Low.

Slow.

Then I saw them.

A shallow opening in the rock, like the mouth of a cave that had forgotten how to be a cave. The stone overhang gave just enough shelter to hide a small camp from the wind.

Firelight flickered against the rock walls.

And the goblins sat around it.

I edged a little closer until the whole band came into view.

They were hunched around the fire, with muddy green skin and long ears. One of them crouched over a crude spit, turning a chunk of meat slowly over the flames while grease dripped and hissed.

The others watched.

Some chewed on bones.

Another was digging through a sack and tossing things aside with little annoyed grunts.

Sacks of loot were piled in a corner of the stone hollow: grain bags, cloth bundles, bits of iron tools, whatever they had taken from the village before running.

Less than a dozen.

It wasn’t a tribe.

Just a raiding party.

It will be easy.

I grabbed the boomerang from my belt and sent it spinning into the air.

It rose above the rocks in a wide, silent arc, turning once, twice, catching the faint light of the sky before disappearing into the dark.

A second late,r both my hands held throwing axes.

Then I ran.

The goblins were still laughing around their fire when I burst from the rocks.

One of them sat above the camp on a narrow ledge, thin legs dangling as it gnawed on a bone. It was the first to see me.

Its yellow eyes widened.

The creature opened its mouth to scream—

Then the boomerang came back.

It slammed into the goblin’s head with a hard crack.

The creature tumbled from the ledge, bouncing once off the stone before hitting the ground beside the cave mouth. The neck bent wrong when it landed, twisted at an angle no living thing should have.

By the time the rest understood what had happened, my axes were already in the air.

The first spun into a goblin’s forehead. The iron blade buried itself deep with a dull thud, dropping the creature backward into the dirt.

The second struck another just as it began to rise, the edge punching through its skull and pinning the head back like a split melon.

Two bodies fell before the others even stood.

Then the snickering turned to shrieking.

The remaining goblins scrambled to their feet, snatching up spears and jagged knives. One kicked over the cooking spit in its panic, sending burning meat tumbling into the dirt.

They rushed me together, shrill voices barking and squealing.

Too late.

My war axe was already in my hands.

The first goblin reached me with its spear half-raised.

The axe came down.

Iron met flesh and bone in a single heavy stroke. The blade bit through shoulder and rib without slowing, splitting the creature nearly to the waist before burying itself in the ground.

My heart began to pound. My muscles began to throb.

The next lunged with a dagger, and I pulled the axe free and swung again. Two halves of what used to be a single goblin fell in different directions.

I laughed. I was alive!

“Come on, you little things!” I roared.

Another tried to circle behind me, but my axe swept sideways, and its head fell from its neck.

More came, but my axe kept swinging. Again and again.

Goblins fell, one, then another, and another, and it was exhilarating…at least until suddenly they stopped coming.

Suddenly, they were all gone. Dead.

My excitement died out prematurely. To have an actual fight after all this time and to end it so quickly…

My eyes fell on something.

One goblin remained huddled behind the dying campfire.

Its narrow shoulders tapered down into a slender waist before widening again at the hips.

The loincloth it wore hung loosely there, a strip of worn cloth tied around its middle.

The curve of its hips was rounder.

The line of its back is smoother with a gentle slope of its spine.

And finally, its hair was longer.

I knelt down beside it, the axe still ready in my hand in case it tried something foolish. With my other hand, I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of its long, tangled hair, and yanked.

“Hiyaaa!”

The goblin shrieked in a high-pitched voice as its head snapped back toward me. It's back arched, and its small body stiffened when I dragged its face closer to mine.

“Me no fight!” it squealed quickly, the words tumbling out in panic. “Me no fight!”

I held it there for a moment, studying it.

Up close, the difference was clearer.

This one was a female.

The narrow strip of dark cloth wrapped tightly around her chest struggled to hold down the two small, round mounds beneath it. Her wide hips pressed against the dirt where she knelt, and her thin waist twisted awkwardly as she tried not to move under my grip.

Her yellow eyes were wide with fear.

Long ears flattened against her skull.

“Where are the rest?” I asked.

Her throat bobbed as she swallowed.

“No rest… me only!” she stammered quickly. “Only me!”

My blood was still boiling.

