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      The screams were deafening. The scent of rancid blood was everywhere. I bathed in the barbarity surrounding me. Men to my left and right, carved through the goblin horde. Those vile, disgusting creatures. It wasn’t enough to say I hated them. Just that I lived for this very moment. It had taken over a day to get this deep into their canyon. It was fitting that this place would be their eternal tomb. The fighting had been constant since we entered the rift. It was little more than a crack in the side of a mountain range. But you could smell the vile creatures well before you could see them.

      “BLATH!” I couldn’t see who was calling my name.

      I waited only long enough to catch a flying goblin on my blade. Half as wide as my torso, but as long as my entire body. With my strength stat as high as my racial cap and bonuses could make it, I wielded it like a dagger. And while there were larger blades in the world, the men and women who wielded them, struggled in matching my speed. And like so many before, the goblin mistook the size of my sword for a potential weakness. It bit deeply into the creature’s stomach, cleaving it in two, and with both halves tumbling past harmlessly.

      With the immediate threat clear, I spun to see who shouted. I was just in time to see Myrin fall beneath a pair of goblins. With a flick of my blade, I cleared the room and charged to his side. I prayed his plate armor was enough to protect him. It wasn’t as well made as my own. But with bonuses from his Paladin class, I hoped it was enough.

      He was screaming when I reached him and tore the first goblin from his side. The feral creature spat and hissed as blood dripped down its face. I could tell the creature was female; there were milky white lines flowing from swaying flabs of meat on its bony chest. Only in the heat of battle could you tell them apart. Blood, gore and violence acted like an aphrodisiac for them, sending their females into lactating-heat, and their males into rut. During my youth, I made the mistake of paying too much attention using my peripheral vision to scout potential hidden goblins, while still in the thick of battle. Only to vomit at the sight of them mating on the outskirts, writhing in a battle-frenzied lust.

      I shook my head to clear my thoughts and swung my blade at the second goblin. I twisted my sword to slap the creature with the flat of my blade. It would still kill the goblin, but if Myrin flailed about, this maneuver would save his arm. The dull crunch of metal on bone was always satisfying, sadly, I didn’t have time to watch. He was bleeding. The armor he wore was well made. But because of his vanity, that cheap coronet-helmet covered little more than his cheekbones. Which allowed the second goblin to maul the side of his neck.

      “Blath,” he choked, trying to grip the wound and staunch the flow.

      He wasn’t healing. His mana must have been low. I reached around to the back of my belt where I kept an emergency health potion…and grasped empty air. I blinked slowly. Not two days ago, he was hit by a falling stone. It shattered his sword arm. I had given it to him then. A frown clouded my visage. In all my years, I was guided by a simple principle. A concept ingrained into me by the man who taught me everything I stood for and needed to know to survive.

      Food, water, healing and weapons. Take with you whatever you need. And a single spare. More than that was added weight, and therefore a liability. Less than that, and you couldn’t account for accidents. Myrin had used his own healing potions in the earlier battles getting this far. And there lay the problem. He was a liability. Rather than turn back when it was safe to do so, he pressed on into danger.

      “Blath?” He begged softly.

      “May the gods show you grace,” I bowed my head to him. I had one last healing potion on me. I’d kept him alive this long. Now was a test to see if the others would jump in and help.

      “BLATH!” he gurgled, blood spilling from his mouth.

      I stood and turned away. The few eyes I met from the surrounding men held various opinions. I was well known here. Disliked for being a mercenary but respected for my skill with a blade. Myrin was a local boy. Born and raised in a nearby town, trained by the royal academy to be a Paladin. In their eyes, he was worth far more than I would ever be. And yet, self-interest ruled this group when they too, turned away, and didn’t spare the boy a potion. It was one of the reasons, I never blamed the elves for their war of separation. Humans were no less monstrous than the goblins. We just hid it behind pretty words, questionably moral high ground and our supposedly learned culture. Not that some of the elves could talk. They too considered themselves a superior race. But I’d kept my last healing potion for a reason. These men had an agenda, and I didn’t trust any of them. The United council had assured me these men were the best they could come up with. But Myrin was the token Paladin… There was political bullshit going on.

      Charging back into the battle, I pushed through the goblins still rushing towards us. I carved deeply into their lines, hacking and slashing with a focused will. The few that got within guard range found themselves facing a wall of armor and muscle. With my class, gifts and skillset, I was something to behold on the battlefield. Seven feet tall, I was as broad as an ox. My armor took two years to measure up to my exacting specifications, and I was nigh impenetrable. Mithril pieces and Hydra hide allowed for both flexibility and high defense, perfectly suited for a Barbarian class. The only part of me exposed to damage were my eyes, beneath the dragon skull cap I wore.

      As I carved a swath of destruction, I thought about what I would do next. As far as I knew, this was it. The last goblin holdout. This was it for them. The small, brutish creatures that reveled in battle, blood and gore. It was poetic justice to see the end of their kind.

      I was a boy when I saw a goblin for the first time. It was chewing on the leg of my baby sister, born not two weeks earlier, carved up before my eyes. I had remained hidden in the rafters of our home, where father had placed me. He was helping mother up with my sister tucked in the crook of her arm, when the goblins came through the window.

      The frantic, biting, screeching and howling blurred with the tortured screams from my parents. The ruckus kept me from believing any of it was real. Until finally, at the end of it all, a goblin stood amongst the dead and dying. Hand raised lazily to its mouth, chewing on the leg of my baby sister.

      It was hideous. Humanoid only by definition of it being bipedal and with two arms.  It had long floppy ears, and twists and folds in its skin. Yellow, sunken eyes, and arms long enough to allow it to move on all four limbs as often as two.

      I was convinced these demonic creatures would find my hidey-hole. That was until help finally arrived. A band of adventurers swept the town, killing the ones that remained. I followed them for three days, before they set a trap for me. And when I survived the beating they gave me, a man named Greisin handed me a knife and taught me to use it.

      I graduated from that old, dull blade, to a small sword. And as my path formed before me, I grew larger, stronger and more capable in all ways. When Greisin died at the hands of a goblin ambush, I began my own hunt. The creatures weren’t heavy on experience. But their numbers made my pilgrimage a profitable one. Hunt after hunt, kill after kill, I grew stronger. Before long, villages were pooling their funds together. They enticed me into hunting the goblins that plagued their towns and I made it my life’s mission to hunt down these vile creatures.

      At first, I split my profits with others. But as time went on, and jealous betrayals became more common, I drifted away from party building. I hunted the goblins on my own. Surviving off the land, I was granted the Barbarian class. That gave me the strength I needed to take on the small goblin hordes. A chief here and there, sometimes a lesser shaman. Until one day, there was no more to fight. I travelled the land, scouring for my prey, wondering the wilderness for months on end. Until I finally ended up in a strange port city at the edge of the elven lands.

      A boat carried me across the sea to a new continent. One overrun by the green monsters. Without a name, I was barred from most places. But when the green heads began to pile up, I became known once more. Until here and now, I waded through battle and death on the third and final continent of this world. The gods, fickle as they might be, still had sway through their priests. When word spread that the goblins were marching to this location, I salivated at the knowledge of my ultimate revenge-finale.

      With a scream, torn from my lips, I burst out the other side of a now crumbling goblin army. I could see it up ahead. The entrance to their catacombs. I would have to scour the depths to be sure none would escape, once the clean up here was done. Only then, would I return to civilization and collect my reward. I didn’t have a plan for what came next, but with enough gold, anything was possible. Perhaps I could build my own mercenary band?

      A shrill horn blew, echoing in the valley. I turned my head up and looked for the source. It wasn’t hard to spot, as dozens of shiny helmets appeared on the high tops.

      “BLATH!”

      I turned and saw one of the men push through the goblins. There were still thousands fighting, but my headlong charge had cleared enough leeway for those closest behind to follow in my wake.

      “What are elves doing here?”

      I frowned and checked the surrounding area. Shiny helmets weren’t a guarantee it was elves. But it was unlikely any other race would have bothered scaling these canyons. The elves had a claim here after all. This tomb-like structure hidden in a narrow fissure was once a mining city of theirs. The ancients had dwelled below the earth for its riches, before being evicted by the goblins who swarmed into their homes. Centuries of wealth, jewels and history, buried beneath the bones of their dead.

      “They’re helping!” Another shouted.

      I grimaced as I spotted what they meant. A boulder tumbled loose from the top just above the entry to the last bastion for the goblins, the catacomb ruins. It rumbled down, shattering and sending debris in all directions. That set off a chain reaction. One boulder became many, and a small landslide began to form. I stared in shock as a sheet of rock dislodged, falling at an impossibly slow rate.

      “They’re not helping,” I growled. “They’re winning.”

      “What?” A mercenary asked.

      I shook my head. The greatest battle of our time, soured by the betrayal of an elder race. This enclosed canyon would be filled with loose stone in minutes. There was barely enough room for a battalion to march though. Any who escaped the falling rocks, would be crushed against the far wall. And whoever survived would be put down like animals. The elves were always a tricky people to deal with. They established contracts to bind people to their word. It kept them honest. As the masters of their own game, they had learned to twist the meanings of their words to their favor. But outright betrayal was a new low, and most likely sanctioned by the gods.

      I turned from the blood and mayhem and charged for the entrance to the ruins. I heard the shouts from those who came with me. But I paid them no mind as I ran. None of this was personal. I was used to being betrayed. Someone somewhere was getting paid. And that’s all that really mattered. The agreements were struck, and as long as the goblins were wiped out, they owed me payment. Besides, the true prize for all this was waiting for me.

      I had heard of her. A goblin of unnatural beauty. A shaman, in direct connection to the elder gods. Meddling in things she shouldn’t, to form a new order for her thralls. I figured it was horseshit. Probably some half-breed thing that could stand upright and suddenly people thought she was a beauty. Which, compared to the other wretched members of their race, was likely true.

      The rumbling of the landslides got louder, drowning out the screams of those trapped below. Being as fucking stupid as they were, the goblins would likely try to fight the rocks as they fell. The warriors that followed me to this place, were trapped. The only safety was the catacombs beyond the frothing, goblin horde, and the rapidly falling rocks hiding the entry way. I could see the traitorous elves had blocked our way into this canyon already.

      Death would always be the great equalizer. One day the insects would eat my flesh, as they would even the greatest kings. But it would not be this day. I swung my sword around to my back. It was a long-practiced motion that had taken many years to perfect. There was a notch on the back of my hip that fit into a decorative hole in the middle of my blade. Dropping it into position, I clipped the hilt into a metal arm attached to my pauldron.

      With one hand, I could take my sword by the hilt and pull it free. But for now, it was easier to run hands free. I surged across the ground as the first of the boulders landed around me. To my left, one as large as a house, shattered, sending pebbles flying in all directions. A section as large as a horse tumbled past, making me duck to avoid being knocked to the ground.

      I continued on, listening to the screams of those behind me. They were no longer my problem. Not that I considered them as much at first. Despite being a simple mercenary, I was the highest-level warrior here. I was feared and hated for my prowess. And all these men that came with me had been bought help from the United council. If they could have taken me out, they would have. But they still needed me to kill these goblins first. It had been over a decade since I had met an individual as strong as I. And I had killed that individual not six months ago in a duel, when he challenged me for a simple title.

      Holding the title of ‘The One’ meant nothing to me compared to ‘Bane of the Underworld.’ I had sought my revenge above all other priorities. And while I had many enjoyments—drink, food, women and games. There was nowhere I felt more alive, than when I was doing my duty—hunting the green monsters that destroyed my family.

      Something I demanded a resolution to as I approached the rapidly narrowing entrance to the catacombs. What limited mana I had in my body, I pushed into my legs. As a Barbarian class, I shouldn’t have access to mana. But in my younger years, training under Greisin, he encouraged me to learn and understand the basics of other classes. I’d gained an understanding of mana and unlocked a mana pool within me, thanks to his foresight.

      So, by pushing mana into specific parts of the body, one could create additional effects using only one or two mana to achieve this result. Such as a boost to muscle speed. Which was the only reason I was able to dodge the boulder that shattered just behind me, sending showers of stone into my back instead of my head being caved in.

      With a final surge, I threw myself headfirst into the dark of the catacomb. Unfortunately for me, it wasn’t just an empty room. The floor sloped downward, and with my headlong dive, there was nothing I could do when I landed, but to slide to the bottom. I threw my arms and legs out, trying to catch hold of anything to halt my slide. But all I managed was to bounce off the wall and roll onto my back, where I stared down into the eternal darkness below.

      I pushed a little mana into my eyes, which brought things into picture once more. I was right about the catacombs. The walls were at one stage: polished, smooth and decorated ornately in Elven scripture. Now, they were carved, clawed and pitted by the goblins, leaving almost none of it recognizable.

      What was a problem though, was the collapse in front of me. Yanking my old dagger free, I slammed it into the stone chute. The sharp edge caused sparks to fly that made me blink in shock for a moment as I adjusted the mana in my eyes to compensate. The knife bit into the stone, causing my legs to swing around, before I slipped once more. I fell off the lip of the stone chute and into open space. I had only a moment to brace.

      With a surge of mana, I reinforced my limbs before impact. I felt the stone shudder beneath my boots on landing, as the rest of me pitched forward and slammed into the gravel and granite blockade. I felt something crunch in my shoulder and I collapsed. I lay there for just a moment trying to take a breath. I pushed mana back into my eyes. There were others tumbling after me.

      “Fuck.”

      Turning my head, I saw an opening to my left. I kicked hard and leaped into the opening, which was a goblin made tunnel. I turned back to the tunnel I slid down, as a warrior slammed into the blockage that I just escaped. The first boulder slammed into their legs, as I watched them shift. I heard the harsh cry, before a second crashed into their helmet, knocking them out. When a second body joined the first, I climbed to my feet and jogged away as the debris piled up and the dust flowed out. Reaching behind me, I took my last healing potion. It was all I had left as I brought it to my lips. I used my teeth to pry out the cork and upended the bottle into my mouth. The nerve pain from my left shoulder and down, indicated damage to my clavicle and humerus. I’d damaged so much of my body over the years, I was quite intimate with pain. Luckily the potion took effect, I began to itch, and the injuries finally faded.

      I had to move, I stooped over to avoid hitting my head. But was honestly surprised the tunnel was even this tall. I had fought goblins on my hands and knees in the battles past. However, there was no battle here. I just kept crawling as the din of falling rock faded into the distance. Only the echoes rang this far, and I knew from how long they continued, that I was not getting out the way I came in.

      The tunnel cut back on itself several times. And I realized that it was at a constant decline, looping in a downward spiral pattern. Around it went for hours. I thought about stopping to sleep, but I wouldn’t risk it here. Best case, some cave dwelling spider would bite me. Worst case, any goblins hiding below would crawl up to investigate the entrance. So, I pushed on. It’s not like I could get lost within a single descending tunnel.

      What took me by surprise, was when that tunnel suddenly opened into a wide-open chamber. It must have been a mile wide with a massive domed roof to support itself. The walls were encrusted with glowing gems, that made it possible to see the dais in the center. If it weren’t for the Elven engravings everywhere, I would have assumed this to be dwarven work.

      But none of that mattered. The dais was inhabited, by a single individual, and a guard comprising of three hobgoblins or hobs for short. They were a bastardized version of magical inter-breeding, created by some fool who wanted a controllable army. When the mind control spell failed, they turned on him, and they escaped back to their lesser cousins—reintegrating back into their society. Not every generation born had a hobgoblin. But enough did, that they were considered the elites of their kind, and were kept close to the birthing chambers and leaders.

      “Welcome, warrior!” A feminine voice called in the otherwise silent chamber.

      I didn’t respond verbally. But I reached for the hilt of my sword and drew it. Only, now it was missing the last foot of the blade. Snapped off on a jagged angle, likely from the impact with the rubble in the main tunnel. I snorted and shook my head. I could kill these things with a club if I had to, I didn’t need the full blade.

      “You do not wish to speak?” she asked as I approached.

      I couldn’t see her. Not properly. She wore a cloak that covered her from head to foot. And it was deep enough to cast shadows over her face. Not that I cared for the rumors. She was going to die.

      “What would your parents think of this attitude?” she questioned.

      I snarled and pushed mana into my legs. With my added strength and ability primed, I made my leap. I had saved my strength for this. She didn’t leave me disappointed. I did not entirely know all her abilities, and what she was capable of, I just knew she was a shaman. But they came in all forms. So, the fireball that raced towards me was something of a novelty. I dived below it and came up to see the glint of an arrow racing towards me. I twisted my blade, and the arrow shattered on the flat as I rushed in once more.

      The first hob was the one with the bow. He didn’t get his weapon up in time, before I carved him in two. I turned to the woman, who waved a staff at me. I paused to see what would happen and was shocked when a glowing green blade formed around the end. It was only there for a moment, but I dodged to one side to avoid the spell. To my surprise, she flicked her staff horizontally, summoning the blade once more. This time I ducked and rolled as she laughed.

      “What are you?” I growled.

      “And now he speaks,” she giggled.

      I shook my head as the second hob closed with a sword. Rather than duel him, I swung an overhead blow. In their usual fashion, he held his sword up to defend himself. While completely failing to understand just how much force I could provide to a single blow. My blade didn’t stop when it met his. It didn’t even stop when it struck his skull. But it did spark when it chipped the floor as the hob tumbled into two pieces.

      “Do you want to split me in half too?” The shaman giggled.

      It was all the distraction she needed to hurl a fireball at me once again. It washed over my plate, and I felt the scalding heat on my skin. The flames got under my helmet, igniting my facial hair. As my helmet filled with smoke, I yanked the straps off and tossed it aside while I beat my chin to smother the flames.

      “Oh, I like you much more like this,” she giggled.

      “I will end you,” I swore as her final hob moved in front to defend her.

      He charged forward. It was so simplistic; I didn’t have to think before I swung. I miscalculated the length of my damaged sword. And the damaged tip smacked into the hob’s faceplate, knocking it to the ground. I swore as it struggled to get up after the blow and plunged the sword into its gut.

      “Enough of that then,” she sighed.

      I gripped my blade as I readied myself for the next blow. But instead, I felt my body tingle with the acceptance of a new title.

      “Genocidal Maniac,” the shaman sighed. “That’s one I haven’t seen in a long time. Congratulations, you’ve killed all the goblins on this world.”

      I should have felt relief, I should have felt peace. But… I just felt empty and tired. For so long my only goal was the destruction of the goblins. On the end of that thought, I felt… lost.

      My eyes widened as I saw a bounty had been placed under that title by two unknown gods. I growled and my nostrils flared. No one truly understood the purpose of titles that the gods granted. But three things were certain: First, the gods could grant a boon to be collected at the nearest temple as a reward. Second, the titles could have bounties placed upon them by displeased gods, and thirdly, some titles were known to influence the beholder in subtle ways.

      With ‘Genocidal Maniac’ added to my ever-growing list… it was likely they’d send armies to collect my bounty.

      “You don’t strike me as a stupid man, Blath,” she stated.

      “That will not spare you from my blade,” I growled.

      “Oh, why is that? You’ve already accomplished your mission. The goblins are gone.”

      “Are you sure,” I snarled before lunging forward.

      My blade pierced her cloak, and she shrieked as reality warped around me. I was left clutching a piece of fabric and nothing else.

      “That was mean,” she huffed.

      I turned and blinked at the nude woman before me. She… well she was gorgeous. Completely nude, she had emerald-green skin, large ears and massive gravity defying breasts.

      “What are you?”

      “Oh, so now you believe I’m not a goblin?” She huffed. “I take it back. You are kinda stupid.”

      I grit my teeth and pulled the cloak from my blade. “You’re their goddess,” I growled. “If I leave you alive, they all come back.”

      “Not quite,” She shook her head. “But I do have an offer for you.”

      I eyed her suspiciously, “I’ll hear it,” I growled, even as my eyes roamed her body.

      “Start again,” she smiled. “Your title is going to get you in trouble here. You’re too well known. You kill me, and then you fight the elves that dig you out, then what? With your title, you’re likely going to be assassinated before you reach the capital for your payment. Besides you already suspected the men who followed you here were supposed to kill you once the goblins were eliminated.”

      “I can’t start again,” I growled. “My… my parents…”

      “I’m not talking about here,” she shook her head. “A new world. Like this one. The goblins are not what they should have been here. This is my last chance to prove they deserve a chance to be what I always envisioned they could be. You and I can play a game. You keep all your memories, all your power, and all your strength. This time, I’ll be waiting for you. In a world where you aren’t known. Where you can destroy my people, and then myself. By destroying me, you can bring an end to the goblin afterlife itself. And in return, you allow me to build my strength as I wait for you to find me!”

      I didn’t think, before I had her in my arms. My blade, buried to the hilt in her stomach. She smiled softly as blood poured over her bottom lip and I stared into her eyes. They swirled with eternal darkness, and I felt myself drawn into them.

      “Well, that was easier than expected,” she choked.

      I smiled, for the first time as a new title settled into place.

      “Godslayer,” I grinned.

      “Not quite,” she pressed her lips to mine.

      I blinked in shock and jerked away as I tasted her blood. It burned like acid and I wiped my face, trying to get it out of my mouth. But the burn flooded down my throat. It filled me, pushing through my limbs. I fell on the ground, twitching and writhing in agony as I burned from within. The goddess lay beside me, her eyes golden orbs with flecks of green. There was satisfaction as she watched me struggle, and then her eyes began to draw me into an endless darkness. Divinity and an echo of the elder gods power flashed briefly. I watched as her spark of divinity drifted away and the pain surged all at once, before the world around me went dark. And I too, left this world.
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      The sunlight was warm on my skin. The sound of the wind rustling through the trees dredged up memories of more innocent times. The gentle breeze caressed my bare chest and—I opened my eyes—and looked around. I was… well I was nude. Not a stitch of clothing. I was in the middle of a field with a massive oak overhead, casting dappled shadows over me.

      “You hear what Kiath was saying this morning?”

      I froze as I heard the voice. It was young and I could guess the general direction. But I couldn’t determine much else through the tall stalks of grass.

      “I don’t believe for a moment there’s goblins in these parts. They haven’t been seen since Grandpa was a boy from the old world!” The cocksure tone of the second youth was a clear indication his words were parroted from an older member.

      There was silence for a few moments, before the first voice spoke again. “You saw the carriage though, right?”

      “Still don’t think it’s goblins. Where have they been all this time? Why show up here?”

      That was all the information I needed. This was clearly some kind of trick. Likely it was a trap. She made her bargain, as the fickle gods were prone to do. But that didn’t mean they had to be fair. Drop me nude and vulnerable close to her base of power, and it would be easy enough to kill me before I managed to find pants. Her end of the bargain would be completed, and I wouldn’t be around to kill them all after the fact.

      “FUCKING BITCH!” I roared.

      Two boys barely into puberty screamed.

      I blinked and sighed as I heard the sounds of the youngsters retreating feet. Their screams fading into the distance. I sat up and looked around for the first time. The field was on a small hill overlooking a river and a small town nestled beside it. There were currently two figures, their shirts flapping, legs pumping—high-tailing it as quickly towards town as their stumpy feet could carry them. With a shake of my head, I thought about what I should do next. If the goddess had only just arrived the same as I had, then it was likely she wasn’t up to full strength yet. I killed her avatar, and the power it would have taken to move us both here would have left her exhausted. No… my best chance was now. Before she had time to gather her forces and flush me out.

      I glared toward the town at the bottom of the hill. It wasn’t large. Maybe a few hundred permanent inhabitants, judging by the houses made of wattle and daub. There weren’t any guards I could see. That meant either the village was considered peaceful and none were stationed here, or more than likely, they had a spot within town where people could find them if needed. And I was confident in my ability to handle a few guards, armed or otherwise.

      If I could find this Kiath person, then hopefully I could find information on these goblins and work from there. All I needed was a trail and I could have that green skinned cunt right where I wanted her.

      With that in mind, I set off towards the town. The grass was… uncomfortable as it brushed over my dangling equipment. Thankfully, not that horrible razor grass. This was just fluffy and… kinda ticklish. I continued, stepping into the trails left behind by the pair of youths. That at least spared me from most of the discomfort. And with my added height, I cleared the path, and made good time.

      When I reached the outskirts of the town, I could hear voices shouting. So I knew something was up. Likely the boys had spread the word and they would send someone to check if I was dangerous. Which… well that depended on them, really. I had one goal in mind, and if some stupid townsfolk got in my way, then I would treat them as obstacles. So rather than follow into the town, I skirted around the buildings to the left.

      The structure wasn’t different to anything I hadn’t seen before. Various human settlements over the years employed different architecture depending on the readily available materials and the competency of the builders. It wasn’t something I paid a lot of attention to, unless it gave me a tactical advantage on my mission. Other than the shades of the mud used to proof the walls, there wasn’t anything that stood out as drastically different to my untrained eye.

      I heard the clank of armor and crouched down to watch. A single guard dressed in decent quality armor charged off into the field. I was now even more thankful that I used the youngsters path. If I had made my own, it’s likely they would have followed me. The guard wore a yellow tunic, with a steel helm, cuirass and some gauntlets. At his side was a short sword and clutched in his hands was a decent-looking spear. Thankfully, it, along with the guard, was heading away from me.

      With a smirk, I turned and ducked around the building, following along the outskirts of the town. This section looked like housing, there were small gardens and animals penned behind the homes. I kept quiet to not alert anyone going about their business. Which was a good thing too, as a young woman stepped away from the wash trough, wringing out clothes and placing them into her basket. I thought about what I should do next as she carried it towards a line.

      It only took her a few minutes to hang everything up. There was little in the way of anything that would fit me. Whoever she was married to was at least as slender as she was. The rest was for kids. She brought out the last item from the basket just as I had given up. I sighed softly, which must have been audible to her as she looked around. I froze, waiting for her to dismiss the sound without looking too hard. That was a lesson I learned as a child. It was natural for people to try and look for movement or anything unusual within their surroundings. If you stood still long enough, most would simply dismiss it and return to what they were doing. Had I gotten up and ran away, the guards would have been drawn to her screams at the very least. This way, nobody got hurt.

      True to predictions, she gave up on the sound she heard and went back to the washing. It was a small blanket. Basic material, but from my vantage point looked suitable for what I had in mind. It was the kind of thing you’d set over a stool before sitting down. And with most of my skills firmly in the Barbarian class, a loincloth was standard fair. Hell, until I well and truly started hunting the goblins en masse, I'd worn one for years. This was rather fitting.

      As she set the last peg, I waited for her to gather the basket and head inside. I gave it a moment to see if she would come back out for any reason, before I darted across the yard. I snagged the blanket and felt the fabric. It was wool, surprisingly well made, thick and firm. It held a bit of water, but I wasn’t hanging around. Folding it in half, I took a long pair of pants and ran it through the middle of the fold. With those, I could easily tie it into place, leaving a decorative knot on one side of my hip. Don’t judge me. We Barbarians enjoy the simple comforts. Underestimate us at your peril.

      With my clothing situation sorted, I slipped out of the yard again and back out to the edge of town. I crept around the outskirts until I spotted a road. I could also see the way was clear. There was a small amount of traffic, but there were no guards in sight. There really must be only a few. So with nothing stopping me, I stepped onto the road behind a wagon hauling hay and walked in like I was supposed to be there. I strode confidently, head held high, and like there wasn’t anything wrong with me being there to begin with.

      To the undiscerning eye, I looked casual, unaware. For anyone with training, they would have seen how my eyes constantly kept an eye on my surroundings, my body—fluid and battle ready. People gave me strange looks. And I heard more than one mutter the word ‘Barbarian’ as I passed by. Perfect, if they saw me only as a Barbarian, then I could play the part. It wasn’t far off from the truth anyway. I ignored their stares as I looked for whatever passed as an tavern in this town. No better place to pick up some gossip or details than men drowning themselves in drink. First though, I spotted a well. I made my way over and hauled a bucket of water to drink. When I did so, the sun hit the water at the right angle, and I could see myself.

      I had lived a hard life and I wore the scars proudly. Mementos that I survived, while my enemies lay dead. The twisted scar up the side of my face from the boar I didn’t quite dodge as a child. The burn on my chin from the goddess’s flames, mostly healed, but leaving the odd texture of cured leather and dead nerves. Or the faded silver line of the claw mark that nearly bisected my left eye. I should have been the rough looking, partially bearded, and seasoned Barbarian I always was—just, I blinked and took a drink of the water, before setting the bucket down. That was not the exact version I’d seen in my reflection. I frowned and looked again. I… I was younger. The same brown eyes glared back at me, but the canvas had changed. The scarring was gone, and the beard was just stubble without the intermittent grey streaks. My hair was darker and even my nose had lost the crooked bend from the many brawls I’d been in. When I reached up, I touched my face. The pads on my fingers traced over smooth skin. I could feel the sensation of  fingers on invigorated nerves and the pores of my flesh. There was a pang of regret. I had always been proud of my scars. My Mementos. I shook myself. Adapt, survive and thrive. With the pristine skin of a young man perhaps my luck with the ladies would improve.

      “Pardon me, stranger!”

      I paused. I mean, it was possible they were talking to someone else. But… I turned and saw an old man with a cane staring at me with an odd look. Time to play the Barbarian with all brawn and nothing else in my head.

      “Yes?”

      “You wouldn’t happen to be from Vardenfall, would you?”

      “No.”

      The old man waited for a moment as if he expected me to continue talking. When that clearly wasn’t the case, he coughed and gave me a smile. “Well then. Welcome to town. Can I help you find your way?”

      “Tavern.”

      He nodded as his smile slipped. “Follow the road till you see the sign on the right.”

      I didn’t bother thanking him. That entire exchange just seemed strange. Either there was something wrong with my class, my appearance or perhaps a societal taboo I clearly wasn’t aware of. In any case, nobody bothered me as I continued on. I spotted a series of stores on the right. They weren’t large. Just a general trader, a store with a farrier out the front, shoeing a horse, and what I was looking for—the tavern.

      Making my way around the horse, I stepped into the tavern. It was two storeys, the largest building in the town. There was no wattle and daub for this place, the walls were solid wood. The bottom floor was a bar with tables. In the middle of the room was a cooking fire with a middle-aged woman tending to a pot. She froze as I stepped into the room and I paid her no mind as I approached the bar. The man there must have been her husband.

      Above him, on the wall was a great-sword. It was a little longer than my old weapon, and this one looked like it was made from the tusk of some giant monster. Carved partially flat, it was decorated in intricate patterns. I doubted it was particularly sharp, but a weapon that large didn’t need to slice flesh. It would shear through foes regardless, when swung by an appropriate wielder.

      “W-what can I do for you, Barbarian?” the man smiled politely, betraying only the smallest tremor.

      “Kiath.”

      “Kiath?” the man frowned. “Has Kiath offended you somehow?”

      “No,” I grunted. “Just wanted information on the goblins.”

      “Oh,” the man smiled, looking more relieved. “I might be able to help then. Kiath was called out of town. Something spooked a couple lads in the fields.”

      I nodded at that, thinking of the armed guard moving off into the field. If he was the one talking about the goblins, then it was probably reliable information. Still, I didn’t want to deal with the guards.

      “Goblins, where are they?”

      “I… Ah… I don’t know, how--”

      “Where was the attack?” I continued cutting him off.

      He looked nervous again and swallowed. “North road, about an hour out.”

      “How many?”

      “I don’t know,” the man deflated. “I’m sorry, maybe you should—hey!”

      I ignored him as I climbed over the bar. Several shouts went up as I gripped the hilt of the massive weapon behind the bar. It was sitting on a pair of nails, but wasn’t anchored at all. I lifted it free and stepped back, dropping onto the floor again.

      “That doesn’t belong to you!” the middle-aged woman shrieked.

      I gave her a withering glare and turned the weapon over in my hand. Though I lacked the proper identification spells of some of the other races, I could feel this was a weapon suitable for my capabilities. It was a blooded blade, left to dry on a shelf by someone who clearly didn’t understand what it was that they had.

      From hilt to tip, it was a little over my own height in length. It had a long curve to it, hooking around, like it was the mighty tooth of a dragon or creature of legend. Something struck my chest, and I looked down as a soup covered spoon hit the floor. The woman was picking up an iron poker from the fire since she had disarmed herself. I glanced around the room and saw several people frowning at me.

      “Now you just--”

      I reached out and took her by the head. Far gentler than I would have if she was a man, I shoved her sideways. She shrieked as she tumbled to the floor, but was otherwise unharmed. With a grunt, I made for the door as a yellow tunic wearing a helmet came into view. As they reached the door, so did my foot. The metallic crunch echoed through the room as the door slammed into the guard, sending them to the ground.

      I stepped out into the light and looked around at the horrified faces before me. The guard choked and wheezed. I could see the signs he had been winded. And I didn’t care. First stop, kill the goblins. Second stop… Fuck knows. But it wouldn’t be anywhere near this place.

      I turned and after examining the position of the sun, I worked out which direction was north. Turns out, that was back the way I had originally come. The crowd broke apart as I approached. But so long as they got out of my way, I wasn’t interested in hurting anyone. I doubted I had even caused the guard permanent damage. Instead, I moved on, strolling down the road. I thought about grabbing the bucket from the well, but that seemed needlessly petty. Goblins weren’t long distance travelers. They wouldn’t be far from the place they attacked.

      The road was relatively flat, and easy to traverse as it passed into a thriving forest. I earned a few odd looks from a pair of wagons and some travelers heading into the town. I noted a few elves, even a dark elf. But none bothered me beyond the stares. I kept up my pace, hoping that nobody would be dumb enough to follow me. I figured at some point, eventually someone or something would be said or done. I could only hope, I wouldn’t be in the area when a significant effort to find me was put together.

      True to the bartender’s words, it was only an hour before I picked up the signs of a disturbance. It was strange that I couldn’t smell them. That horrible stench that followed them around was like a beacon to their presence in an area. Not being able to smell them was a worry. But they weren’t doing much to hide their activities. I could see a splash of dried blood from where someone had taken an injury. Then there were a few splinters of wood and a broken arrow shaft. Which meant that someone had cleaned up quickly before they left.

      “Clever goblins?” I chuckled and shook my head. Likely teenage collectors looking for souvenirs.

      I moved around, checking the direction of the scuffles, reading the land and examining the surrounding bush. From where I stood at the ambush site, there was a clump of bushes and trees that looked like the perfect place for archers to perch, while ground forces hid in waiting.

      Sure enough, when I made my way over, I could see the small imprints from goblin sized boots. And… boots… Since when did goblins wear boots? There were a few bare feet as well. The signature four toes of the goblins was clear. But they lacked the indentations from their long, twisted, toenails-turned-claws.

      With confusion etched on my face, I followed them. They moved in roughly a north-easterly direction. It was also relatively straight. So either this was a well-travelled route they used a lot, or someone was leading them. And if that goddess was here, then that was likely the culprit. These goblins, for whatever reason, had no scent—nor did they leave spoor along the trek they were taking. There were indications they likely lived off the land—as they had done in areas away from the greater races, and the associated cities and settlements that came with them. I growled at the thought, “If they’d fucking stayed that way, I wouldn’t literally be hunting them across worlds like this…” I shook my head, my mutters dying as I continued the hunt.

      The next surprise was how far they’d travelled. Goblins, as I previously mentioned, weren’t suited for moving long distances. Short limbs meant fast but powerful burst movements. They were quick over short distances, but long distances were tiring. So after walking for several hours, I was starting to think that maybe these weren’t goblins. Or at least, maybe not ALL goblins. Which was strange, as they rarely had anything to do with other races. If they couldn’t fight it or fuck it, they tended to eat it. And sometimes that happened anyway.

      But eventually, as the sun crept lower, I smelled the smoke of a cookfire. And… even that was perplexing. Goblins could make fire, and they cooked when they wanted to. But that was extra planning and effort. An effort they had taken after travelling what should have been a rather daunting distance. I lifted my blade and gave it a test swing. Everything felt firm and solid. It hummed through the air and I grinned thinking about ending this here and now.

      I closed in on the goblins; other than the smell of smoke, there were no other discernible sounds or smells. Which had me on edge. Goblins were selfish creatures, the smell of food should have had the strongest fighting over each other to lay claim to the meat. However, it wasn’t beyond a goblin to set an ambush. But those ambushes were for approaching enemies they already knew about. Not some random Barbarian approaching from the woods. They also wouldn’t have left cooking meat out in the open like that. I crept closer, seeing a break in the trees that was likely where they had set up. They didn’t act like the mountain catacomb goblins of my world, but maybe this was a splinter group?

      I sighed and crept closer. I could see the flickering light of the fire, and several individuals seated around it. They were hunched over in front of the flames. Most had their back to me, but even those facing my direction were obscured. There was a whole deer carcass on a spit, slowly rotating over the fire. The one holding the handle for the spit, was none other than the goddess. I growled and hefted my blade once more. I would have to be quick.

      “Come on, then!” she shouted. “You’re probably hungry after your walk!”

      I froze in place. I wasn’t sure who she was speaking to. But--

      “Blath? You listening?”

      I took a deep breath as my heartbeat in my chest. This was a trap. This had to be a trap. They’d surrounded me. I started looking for goblins. Tensing, waiting for the arrow that would strike from behind. I looked up into the trees to see who was going to drop from above. I swept my blade around at the ready. They might have gotten the drop on me, but I would not go down without a fight!

      And…

      … And…

      “Blath?”

      I whirled around. She was closer this time. Holding the haunch of the deer in both hands. The goblins around the fire were standing in a clump where I could see them. I couldn’t make out much in the shadows of the forest in the diminishing light.

      “Blath?”

      I blinked, and then charged. Several of the goblins screamed as I closed with the goddess. She smiled sadly at me as she held up the roasted meal and I swung my blade around. I expected her to move. I expected her to retaliate. There was no way she was just going to stand there. The air hummed as I swung for her neck and… at the last moment, I hauled back, sending the blade high brushing the tip of one ear.

      Whirling around, I looked everywhere for the surprise attack. The goblins by the fire were still shrieking, but they hadn’t moved. I spun, checking in all directions.

      “Blath…” Her voice was soft and steady, the kind of voice used on nervous or scared animals to calm them down.

      Whirling around on the goddess, I took her by the neck with my off-hand and held her in place.

      “Where’s the rest of them?!”

      The goddess choked for a moment, but shook her head. “This is it.”

      “Lies!”

      She didn’t respond verbally. She just shook her head and remained silent. If there was one thing I had learned over the years, was the difference between a bitter truth, and a bluff. She was the goddess. Of that, I had no doubts. It wasn’t even just her appearance, but the aura around her. She was it. And if she were here, scraping by like a mortal, that meant…

      “Fuck,” I snarled as I released her neck. “What’s going on?”

      “Dinner,” The goddess grumped as she rubbed her neck, smearing some of the juices from the meat along the red handprint forming there.

      “Dinner?” I snarled.

      She held up the haunch once more. I looked at it and wondered if it were poisoned. But… I really didn’t know what to think of this whole situation. Instead, I stared at the meat as if it held all the answers to my very confused brain.

      “I can see you’re confused about all this,” she offered.

      “No shit,” I replied in deadpan. “What is this?”

      “Di--”

      “Not that,” I snapped. “All of this!” I gestured to the small tents and the cluster of goblins watching me fearfully… “Are they even goblins?”

      “They are,” the goddess insisted. “They’re just, not the goblins from your world.”

      “Hi!” One of them waved.

      I glared, and all but one withered from my gaze. That one snorted and casually dismissed me with her golden eyes, before checking one of her fingernails.

      “Why shouldn’t I just kill you now?” I growled.

      The goddess shrugged her slight shoulders. “I have no excuse. I let things get out of hand. That world was overrun by… by my kind. They were monsters, truly.”

      “Then why did you make them?” I demanded.

      “I didn’t!” The goddess hissed. “I made THEM!” she pointed at the cluster. “That’s supposed to be what they were. And they were for a time.”

      “You can’t expect me to believe that.”

      “Blath, you can literally smell the difference, can’t you?”

      I snorted and shook my head. “So what? What was with the deal? I come here, kill you. Goblins gone forever. Then what?”

      “Then what?” the goddess shrugged. “The dead don’t know they’re dead.”

      “Except for the undead,” one of the other goblins squeaked out, but she was quickly hushed by the others.

      I frowned. “Are they all women?”

      “Yes.”

      “How are you going to survive without men?”

      “I was… kinda hoping.”

      I glared at the goddess. She gave me a hopeful smile and offered me the haunch.

      “It’s a goblin camp!” A male voice shouted. “I’d never have thought to see one in my lifetime.”

      I whirled around, seeing a half-dozen men charge into view. Two of them were dressed in the garb of the town guards. The others were men of the village. They each had shields and clubs. The guards had their spears and swords. I watched them spread out and saw the goddess hold up her hand at the other goblins.

      “And you!” One guard pointed at me with the spear. “Assault on a guard is a hefty offence. Help us clear these goblins before they become a menace, and I’ll advocate for hard labor rather than your head!”

      I blinked and glanced from the guard, to the goddess. “Seriously? All I did was kick him.”

      “They’re big on authority here,” the goddess shrugged.

      “Are you talking to that thing?” The guard snarled. “You fucking it too?”

      This time I snarled. But it was a voice from the goblin cluster that called out, “Can you imagine? Being held by the neck. You can barely breathe and he’s over you, thrusting his--”

      “Chiq!” The goddess snapped.

      “What?! If I’m going to die, I wanna rub one out first!”

      That was greeted by a series of agreements from the others.

      “I’ve had enough of this!” I growled.