The fight had been too short.

The rush of it still roared in my ears—the pounding of my heart, the heat in my arms from swinging the axe, the taste of iron and smoke in the back of my throat. I had come expecting a real fight. A clash that would leave bones broken and the ground red.

Instead, it had ended in moments.

Too fast.

The hunger for battle had nowhere to go.

Killing this small thing would not change that.

I held her there by the hair, studying her more closely. Up close, I noticed things I had missed in the rush of the fight.

There was a faint fragrance in her hair.

Not the usual sour stink goblins carry, but something lighter. Almost like crushed flowers carried on the wind in spring valleys far from the wasteland.

Strange.

Her back curved as she trembled under my grip, the line of it smooth beneath the thin green skin. The firelight from the coals flickered across her small frame, catching on the cloth wrapped tightly across her chest and the narrow line of her waist.

It had been a long time since I had tasted a woman.

Too long.

Out in the wasteland, such things are rare unless you return to the tribes. Months can pass with nothing but wind, dust, and blood for company.

And now here was this creature.

Small.

Helpless.

Almost… appetising.

Some tribes kept goblins.

Captured them during raids and forced them into work or worse. They were quick creatures, clever with their hands. Useful for digging, gathering, and other small labor.

And then there were the exiles, and some of those degenerates kept pleasure goblins.

I let go of my axe. Using the newly freed hand to explore the curve of her back.

She shuddered and purred rather seductively.

I was no exile, but I was a wanderer. And no one would know what happens here.

“What can you do for me then?” I asked as my palm caressed her bare skin, down the curves of her spine.

Her skin was smooth like a softer hide.

“Chi-ji carry thing…” she stammered quickly.

Her voice shook as she spoke, the words tumbling out in the broken tongue goblins used when speaking to men.

“Chi-ji cook thing… Chi-ji no fight…”

She kept her head low as she spoke, yellow eyes darting up at me only for a moment before dropping again. Her thin fingers gripped the dirt between her knees as if the ground itself might keep her safe.

“Chi-ji, good goblin,” she added quickly, almost pleading.

My hand slipped down further, pushing down the loincloth. My palms were filled with perfectly round softness before my fingers squeezed them.

“Ahn!” She squealed.

“You can go,” I whispered, and she let out an audible sigh of relief until my hands squished her ass again, making her moan.

My fingers slipped lower between her legs until I felt her wetness, then the fingers moved. Gently stroking her goblin pussy, making it wet and juicy.

“I have another work,” I whispered.

“You can be my pleasure goblin.”

“Ple-ssshhhh-aaa?” She moaned a question.

“You want to know what  you are supposed to do?” I asked the goblin again.

“Hmm-hmmm!” She vigorously shook her head in affirmation.

“Good”

I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her towards me.

My manhood was throbbing, bloodlust in my veins turned into carnal desire and flowed down to my cock. When it was released, it rose like an unsheathed sword, hard and straight.

Her ass was shiny and perfectly round. Her asscheeks looked like green bubbles.

I used my hips to aim my cock. It looked massive against her body. The tip rubbed against the green petals of her pussy, making her shudder.

“Wa-wa…” Her mutterings meant little as my hips pushed my cock forward. The tip plunged first, bringing the first wave of sensations. Then the entire shaft went it.

She screamed as my girth filled her tightness, and it was tight as fuck.

“Shit,” I growled.  Somehow, my cock had managed to go in her, and it slid in alright, but the sheer tightness was unbearable. My body began to shake; her walls came in tight, enveloping it…grabbing it.

The goblin’s moans bounced off the cavern rock, coming back twisted and wet, like some sick chorus that wouldn’t shut up.

My body kept slamming forward even when my brain was getting fried from how good it felt. Her cunt was wrong in every way, too small, too tight, too slick, too fucking eager, and that made it perfect.

Every thrust punched a new grunt out of her throat. No words, just howls of a lust goblin being fucked.

Same haze in my head, the same bestial feeling that used to come in battle. But I had never felt it while fucking.

Sounds stacked up and filled the cave, wet slaps of my hips against her ass, loud enough to echo, the filthy sucking noise every time I pulled most of the way out, her goblin cunt clinging, not letting go, her broken snarls turning into high, desperate yips when I bottomed out.

The animalistic urge within me only grew stronger. Fiercer.

My grip tightened on her thighs and lifted her like a wheelbarrow before pounding her even harder.

I could feel it grow within me, taking me over, demanding release.

But I didn’t stop. I kept pounding her tight hole. Each thrust into her blew away my mind with pleasure.

A thoughtless being, like an animal.

And I was that animal.

And then it all came to an end with an explosion.

A groan pushed forth like steam from a kettle as the pressure within me dissipated. A moment of total bliss. Her body convulsed with me, screaming and howling, her little goblin hands pounding the stone ground.

A fleeting moment that quickly disappeared. As the pleasure receded, I was left holding a limp goblin with white cum dripping out of its pussy.

It was then I realised darkness had begun to fall.

I wasted too much time. It was too late to leave. Crossing the wasteland with all this loot was impossible.

But that led to another problem.

The goblin.

I placed her ass back on the floor and nudged her.

She stirred weakly.

“Waaah…” she murmured, a soft, almost childlike sound, before settling again, her body going limp as sleep dragged her back under.

I frowned.

Chasing her away was no solution.

Goblins remember.

They watch.

Even if she ran, there was a chance she would return—alone in the dark with a knife, or worse, with others of her kind creeping back along my trail.

A goblin cannot be trusted.

Not in the wastes.

Not anywhere.

I looked around the camp. The sacks of food and loot lay piled against the rock, silent proof of what her kind had already done.

No.

Leaving her free was a risk.

I moved without another thought.

A coil of rope lay among the stolen goods, strong enough. I took it and knelt beside her.

She didn’t wake.

Not even when I pulled her arms back and bound her wrists together.

Not when I tied her ankles.

Not even when I tightened the knots.

She only shifted slightly, breathing slowly and deeply.

The campfire the goblins had built continued to crackle, low and steady, its coals glowing like buried embers in the dark. Now and then, a small flame licked up through the charred wood before sinking back again.

The night pressed in around the hollow.

Quiet.

Heavy.

I reached for my axe and pulled it close, resting it within arm’s reach. The iron head caught the faint red light of the fire, dark and still.

Only then did I allow myself to sit back.

The weight of the day settled into my bones all at once—the long miles across the wasteland, the heat, the fight, the blood. It crept into my shoulders and down my arms, turning them heavy.

A good kind of tired.

The kind earned.

I leaned against the stone wall, the rough surface cool against my back. The smell of smoke and dust hung in the air, mixed with the fading scent of cooked meat and goblin filth.

My eyes drifted once to the bound goblin.

She lay where I had left her, small and curled, the rope holding her wrists and ankles tight. Her breathing remained slow, steady, as if none of this mattered.

Strange creature.

I closed my eyes.

Out here, sleep is a risk.

But a man who does not sleep does not live long either.

So I rested.

Light.

Ready.

The fire crackled softly.

And beyond the rocks, the wasteland listened.


Chapter 3

“Mmmmm… miiii…”

“Mm… mmaaah…”

The sound pulled me out of sleep like a blade across the skin.

My eyes snapped open.

Then I felt it.

Something warm.

Soft.

Shifting against me.

My hand shot toward my axe, fingers tightening around the grip before my mind had fully woken. The fire had burned low, casting the hollow in dim red light, shadows long and uncertain.

Two round eyes like those of a feline stared back at me.

Wide.

The goblin.

She was still bound, but she had dragged herself closer in the night. Close enough that her small body pressed against mine.

Not attacking.

Her breathing was uneven, soft sounds slipping from her throat as she shifted slightly, as if caught between sleep and waking.

A throbbing sensation, followed by a wetness, enveloped my morning wood.

Her eyes were open but dreamy, not in this world. And she was grinding her pussy on my manhood. And my cock throbbed as her little goblin pussy rubbed along its entire length, coating it with her juices.

“Ahhhnnnn!”

And with each movement came little high-pitched moans.

Her tits were perfectly round and jiggled like green blobs. Driven by instinct, my hands grabbed a fistful of them. They may be goblin-sized, but on her body, they looked big, and they were large enough to fill up my palms as my fingers sank into the softness under the leathery skin.