      I turned as the two guards rushed at me. The men of the village broke out on either side. They were going to go around while I was distracted. I had only moments to think about what I was about to do. I could do as they asked and kill the goblins. It would be easy. But that would put me at the guards mercy. And I had no intention of doing any hard labor or having my freedom taken from me. Fleeing was the best option I had. It would keep the men occupied. I could go a day or two without rest and put some distance in.

      “DIE!”

      One guard stepped and used the motion to hurl his spear straight at the goddess. She turned her head up at me and shot me a smile. It wasn’t one of anger, malice or even happiness. Just… sad acceptance. It struck a chord within me. A sharp emotion that pierced through the veil of vendetta I’d held against her kind. I’d already killed every goblin in one world, I had the title to prove it. But a part of me, finally admitted that I was tired. This world could be a chance at a new beginning. Reinvent myself… and that scared the shit out of me. If I wasn’t in a flight or fight moment, I would have been frozen to the spot—but years of training kicked in, and I compartmentalized my emotions.

      “Fuck.”

      Flicking my stolen sword around, I caught the spear, sending it into the ground. The guard halted as I turned towards them.

      “Can’t have you telling the others where this is,” I sighed. “Sorry about that.”

      He opened his mouth to yell. But only the gurgling of the air escaping his lungs was heard as I sheared off the top of his head. Before his corpse hit the ground, I was bringing my second swing around towards the last guard. His eyes went wide, before the blade crushed his helmet. Not that these men were poorly trained. It was that I had been fighting since the death of my family and had never truly stopped. Battle was as natural as breathing. The skill comparison wasn’t worth thinking about, especially as I turned my attention to the terrified men who followed along.

      The villagers’ screams only lasted a few moments, and their bodies were sliced like soft butter from the force of my swings. There was no time for regrets. No begging. No agonized cries of a man bleeding out. Just terror, and then silence. Some had tried to escape, they were the first to die, and as I stood over the wet mess I left behind, I heard a single voice in the distance.

      “I’m so wet right now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      I could feel the warmth of the early morning sunlight flittering through the leaves in the treetops. Morning had come, and I wasn’t alone. I could sense them. The soft shuffle of clawed feet. The soft sniffing as they checked to see if I were alive or dead. I gripped the hilt of my blade, giving it the tiniest of twists to ensure it hadn’t been pinned in my sleep. As the creature came closer, I burst into action.

      Snatching the goblin by the throat, I leaped to my feet. Their small body kicked uselessly as they--

      “Harder!” the goblin half choked out.

      I blinked.

      “C-cumming!”

      I flinched as a gush of fluid ran down… her legs. With a grimace, I dropped her to the ground. Rather than land on her feet, her legs collapsed beneath her. She slumped back on the ground, legs splayed open, giving me a perfect view of her drooling…

      “Fuck,” I turned away.

      “It’s okay,” she squeaked. “Just shove it in me. We’ve been practicing and Tealz can get her whole arm up-HEY!”

      I was already walking off. With no pack and no equipment beyond my sword, there was nothing to slow me down. Clearly I hadn’t made it far enough away from those fucking goblins and they’d tracked me through the night. I huffed in annoyance as I picked up the pace.

      “You gonna just leave me like that?”

      I flinched and came to a halt. When I turned around, the same goblin was standing there giving me an angry glare. She was… short. Maybe five feet tall. Maybe. Long green ears that stuck out the sides of her head protruded upwards to fine points. Her body was… as curvy as a sand timer. And—why the fuck was I looking at a goblin?

      “Fuck off!” I snarled.

      She blinked, “Why?”

      “Why?” I gaped. “What do you mean why? I’m leaving!”

      “Yeah, I know,” she grinned. “Where are we going?”

      “We, aren’t going anywhere!” I snarled as I stomped towards her. “You’re going back to your little village, and I’m going…”

      “Going?”

      I wanted to respond, but honestly, I had no idea. I had two options out here. Walk off into the wilderness and survive on my own. Or get back to the road and continue to distance myself from the town and the confusing emotions these strange goblins and their goddess evoked in me.

      “Go home,” I waved my hand and turned my back.

      “Tell you what!” She giggled as she jogged up to walk beside me. “If you fuck me hard enough to break me. I won’t be able to follow you!”

      “Why don’t I just kill you then?” I shot her a glare.

      She shrugged. “Chief said you wouldn’t kill us. Don’t get me wrong. I’m happy about not dying. But I thought we’d get more perks.”

      I didn’t have anything to say to that. So I simply turned and started walking once more.

      “So,” the goblin giggled. “I’m Chiq. What’s your-”

      My foot connected with her chest. Her form compressed no differently than any other goblin I had ever kicked for the hills. I felt her bones flex surprisingly well, absorbing the impact as she tumbled out of sight. Had she not been a goblin, I would have thought to study her a little. At the very least, her anatomy would be useful to know. Was it goblin specific, or was there something about this world that made bones more durable?

      The humans I had killed didn’t feel any different. But then, cleaving them in half with a primal blade, I likely wouldn’t have felt it, even if they had. So with a sniff, I turned back to my path and continued on. The sun rose higher in the sky, and I used the additional light to scout for sustenance. Most of the plants here looked similar to things from the world I was from. When I spotted a patch of berries, I paused to gather what I could.

      In my youth, I would leave a handful behind. Preserving the plant and giving it a chance to reproduce. But I had grown beyond those ideals. I wouldn’t be around to pluck the fruit after this. One harvest for me wouldn’t destroy the plant. So I filled my belly.

      They weren’t quite what I remembered. Sweeter, but also more tart. They had a lovely flavor and the Barbarian part of me delighted in feeding from the land. While I wouldn’t normally turn down a haunch of meat: roots, vegetables, berries and other foraged sustenance was perfectly fine with all but the most tedious of my kind.

      I shook my head to clear those thoughts. For all I knew, the Barbarians of this world, were nothing like those from my world. I could be well out of my depth, or I could be a master of their kind. Hell, I could become the leader of an entire new order as my next step in establishing myself in this world. It was impossible to tell until I had found somewhere to call home and interacted with people. And I couldn’t do that anywhere near this town. Likely, I wouldn’t be able to do so with this weapon either. But I would hold on to it as long as I could.

      With a snort and a shake of my head, I clutched a last handful of berries and climbed to my--

      “Fuck!” I jumped at the sight of the familiar goblin beside me.

      “That hurt,” she grumped. “Hey are those berries?”

      “Mine!” I snarled.

      “Ah… You didn’t eat those, did you?”

      I blinked slowly and looked down at the handful in my hands. “Why?’

      “Oh, just… They taste really good. But they’re poisonous.”

      I thought about it for a moment and shook my head. I was a Barbarian. Most poisons weren’t capable of causing serious harm to the likes of me. So even if it was true, I would probably live through it. I did however, dump the rest of them on the ground as I carried on.

      “Blath?”

      “Fuck off.”

      “No seriously, those berries will mess you up.”

      I groaned. “And what do you care?”

      “Why wouldn’t I?”

      I spun and glared as she stared right back at me. “Because you’re a fucking goblin!”

      “You say that like it’s a bad thing,” she crossed her arms.

      “It is a bad thing!”

      The slightly shocked expression that crossed her face made me pause. “I’m bad?”

      “Goblins are vile, disgusting, violent little monsters. Whatever you can’t eat, you rape and whatever is left you shit on and burn!” I snarled thinking of all those past memories. “I took an oath to destroy your kind. And your goddess tricked me into coming here!”

      “But… you didn’t kill us? I thought--”

      “Whatever you thought was wrong,” I snapped. “Go home to the goddess. I’m leaving.”

      “Where will you go?”

      “Somewhere away from you,” I hissed.

      The quiet sob that met my ears almost made me turn. But I pressed on. Despite what she looked like, and how she spoke. She was still just a goblin. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow. But one day--

      “FUCK!” I spun as she pulled her teeth out of my leg.

      I wound up to kick her again, but she spun out of range. I had half a mind to cut her in half, but she turned and rushed off into the trees.

      “Fucking monster!” I spat.

      Without water, or medical supplies, I just knew that I was going to get infected. Men had died every day from wounds received by goblins. Their teeth and claws held so many diseases even with medical care it was difficult to tell if you would survive without immediate healing.

      The bite was rather small for what I expected. Goblins had taken flesh from bone before. But this felt like retaliation to mark or even hurt me. Considering I had kicked her, I couldn’t be all that mad about it. At least until I knew if it was going to fester. With a shake of my head, I figured the town would have some supplies. It was already obvious that there wasn’t anyone there that was a risk to me. I could just walk in and take what I needed. I just needed to pick up the pace a bit.

      I let myself drift into my class mindset. It was a fugue state I taught myself over the years. Some idiots sit with their legs crossed and hum. Others sing or dance. Me? I listen to the world around me. By treading softly, walking quickly and taking in the world around me, I could travel for days if necessary. Almost by second nature, I would snag edible leaves, fruits and whatever else I came across. And with my focus concentrated more on my environment, I had spotted many ambushes well before they had even spotted me.

      So, it was jarring as I snapped out of it, to hear rough voices.

      “Got em. Tracks just keep going north-east like I thought they did.”

      I froze and held still as I listened to those who were nearby. I never liked retreating along the same path I had used to begin with. If someone was following me, it led to situations like this. Though I wasn’t entirely sure if they were following me, or the goblins.

      “Good spot,” another voice praised the first. “Hopefully we can run the murdering bastards down before nightfall and see if Tammi is at the tavern.”

      “You and that fucking whore,” a third voice laughed.

      “You’ve had her too, you know what I’m talking about,” the voice trailed off as the sound of dozens of boots filled the air.

      They weren’t just a wandering band of mercenaries taking a job. This sounded like an attack force. I had no idea what magic was in this world. But all I could think was when those men didn’t come home, it must have triggered something to let someone know.

      With barely a suppressed growl, I moved to intercept them, right as the sounds of those boots shifted to horses. I snarled as I rushed through the bushes to spot the last of them moving off.

      “Fuck,” I swore.

      I could leave. This was my chance. They’d kill the goblins. My oath would be complete. Then I could move on. I wouldn’t have to worry about them any longer. I could move on… As I wiped sweat off my brow, I gritted my teeth. Could I really leave them? They were goblins, but… The look the goddess gave me haunted me. The sad acceptance. I shook my head trying to fill it with something else and then Chiq came to mind. I didn’t need to remember the cleft of her nether regions. And something burned in my stomach.  But… I knew they had attacked a wagon, still…

      “Fuck!”

      Hoisting my sword over my shoulder I ran. The horses were ahead and the sound they made was going to drown out anything I made unless I WANTED them to hear me. I followed along as best I could without exhausting myself. And I was already feeling tired. Maybe Chiq was telling the truth, and those berries were actually poisonous.

      “Fuck, maybe the goddess can help?” I grunted.

      I dragged a breath of ragged air into my lungs and continued on as quickly as I was comfortable. The horses weren’t all that far ahead. I could still hear them, but they were getting distant. The real issue was my balance. I was swaying from side to side as I ran. Twice, I bumped off the trunk of a large tree. Only by sheer luck did I not fall in a heap. The most concerning part was the knowledge that I was, without a doubt, poisoned.

      There was no other explanation. It wasn’t hot enough to affect me like this. Horses couldn’t cope with harsh temperatures either. I just needed to press on. The quicker I caught up with the horses, the quicker the goddess could help with whatever was wrong with me and the quicker I could convince them to move and I could live my life.

      As I ran, I gradually felt like the dizziness had gotten no worse. But my guts churned badly. I drooled and spat to stop it running down my front. But I could only do that so much before I pulled to a stop. The vomit that rushed out of me smelled and tasted exactly as the berries did on the way down. Which in a sad, disgusting way, I was thankful for. Throwing up bile was never a pleasant experience. With my stomach empty, I wiped my mouth and continued following the horses.

      I heard a scream up ahead and grimaced. I put my head down and charged, hoping to drift into my fugue state to surge onwards. It was only partially successful. I could keep up a decent pace, but I couldn’t keep my balance. I staggered around as I moved, crashing through trees and bushes. It drowned the noise out by whatever was happening up ahead. I could smell blood, and an injured horse rushed past me, heading back the way I came. That was a good sign at the very least, but I was too disoriented to catch the thing.

      Instead, I burst out of the treeline into a familiar-looking camp, and promptly collapsed on my face.

      “Oh shit! Is that him?!”

      I grimaced and sat up. There were a dozen men. Unlike the attackers from yesterday, these were all trained. Not soldiers, perhaps mercenaries? They had shields and were in a formation, defending themselves from arrows being pelted at them from the tents. Their horses were set up a distance apart from the battle. So either these men weren’t trained cavalry, or they valued their beasts. I could make out the goblin screams and I was certain one of them was the goddess herself. The men at the rear of the formation had turned when I crashed to the ground.

      One of them took a glance back towards the goblins, before lowering their shield towards me. I swore under my breath as I hauled myself to my feet. The man didn’t want to give me a chance and charged in with his weapon held low. Despite my blurred vision, I could tell he was going to try to stab into my guts as he took me to the ground. So I used my disorientation to stagger sideways.

      The sudden move set him off balance, and I used the momentum to swing my sword around. It hit him with a meaty THWACK! I frowned as I recognized the sound of breaking skull. I hit him with the flat of my sword which… Well there goes my theory on the beings of this world having different bones. Maybe just a goblin thing?

      The impact was enough to stagger me. So I almost missed when one of the men in the formation drew a crossbow on me. Thankfully, I misstepped and collapsed in a heap as he fired, sending the bolt sailing overhead. Only to hit one of their horses. The beast let out a scream and burst into motion. Its sudden panic set off the rest of the small herd and they rushed in multiple directions. One tore through the camp, trampling a tent, while another headed straight for the formation.

      I hauled myself to my feet as the men broke apart to avoid being trampled. The goblins kept firing their arrows, and I saw a few strike targets. I let out a sad yell and rushed in towards them. I wasn’t going to be much help, but I could kill a few at the very least. Swinging my sword around, I ignored the wet thuds of bodies. I felt something hit me from behind and whirled around to see a man collapse with a goblin arrow stuck in his neck. I lifted my foot and drove it under his chin, snapping his head back. Unfortunately, that sent me off balance once more and I fell flat on my back.

      Someone loomed over head with a blade, but an arrow appearing in his shoulder preceded a scream. The figure yelled once more as the blade dropped to the ground beside me. A green figure swarmed overhead, howling with mad giggles. She waved a pair of blades, before darting off. Another came past, holding a bow and crouched over me, drawing before firing. I recognized her after a few moments as Chiq.

      But it was the third figure that spoke to me. The goddess. She came into view as she patted my head with her hand.

      “Have you started to vomit?”

      “Pack up,” I grunted. “Leave. Before they come back.”

      She smiled and shook her head. “Later Barbarian. You are ill.”

      “You’re going to die,” I grunted.

      “Not if you take this,” she offered a small vial. “There will be side effects. But they will pass.”

      I grimaced. The last thing I really wanted was to be indebted to a goblin. Let alone to a goddess. But… I opened my mouth. She smiled and poured the liquid into my mouth. Unlike the berries, it was unpleasant. It tasted like dirt and cabbage washed together with charcoal. It was even gritty. But I swallowed it down. Almost immediately I wanted to throw up, but the goddess pressed her hands to my lips.

      “Keep it down,” she hissed. “There’s no more. If you bring it up, you’ll die.”

      I groaned as my head swam and nodded my head. And slowly, I felt the effects of the poison begin to diminish. It was subtle. At first, I just felt better. Less like I was going to vomit. But the world began to clear and I could make out sounds around me. The sound of the wind, the chirping of birds. The smell of fresh flowers. Everything was so vibrant. Sitting up, I stretched my arms overhead and laughed as the joints in my neck popped.

      “Careful ladies, this is only the first stage of the antidote purge. He’ll feel euphoric and amazed at everything around him. He’s still got two more stages and he may not remember what he does between the second and third stages.”

      I blinked at the tone of the warning and looked around. The goblins were… well… beautiful. There was the goddess of course. Beside her was Chiq, but there were five more standing around. They all had the same basic characteristics. Green skin, curvy figure and black hair with the exception of Srink, who’s hair was golden. But they all differed as well. One looked bored as she used one of the two daggers she carried to clean under her fingernails. Her form was more slender than the rest. She wore skin-tight leather. Another smiled widely as she held a blacksmith’s hammer like a mace. Just about every crease of her outfit had flowers woven into the stitching. She held one towards me with one muscular arm.

      I took it with a smile and turned to the next. She was the curviest of the bunch and looked to be hiding her head inside a helmet made form a large pot or… Perhaps she was using the pot as a helmet. Clutched in her hands was a ladle with a bloodstain on it. The next had her hair woven into a thick braid that she held as she stared at me. Over her shoulder was a bow like Chiq’s. The last member of a group. Was… well from the way she ran the burning torch over her own skin, I would assume she was the crazy one. She wore the least. Mostly a collection of leather straps around her sizable chest and crotch.

      “Blath?”

      I turned my head back to the goddess and smiled. She was so kind. Her skin shone in the sunlight and… And there was blood on her. I frowned in concern and stood, before moving closer. She giggled as I bent to examine her for wounds.

      “Chief?”

      “Leave him,” she ordered softly. “He will need physical…sexual exertion to get it out of his system completely. It’ll just take time.”

      I frowned at her words. I knew what she had said. But they made little sense. She already cured my poison. I didn’t need anything else to work its way out.

      “Ooh, me next!”

      Chiq moved closer as I turned. I could see blood on her too and… And I’d kicked her. How could I kick her? I took her in my arms and pulled her close. She let out a shrill growl before clawing at me.

      “I’m sorry,” I grunted. “I… I didn’t mean to kick you. Forgive me?”

      “Does this mean you’re going to fu--”

      “Chiq! Get back!”

      I heard the goddess’s tone and frowned. I knew I’d hurt her, but I wouldn’t do it again. She was lovely, they all were. She smelled so good and the way she felt in my arms. I looked down at her and saw her expression. As the goddess tried to pry my arms open. How long had she been trying to do that?

      “Chiq, he’s entering the second stage.”

      Chiq gasped, and I looked down. I didn’t know what was happening, but she smelled amazing. The delight written across her face was evident that whatever the goddess was talking about must be a good thing. And I’d handle whatever it was soon, I just… I…

      “I have him,” Chiq smiled over at the goddess. “I’m so fucking wet right now.”

      “Wet?” I asked, before I took a deep breath.

      I could smell it now. Female excitement. It was intoxicating. I pushed Chiq down and she giggled madly as she opened those curvy legs of hers. I saw it once more, that glistening slit between her green thighs. My loincloth lifted at the force of my erection springing out. Chiq’s eyes went wide, and she opened her mouth as I took hold of her legs.

      “Goddess!”

      “I warned you!”

      I ignored their banter as I pulled her closer. Her hips, were wide and welcoming as I took hold and began to lift.

      “Goddess! He’s going to kill me!” Chiq whimpered.

      “Not kill,” I grunted. “Only fuck.”

      “Blath?”

      I blinked in shock as a nude, green body obscured my view of Chiq. I shifted and met the goddess’s eyes. She smiled widely, and I lost my trail of thought as her lips caught my own. It was chaste, but I wanted her, and I wanted her now. Pulling her close, I lifted her into my arms.

      “Hey! That was mine!”

      “You were complaining about him killing you with it!” The goddess hissed over her shoulder.

      “I wasn’t complaining!”

      Whatever the goddess was about to say, was driven from her lungs as I pushed her down onto my cock. Her body parted as I thrust into her. I fed half my length into her, before feeling something block my passage. It wasn’t enough for me. I needed more, and I growled as I pulled down once more.

      “Oh, fuck!” the goddess whimpered.

      “Fucking, slut!” Chiq snarled as various other voices rang out around us.

      I paid them no mind as I felt something open within the goddess. My cock slipped deeper inside her, and I could feel two rings of muscle clamping down on my length.

      “Slay me, Barbarian,” the goddess trembled.

      I tightened my grip and thrust up into her. She howled as her body clenched tightly over my cock. But her nails dug into my skin, holding me close. So rather than stop, I repeated the action. My cock bored into her body, driving the air from her lungs. But she still refused to release me. And I was fine with that. I thrust up into her with reckless abandon. Her body spasmed with each thrust and her mouth let out wordless cries.

      “That looks almost painful,” the bored one grunted.

      “It should be me!” Chiq complained.

      “Look at how her waist bulges when he forces it up inside her,” the curvy, pot wearing one mumbled as she peaked through her fingers.

      I could only barely hear those words. Right now, the goddess was cumming. Her teeth sank into my chest as she let out a series of whimpering cries. Her body throbbed, milking my cock as I continued thrusting up into her. I could feel my end approaching, and everything told me where I needed to put it. As I drove myself inside her, I held her tightly against my chest. I ignored the quick gasps she made as my cock forced out the last of her air. She now breathed with each thrust of my cock as I pushed and pulled on her diaphragm.

      With a pained snarl, I bottomed out and held her there as my cock throbbed. I pumped my seed into the goddess’s deepest place. I could feel a small ball of pressure in her middle, form as I pumped her up from within. And…

      I froze. I… I was fucking the goddess. I was… I was inside a goblin. She stared up at me with a drunk smile as drool leaked from the side of her mouth. With a snort, I released her. She tumbled back, only to be caught on my cock. The tightness of her body held on and she dangled limply from my cock for a few moments. Gravity would not be denied as her legs swung over her head. We heard a wet THLOP! and the goddess slumped to the ground where she took a deep breath.

      What had I done?

      How was I going to live with this?

      Maybe I should just kill my--

      “MINE!”

      I blinked as a set of pointed teeth closed down around my cock. A long, slender tongue bathed the juices from my length as Chiq forced my cock into the back of her throat. And with the memory of her teeth in my leg, I held very, very still.
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      Opening my eyes, I blinked as a water drop struck me in the face. The thatch roof shuddered as the wind howled overhead. Even the walls seemed to shudder like the breathing of some enormous beast. Slowly, I pushed myself up into a seated position and looked around. It wasn’t much to look at. The bed I was on was just a pile of furs over a straw mattress. From top to bottom, the roof was a single piece set on an angle like a lean-to. The walls were made of branches and sealed with mud. There were no windows, and the door was a piece of still furred leather. It had loops sewn into place that were pulled tight against hooks in the frame.

      “You’re letting the heat out.”

      I yelped and tumbled out of the bed onto the floor. The floor was covered in a woven rug, made of thin reeds. I only paid marginal attention to it as I looked back towards the bed as the goddess pulled the fur closer around her shoulders as she watched me.

      “How did I get here?” I grunted.

      “We carried you,” the goddess mumbled as the wind picked up once more. “After we dragged Chiq off you, the full effects of those berries wore off and you collapsed.”

      “Berries,” I shook my head, before freezing. “No…”

      I pushed my senses inwards. I could feel them. My strengths, abilities and other notable features. It wasn’t like a physical list, but as a general sense. Specific things, like titles came to me as words that stuck into my head. Like my ‘Bootlicker’ title I received as a young man. I was starving and ate one of my boots. It became a bit of a joke until I earned myself a few more. Like my more recent one of ‘Godslayer.’ But there was one more. One that was even newer than that.

      “Oathbreaker.” My eyes widened. But not due to the title, although it was still a harsh punishment, but because for the first time ever, there was a message written beneath the title.

      For impregnating the goddess that bestowed Godslayer upon you, the gods of this world hereby declare you Oathbreaker.

      The goddess sighed and shuffled across the bed. “I’m sorry--”

      “Why do you care?” I growled at her. “You’re just a fucking goblin!”

      “I care, because I choose to care,” she snapped back. “You may not think much of my kind. But here, now, in this world, I was hoping you were smart enough to see a difference!”

      “Difference?!” I growled. “I was brought here against my will! Dragged into your mess! Poisoned and… and…” I shook my head and slumped back onto the floor. “I need to leave.”

      “And go where?”

      That was the question, wasn’t it? Where would I go? Whereas my statistics were my own, anyone who had bothered to train their inner eye senses could view my titles. The lowliest of slaves were the only group I could imagine I could interact with, that wouldn’t have bothered. Merchants, thugs, even the very beggars on the streets learned to read titles.

      Having something like ‘Oathbreaker’ in my title though, was so much worse. Oaths were under the gods purview. If you made an oath, no matter how small, you were honor bound to carry it out. All oaths were witnessed by the gods. Intent played a vital role with oaths and you had to follow it to the letter and in the spirit it was made. If you made an oath to protect a caravan, and were overwhelmed by bandits forcing a retreat. Depending on the circumstances, you could earn other titles like ‘Coward’ or ‘Survivor.’ But if your oath was to protect that caravan, and you fled at the first sign of danger. You could be labelled with ‘Oathbreaker’.

      Once labeled as such, you couldn’t make or create any binding oaths. All contracts and deals used oaths to ensure validity and trust—from merchants, to guilds, and in day to day life. I would be blacklisted in all established cities.

      I feared how this title would influence me. It was a well established fact, that titles were known to influence a person. Either altering their physical, emotional or mental states. Titles were intrusive. Making an oath to wipe out the goblins was a long-held oath, made in my youth, but witnessed and judged by four gods who kept their identity from me. I had carried it most of my life. And I had done well. I even had the Genocidal Maniac title to prove I had kept my oath. Now, new gods in this world didn’t like I had killed a goddess’s avatar and slapped me with an unfair title. I gritted my teeth and clenched my jaw at the injustice.

      I looked over at the goddess and my eyes tracked down to her stomach.

      “No…”

      “I thought as much,” she nodded.

      “I could still kill you.”

      The goddess smiled and shifted over in the bed. She opened her legs and I couldn’t help but stare at the glistening mess between her legs.

      “Go ahead. Stab me. I’ve been throbbing for three days.”

      I grunted. Part of me was disgusted seeing her display. But… I wasn’t disgusted by the display itself. I was disgusted by my reaction to it. Seeing her like that was… wait…

      “Three days?”

      “Mhm,” she slipped a hand down her stomach and touched between her legs. “For three days I’ve had you all to myself. Not that you’ve been much of a conversational partner.”

      I tried not to think about what she’d obviously had to put up with. If it had been three days, things likely weren’t all pleasant. But she didn’t appear upset by anything. Not that I cared. She was a goblin. A vile, disgusting creature. Even now, she was moaning like a whore as she slid four fingers into her drooling pussy.

      “I’ve been able to do this, since you…” She trailed off.

      Not that I was listening as she tucked her thumb into the palm of her hand, and slid her entire fist into herself.

      “I still think you’re bigger, but- EEEK!”

      I hadn’t even thought about it until I was in motion. Her green pussy made a sucking sound as I pulled her hand out of herself. Her eyes went wide in shock as I loomed over her and that adorable little squeak escaped her lips as I drove my length into her. I pressed my cock to the very back of her pussy and felt that second opening. Something no human I’d ever fucked had. I paused as I took a firmer hold of the goddess’s hips and prepared to push once more.

      “Wait!” I froze and looked down as she stared at me with concern. “... The baby…”

      I grit my teeth. The baby was… was… “Fuck.” I shook my head. No matter how I hated goblins. No matter how fucked this situation. She was pregnant. And it was my child. That meant, that whatever was inside her, wasn’t entirely a goblin. Not that… not that she was entirely a goblin. Though… Perhaps I was looking at this the wrong way. Those things I killed back on my world. The Goddess had said that they were monsters. That she originally created them to look like Chiq and the others and…

      “Love me, hate me,” the goddess begged. “Do whatever you want to me. Just… not that. Please?”

      I let out a long sigh and pulled my cock out of her. She looked both relieved and disappointed. “Sorry.”

      “I didn’t mean stop,” she raised her knees to her chest as she held herself open for me. “Just be gentle. True goblins like us are hardy creatures. But we have our limits.”

      I thought about the feeling of Chiq’s bones when I kicked her. In my world the goblins bones were resilient, but with precision, I had killed goblins in the old world with a well-placed boot. Their chest caved in, with their ribs spearing into their organs. And yet, she seemed to be entirely fine. Fine enough to sneak up on me and lay a bite into… I glanced down and saw the small scabs from the bite. It was healing fine. No sign of swelling or infection. It didn’t even hurt.

      “Blath? Have I told you yet how our society works?”

      “Ah…” I blinked. “No… If it didn’t involve killing you, there wasn’t much else.”

      “I thought so,” the goddess smiled as she rolled onto her stomach and pulled her knees in to raise that curvy green ass towards me. “Our culture is like that of a beehive. With workers that care for the majority, and a minority that focus on breeding and making decisions.”

      “Are you telling me, you’re the queen?”

      “No,” she smiled over her shoulder. “I might be the goddess of my people. But in this world, I’m just the Chief Shaman. I have no real power without my people to worship me.”

      “Then who is?”

      “You.”

      I paused and in the silence of my pause, I could hear the wet slick of her fingers as she rubbed her drooling pussy before me.

      “Me?” I asked, trying to ignore her lewdness.

      “A goblin woman can only carry one child at a time. Our bodies aren’t capable of sustaining multiple births at once. So it makes no sense to have multiple men trying to breed a single woman.” She turned her head and grinned as I pulled my eyes from her crotch back to her face. “Instead, the most powerful women gather around the most powerful males, or male if he is of sufficient strength.”

      “Is that why you brought me here?” I laughed. “In the hopes I’d sire an entire colony of half goblins with you.”

      “Me, Chiq, Tealz, Bliz, Tyq, Virt and Uz,” the goddess moaned as she increased her rubbing. “Blath, please?”

      “I’m not sure–”

      “Can we talk about this later, please?”

      “But--”

      “Blath!”

      I sighed and took my cock in hand. From my height, I had to angle it down towards her. But when I did, she hissed as I slid deep into her once more. I felt conflicted as I thrust firmly into her. On one hand, she was the very thing I sought to destroy. But there was more to think about now. This was a new world. One that didn’t know who I was. On top of that, I was an Oathbreaker and nobody of standing would care for my skills with that title attached to it or the potential bounty… if this world even followed the same rules as my old one. Then there was the sobering reality, that I had gotten the goddess pregnant. And she had planned for me to do the same to the others.

      I knew I wouldn’t be sympathetic at all if they had looked even remotely like the goblins from the world I was born in. But these ones… They weren’t the bony, misshapen creatures that reeked of shit, piss and rancid meat. They were articulate, curvy, and I had to admit, even if I hated the idea—extremely attractive. But it was more than that, part of the reason I ran from them the first time. Ran from her. That moment of connection; a need to protect and not just kill. A purpose. Buried deep inside her had given me a moment to think of something other than violence, and the realization I wanted to protect wasn’t as daunting.

      “Oh, Blath! I’m cumming!”

      I smirked and didn’t slow for a beat. As the goddess’s pussy rippled and throbbed, I watched as her asshole winked at me. She muffled her cries into the bedding as I pawed her ass. Even her skin was different. The dull, dirty green I expected of her kind was nothing compared to her emerald sheen. It was smooth, flawless and perfectly round. Like she was carved from marble into the form of a sex goddess. Just, with long ears, sharp teeth and a group of followers just like her.

      I mean… How bad could this–

      “SRINK!”

      The goddess turned towards the shout as the door flap was ripped open. The wind howled as rain poured in and the one with the bow froze at the sight of us.

      “Virt?” The goddess sat up, drawing herself off my erection.

      Virt, the… I wasn’t sure what she was other than the bow. She looked to have a sling tied around her waist, complete with a pouch full of something heavy enough to be rocks. Her long, thick braid was slightly tattered with sticks and a leaf stuck in it.

      “The river is overflowing.”

      She said it in such a tone, that I was almost confused. But… I stared woefully at my erection in commiseration.

      “Damn it!” The goddess snarled as she crawled over the bed to where I spotted a brown robe. She pulled it over her head and stood as she looked at me with a pleading expression. “Please forgive me. But if the river is overflowing--”

      “It is!”

      The goddess sighed. “Then we need to leave. The wet season must have come early. This part of the land floods and we can’t stay.”

      I thought about it for a moment. I’d usually not accept information like that. This was the middle of a large forest. Trees couldn’t survive being flooded all the time. At least, that’s what my instincts told me about the world I came from. This world was different enough I ate poisoned berries and ended up balls deep inside the goddess who…

      “Srink?”

      The goddess gave me a look and nodded. “That’s my name.”

      I nodded accepting the information before she decided I had some issue with it. I meant nothing by it and had no desire to be questioned about an opinion I didn’t have.

      “Alright, where’s high ground from here?”

      “Towards the town…”

      I sighed and shook my head. “We’re hours of walking from town.”

      “Which is why we need to leave now and… I need you to lead us.”

      I opened my mouth to question that, seeing as I was new to this world. But one glance outside and I understood what she meant. The rain was still coming down hard and it would be difficult to see your own hands, let alone navigate. As a Barbarian, part of my skill set was navigation in rough conditions. I had an innate sense about direction and where I had been. And likely Srink knew that.

      “I’m already packed,” Virt crossed her arms.

      “Great,” Srink smiled at her. “Blath, you should dress.”

      I nodded and looked around at my surroundings. The cloth I had taken for a loincloth was in a pile by the wall. But there were furs and other things too. Wherever we ended up, these things would be handy to have.

      “Is there any rope?” I asked.

      Srink nodded, “Virt?”

      “I’ll get it,” she turned and ducked out into the storm.

      “Virt is a bit… Direct,” Srink gave me a cautious smile.

      “As long as she doesn’t want to eat me, we should be fine.”

      “No. She’s… well not harmless. She’s a goblin after all. But she isn’t a threat to you.”

      “I doubt there are many things that are a threat to me,” I shrugged, missing Srink’s concerned frown.

      I busied myself by tossing the furs onto the mat. The straw mattress was just straw bundled up. It was the same material the thatching was made of, and I decided it wasn’t worth hauling. The furs would dry and be useful again. Straw, not so much.

      I did take a few strands though. By twisting them together, I could make a very rough rope. It wouldn’t hold up to continuous tugging and pulling. But by rolling the floor mat up with the furs within, I used the binding to tie the mat into place so it would be easier to carry. And it was then, Virt rushed back in with Chiq and the others behind her.

      “Blath has agreed to help,” Srink announced over the sound of the rain. “With the river rising, we need to leave. So… Blath?”

      “Tie the rope around your waists. I want a single long chain with a few paces between. If we lose you in the storm, it will be difficult to find you again.”

      That had a few of them exchanging glances. All except Virt and the crazy one who was doing a little dance in the small puddle that was forming in the doorway. Despite her lack of… rationality? After tying the end of the rope around her waist, she passed it onto the pot headed one. She handed it to Virt, who then handed it to the muscular one. She handed it to the bored one with the daggers, who handed it to Chiq and finally Srink, who handed it to me. I took that rope and tied it around my loincloth since there wasn’t enough to comfortably wrap it around my waist and not have Srink sit on my shoulder.

      “Alright, keep up. If I have to drag you. I’ll be dragging you!”

      “You heard him!” Srink shouted. “This storm wasn’t something I could prepare us for. But Blath is going to get us out!”

      “And then he can fuck me!” Chiq did a little jump.

      I turned my head and made for the door. The rain was falling sideways as I stepped out into the raging torrent. The wind howled, and I felt the chill coming already. I needed to get us moving. I just hoped the goblins were as hardy here as they were back in the old world.

      “Where are the horses?”

      “Gone!” Srink shouted. “They ran after the fight!”

      I nodded. That was all the luck. If we had them, I could have used one to haul the goblins if I needed to run. It wouldn’t be safe to ride one in this weather, but with me leading the way, the goblins could have.

      With a sigh, I centered myself. And felt a nudge coming from my left. So that was the direction I headed. With the goblins following, I made it just outside the tents, when I felt it. There was a layer of water over the ground. The river was already coming. Virt hadn’t been joking when she brought the warning. But it probably could have come sooner.

      I put that out of my mind as I carried on. I felt the tugging on my loincloth as I marched. Srink rushed to keep up while the others did as well. I felt them tug, but they were moving and that was the most important thing. The water wasn’t deep at all. But if there was some kind of blockage upstream that shifted then that could change rapidly.

      One foot in front of the other, I realized I didn’t have my sword. That… “Fuck.”

      I shook my head and carried on. Part of me didn’t want to leave it behind. It was a weapon deserving of being wielded. But it wasn’t my weapon. It would forever make me a target should anyone see me waving it around. I would just have to make do. Or at the very least, steal something that wasn’t so obvious.

      With a shake of my head, I pushed on as the wind howled through the trees. There was a heavy crash off to our left. One goblin shouted in surprise, but I pushed on, even as the water surged through the trees. It was over my ankles now and slowly getting deeper. Whatever storm this was, it wasn’t going anywhere in a hurry.

      That was further emphasized when I reached a dip in the terrain. Suddenly the water went from ankle deep, to knee deep. And then almost to my hips.

      “Keep going!” I shouted. “SWIM!”

      Pushing to the other side, I could see the rope twisting off to one side. As at least one of them drifted. I took hold of the rope with my spare hand and walked backwards, dragging them all from the river. As the last figure came onto land, I made my way quickly down to check each one. They were all looking nervous, with the crazy one at the end, trembling in sheer terror.

      “Can’t swim?” She shook her head. “Next time, I’ll carry you!”

      She glanced at me and gave me a small smile. Then punched me in the guts. The blow was sudden, but not hard. And considering I dragged her through a small river, I figured she deserved to get me back a little. Besides, she wasn’t spitting furiously at me like some women had in my younger days, so I’d call it a win and keep going.

      We pushed on for a time. There were fallen trees in places. Where there were clustered debris build up, I navigated around, rather than trying to climb over. There were two more rivers to cross as well. The first was shallow enough the goblins could wade. But I made good on my promise for the second one and carried the crazy one on my shoulder as I dragged the rest of them.

      As I led the way towards town, we passed the time, and the anxiety of the storm, by introducing ourselves properly. The crazy one, was Uz. She spoke little, but she was a collection of scars that told me she likely fought as a berserker. I made a note, that with a little instruction, I could possibly push her into a role like mine with some Barbarian skills to match. That is if goblins could obtain a class to begin with.

      The bored one was Tealz. That was a surprise to me, as Chiq had mentioned that Tealz was the one who had been fisting her. Tealz, despite her bored expression, seemed to have heightened awareness. She was almost as quick to spot something as I was. She had to be some kind of rogue, perhaps even a thief.

      The happy muscular one who handed me the flower, was Bliz. She was steadfast and helped haul the rest of them along behind me. I wasn’t sure what kind of class was her speciality. But considering how easily she flipped the hammer around. I wouldn’t be at all surprised to see her stand against just about anything if she got her hands on a shield.

      Tyq was the one wearing the pot. She was almost as strong as Bliz from the looks of things. Just, far more shy. I had to stop her from tasting the floodwater. Which told me she was some kind of class that cooked. They were versatile. It didn’t take a lot to train a line-cook to brew potions. Cooking was cooking so long as you had the aptitude for it.

      Srink and Chiq I knew far too well already. But Virt was a bit of an enigma. She almost exclusively answered questions non-verbally, or monosyllabic. She always seemed to know what was going on around her. Despite an air of absence and her faraway look. But I didn’t let that bother or fool me. From my days in the field, I knew that those with personalities like that were sometimes the most useful. Discovering something new, or noticing a detail none of us considered. She was definitely not one to cross, because I likely would never see the revenge coming.

      And with that thought, she proved that thought accurate when she shouted, “Wait!” I froze and turned, only to see her point. “Road!”

      I nodded quickly as I realized what was going on. The north road I had taken from the village wasn’t straight. It curved around. And while my navigation would take us back to town, my internal compass followed a straight line. And despite that being shorter, it was more difficult to navigate through the trees than it would be, to travel a road designed for traffic back into town.

      “We should follow it, then break off and find shelter!” I called.

      That got a round of agreement, even from Tealz. And with the road located, I had them untie themselves. The water was on the road, but it was designed for excess run off to trail down the sides, rather than collecting. I was thankful to have found higher ground. With that decided, we were off once more.

      I kept a watchful eye on our surroundings. I didn’t want the villagers or anyone else to spot our approach. But with the storm, they must have all decided to stay home. Which was likely exacerbated when the occasional tree fell over the road, or the flying debris. The chaos was going to be helpful in the long run. Relocating like this would throw off any pursuit.

      As the forest thinned, I led my troop off into the fields around the town. I could feel the slope of the land, and I knew I was heading back into the fields where I woke up. But we didn’t make it all that far. I spotted an old barn by the edge of the forest. It looked like a woodcutter’s hut. And I led us directly towards it. The building was in disrepair. Water poured into the front half through gaping holes in the roof. But the back, there was a raised platform of wooden crates with a bunch of hay on top.

      “Sneaky teens,” I chuckled. “Let’s rest here and head off once the rain stops.”

      That got a grumble of acceptance, and my strange group of goblins began to strip. I froze as green flesh came into view, before realizing what they were doing. With a small sigh, I did the same and set my bundle of soaked furs aside until I had time to deal with them. And after climbing onto the straw bed, the others joined me, pressing their bodies against me for warmth.
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        * * *

      

      I was having the most wonderful dream. Soft flesh enveloped my cock. Up and down it moved, before I took my partner in hand. Their body was warm and malleable. Her breasts felt fantastic. Far more flexible than reality would permit. It was like they were made of rubber and I could pull and twist them in any direction.

      The rougher I was, the more they bounced, until finally they stopped and ground themselves down on me. I bit my lip until suddenly I felt an opening. And for the second time in recent memory, I felt my cock spear into a deeper orifice, just like…

      I opened my eyes as Uz punched me in the stomach. She met my eyes as she viciously yanked herself back up, before dropping down. I felt the entire length of my cock slam through her entire body as she snarled.

      “NO PREGNANT! ONLY BREED!”