“Yeaaaaaah,” She squealed, and her hips began to move more frantically, humping my cock with everything she had.

If it needs a morning fuck…

The ropes fell, freeing her, letting her squat over my lap, my cock sprang up, awaiting her to fall upon my wood. And then she came, with a lick of her lips, she impaled herself on my rod.

A loud moan echoed all over the rocks as my cock reached her tight depths.

Then her thighs moved, pushing herself up as she began to ride me. Juices squelched as a tide of pleasure washed away the drowsiness.

“Fuck…fuck!”

My throat groaned as my body shuddered under the sudden assault on my senses. Her breasts jiggled, jumping up and down deliciously with each of her movements.

She was a feisty little slut. And a brave one too.

Waking me up….her captor just to ride on my cock like that.

“Big…more…me love hooman cock!” She howled as she rode me, leaving little for me to do except drown in the pleasure while my palms explored her smooth curves.

Across her waist…over her tits. Smooth like a hide yet soft as a pillow.

When she came, she came with an explosion. An animalistic howl followed by my own eruption, a blast of jizz straight into her goblin womb.

“Ahnnnn…oooooooh” The howl turned to a whimper before she fell on my chest, face and tits down. Her body bounced a little as her boobies pressed against my body, but she only gave a satisfied purr as she went back to sleep on me.

I may as well keep this thing.

“Chi-ji was it?”

She turned her face towards me and made an affirmative “Hmm! Hmm!”

“Do you want to go free?” I asked, and she swung her head sideways vigorously, “Aha..ehe…ehe.”

“You wanna stay with me, eh?”

Her head stopped midway and began moving vertically again. I caressed her from head to back…the way down to her ass, making her pur like a kitten.

“And do you want to fuck every day?” I squished her little goblin ass, and she moaned as she shook her head, almost panting like a puppy.

“Well then, you can stay with me…but you've got to work for it.”

◆◆◆

“Hiyaaa… hiyaaaaaaah…”

Her breath came in thin, strained bursts as we moved through the wasteland.

The sound followed behind me, uneven and desperate, like a small animal pushing itself past its limits.

I did not slow.

The sack on her back was nearly her size—rough cloth stretched tight with grain, bouncing against her goblin frame with every step.

“Mastaaaaah…”

Her voice cracked as she called out again, weak and pleading.

I kept walking.

I was already carrying two sacks across my shoulders, the weight pressing down into my bones, but steady. Manageable.

The wind had begun to rise again, pulling at our clothes, whispering across the empty land like something alive.

Behind me, she stumbled.

A small cry escaped her as she nearly fell, the sack slipping before she caught it again with both arms, clutching it tightly to her back.

The palisade.

The wooden wall rose from the dust like broken teeth against the sky, dark against the fading light. Smoke still drifted from within, thin and gray.

It took a few more minutes to reach it.

The last stretch always feels longer.

The ground leveled out, the dust thinning underfoot as the shadow of the palisade stretched toward us. Smoke drifted over the wall, and the faint murmur of voices grew clearer with every step.

Then they saw us.

Figures moved along the top of the wooden wall. Heads turned. Someone shouted.

A moment later, the gate stirred, and men came running out, weapons half-raised out of habit before they recognized me.

I lifted a hand and waved them off.

That was enough for them to slow down.

But then their eyes shifted.

Past me.

To her.

The goblin trudged behind, still bent under the weight of the sack, her breathing ragged, her small frame shaking with every step. Dust clung to her skin, to the cloth wrapped around her, to the rope still hanging loose around her wrists.

She looked like something dragged out of the dirt.

The men hesitated.

Spears lowered, but not fully.

One of them cursed under his breath.

Another tightened his grip.

“It's my prisoner!” I yelled.

My voice carried across the open ground, hard and certain.

They did not move at once.

For a few seconds, there was only silence between us.

Their eyes went from me… to the goblin… then back again.

Then one of them stepped forward.

Slowly at first.

Then the others followed.

Not toward her.

Toward the sacks.

They took the weight from my back and hers.

The same burly, scarred man came to greet me.

He walked out from the gate with the slow, heavy steps of someone used to carrying armor and bad news. His face was lined, one cheek split by an old scar that pulled when he spoke.

His eyes went to the sacks first.