      What was it they said about NOT fucking the crazy ones?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      The Grand Paladin shook his helmeted head.

      “I almost doubted you.”

      The hunter suppressed a glare. His skills were some of the best on this side of the Berksenain Slopes. But the man who spoke wasn’t the kind of man to make that kind of point. Calling the Grand Paladin of Denerath prideful was like saying a rabid bear was cranky. You’re not wrong. But it was an understatement that wouldn’t mean a single thing as they killed you for being in earshot when you made the point.

      “It looks abandoned,” the hunter looked around.

      And indeed it did. The storm had done its damage, and even now with the water at their knees, it was obvious where the camp had been. Debris, canvas from the tents and a few poles still sticking out of the mud were all that remained. The quiet glade buzzed with flies, attracted to the stench of bloating corpses that dotted the area.

      “Clearly,” the Grand Paladin grunted. “Can you track them from here?”

      The hunter sighed, “Under the water, it will be difficult to find their tracks. But I can try.”

      “Then do so.”

      The hunter didn’t respond. Instead, he waded through the water looking for any signs of their quarry. Truth be told, he had a few skills that made it easy to track things, no matter the weather or changes to the environment. But they relied on him finding something to track first.

      In the center of the camp he discovered the foundations of what was a small mud walled lean-to. It had collapsed in the water at some point. That told the hunter that the building was relatively new in construction. It had yet to bake properly under the sun. Properly cured mud brick was rather sturdy in a wet environment. But all that remained was a pile of sludge mixed with reeds and branches.

      Wading around, the hunter brushed his feet along the bottom, feeling the grass for impressions. The goblins were small, and in the water their footprints were already being washed away. All he needed was a few impressions. Just enough for him to identify, and then he could track them wherever they went. Rather than stomp randomly around in one spot, the hunter moved in a large circle. He waded through the water in a spiral, getting further and further away from the structure, until he felt something.

      “About time,” the Grand Paladin huffed.

      The hunter ignored the man. Instead, he lowered himself into the water to feel the print with his hands. He needed to be certain. And…

      “There’s a footprint here.”

      “Obviously.”

      “A human one,” the hunter continued. “Barefoot, very large. Likely a wandering Barbarian.”

      “Barbarian?” The Grand Paladin frowned, before looking back towards the men at the forest’s edge. At the forefront was a representative of the nearby village. “Have any Barbarians come through town lately?”

      “Just the one,” the man nodded. “Stole a weapon from the bar, kicked a guard and stormed out of town.”

      “So we’re not just looking for a pack of goblins then,” the Grand Paladin sighed, before noticing the hunter trying to haul something out of the water.

      With a grunt, Grand Paladin of Denerath hauled himself through the water towards the hunter. He wasted no thought to the man, before gripping whatever was beneath the water and hauled it out into the air. The sudden loss of the item sent the hunter flailing as he fell into the drink with a splash. But the Paladin didn’t care in the slightest as he looked over the massive weapon.

      “Interesting.”
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        * * *

      

      With the easing of the rain and a night’s rest, we set off at first light. Without the need for the rope, we were a little more spread out than we were when we set off. I still carried my bundle of furs over my shoulder. I just hoped we could find shelter to settle and let them dry before they began to rot. The furs would be handy if the weather got cold. Especially since we lacked any of our shelter. We could only bring with us what we could carry and nobody had the time to pull down the waterlogged tents.

      It would be something to fix later on. For now, we had to get away from the town. We had enough distance that I could make out movement. But none of it was on the side we were on. Likely the farmers tending to the fields would wait a day or two before venturing out. At least to ensure any mud was dry enough they wouldn’t harm their crops by walking. So we pushed through, using the edge of the forest, and the crops as a buffer to move around the town. I could see the hill where I woke up and use it as the landmark to decide where we were going.

      I’d have liked to climb the hill and see where it would be best to travel. But that would leave some rather obvious tracks. The last thing I wanted was to be followed once more.

      “Do you have a plan on where we are going?” Srink asked.

      I looked around at the goblins as I thought about an answer. Srink had a matronly look on her face. There was inner strength here but deferring to me at the same time. Uz was… Drooling as she stared at my crotch. Tealz was listening, if I had to judge by her ear turned in my direction. That was despite the fact she was staring off into the distance as if the conversation didn’t bother her in the least.

      Virt was… She was also staring at my crotch, but it looked more like she had a question, rather than Uz’s blatant desire. Tyq and Bliz were both looking at me as well. Tyq with a blush as she waited patiently and Bliz with a beaming smile as if she would accept anything I said. Only Chiq didn’t appear to be paying any attention. The curvy little goblin was at the rear of our group, her ears hanging low as she trudged along looking defeated.

      “What do we need?” I asked the group.

      “Shelter,” Srink nodded.

      “Water!” Bliz grinned.

      “Want some fuck!” Uz threw up her hands and screeched into the air.

      Virt flicked her wrist, sending a small rock into the back of the crazy one’s head. I thought for a moment that it might be seen as a challenge and I’d be forced to intervene. But as the stone pinged off Uz’s head, she blinked and gave a shy smile to the group.

      “Sorry. Fuck really good. Really want more fuck.”

      “Oh, fucking gods we get it!” Chiq snapped.

      That caught the attention of the entire group who turned to stare at her. Chiq turned a strange red as she turned away from all of us. Which was the perfect opportunity for Tyq to clear her throat.

      “Ah… food.”

      “Order of importance,” I collected the group’s attention once more. “Shelter, water then food. In that order.”

      “Isn’t water the most important?” Bliz questioned.

      “Not usually. The elements will kill you quicker than dehydration will in most cases. What we need is somewhere to set up a camp where we can stay and decide what to do next. But we’ll need water and a way to get food.”

      “We can hunt,” Virt mumbled.

      “Good to know,” I agreed thinking about all the furs I was carrying.

      “If we keep going, we will reach the base of the Berksenain Slopes,” Srink offered.

      “Does that cover what we need?”

      “It should,” Srink nodded. “The slopes give us high ground, the swamps collect and filter water and there’s plenty to hunt.”

      I looked around and saw the others nodding. It made sense that they would know the area, at least a bit better than I.

      “Sounds good,” I nodded. “Srink, do you want to lead us?”

      The goddess smiled and waved for the rest of us to follow. From my sense of direction, I could tell that this was mostly the complete opposite direction from town as their original camp was. Though, I also had the distinct impression that Srink wasn’t leading us to any spot in particular. Our travels wobbled a little South-East and South-West without any discernible reason. We just continued on in a rough Southerly direction.

      Twice more we had to cross over small rivers. One of which was rather fast flowing, and I had to take multiple trips to carry the goblins over one by one. They were all grateful for the help that time. Especially Uz, who clung to me with all her limbs while she vigorously humped my elbow. Only Chiq refused to show any gratitude and I had to wonder what her problem was.

      As the day grew longer, the water dried up. Though at the same time, it was also more humid. The air had weight and moss grew on everything around us. The trees, rocks, roots and anything exposed was completely covered in a soft green fuzz that made walking slightly treacherous. You had to be careful that you were putting your feet on something that wouldn’t suddenly slip and send you to the ground in a heap. But that minor worry paled compared to the sheer beauty that opened before me.

      “What is the place called? The Berkse-what Slopes?” I asked the goddess.

      “Berksenain,” she smiled. “What do you think?”

      I took a deep breath and inhaled the delicious aroma in the air. Like most places, you could identify the area by the smell. The ocean was fresh, salty and filled with minerals. A mine was rich, earthy and unique depending on the elements within. But this place smelled of fresh rain, peat and life. The Berksenain Slopes were not the fierce mountain range like that of the world I came from.

      Sure, they were tall, but not the monoliths I was expecting. Tall, shale spires stuck out from the earth, between gentle slopes covered in grass and spindly trees. The valleys between these slopes contained myriads of life. From still-water ponds, to the coursing streams and rivers, it was, to my Barbarian eyes, beautiful.

      The further I looked, the more I came to realize this was a natural barrier in this part of the world. Distant mountains likely fed the water that flowed through the area that could only be called a wetland. It carved between two great lands, with the forests on one side and who knows what on the other. I smiled, as I thought about it.

      “Does anyone live here?”

      “No,” Srink shook her head. “Maybe in the past. But the people’s of this world don’t live on the Berksenain Slopes. They can’t farm or build here in large enough numbers to be worth it.”

      “Is it impassable?”

      “There are many roads that pass. They get swept away with the seasonal rains and rebuilt from what remains in the dry season.”

      I grinned. This was perfect. We could live off the land here. Well away from prying eyes. Landscapes like this, we could hide from everything. There was even the possibility of waving down passing traders for anything I couldn’t find out here in the wilderness.

      “Come on, lets take a look.”

      Srink stepped back as I took the lead out of the forest and into the slopes. The landscape was beautiful. The grass was soft but thick and healthy. I pushed through as the trees thinned and felt the way the ground firmed beneath my feet. This was a place used to cool, damp conditions and I knew goblins thrived in these kinds of environments. Which honestly put me a little on edge that perhaps the goddess had this all planned out. Not that it really mattered.

      When the trees of the forest gave way to the grasslands leading to the slopes, I could make out creatures on the hills. They looked like deer, but were as green as the surrounding grass. I could only make them out because they jumped through the grass like a cross between a bounding deer and mountain goats. It was a small herd, and they rushed off down the side and out of view.

      When I noticed an abundance of plants within the grasses, I stopped to check them out. A flowering plant with thick stems sat in a shallow puddle. The water was perfectly clear and I could even see small crustaceans moving through a kind of aquatic fern looking thing that grew along the bottom. The puddle itself wasn’t large, but I could see where it tapered off to lead towards a larger water source.

      “Srink, do you know of the plants out here that are edible?”

      “I do,” Srink nodded. “That one is medicinal though. If you chew the leaves, it gives a narcotic effect.”

      I nodded and memorized the shape of the leaves. The bright pink flowers on top couldn’t be counted on all year. Recognizing the leaves was a far better option. So for now, I scooped up some water into my palms and tasted it. And I made my decision right then and there that I would never willingly leave this place. The water was fresh and delicious. Pure and clean, filtered from the roots of millions of plants and the pores of uncounted mineral deposits. As I drank my fill, the goblins came too and joined me. They all appreciated the drink. I hadn’t let them have any of the flood waters.

      Likely it flooded here too, but unlike the forest around the town, this place was adapted to being wet. Likely the added rains would have washed out without a second thought. Which was probably how the surrounding forest flooded to begin with. If this was the high ground, anything that ran off would have ended up below in the trees.

      “Alright,” I smacked my lips and wiped my fuzzy chin. “Let’s climb to the top and see how far across it is. We want to find a spot high enough to find dry shelter, without being easily spotted by passing caravans.”

      A murmur of agreement rang out, and I nodded to myself. Barbarians had a bit of a reputation. We were renowned for being smelly, bad tempered and mean. But that was the Barbarians that went into town. Those who fought, fucked and fraternized were the instigators of those claims. I should know. I had been one. But like most Barbarians, I also knew that was mostly because we hated the city life. We belonged in forests, plains and indeed places like this.

      The Berksenain Slopes would be a home for my kind. And I could already feel the stresses of life fading away as I took in the ambience. Climbing to my feet, I spotted movement out of the corner of my eye and jerked my head back. I was just in time as well. An arrow tore a shallow cut along my cheek as it whistled past.

      “GO!” I snapped.

      The goblins swarmed through the grass as I faced our pursuers. The one that fired was a kind of hunter. He was hauling back for a second shot, while a second figure on a horse waved for him to lower his weapon. This other figure, I knew, if not by name, then by stature. Tall, broad, and in polished gleaming plate armor.

      “Fucking Paladin,” I swore.

      I was unarmed, unarmored, and as another dozen soldiers appeared on horses, severely outnumbered. They too were wearing plate armor. How they had moved so quickly, I didn’t know. But Paladin’s always had a sixth sense for finding things their gods condemned. It was always the most mundane things too. The amount of times I’d followed a Paladin through a locked door to find someone applying leeches to a fever patient, I could have retired, oath be damned.

      So while I was surprised to have discovered that someone had tracked us. I wasn’t surprised in the least, it was a fucking Paladin. The weapon at his side was almost as large as the sword I held in the old world. And that meant that he was likely as strong as I. And without a weapon, that was a dangerous position to be in. The only thing I had in my favor was the land itself. So that’s what I used.

      Turning on the spot, I hugged the rug filled with furs close to my body and rushed in the direction the goblins went. I didn’t see any signs they had split up, so I continued moving as quickly as I could. There was no telling if the Paladin would follow. The horses would be dangerous out here, but there was nothing stopping them from wading through on their own two legs.

      When I burst free of a clump of grass, I fell face first into a bog. It was shallow, and murky from the goblins who had obviously fallen before me. That was a mistake I wouldn’t normally have made, but I wasn’t paying complete attention to where I was going right now.

      On the other side, I saw Tyq waving at me. So I hauled myself up and glanced back towards the treeline. The Paladin had dismounted, as had the soldiers they were with. But I couldn’t see the hunter anywhere. That was bad, but not as bad as it could be. The hunter I could likely ambush and disarm with some help. So long as I caught wind of them first.

      When I reached the bank, I realized it wasn’t just Tyq waiting for me. “We need to go!” I snapped.

      That got them all ready, and I surged on. If the hunter was rushing, they could likely keep up. But I had the feeling they would take things easy. They would be wary of me doubling back, or even setting one of the goblins after them. Which was my only advantage as I led them further from harm.

      We pushed on for a time. Hurrying as best we could. But I knew we couldn’t keep it up forever. Goblins weren’t built for long distance running. That was my original concern when I tracked them. They were sprinters. Ambush hunters and brawlers ready to hit and run as quickly as they could. And at the rear was Bliz, who was gasping for air when I waived for us to stop.

      The musclebound goblin looked about ready to collapse as she caught up. Tyq wasn’t doing much better. In fact, none of them looked like they had much more in them. I looked up at the sky and counted how many of my fingers before it touched the horizon.

      “We’ve only got an hour until sunset,” I nodded. “More if we climb. I think we should find somewhere to stop. Then we can set up a watch for the night.”

      “That might be best,” Srink hissed as she held her side. “We can’t keep this up.”

      I shook my head and sighed. “Rest here. Let me find somewhere to shelter for the night.”
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        * * *

      

      The hunter stepped out of the final clump of tall grass and sighed as he took in the sight of the Grand Paladin of Denerath. The man hadn’t moved an inch since he had given his instructions. But the sudden appearance of the hunter made him shift focus from the slopes to the man before him.

      “You returned.”

      “Yes,” the hunter bowed his head. “Hunting goblins in the dark is dangerous. But the Barbarian is with them.”

      “I wasn’t asking you to hunt them!” The Grand Paladin snapped. “Only follow them!”

      “And I did,” the hunter trembled. “But when I realized they had stopped, I thought it best to return. They would have set guards or maybe even an ambush.”

      “Isn’t this why I hired you?”

      “I’m a hunter, Grand Paladin,” the hunter shrank back. “I’m no scout. I can track creatures or people. But I can’t tell vine from rope in the dark.”

      Grand Paladin of Denerath sniffed slightly, before nodding. “Very well. I expect you to pay for your failures. You will be flogged.”

      The hunter froze at the words, but didn’t get the chance to argue before one of the Grand Paladin’s soldiers grabbed him from behind. The hunter struggled until a blow caught him under the chin. And from there, the hunter was stripped from the waist up and hung between a pair of sturdy trees.

      “Start with ten for the failure,” the Grand Paladin nodded to his chief squire. “Then another ten for struggling. And when you’re done, cut him down and send him back with a writ so the town can pay him.”

      The squire, a man who knew of the Grand Paladin’s unyielding devotion to his words, nodded quickly and rushed to collect the whip. And as the Grand Paladin thought of how to proceed, the crack of a whip, and the harsh screaming of a man who should have known better shattered the early evening sky.
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        * * *

      

      This land was a marvel. Half-way up the side of a slope, hidden from view in a collection of shale boulders, was a crack in the earth. That crack, only just wide enough for a man as large as I to squeeze in, opened up within the rock. It was uncomfortably rough, and if we wanted a fire, we’d be sleeping in a pile to make room. But with the rocks out the front, it hid the entrance. And also provided a natural catchment for debris. So for at least a few nights, if we stayed. There was firewood to keep us warm, if not fed.

      After this discovery, I returned to the goblins and led them up the sides of the slope. That in itself was a mission. The entire area above the wetlands was shale, moss and a fine layer of dirt. Horses would have an impossible time here. Even marching an army would be disastrous. Small groups could make it through carefully, or larger if they followed a road. But the land was impassable for any that couldn’t do so carefully.

      When we reached the cave, I had the goblins pull up as much fresh grass as they could carry before bringing them inside. I spent a few minutes unrolling the reed mat and setting it aside with the furs to dry. I was even careful to press them down into the natural gaps in the grass to ensure anyone casually observing the area wouldn’t notice them.

      Only then, did I follow into the cave and help spread the fresh grass out to form a bed we could sleep on. And after setting the goblins down to rest, I made my way back out to collect firewood. The night was a dark one, and I knew that indoors like this along with the sharp curve at the entrance hiding us, the fire couldn’t be seen. But I would still set a watch out the front for the evening, even if I had to take it first while the others slept.

      Srink gave me a gratitude filled smile as I worked. The others showed the same as best they could while they slumped down on the ground in a heap. They removed their clothing, kicking it aside and only at Srink’s orders did they straighten everything out to dry in the heat of the fire. I did my best not to stare the sudden onslaught of curvy green flesh and made my way out into the darkness to keep watch.

      Only to freeze at the sight of Chiq, slumped over at the entrance. “Chiq?”

      She flinched and turned her head to shoot a glare at me. “What?”

      “Are you okay?”

      She sighed, “Fine.”

      I decided then and there, whatever was going on, wasn’t my concern. So rather than concern myself with the emotional state of a woman, who clearly didn’t want to talk about it. I turned my back.

      Which was exactly how long it took for her teeth to sink into my leg once more. I jerked in pain and grabbed her by the scruff of her neck. She screeched as I pulled her free and I slammed her against the shale rock to glare at her.

      “Is that what it takes?”

      “What?” I snorted. “What takes?”

      “To get your attention!” She hissed.

      I shook my head and released her. She dropped to the ground and stumbled as she caught herself.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Of course you do!” Chiq snarled. “You think I’m disgusting or something!”

      I gave her a slow blink and tilted my head, “What?”

      “You do! Just admit it!” Chiq snarled and tore her wet clothing off. “What’s wrong with me? Huh?!”

      I stared at her nude form in confusion as she stormed towards me. “Chiq, what-”

      “Don’t you interrupt me!” She screeched. “I was first! I followed you out there in the night! I- urk!”

      I blinked as she clotheslined herself with my cock. She staggered back and blinked in shock. Her eyes latched onto my erection and she blinked slowly.

      “Is… That?”

      “Look,” I grunted. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. But I’ve been inside two goblins already. Having a third isn’t that much of a stretch.”

      “Oh, so I’m just a pity fuck then?” Chiq demanded.

      “Do you want me to fuck you or not?” I snapped.

      “Of course I do! I just-MMM!”

      I cut off her complaints with the palm of my hand. She was so light, I picked her up by her own face and pushed her up against the shale once more. She thrashed a leg towards me and I caught her by the ankle and lifted.

      “Don’t kick me,” I growled.

      She whimpered softly as I awkwardly dropped my loincloth to let my full erection spring out. Her eyes bulged as I lifted her leg and pulled her lower body towards me. She was entirely helpless as I pressed my cock to her entrance. If there was any doubt to how she felt right now, it was running down her thighs as I slid into her sopping pussy. I didn’t stop there though. This was twice now Chiq had bitten me. So I pushed on until I found that second entrance.

      She straightened, and I felt her tense, before she jerked violently as I pushed through that entrance as well. And only as my balls rested against her ass, did I release her face. Her eyes were crossed and her tongue rolled out from between her teeth as a line of drool ran down her chin.

      “Chiq?”

      “Errr.”

      “Fair enough,” I grunted.

      With a grin, I pulled my cock from her and watched the way her body relaxed with the withdrawal of my massive intruder. And just like that, Chiq’s eyes lit up.

      “Wait!”

      I slid my cock back in and watched her eyes roll as she shuddered at the sensation.

      “Yes?” I smiled.

      “G-ehh.”

      This time I didn’t wait. I just pulled my length almost all the way out and viciously slid back in. Chiq was a delicious thing. Her body conformed perfectly, giving my entire length a massage as I fucked her. Her eyes rolled as she shuddered and quaked. She hummed as I thrust into her and despite her twisted expression, she clutched at my hand holding herself close.

      “You’re. Killing. Me!” she squeaked between each thrust.

      I forced myself to the hilt inside her and paused. “Do you want to stop?”

      All Chiq could manage, was a vigorous shake of her head. So I decided I had no reason to stop. Instead, I turned her about, so I could use her hips to hold her upright. That let me thrust vertically into her, driving the air from her lungs with each thrust. She leaned back, and I held her against my chest.