Then to me.

Then to her.

She was still kneeling in the dust, breathing hard, too tired to stand. The firelight from inside the palisade caught the side of her face, her wide eyes flicking up at the men and then quickly down again.

“You can stay with us,” he said, voice low, measured.

Then he jerked his chin toward her.

“But your goblin prisoner would be an issue.”

Not anger.

Not fear.

Just trouble he did not want.

I didn’t look at her.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Just pay me, and I will leave the next day.”

His expression shifted.

Just a little.

Disappointment.

Men like him always hope a strong arm will stay a little longer. Especially after a night like the one they’d had.

He scratched at his beard, glancing past me toward the dark wastes beyond, then back to the broken palisade, as if weighing how much worse things might get.

“I travel nearby,” I added. “If any issue comes, you can always hire me again.”

That made him nod, though slowly.

Not satisfied.

But accepting.

His eyes went to the goblin one more time.

Then back to me.

“Get your payment first,” he said. “Then we’ll see about a place for the night.”

Fair.

Then he turned toward her again.

“You can keep that thing safely?” he asked.

There was confusion in his voice.

And something else.

Curiosity.

Men who have not lived long in the wastes always look at creatures like her that way—half fear, half wondering what use they might have.

I glanced back at her.

She had managed to stand, though barely. Her legs still shook from the march, and she kept close behind me, as if the space between us was the only safe place left in the world.

She did not look at the others.

Only at the ground.

“That thing still needs some domestication,” I replied.

The word sat heavily in the air.

The scarred man studied her for another moment, eyes narrowing slightly, as if trying to decide whether I was serious or simply mad.

Then he stepped aside.

I walked past him into the village.

The goblin followed.

Inside, the settlement looked no better than when I had left it. Ash still drifted through the air, the smell of smoke clinging to everything. A few men moved about, hauling supplies, repairing what they could, speaking in low voices.

But as we passed, they all noticed.

Their eyes followed us.

Some with suspicion.

Some with unease.

A few with open disgust.

The goblin kept her head low and stayed close at my heels, moving quickly despite her exhaustion, as if she understood what those looks meant.

I did not slow.

Let them look.

Let them think what they wanted.

The wasteland does not care for opinions.

Only for what a man can keep.

And what he cannot.


Chapter 4

I didn’t expect an entire house.

Apparently, the house no longer had an owner.

The owner no longer existed.

That was life in the wasteland.

The stale air was filled with the smell of old smoke and wood.

Signs of a life that ended quickly.

I set my axe against the wall within reach.

Behind me, the goblin hesitated at the doorway.

She looked in.

Then at me.

Then back at the dark interior.

As if unsure whether she was allowed.

“Inside,” I said.

She moved quickly at that, slipping past the threshold and staying close to the wall, small and quiet. Her eyes darted around the room, taking in everything…the corners, the shadows, the door behind us.

Listening.

Always listening.

Good.

She would learn faster that way.

I walked to the center of the room and righted the fallen table with one hand. The wood creaked but held.

Good enough.

Outside, the sounds of the settlement carried faintly through the walls, men talking, hammering of wood, and other things.

Inside, it was quieter.

Safer.

For now.

I sat down on the edge of the table and exhaled slowly.

Chi-ji sat on the floor and let out a tired sigh before falling on her back.

Seeing her seductive figure sent a jolt down my cock, awakening it. A last fuck to release the tension in my body.

“Chi-ji,” I called her out, and in less than a second, she jumped back to her feet and came hopping towards me.

A goblin was, in fact, a fuckable pet.

No wonder so many exiles keep pleasure goblins. It turns out I am not that different.

I had already told the neighbours to ignore the screams because taming a goblin needs physical punishment.

“Get on the bed,” I commanded, “I have to get something.”

◆◆◆

She purred as my palms caressed her naked green skin. She was on all fours, back arched, tits dangling, and her ass cheeks looking like steamed buns, ready to be devoured.

I fucked her in the cave, but never got the chance to truly feel her.

So I explored every inch, sliding a finger over her arched back to hear her purr and then making her moan by groping her ass and squeezing her tits.

“Chi-ji feel good!” She murmured, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the sensations.

“Today we are going to do something new, but it would hurt… a lot.”