      “Do it!” She wheezed. “Cut my. Fucking. Limbs off. Wear me. Like armor!”

      “What?” I stopped mid thrust.

      “Don’t stop!” Chiq squealed.

      Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure about which of the goblins was the crazy one.
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      Three days. Three, long, tiresome days. Well… Three long tiresome days for the goblins. I felt fine, despite their obvious exhaustion.

      “Take a rest here,” I told the group. “I’ll head up and look around again.”

      Srink gave me a glare, before slumping to the ground. The cloak she wore off one of the furs I had been carrying splayed out around her. As it did on the rest of them when they too collapsed into the soft grass. This deep into the Berksenain Slopes, the weather was consistently cool. And between the slopes themselves, there was almost a constant wind. At the quieter times, it was soft, like a lover’s caress. But in the middle of the day, when the sun was highest, it would howl, chilling us to the bone, no matter how hard we pushed to keep warm.

      The solution had been simple at that point. And with some quickly woven ropes made from the plentiful reeds, I made everyone some basic cloaks. With access to knives, needles and perhaps some catgut thread, I could do a far better job. But what I had made sufficed and kept everyone warm as we distanced ourselves from that fucking Paladin.

      We had travelled though various landscapes all within the slopes. Wide grassland covered bogs that would be unsuitable to build on. They were surrounded by deep swamps filled with all manner of hidden predators. Eventually it broke into thick marshes filled with strange mangroves. And then as the land rose into the slopes themselves, we found trees. They were sparse in places, and plentiful in others. Woven in and around it all, were lakes, rivers and springs of all shapes and sizes. Those landmarks were the driving force behind where the roads had been built.

      We had passed several on our travels. I had made efforts to obscure our prints. It was one thing to track us through the wilderness. Another entirely to see goblin footprints on the side of the road and notify a local garrison. And while I was confident that there were no large groups living out here. I had watched enough flaming torches and swinging lanterns in the night to know that the roads, at least, were patrolled.

      Which brought my thoughts to the present while I shifted my own cloak as I climbed. This slope wasn’t the steepest. I had made attempts to find the easier paths. Goblins, despite their ferocity in battle, were a little on the small side. And while they were agile climbers, that was in bursts, like their running stamina.

      The grass pushed aside under my feet, and the wind picked up, causing my hood to fall back. The reeds bound around my shoulders prevented it from flying off. But that didn’t stop the chill from passing through me. Unlike the goblins, I found it a wonderful sensation after a few hours of marching. The solution though, would be simple to fix once I had the materials I needed to make the furs into warm clothing for them.

      And that was the strangest part about this entire trip. Even now, while I marched on without them. It was to let them rest and recuperate, while I scouted further. Only to pause and bend over to collect a handful of berries from a bush that Srink had assured me was safe to eat from. Those berries went into a small pouch I had taken the time to weave in the quiet of the night. And with some food stored away, I continued my climb.

      This particular slope was just grass with a few shrubs for cover. That likely wouldn’t help if I wanted to stand atop the thing with my arms in the air. But by dropping to my belly and sliding, I could peak over the top with little fear of anyone or anything spotting me. And what a sight to behold.

      It was a large valley. One of the largest I had ever seen, let alone within the Berksenain Slopes. A vast lake that sparkled in the windswept sunlight dominated the space. Between myself and that lake, was a small forest. That forest wrapped around most of the lake, like a green pillow. Poking out in random intervals, were the shale spires. From checking a few as we travelled, I knew they would provide shelter, as hollows and caves, carved by the seasonal running water.

      I watched it for a while. I was certain that there was a road wrapped around the far side. It was that, or a river. But it looked like the cleared section moved uphill towards the edges. So either a river that had carved steep sides, or it was carved by man. And as I lay here watching as birds, lifted from the trees to shout their cries, I heard the soft pat of small feet moving through grass.

      I rolled slightly and couldn’t help but smile at the goddess as she lowered herself and crawled up to lie beside me.

      “Speak, Barbarian. Your thoughts are loud.”

      I met her eyes for a moment. It was… odd. Those same eyes, I stared into as I swore to myself I would watch them close. And to a point, I did just that. But… I did. Didn’t I?

      “Sorry,” I sighed. “You’re right. A lot to think about.”

      “Care to share those thoughts in particular. I could almost swear you were thinking of me.”

      “Just strange that I both succeeded and broke my oath at the same time. I swore I’d kill you. And I did, technically. But I’m here now, laying in the grass beside you, looking at a place I should like to call our home.”

      “Oh?” Srink grinned toothily at me. “Go on?”

      “There,” I gestured to the break in the trees. “I believe that is a road. The lake is an obvious water source. It likely has aquatic life, fish, amphibians and the like. It would also attract larger creatures we can hunt or trap.”

      “What about shelter? If we cut too many trees, someone may spot us from the surrounding hills.”

      I laughed and shook my head. “We take from the undergrowth as much as we can. The smaller ones, fallen ones and try to spare the old growth as much as we can.”

      “I’m not sure old rotten wood will help us,” Srink pointed out.

      “No,” I agreed. “But if we move around to some of those spires and find ourselves a nice cave. Maybe on the sides of a slope where the water won’t affect us in the floods. We wouldn’t need much wood. Just something to obscure the entrance, and enough to furnish and burn.”

      “You have thought this through,” Srink leaned against me.

      “Never in a million years, would I have thought to join with a goblin,” I shook my head. “But I find that you and the others are growing on me.”

      “Almost literally, in the case of Chiq,” Srink laughed.

      I smirked and shook my head. She was right though. Uz was certifiably insane. She was the definition of a true goblin. If she couldn’t fuck it or fight it, she would eat it. And there was a large enough bite mark out of the hood of her cloak to prove the point. Chiq, on the other hand. If I even looked like I could be interested in sex… Or just quiet and still for a few minutes. She would offer herself to me. Usually in the form of slobbering over my crotch. I had awoken both nights to her attempts to mount me, and again in the morning, to her humping my fingers in her sleep. The goblin was a greedy little thing. But I found her bubbly personality to be far better than the silent moping she had adopted when she believed I was rejecting her.

      And in this beautiful spot, beside a beautiful goblin. With this talk of lust, and remembrances of the days just gone. Srink gasped as I hooked my hand around her waist and dragged her beneath me.

      “Careful--”

      “The baby,” I nodded. Then I kissed her.

      Her legs fell open, as I pushed her cloak off her shoulders. It lay in the grass, like a perfect blanket as I feasted upon the goddess’s lips. My original apprehension about their teeth was vastly diminished as her tongue darted out to taste my own. So far though, the only goblin to have gone down on me, was Chiq. Part of me was curious about exploring that further, or even returning the favor. But I wanted to bathe first. I wasn’t THAT much of a Barbarian.

      Instead, I ran my hands down Srink’s breasts, then out towards her hips. Her skin was firm and smooth under my fingers. She squirmed at the sensation, but that only caused me to tighten my grip. Under the simple skirt she wore, I found a clear lack of any undergarments. And despite her original warning, she was more than ready for me already.

      Holding her firmly with my kiss, I pushed a pair of my fingers into her. Srink gasped slightly as she rocked her hips up towards me. I pushed her down, forcing her back as she whimpered in displeasure. With my other hand, I swiftly removed my loincloth, letting my cock swing about unheeded.

      “Now, now,” I chided her softly. “You may be a goddess to these goblins.” Srink whimpered as I removed my fingers and replaced them with my cock. “But to me. You’re just another goblin, desperate for my cock.”

      I stared into her eyes in the light of day. Those horrible, yellow eyes of the goblins of the old world, did not stare back. Srink’s eyes were yellow, like the setting sun. They held a spark of life, of joy. And as the corners crinkled, I could see lust, as I drove myself deeper inside.

      “And I’m yours,” she gasped.

      “Are you?” I chuckled as I pulled out once more.

      “Yes,” she trembled as I slid back into her greedy hole. “We all are.”

      “You speak for them all, do you?”

      “She does,” Virt announced softly. I slowed as I turned my head to look at her. She had her cloak wrapped tightly around herself as she watched me fucking the goddess. “It is interesting to see your vagina stretch to accommodate him at this angle.”

      I slowed to a stop and chewed a response for a moment. “Is that a good thing?”

      “Yes,” Virt nodded. “The goddess promised us a virile male of no equal. Not only does her own pregnancy prove your virility. But your desire to repeatedly defile her despite already being pregnant, tells me you will likely remain beyond the next few days.”

      I glanced down at Srink, who had a hopeful smile on her face. “She means well, really.”

      “I apologize if I am making you uncomfortable,” Virt frowned softly. “This is not the flood. I am not here because of distress.”

      I couldn’t help myself and pressed my palm over Srink’s mouth while I resumed my slow rhythm. “So why are you here then?”

      “Mostly curiosity,” Virt smiled softly. “When I noticed the goddess sneak off, I had a hunch I would find you like this.”

      “So… You wanted to watch.”

      “I was curious which hole you were using. The goddess tasked me in training them both. The goddess was rather vocal during anal.”

      “Was she now?” I looked down at the goddess as her eyes crossed. Her core throbbed, and I smiled as she started cumming around me. When I looked up at Virt, she had the same calculating stare she arrived with.

      “It is odd, watching her achieve orgasm so quietly,” Virt tilted her head.

      “I’m muffling her,” I chuckled. “She can’t really make much noise at all, no matter what I do to her, see?”

      To emphasize, I took my long, slow strokes of my cock, and switched to a series of hard and fast thrusts. Srink’s only response, other than a desperate, shuddering, kick of her legs, was the tearing sound as she tore up clumps of grass in her fists.

      “Yes, that is the expression she had when she achieved orgasm through anal pleasure. In a moment she will--”

      Virt cut off as a spray of liquid shot out from between Srink’s legs. Her eyes were wide and pleading, but for exactly what, I wasn’t sure. All I knew was when her fingers dug into my shoulders as she desperately tried to tug me closer. When I took my hand from her mouth, she made a crying gasp, before I collected her lips with my own.

      Together we ignored Virt, as the goddess continuously orgasmed around me. I thrust firmly into her, mindful of not going too deep. Despite not being able to achieve full penetration, she was delicious with her body wrapped around me. With a last thrust, I held myself deep inside as her body massaged my length with her throbbing orgasms.

      The intense sensation down my cock, sent me over the edge and I growled into her mouth as I filled her with my seed. Spurt after spurt flooded the goddess’s pussy, until I could feel it dripping out around me, when there was no more room inside. When it dribbled to an end, I pulled away from Srink’s mouth as she stared glassily up at me.

      “Srink?”

      “Uhhh.”

      I chuckled and raised my hand to wipe away some spittle running down her chin. But what I wasn’t expecting, was for her to clamp her jaw down on the edge of my hand. I growled as she held on for just a moment, before spitting me back out.

      “What the fuck is with the biting?” I snarled as I sat up, pulling my cock free in the process.

      Srink gasped at the sudden sensation. But it was Virt who answered. “She marked you. As Chiq did.”

      I glanced at Virt, who was panting as she laid in the grass with her legs open. Her pussy was on display, as she held four fingers inside herself, while using her thumb to rub at her clit.

      “Marked?”

      “As a mate,” Srink admitted from below me. She was blushing furiously as Virt trembled as she started to cum. “I… I marked you as mine.”

      “And what about the others?”

      “They can mark you as well,” Srink wriggled out from under me. Which was an effort, as she still had the cloak wrapped around her shoulders. “Marking just tells the others of our kind, that you are claimed. The more marks, the more desirable you are. And the more likely they are to try to join us, rather than kill us.”

      “And when were you going to tell me there were other goblins here?”

      Srink sighed. “There aren’t. On my life, I swear it. There are no more goblins on this world, than the ones before you.”

      “Then why mark me?”

      Srink gave me a long look, before patting her stomach. “Because you were right. Goddess I may be to them,” she gestured at Virt. “But to you. I’m just another goblin, desperate for your cock. And by marking you, I hope that you’ll never forget that.”

      I stared at her for a few moments as I took in the meaning of her words. Likely, in goblin culture, we were like a married couple. Except that couple included Chiq. Not to mention the others if or when they decided to do the same.

      “They will,” Srink nodded as if she understood my thoughts. “But for now. I think you should give my legs a rest and carry me down the hill before we find a place to call home.”

      I snorted and nodded, before climbing to my feet. When I looked back down the hill, Bliz was leading the others up to join us. Virt groaned and gave me a pleading look as she frigged herself. But I was saved from her desperate gaze as Srink handed me my loincloth. For now, I ignored the sound of her desperate affections as I dressed myself and waited for the others to catch up.

      That had the effect, of a very cranky goblin storming off on her own, not being able to achieve the release she wanted before the others arrived. I thought it odd for a moment that she was happy to be interrupted, but not watched herself. But there may have been more to it, so I let it go and would address it later with her personally. For now, I had a goblin troupe to lead.

      “Alright everyone,” I took my berry pouch and offered it around.

      “This pouch smells like the goddess’s pussy,” Chiq gave me a solid glare.

      “Probably,” I nodded back, refusing to hide the fact.

      She continued to glare at me while she ate the berries I provided each of them. At least until I set the pouch back on my hip to wait.

      “Wait,” Tyq frowned. “Where’s yours?”

      “I’m fine,” I told the group. “I can forage more later. You’re all exhausted so you need the energy more than I do.”

      There were a few grumbled complaints, which I found odd. None of the men I had fought with had given a fuck if someone went hungry. Going hungry was a sign that you either fucked up and pissed off the captain. Or you were dumb enough not to bring enough rations when you left. Either way, nobody was going to split their meal with you without you fighting them for it.

      And from the looks on their faces, especially Chiq’s, that was something they expected as well. The talk I had with Srink about being their mate though, made me think. One or a few powerful males around a group of strong females. That sounded like the male would likely be pampered. That held true to the hobgoblins I had seen. If they were present at all, they were always in charge. Which meant they were likely the ones with the females.

      Hobgoblins were the young from a human female, impregnated by a goblin male. And because of obvious reasons, I had never heard of it the other way around. The resulting offspring was larger, stronger and more intelligent than any goblin could ever be. But their young, if they had them with another goblin, was always just another goblin. That could easily happen here, except for a single difference.

      These females weren’t clustering around another goblin. They were clustering around me. If I raised them right, my offspring would go out into the world and find mates of their own. And while I wasn’t naïve enough to think they would all be heroic and kind beings. If they didn’t breed with other goblins, they likely wouldn’t turn back into the green monsters I eradicated from my old world.

      “Right!” I snapped, getting everyone’s attention. “Stay low as you top the hill. I want you crawling on your bellies in case anyone watches. Srink, you’re with me!”

      A groaned acceptance went up as I guided Srink over the top of the hill once more. She came with me and as we slipped down the other side, I shifted her around to sit on my lap. Chiq growled angrily, but I shot her a glare and she turned that growl into a pout instead. Uz, in her usual fashion, made several lewd motions towards my crotch, so I knew she wasn’t bothered by my proximity to the goddess.

      We continued down the other side, staying low until the land began to break up. I wanted us to be in the cover of the trees before we got up. Right now, the only ones able to see us, would be directly ahead. But that also meant spotting us from the other side of the lake. Which I thought unlikely unless…

      “Are there elves in this world?”

      “Many of the beings you remember will be here,” Srink nodded as I carried her further down into the trees. “There may even be some you do not recognize.”

      “Like what?” I asked.

      Srink shrugged. “I’m not entirely sure. But keep in mind, your people’s myths were likely hidden truths of the ages past. It wouldn’t be unheard of to discover a village of dark ones.”

      I frowned hearing that name. The dark ones were beings of legend. Twisted things, made of tentacles and shell-like carapaces. They destroyed all they touched, leaving a scar on the earth that grew strange plants and creatures, born of the same twisted darkness. Staying too long on their scarred lands could have strange effects on people, like it ate at their minds.

      “Oh, don’t be so dramatic. They’re rather peaceful when they’re left alone. They breed slowly, so they stabilize their own population after a few generations.”

      “And how do you know this?” I asked.

      Srink shrugged. “I met their god a few times over the millennia.”

      I paused, then shook my head. Whether or not she was being serious, I didn’t really want to know. The idea that I had just impregnated a deity still hadn’t really sunk in. She just looked like a goblin to me. Albeit, one that had a delicious figure and loved me taking charge of her. Besides, in this form she was virtually mortal.

      “Right,” I sighed. “Keep an eye out for anything useful. We’ll head towards the road and see where we end up.”

      “Sounds good,” Srink smiled as I hoisted her into my arms.

      Chiq gave me another glare when she spotted the goddess nestled against my chest. But at least for the short term, I would change nothing. She didn’t get the same rest period the others did. And as they all caught up, I led the way down the slope towards the lake.

      I watched the ground for clues. I wanted to see where the water lines would come up during the wet season. When the snowmelt ran down the mountains that must source this place, the rivers and lakes would rise. That in turn, would rise further if there was rain in the area.

      This high up though, if the water ever made it up here. It wasn’t any time in the last few years. There were no signs at all of sustained water damage. No bowed trees, no twisted debris around trunks or rocks. No washed out sections behind the spires to tell of stirring currents. Even the ground was firm and dry, though still lush and green from the moisture the slopes would collect daily from the surrounding air and protected from the harsh winds.

      We were much further into the trees when I started finding the marks I was looking for. The first was a large tree that had fallen and wedged between two others. That had left a spot, where the current of the water passing by had gouged out a section beneath it on one side. And while I had no plans to live in a flood zone. This could still make a good temporary shelter, or even a watch point if we set up a permanent home nearby.

      It was about now, that Srink made herself known to me again. And when I set her down, she scampered off behind some bushes for a few moments. When the others saw her vanish, they did the same, leaving me to relieve myself against a nearby tree. Only to freeze at the squeak from behind me.

      “Ah,” I frowned when I spotted Tyq hiding her face behind her hands. Though her fingers were split like she was peaking through them at me. At least she was… Until the pot she wore on her head slipped down, covering her eyes, and pinning her hands to her face. She jerked back in shock, overbalanced and fell in a heap. And before my eyes, she started to roll down the slope, unable to stop herself with her hands pinned her to her face.

      “Tyq!” I shouted.

      Cutting myself off mid-stream, I dropped my loincloth and rushed down the hill towards her. The curvy goblin shouted a myriad of curses and pained squeals as she bounced off rocks and thumped into ditches as I desperately tried to catch up. Her legs flung out, but she had them relaxed. That probably stopped her from breaking them. But it did almost nothing to slow her descent as she rolled.

      I could hear the voices of the other goblins as they chased us. I wasn’t all that concerned. We were moving more or less in a straight line. Add to that, was the noise and the gouges in the earth from my feet, and Tyq’s elbows.

      The curvy goblin jostled under a bulge in the earth, that put her on target towards a tree. I put on a burst of speed to stop her. But gravity wouldn’t be denied, and I heard the metallic clang of the pot meeting something rather hard. The force of the impact spun Tyq around one-hundred and eighty degrees, as the helmet flung off into the grass.

      Before I could think of a better way to make sure she stayed put, I leaped. Throwing my arms around her, I crashed to the ground. Rolling her with me. But unlike before, I controlled our descent, bringing us to a quick stop, where she lay atop me with a disoriented smile.

      “Nom.” She growled.

      “Nom?-AHHH!”

      I grabbed her forehead and pushed her away as her teeth slipped free of my shoulder. But all the curvy goblin did was giggle furiously, before freezing in shock.

      “I… I-I…”

      “TYQ!” Srink shouted as she caught up. “Are you hurt?”

      The curvy goblin collapsed to the ground beside me and nodded, while I stared up at the sky, wondering just what the fuck I was going to do next.
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      I watched the bear as it wandered towards the cave. Chiq was at my side, holding a bow. But I had pushed it down to stop her from shooting. The last thing I wanted was for the creature to go berserk. I’d much rather take care of it myself. So with a final glare at Chiq to remain where she was, I crept closer.

      The bear slumped on the ground and scratched lightly at its side. Almost like how you would expect a dog. Just, much… MUCH, larger. I watched my footing. I didn’t want to step on a stick and give myself away. Nor did I want to slip over. This wasn’t my first time hunting a bear, but it could easily be my last. And this wasn’t just some random bear. The faint stripes down its flank marked it as an Artaius. A greater bear. As such, it was twice the size of any regular bear. And I hoped that just meant it would fall harder than I was expecting. Because the cave it took residence in, looked perfect for our needs.

      I looked down at the small blade I carried in my hand. Borrowed from Tealz, she made me promise to give it back. The weapon was relatively cheap. Similar to the kind of thing you’d give your son when you wanted to teach him how to use it. What impressed me, was how well it had been maintained. This blade had been oiled and sharpened like the best of them. Even my own trainees on my original world hadn’t cared for their weapons like this. And it was something I hoped to bring up later.

      For now, I had a certain bear to deal with. The massive creature let out a huff, before sniffing the air. It must have caught our scent, either mine or the goblins. Because it raised its snout for a better angle. Which was the moment I struck. I braced myself on the soft grass and leaped with outstretched arms. The bear didn’t realize what was happening until I crashed into its back.

      The small blade in my hand, sank deeply into the Artaius’s neck and I felt the hot spurt of blood spray down my arm. My other hand wrapped around, pinning the knife in place. And with the Artaius in a headlock, it let out a pained huff and threw itself around. My legs swung behind like a demented cloak as the bear heaved itself upright. The momentum of the swing, dragged the blade deeper through its flesh, opening the wound even wider.

      It tried to reach up and bat my arms away. But its massive forelimbs couldn’t get the right angle. So it dropped to the ground and ran. I held on as the bear rushed for the nearest tree. It wanted to brush by and rip me off. Despite the mortal wound I had given the bear, I was still fully aware it could end me with a swipe of its massive paws.

      I did the only thing I could think of. I yelled, pumping mana into my arms, as I hauled back on the Artaius’s neck, driving the blade deeper. The shock of the pain made it pull off course. Now the bear was going to crash into the tree. And to spare itself, the creature changed direction entirely. That was both good and bad. Good, now that I wasn’t going to be peeled off the creature’s back. And bad, because I wasn’t expecting the bear to swerve.

      My legs slipped off and my body swung around. The blade carved out the side of the bear’s neck as I lost grip of the hilt, wet with the Artaius’s blood. I landed awkwardly on the ground, but tumbled to reduce any impact. When I sprung back up, I could see jets of crimson blood spurting from the gaping wound in its neck.

      The bear howled in pain as it spun back to face me. I watched as it bared its teeth.

      “COME ON!” I roared, throwing my arms out to make myself look bigger.

      The bear bellowed and charged straight for me. I would have to dodge or try to leap over it. Neither of those options were ideal. I would end up on the ground, and the bear would turn and come at me once more. I timed the charge to the last moment, before spotting it ready for a leap.

      Slipping to one side, I spun as it lunged. But I wasn’t quick enough. It threw out its arms, catching my shoulder as it went past. I felt a searing burn as my flesh parted. It wasn’t a fatal wound, and as long as I cleaned it, I would recover. But that was only if I lived past the next few moments.

      The bear, feeling the success of its strike, whirled around quicker than I had managed. Only its momentum prevented it taking me down then and there. The dust billowed around its legs as it regained its composure. And a goblin arrow sprung out of its ribs. The Artaius let out a pained roar as I spotted Chiq pull back for a second shot. The bear headed for her and I made ready to leap onto its back. Only for Uz to beat me to the punch.

      She landed on its shoulders and dug her small green hands into the gaping neck wound. The bear, taken by surprise, was shaken by the pain and reared up, sending Uz tumbling down its back. Before it could turn and pin her, Tealz burst out from behind a row of trees and in a show of brilliance, sliced her second blade across the bear’s inner thigh as she scooped Uz from the ground.

      The bear, losing a great deal of muscular control, collapsed with a pained whine as Chiq sank an arrow into the other side of its neck. The bear, seeing something suddenly appear, frantically batted it with a paw. Like me, it couldn’t get a grip, but it rolled over the ground, trying to remove it. Blood stained the dirt and grass in every direction. And I could tell the bear was struggling. The fight was almost over, and right now, I felt more than a little bad for it.

      Right until Bliz walked over with her hammer. The musclebound goblin had a sympathetic frown as she approached. The bear was barely conscious of anything anymore. It groaned and howled as it rolled in the mud and dirt. With a sigh, Bliz raised her hammer, and shrieked, that familiar goblin shriek as she brought it down on the bear’s skull.

      The Artaius jerked, as the heavy impact landed. But Bliz wasn’t done. She raised her weapon once more and drove it down a second time. Each strike caused the bear to twitch, and each time it twitched, she beat it once more. The heavy thuds turned into loud crunches. Until finally gouts of wet blood arced up with each swing, covering her face as she turned its skull cavity into pulp.

      Tyq rushed to her side, grabbing her in a hug. While I felt a pull on my arm.

      “Let me see!”

      “Huh?”

      “Your arm!” Srink hissed as she tugged me lower. “Let me see that!”

      “I’ll be fine,” I frowned, but she wouldn’t let me go. “I just need a few herbs to make a poultice, then I can clean and bandage it.”

      “And do you know what herbs are available on this world?”

      That made me pause. I thought about the berries I ate that first day and let out a sigh. “Alright, what do you suggest?”

      “I suggest you let me look at it,” she grunted.

      With no recourse, I dropped to the ground and left her to work. She had with her a few things to clean and bandage the wound. I did my best to ignore the painful sting as she worked, while I watched Tyq set Bliz down. I had watched goblins literally eat each other. The sick and injured. If they couldn’t keep up, angered another or if they were just plain hungry, they would turn on one another in the blink of an eye. Wiping them out, was practically a blessing, even for themselves.

      But as I watched the careful way Tyq made sure Bliz was comfortable. And the way Tealz wiped the dirt and blood from Uz’s hands. Chiq was retrieving and cleaning her arrows, along with my borrowed knife. And all I could think, was that these goblins were far kinder to one another, than I had seen in almost all my days. It was almost a familial bond between them.

      “Do you get now, why I brought them here?”

      I turned and saw the look on Srink’s face. She watched me, even as she tied the bandage into place over my arm.

      “What is this world?” I asked. “What is it really?”

      “An experiment. Something long term,” she sighed. “I can’t go into much detail. Because if I tell you too much, that breaks some of the agreements I’ve set in place with the other gods.”

      “There have never been goblins on this world before, have there?”

      “No,” Srink shook her head. “No, we are the first, and only to arrive on this world in person. Though, like you. There are those who came from worlds where we are known. And likely that Paladin comes from one as well.”

      “Fucking Paladins,” I snorted. “How do they always do that?”

      “You mean the weird senses they have that mean they stumble into problems all the time?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “Is it their god, or what?”

      “Somewhat,” Srink frowned. “Their gods can give them a bit of a prod. But we’ve agreed not to do that here.”

      “That, probably isn’t the best idea,” I frowned. “Can you imagine a successful Paladin coming to this world and suddenly being cut off from their god? They’d be chasing every random thought they had, trying to work out how to interpret the way the wind blows across their skin.”

      Srink frowned for a moment as she drifted into thought.
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        * * *

      

      Grand Paladin of Denerath, stood at the top of the watchtower holding his arms out. The armored figure was concentrating as the wind licked his flesh through the gaps in the armor. He was trying to determine the best direction to march. All he needed was a sign from their patron. A nudge. Anything.

      “Grand Paladin?”

      The armored figure turned and glared at the solider that had approached.

      “What?”

      “Apologies, Grand Paladin. But it appears that word was received by the hunter. Nobody is willing to help us.”

      “I wasn’t asking,” the Grand Paladin growled. “The goblins MUST be dealt with before they have a chance to spread their filth!”

      “Shall I send word to the nearby towns, then?”

      Was that it? There were signs pointing in all directions. Was the help they needed not here?

      “Scout the lands,” the Grand Paladin ordered. “I want every farm, hovel, cave and tree explored. Somewhere out there is a hunting lodge or a group of bandits who know these lands better than anyone else.”

      “And if they refuse?”

      The Grand Paladin remembered the sounds of thousands of goblins. Armed to the teeth and wearing armor stolen from their dwarven masters. That kind of force was overwhelming against almost all foes.

      “Make them.”

      With the orders set, the soldier scampered off to carry them out. Which left the Grand Paladin to continue his vigil. Spreading his arms, the weight of the armor was nothing.

      “Goddess hear me,” he prayed. “I am but your humble servant. And I wish to be of use to you.”

      Thunder rumbled in the distance. And the Grand Paladin opened his eyes as lightning crackled over the Berksenain Slopes.

      “I hear you,” the Paladin nodded. “And they will not escape me forever.”
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        * * *

      

      The rain had been coming down for hours now. The thunder rumbled in the sky. When a bolt of lightning struck the earth, the world lit up around us. And for just a brief moment, I thought I could make out the distant lake.

      At least, with all the rain. The blood from butchering the bear was long gone. The strips of meats were hanging up to dry on the frame I had made for the furs. The furs were now piled into a nest, with a collection of sleeping goblins on it.

      Srink had insisted that I get the first sleep. Which inevitably turned into a pile on, with me trapped beneath mountains of green flesh. And honestly, with the sound of the rain, and the warmth of their bodies. I wasn’t complaining. Even now, as I waited for the sun to rise, I could only watch in quiet comfort. I had thrown a little more wood on the fire to keep it going. The smoke wasn’t bad either. It seeped through gaps in the ceiling. I wasn’t sure whether it was visible from the outside, but if it were even just dispersed, then we could potentially stay here long term.

      The cave was relatively deep. Large enough to fit a medium-sized inn with a stable for horses. Not that we had any plans on doing such a thing. This would be our home and I had severe doubts that anyone would want to visit us. The most pleasing thing I had discovered though, was that there was signs that water rarely entered this cave.

      The land sloped away from the entrance, and there was a rise to get in. The inside was dark, deep and bone dry. Perfect for a place to set up home, in a land known for flooding. Nowhere would be perfectly safe from the extreme elements. So I would take what I could find. And this was it.

      Before nightfall, I had even marked out where I had seen fallen logs. With a bit of effort, I could drag them to the entrance. And after covering it with mud, rock and dirt, I could let the natural lichens, moss and grasses grow over, obscuring the entrance from view. It would take some time. But this could be a real home for us. In time, we could--

      “Ahh!” I flinched as I spotted her.

      Virt gave me a level stare before looking around. “What?”

      “I… Shit,” I swore. “Sorry, you startled me.”

      “That was not my intention. Especially since the others are still sleeping. Shouting like that was rude.”

      I watched her for a moment and made the mental note she was exactly like the ones from home. Brilliant minds that just didn’t understand others. Set them to a task alone, and you had a chance to find them an hour later, working on a more efficient way of doing things. But stick them in a bar, and after a drink, they’re either entirely silent, or dancing like they’d been drinking all night.

      “Well,” I nodded. “What was your intention then?”

      “Your relationship with the goddess?”

      “Yes?” I frowned.

      “As discussed, I am intrigued. You continue to rut with her, despite her already being with child.”

      “I’m not hearing a question,” I gently prodded her.

      Virt frowned, before shaking herself. “I awoke after dreaming of such an occurrence.”

      I blinked, before glancing around to see if the others were awake. “And, what? You wanted to talk about it?”

      “No,” Virt shook her head. “I wanted to experience them.”

      I thought about it for a moment and nodded. “Alright. What exactly do you want to experience?” I had found asking exactly what their needs or wants were, to be the best option in most cases.

      “I… am not sure.”

      That made me sigh. “Alright. How can you have this dream? But not be sure about it?”

      “I am not sure, because I do not know if you would perform the act.”

      I was intrigued to say the least. “Well, there’s only one way to find out.”

      “I could think of many ways to find out. Asking is just the most direct.”

      Before I could think of something to say, she cleared her throat.

      “I wish for you to have me anally. Gently, but all the way in, like you had the goddess.”

      “Is that it?”

      Virt nodded. “I have not seen you take an interest in anal before.”

      “Nobody has offered.”

      “I offered,” Virt corrected me.

      I let out a small sigh. “Alright. How do you want to do this?”

      “Were you not listening, I wi--”

      “No, not… What position do you want to try? Do you have a lubricant?”

      Virt smiled slightly. “I have already applied lubricant. All that is required is for you take me.”

      I watched as she slipped out of her clothing. She wore a slim fitting shirt and leggings with torn bottoms. And as they pooled own at her feet, I could finally get a good look at her. She was slim, but still full figured. Her breasts were almost flat, but her nipples already stuck out in excitement.

      She sat on the floor in front of me and opened her legs. I stared at her perfect, drooling goblin pussy and knew for sure that this was what she wanted. Especially as she ran her fingers over her glistening rosebud.

      I cast my eyes into the darkness one final time, before pulling my loincloth free. Virt’s eyes went wide as I turned towards her. She had a look of panic as I loomed over head. But she quirked her fingers towards me and I settled to my knees and took my cock in hand.

      “I want this,” she nodded slowly.

      And I paused. That almost sounded like she was psyching herself up. “Virt?”

      “Yes?”

      I looked her in the eye. “Do you want this?”

      “Yes.”

      “Virt?”

      Virt flinched and glanced over. I looked too and saw Srink walking towards us. The goddess was nude and looking concerned.

      “Virt, what are you doing?”

      “Nothing.”

      That made me pause. The tone she was using was that of a child caught with their hand in the cookie jar.

      “Virt, why was my lotion disturbed?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Virt lied.

      I sat up and Virt let out a whine of annoyance. “Srink. Is there something I should know about this?”

      “I think Virt needs to stand up and face me properly.”

      Virt sighed and let out a grumble of annoyance, before getting up. “Goddess, I--”

      “Hush,” Srink waved for her to remain silent as Virt stood to face her. “Blath, can you be a dear and grip her shoulders firmly?”

      Rather than take her firmly in my arms. I placed them gently on her shoulders. She shivered at my touch, but made no attempt to pull away.

      “Now Virt,” Srink scowled. “How about you tell Blath about that little dream of yours?”

      “There’s another?”

      “No,” Virt lowered her head. “I… may have missed a few things.”

      “What did she tell you?”

      “That she wanted me to treat her as I did you. But anally.”

      Srink grinned and nodded. “That’s half of it then. The part she missed, was the part about her wanting something inside her naughty goblin pussy at the same time.”

      “You were all sleeping,” Virt complained.

      “And I’m not now,” Srink smiled.

      “Hold her tightly Blath.”

      I pulled Virt close, and she whimpered pathetically. But her fingers gripped my arms as she hugged herself closer to me. Under Srink’s instructions, I lifted her slightly, before I felt a warm hand take my cock and angle me up between Virt’s legs.

      “Slowly now, lower her down.”

      I did as instructed and Virt tilted her head up to stare at me. “Don’t stop,” she trembled. “Just don’t.”

      I nodded, before smiling as the head of my cock met slimy flesh. Virt wiggled her hips, helping drive herself down. And I kept her words in mind as I continued lowering her.

      “Now, this first part will be a little uncomfortable,” Srink murmured.

      “I don’t care,” Virt trembled.

      “I know you don’t,” Srink smiled, before bending over in front of us.

      Virt flinched, as I heard the sounds of a tongue running through wet flesh. She flinched again, as my cock passed through the ring of muscle at her entrance, slipping into her ass.

      “Srink?!”

      The goddess murmured, making Virt quiver with pleasure. But she pulled away after a few moments before giving us a smile. “Ready?”

      “For what--”

      “Yes!”

      Her ass tightened incredibly over my cock. Virt opened her mouth and sucked in a lungful of air. I cupped it, muffling her scream to prevent waking the others. But it was the next sensation that had me raising eyebrows. I could feel Srink’s hand, forcing its way through Virt’s body. While my progress had been slow and firm, Srink was vigorously thrusting her hand up to the wrist into Virt’s pussy.

      “Keep going,” Srink reassured me. “This is what she wants. If she didn’t, she’d be biting and kicking.”

      Sure enough, her fingers were dug into my arms. But it almost looked like she was thrusting her hips forward. So I did what I did best. After adjusting my grip slightly, I thrust up into Virt’s ass. Her body accepted me easily as I pushed deep. I felt her insides shift under my hands as I held her. My cock was literally rearranging her insides.

      “Already?” Srink laughed.

      I lost all sense of time as I lost myself in the pleasure. Each vicious shove of Srink’s hand, tightened her ass over my cock. But then, so did the pulses of each orgasm. The strange little goblin just lapped up the attention, taking everything we could give her.

      “Oh!” I glanced over and saw Chiq watching. “Wake up!” she shouted. “Virt’s doing her thing!”

      “What?” I asked.

      Srink shook her head as the others shuffled over. Virt paid no mind, staring up at me with big eyes. I watched as Srink grinned, as I continued thrusting up into Virt’s ass.

      “They’re watching,” Srink grinned. “Isn’t this what you wanted.”

      “No!” Virt trembled as she started cumming all over again.

      “We used to take turns,” Chiq grinned. “One of us would hold her, the rest would watch and take turns doing what the Goddess is.”

      “Is that right?” I looked down at Virt. “You like to be watched.”

      The look she gave me was all the answer I needed. I shifted my arms once more and pulled her own behind her back. But I didn’t stop there. I held her arms back with my own, as I reached down to catch her legs behind her knees.

      Then I lifted.

      “Is this better?” I asked as I held her lewdly on display in front of the others. I lowered her, thrusting up into her at the same time. “Or maybe I should sit down. And let you ride me. Make you work for your own audience.”

      Virt shook her head quickly, as she made loud mewling noises. Srink laughed and lifted her other hand to rub the goblin’s clit.

      “Maybe next time, we could reverse things,” Srink smiled. “Let the other’s watch me slide my hand into your ass, while Blath breeds you like he did me.”

      Virt’s whole body coiled like a spring, before she let out a scream. She had been cumming frequently as we had started. But nothing compared to this. And if I had to be completely honest. The idea of getting another goblin pregnant was an enticing thought. Enticing enough, I grinned, thinking about the next time I had this strange little goblin in my arms.

      Pulling her down, I drove the air from her lungs, as I pumped my seed deep into her bowels.

      “You can see it throbbing,” Bliz gasped, as the others clustered around.

      “Blath, me next,” Chiq trembled. “Say you’ll do me next!”

      “You had a turn,” Tealz gave the exuberant goblin a shove. “You should wait.”

      “But I’m horny!”

      “We’re all horny,” Tyq snapped, before freezing in place.

      I shuddered as my cock pulsed one final time. But even I heard the shy cook’s words. She suddenly turned and bolted back to the bed, leaping into the furs as if to hide.

      “She just wants to fuck him.”

      “We all do,” Bliz frowned.

      “Mhm, I’m just honest about it,” Chiq smiled. “That’s why Blath should have me. My offer still stands.”

      “Offer?” Srink asked as she pulled her hand free of the twitching Virt.

      “Ah,” Chiq blushed. “I…”

      “Something about me wearing her like armor,” I grinned.

      “I thought you were kidding about that!” Srink frowned.

      “Nu uh,” Chiq shook her head. “And don’t you sluts deny it! If he offered, you’d let him do it too!”

      The group fell silent for a time as they looked amongst each other. To my surprise, it was Tealz who finally broke the ice.

      “Do what?” Tealz asked.

      “In the unlikely event that you suffer a catastrophic loss of limbs, Blath will impale you on his cock and wear you like a piece of armor,” Virt grunted, while impaled, not unlike her description.

      “No,” Chiq shook her head. “I told HIM to cut my limbs off, so he could shove me onto his cock and wear me like armor.”

      “Chiq,” Srink sighed. “No.”

      “Awww.” A quiet voice muttered.

      Everyone turned and looked at Tyq, who suddenly blushed and dived back under the furs once more.
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      I grunted as I got my burden over the lip of the cave. Inside was much easier with the downward slope. The reed mat I had woven together made the process far quicker and easier. But it didn’t make it any less hard work. Tyq gave me a shy wave as I brought my latest haul to the far side of the cave. She was hunched over the pot she liked to wear as a helmet. It was filled with a bear stew, made from the obvious meat, and a few roots, berries and greens that Srink had identified as edible. I made sure to note everything I could for future reference, and my knowledge was building.

      For now though, I still had my own work. If this was going to be a long-term plan to stay here. We were going to need some proper equipment. The start of which was the reed mat. It took me several hours while my shoulder healed, to get it together. Srink was unsure of why I was creating it to begin with. At least until she saw me put it to use.

      The lake wasn’t all that far away. And in this part of the world, the ground was made of a dense bog. Beneath that, was soft clay, perfect for what I had planned. I had collected as much as I could, dumping it over the mat. Then, by rolling the back of the mat over the mud to the front, I created a pocket that was easy to drag behind me. I had originally wanted to start on a wall. Between the logs, the mud and the bog from the lake, it would make a wonderful insulator. But when I tried to move the logs, Srink, with the help of the others, quickly shouted me down.

      So, I took on a lighter project. Still under Srink’s watchful eyes, I picked up the first handful of clay. Slapping it into position on the floor, I added two more. By rubbing the clay with the palm of my hand, I flattened it out into a solid floor. It didn’t need to be perfect. But flat enough to contain what I wanted for it.

      The next step was the sides. And I could only go so far. Wet clay wouldn’t stack all that well. When I built it up to around knee height, I stopped. Then added some to the back to smooth that as well. I didn’t want anything loose falling in when it was done.

      “What is it?” Tealz asked.

      I flinched. These goblins were sneaky when they wanted to be. And it was slightly nerve wracking. If they wanted to harm me, they certainly could. Though I was certain I could take them in a head-on fight. At least… most of them.