I whispered.

“Chi-ji ready!”

She said with innocent excitement.

My cock was rock hard, feeling the debauched thoughts in my head. Just being behind her and seeing those two round green blobs that made up her ass was enough to make it throb.

It was hard not to just jump in.

Holding myself back from jumping on her, I began rubbing the petals of her goblin pussy, her back arched even more, and her ass shuddered in reply.

Then I took the little thing I had. A bottle of oil.

Dropping my cock between her ass cheeks, I poured the oil onto it until both my cock and her asshole were covered in it, letting me rub my meat between her buns.

Her ass moved, her body bending like a female cat taking a mating position.

“Mastahhh…goood”

She purred, enjoying the sensations of being rubbed on her pussy and asshole at the same time, not realising what was coming.

Then, gently, I aimed the tip at her hole. Without warning, my hips came crashing down with the force of all that held back hunger.

A sudden suffocating tightness enveloped me as a high-pitched screech filled the house. My manhood pushed through into her goblin anus, stretching its walls even as it tried to push me out.

A sudden burst of pleasure, and my brain blacked out.

My hips were moving. Pounding her goblin ass.

My senses returned, overwhelmed.

She was screaming.

“Mastaaaaah!”

“Biiiiig!”

But she didn’t ask me to stop.

I wasn’t sure I could stop myself to begin with.

She was pressed against the bed, her ass lifted while her head was planted in a pillow.

“You slut.”

“You are enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Words came streaming from my mouth, between the groans and grunts.

“Mastaaaaah!” She screamed back. There were no sentences or words.

Just the animalistic cries of primal lust.

The same force had taken me over, driving me deep into a goblin’s anus.

Disgusting debauchery.

But it felt insanely good.

Oil spilled out of her asshole between each thrust. The sheets were soaked by her sweat, oil, and other juices that dripped between her legs.

“Get fucked, you slutty goblin!” I roared, slamming my cock balls deep into her tight green ass.

She screamed like a bitch in heat. “Mooore, Maaastaaah!”

Her whole scrawny body started jerking and twitching under me. Those skinny legs shook like she was having a fit.

“Haa—chi—ji… can’t!”Then she exploded. Hot pussy juice sprayed out everywhere, splashing down her thighs and all over the dirty mattress like a busted spring.

“OOOOOHHHH FUUUUCK—! Oooooooooohhhhhhhhhh!”

Her asshole clamped down on me, squeezing and pulsing, milking my dick while she kept squirting.

I couldn’t hold it.

I grabbed her narrow hips with both hands and rammed into her as hard as I could, burying every thick inch.

My balls tightened up, and I unloaded.

“Rrrraaagh—!”I pumped rope after thick rope straight into her guts, flooding her wrecked asshole with hot cum. Spurt after spurt, I just kept shooting until my balls were empty.

When it finally stopped, I yanked my cock out. A fat stream of my cum poured right out of her gaping hole, running down over her dripping pussy like a dirty waterfall.

She collapsed face-first onto the bed, ass still up, twitching and leaking.

All the running and carrying the whole damn day finally hit me like a truck. My legs gave out. I dropped down hard beside her, breathing like a dying radstag. Before I could even pull the blanket over us, my eyes slammed shut.


Epilogue

A good bath was what I needed.

By the time I stepped out of the settlement, my muscles were looser, my mind clearer.

Fresh again.

The goblin… less so.

Chi-ji could barely walk.

She moved with a slow, uneven limp, each step careful, as if the ground itself might turn against her.

But there was no choice.

I couldn’t be seen carrying her.

“Ik… ich… hi… ih…”

She made those small, cute little grunts.  It was amusing enough to entertain me until we set up camp somewhere.

Then there will be better entertainment.

At one point, she stopped, puffing her cheeks in quiet protest, her ears twitching slightly as she looked up at me.

I watched her for a moment.

Then reached down and gave her a short, firm pat on the head.

Her cheeks deflated at once.

She let out a soft breath and started limping again.

I wondered about all the things I could use her for. She was ready for anything. I could teach her anything.

But first, we need to find some shelter in the wasteland before the sun reaches its peak.

And I was back in the wasteland. Just with a fuckable goblin.

—END—
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