      For now, I took several deep breaths to calm my heart rate. Then I turned to address the sneaky rogue. “It’s going to be an oven,” I told her. “Start with a small fire to help dry it out. Then I can make the walls taller. Eventually we’ll be able to fire pots and other things.”

      “Like what?”

      “No reason we couldn’t use it to smoke meats, or if we get flour, we could bake bread,” I nodded. Plenty of things out in the wilderness were edible. And roasting them usually made them taste so much better.

      “Will it be large enough for a person?”

      I frowned as I examined her. But she held that same bored expression she always did. “Why?”

      “Reasons.”

      I sighed. “Perhaps not standing up.”

      “Without limbs then,” she nodded.

      I sat in silence as she turned and stalked off out of the cave. I hadn’t been sure what she was doing before. But there was a fair amount of scouting that needed doing. Chiq was out with her bow, hunting our next meal. While smoking meat was a little way off yet. Simply drying them was still within our capabilities. Especially in the dry cave air.

      The rest were collecting wood, foraging, or in the case of Bliz, cutting a log using a stone axe she fashioned. Honestly, I was impressed she managed it. The stone head was a lucky find. Binding it to the top of a large branch took some skill. And when I checked it myself, it was rudimentary, but very workable.

      “Buuurn young-one burn… Dancing inferrrno.”

      I held back the shudder at the sound of her voice. Uz was… unique. When I turned, she was carrying a handful of small branches and sticks. As I looked at her, she snapped her head around to stare at me. It was almost like staring down a predator. Only this one I knew didn’t want to hunt me. But to fuck me. And… well, I had to be honest, bat-shit crazy or not. She was a hell of a good time.

      “You want Uz?”

      “Ahhh—”

      “Uz want you. Uz want Blath,” she beelined straight for me.

      “Actually I,” I swallowed and gave her a smile. “I wanted some of the wood you’re carrying?”

      “Soooo… No fuck?”

      “No fuck,” I confirmed.

      Uz stared at me for a moment. She was still on the other side of the fire. And her sudden stop caught the shy cook’s attention.

      “No fuck,” Uz shook her head. “No wood.”

      I had just enough time to blink, before the crazy little goblin spun on her heel and bolted for the exit. I had a flash of irritation, before getting to my feet.

      “She wants you to chase her,” Tyq mumbled softly.

      I gave the cook a level glare for a moment and watched her wither. That made me sigh, and I immediately felt bad for it. Walking across the cave, I paused to lightly stroke the top of her head, before marching out of the cave. Though I was completely unaware of Tyq’s accelerated heart rate from the simple action as her eyes bored holes in my back.

      When I stepped out into the light, Uz was shuffling from foot to foot beside a confused-looking Srink.

      “What is--”

      “NO WOOD!”

      Srink covered her face as Uz literally kicked up dirt with how fast she surged off into the trees. Srink stood there with a dumbfounded look on her face, before turning to face me.

      “I’ll get her,” I sighed.

      Admittedly, it felt pretty good to get out and stretch my legs. Running wasn’t something I did a lot of. But when I did, I liked how it made me feel. Rarely had running led to something other than battle. And battle made my blood sing. So, chasing after this crazy little goblin felt… right.

      Uz was waiting up ahead beside a large tree. She saw me coming and let out a maniacal cackle as she spun and raced off as fast as her legs would take her. She was quick, no doubt about it. But she lacked my loping strides. She also had her arms full of branches, which weighed her down considerably. I closed in, getting ready to scoop her up. When she dug in her heels and shot off to one side. I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped my lips when she did it.

      It was like she’d practiced. Including the hysterical laughter as she put distance between us. I made a more controlled turn, before returning to her trail. She slowed just enough to look over her shoulder to check if I was coming. Before putting on another surge of speed. I struggled to catch up for a while. She was short enough to go under any manner of the small trees that I had to batter down with my larger size.

      But the land opened up around the lake and I initially closed the gap. At least until she moved closer to the lake where I began to sink in the thick bog. Her lighter form allowed her to skip over the top unheeded. But I had to pull away and move back towards the trees just to keep up.

      The bank of the lake swerved off to the left. And I realized she was going to continue straight once more. I focused my mana, pushing it into my legs to increase my speed. I was trying to get around and cut her off. But it was going to be a close thing. She saw me coming and let out a series of high-pitched giggles. I closed in as she darted for the trees. I was sure I would catch her this time. Only… she kicked off the ground at the last moment and did the most acrobatic flip I had ever seen, using the lowest hanging branch of the first tree.

      One moment, she was ahead of me, just outside arm’s reach. The next, she was tumbling overhead with a delighted smile as I sailed past unable to keep up with her. She landed and raced off, directly away from the lake. This time, I skidded to a halt, turned and ran back the way I came. She slowed just enough to let me spot her, before darting off.

      I followed in behind, cautious about what she would do next. She was strong, agile and extremely willing to take chances. I would love nothing more than to train her in my own abilities. She as a Barbarian, despite her small stature, would be a ferocious opponent. So now was a time for a lesson.

      Up ahead, I could see a fog rolling through the trees. It created an ethereal landscape. One I would take advantage of. I chased as she ran, and I watched the mist envelop her body. I kept up, holding steady until she darted behind a large tree. The moment I broke our line of sight, I shifted. Crouching low, I watched my foot placement and slowed.

      Uz wasn’t stupid either. She noticed immediately and shifted direction to try to throw me off. But I was watching now. I wasn’t a stealth fighter. But I had enough to hunt, track and sneak up on a target. Especially through this fog. Uz’s frantic giggles, wavered as she began to rethink her tactic. She was still smiling though, so I knew she wasn’t all that worried. But her eyes began to sweep around searching for me as I moved from cover to cover.

      As I closed, she must have gained a sense of my direction and peeled off once again. Rather than sprint off like she had before, she ran and slid to a stop. All I could hear was her ragged breathing. I was forced to use the environment to muffle my sounds. The clatter of twigs when the wind blew. The cries of nearby birds. I pressed on, barely disturbing the mist. She shifted the bundle of sticks she carried and I noticed they were higher on one side than the other. So I moved around to strike from the side where she had the least visibility.

      Uz knew I had changed the game. And she wasn’t upset by it. She had her fun and now she hoped for the reward. Not that I had plans. Fun was one thing, but the last thing she needed was to be rewarded for acting out. We had work to do. And this was taking away from it all. All I needed was to get my hands on her. And I would carry her back for Srink to deal with while I got back to my project.

      Her breaths came in sharp bursts as she looked around. She knew I was coming. But she didn’t know where. I was in the best possible position as I closed in. A noise in the distance had her spin away from me in anticipation. I saw her legs tense as she readied herself to run once more. But before she could take that first step, I was already in motion. She twirled around with a shocked expression as I opened my arms. Despite the overwhelming odds in my favor, she still tried.

      I expected nothing less and swept her off her feet as she kicked off the ground. And immediately, I realized why she had stopped. Hidden by the lay of the land and the mist, was a steep drop. Uz’s fingers dug into my arm as I spun her around. I rolled myself in the air, pinning her to my chest with the sticks ahead to break the fall if needed. I tucked my legs up, holding her as best I could. The drop wasn’t vertical, so we would roll when we landed, and all I could do was brace.

      The impact was heavy, but the ground was soft. I felt my arm sink into the wet grasses, before gravity pulled me free once more. Uz and I tumbled, spinning out of control in our mad descent. When I landed on her, I braced my weight with my arms and knees. The sticks pressed to her front helped absorb the shock, but it was still painful as we tumbled. The only thing on my mind was keeping her safe.

      Until finally, we hit the bottom.

      Thick mud. We slammed into it and sank right in. Thanks to the sticks, we weren’t over our heads. But it was still extremely unpleasant. I pulled back, using the sticks as a float and pulled Uz upwards. She spun and gave me a wide grin, before I slapped my hand over her mouth.

      “Shhh!”

      She froze as I listened intently.

      “Horses, stay quiet,” I whispered.

      Uz nodded slowly, and I removed my hand from her mouth as I pushed around the mud. We had landed beside a dirt road. One that looked well worn. I hadn’t realized we had moved so far. Though, there was the chance that this wasn’t a normal road. Places like this would have many people moving about. Raiders, brigands and thieves would hide out here. It was a difficult place to track. And that made it home to many who didn’t want to be found.

      “C’mon, I want to check it out.”

      I suppressed my groan when I heard those words. Someone heard our fall. And I wasn't in a position to explain why I was trapped in mud with a goblin. Best-case scenario, that was information to get back to that damned Paladin in some drunken story. Worst case, they were the Paladin’s soldiers and would kill us here and now.

      I shifted in the mud, pulling some up to deepen where we lay. I pulled Uz close and pried a few of the branches out of the mud. As I listened to the sound of an approaching horse, I pulled the sticks over us. The mud certainly helped hide the fact they were sticks, and I hoped that we just looked like an odd but natural lump in the mud.

      To my surprise, as I covered us, Uz clung to my front. She pulled herself close and pressed her face into my chest. If I had to assume, she was scared. But that wasn’t something I could address at the moment. Instead, I layered the mud covered sticks over us, obscuring our features from view. By wriggling and pulling on the sticks, I sank us further down. Until I saw the mist swirling in the distance.

      There were a few small gaps where I could see. And I got into position. Uz shifted, and I instinctively pulled her tightly against me. That seemed to calm her, and she fell still in my grip. Out of the mist rode a horseman. He was grizzled, wearing battered armor that looked like he’d pieced it together from multiple sources. His eyes scanned all around, looking for the source of the sound he’d heard. The sound of us falling.

      Behind him appeared another. This one a woman. She was younger, but still just as grizzled. I recognized the scars on her wrist and knew she had spent a long time in manacles. There was a certain cruelty to keeping a person chained so long. It also explained why she had likely turned to a life of banditry. I couldn’t see any reason these people were out here. They weren’t dressed like travelers. No, these two were up to no good. Which made it all the better we were hiding.

      I held my breath as the first moved by. His eyes washed over our hiding space, but he showed no visible expression as he did so. The woman did as well. And while I was sure her eyes lingered for a moment, she too remained silent as they rode on. I held Uz close as she breathed softly against my chest. The horses rode on, almost out of view. The man said something to the woman, and she turned her horse around.

      I shifted my arm slightly and gripped a convenient stick. It wouldn’t be the sword I had earlier. Nor any substitute for a proper weapon. But if I needed to strike her, this would be a quick way to do it. My worries were for naught though. She quickly moved beyond, passing back the way they came as the grizzled man continued on out of sight.

      “Keep still,” I whispered.

      Uz nodded slowly, and I gave her a gentle squeeze. It was all I could do to comfort her for the time being. And my instincts proved correct.

      The sound of a wagon coming was much louder than just a horse. Especially when that one wagon, turned into two, then more. I held Uz close as she trembled, and I had to wonder if perhaps she was afraid of horses. Or was it the hiding? She was flighty, fast and unpredictable. Was it all perhaps something she did to hide a fear of something? Perhaps she had hid once long ago. And being forced into hiding made her relive those memories?

      I wasn’t some mind mage. I couldn’t dig through memories or fix heads. All I knew for sure, was that Uz was fearful of the situation we were in. And I held her close to comfort her.

      The mist broke apart once more, and I watched as the first wagon came into view. The driver looked to be at least part orc part… something hairier. Perhaps a troll of some kind? I wasn’t sure. If Srink and the others were what goblins were supposed to look like. I did not know what I was really looking at. The thing could be a fucking gnoll for all I knew. It drove the first wagon. It was stacked with an assortment of crates. I couldn’t see any labels on anything. But I could tell some were dirty and others had mud and other stains.

      I knew now for a fact that these were bandits. And right now, I had literally fallen into one of their travel routes. Wherever it was they were heading, I didn’t know. But it would be nice to find out. If they had a stash, it may be possible to get our hands on a few extra resources. Proper tools for one would be extremely helpful. But that would have to wait. Our main priority was getting out of here alive.

      The first wagon carried on past without even turning his head. The driver focused on what he was doing and nothing else. That meant he was comfortable with the location. This wasn’t somewhere they ever expected to run into trouble. And that just weighed further into my assessment that these were bandits.

      The second wagon that trundled into view was much like the first. The one driving it was an elf. At first, I thought they were no different from the elves I knew from my first world. But the more I stared at the driver, the more I realized the subtle differences. The ears were narrower, longer and had a more swept look. Their chin was also slightly sharper, making him look more severe. On his wagon, were more crates. But also cages. Small furry animals huddled in the back, making me think they’d robbed a fur farmer or perhaps a pet trader.

      Leading the third wagon was the woman once more. She rode alongside the driver, speaking in hushed tones. This wagon held most of my interest. The driver was clearly an orc. Like Uz, he had green skin and defined muscles. But comparing her shapely figure to the hulking mass of flesh and armor was idiocy. Why an orc in full battle garment was driving a wagon, I didn’t know. Likely, it had something to do with the crossbow strapped across his lap.

      The rear of the wagon was a cage. I could see faces within. People. A few humans, and what looked like a dryad who was pawing a pompous looking elf. Not that he had much to look pompous about, judging by the swollen eye and the bloody lip. I guess the elves of this world shared the same attitude as the ones I knew in my world.

      They thought themselves better than humans. But at the end of the day, they were just as greedy, ruthless and full of hypocrisy as the rest of us. They just did it in a fancier outfit.

      In my musings though, I failed to react as the woman on the horse approached once more. Her eyes scanned over the bog, before I noticed she was holding a long spear. From the blackened, twisted metal that made the tip, I knew it belonged to the orc. Orcs were capable warriors. Their society valued strength, and it made sense he would have multiple weapons. Unfortunately for me, one of those weapons slammed down into the mud.

      Uz flinched, and I yanked her face into my chest as hard as I could. She struggled, but I tightened my grip, pinning her in place. The tip of the spear had cut a shallow groove along my ribs, narrowly missing my arm beneath me. It stung, but I held my breath and refused to move. How she knew someone was here, I didn’t know. I just hoped she wasn’t about to get off the horse and check.

      With a grunt, she pulled the spear free once more and checked the blade. Thanks to the mud and the shallow cut, there was no visible blood for her to check. I watched her carefully as she turned away. Part of me wanted to breathe a sigh of relief. But part of me was cautious. And that caution rewarded me as she spun in the saddle and drove the spear into the mud once more. I felt the mud shift near my thigh, but thankfully she missed. I now had no doubt that she felt someone was there.

      But to our advantage, she dismissed her instincts and pulled the blade free once more. She still glared in our direction. But accepted whatever she sensed was not in the vicinity she attacked. And this time, as she turned, she kicked in her heels and rode over to the wagon.

      “Anything?”

      “No,” she shook her head and continued on.

      She might have dismissed her instincts. But I watched as the orc twisted around to look once more. If I had to guess, he agreed with her initial assessment. But orcs were warriors. He wasn’t interested in a cheap fight. If I burst out of the mud and charged, he’d meet me in single combat. But remaining as I was, even if he knew for absolute certainty that I was here, he wasn’t interested. If we turned out to be just some lost peasant, it wouldn’t be a fight he was interested in. By hiding, it made us look weak. So he did as orcs do and turned away.

      “We’ll wait here for a while,” I whispered softly as I let up the pressure on Uz’s head.

      She took several deep breaths, trembling each time. But her arms pulled tight around me, so I knew she wasn’t bothered by that action specifically. I held her close as we waited for the forest to return to the normal ambience.

      Thankfully, that wasn’t all that long. The forest creatures began to move again. There was always the chance a hunter was out. And if that was the case, they’d be moving silently. But I doubted it. These kinds of bandits would steal supplies from their marks. And with slaves to feed, they likely had a lot of it. If they hunted, it would be for small game, and they wouldn’t venture far from their camp. So, with that in mind, I gently pushed the sticks off.

      Uz sat up, before slowly crawling through the mud towards the hill we fell down. It was steep, but the grass was thick enough to get a good handhold. I followed behind, hauling myself out of the mud as Uz reached the grass first. She looked back to check that I was following, before hauling herself up. We remained quiet, but climbed quickly, making our way up. I wanted to be gone from here as soon as we could. At the least, Srink needed to know about what was going on. We needed to make sure we didn’t stray too far in this direction. And we also needed to set watches.

      Because if that woman turned back and she spots out tracks. I figure from the looks of that cage, they’d come looking.
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      That was… Odd. I swear I saw Uz come running in the moment I mentioned checking the smoked meats. But… I glanced at the smoker. It took a while to cure the clay properly. But the end result was… just tall enough for a goblin.

      I strode over and took hold of the door. Fashioned from a piece of wood, layered with bark and yet more clay, it was heavy, solid and dependable. I pulled it open and sighed at the sight of the goblin. Nude from the waist down, she was hanging from one of the meat hooks by her wrists. Around her ankles, she had tied a thin rope, that she had then hoisted up to hang on the same hook. So my first view was her drooling pussy at crotch height as she stared at me with begging eyes.

      “Uz,” I shook my head.

      She made complaining noises as I pushed the hanging meats aside to reach her. She struggled, almost as if she wanted to stay in the smoker. It had only been a few moments at best. And I was thankful most of the smoke had stopped already. But this was getting ridiculous. Taking hold of her wrists and ankles, I lifted her out of the smoker and set her on the ground.

      “Three more days,” I shook my head.

      “Uz not want wait!” She growled. “Uz want fuck!”

      “And I don’t want you running off again,” I grumbled. “All over some damn sticks.”

      “Uz want some fuck…”

      “No,” I shook my head. “Take your punishment like a good goblin.”

      “Uz not good.”

      That made me chuckle. “No,” I agreed. “You’re a very bad little goblin. Which is why I’m punishing you.” I spent a few moments taking out the cured meats. The wooden hooks Tealz had made were surprisingly handy. Even if they burned up, she could make more. But they lasted well. One by one, I hung each part up on a rack to further cool. Curing the meat like this would help it last weeks if not months.

      “You scared me, Uz,” I continued. “You could have gotten hurt, you could have gotten me hurt. Then what if they found out about the others?”

      “Uz… just having fun.”

      “I know,” I nodded. “That’s why I’m only punishing you for a week and not for months.”

      She shivered like I’d walked over her grave, but she nodded slowly. “Hug for Uz?”

      I blew out a breath of air as I transferred the last chunk of meat over. It was the leg of a deer we had caught the day before and I couldn’t wait to sink my teeth into it. But it wasn’t mealtime. It was barely noon. And… well Uz had been rather good lately. Despite her erratic behavior, and her obvious desire to skirt her punishment for running off and leading me to slavers. She had been thoughtful and helpful in her own way.

      I turned about and squatted down beside where she was still laying. Retrieving a small stone dagger I fashioned for myself, I cut her self-tied bonds and pulled her into my lap. She snuggled close, and I turned her head to face me. She squeaked as I kissed her gently, but she didn’t push for more. If anything, she was now looking as shy as Tyq did when she caught me doing anything even remotely sexual. Not that she stopped looking, mind you.

      Uz twisted in my arms and sprung away from me. She landed on all fours and growled like I’d seen goblins do many, many times before. But rather than the forward lunge, she pouted for a moment and rushed out of the cave. When I knew for sure she was gone, I let out a sigh and followed her out. There was plenty of work to do on our new home. The first of which was the front wall.

      Tyq had finished her first major job on home improvement. By boiling the fats from the bear and deer carcasses, she made an oil. That oil, when soaked into crushed and twisted reeds—all matted into a ball, made good torches. All you needed to do was hang them, shove them into a crack in the wall, or impale them on a stick for a torch. Then you had a small firelight that would burn for a short time. And in order to make good use of them, we needed more privacy.

      I already had two logs in position. And Srink had Tealz and Virt out scouting for more. Bliz, grinning with delight, was cutting a third log down to size. Srink had marked out the shape she needed to make it to fit into the wall. Chiq was on guard duty today. The sexually aggressive archer was surprisingly nimble in the treetops. She wasn’t the only one who climbed, but with some spare branches cut to size and a lesson on bindings, she had made a few hidden platforms where she could observe a large area.

      Tyq, since her job was finished, was the one hauling mud up from the lake. She took her time, but didn’t stop for more than a quick water break now and then. And she lacked the same voracious curiosity that would have gotten Uz in trouble had I asked her to do the job.

      Which just left Srink. The beautiful, pregnant goddess. She was dirty up to her knees and elbows. Toiling in the mud that Tyq was hauling, she was making progress in covering up the logs that were already present. It was going well too. But, I may have been biased as she bent over in front of me.

      “Stop looking at me like that!”

      “Like what?” I asked as I walked closer.

      Srink gave me side eye, before reaching for more mud. “Like a Barbarian admiring his catch.”

      “And why on this world would I look at you like anything OTHER than a Barbarian admiring his catch.”

      “Because I caught you.”

      Eh… She got me there, but… “You caught alright,” I grinned. Wrapping my arm around her waist, I placed my hand on her firm stomach. There wasn’t any indication she was pregnant yet. But part of me knew. I could feel it. The same senses that told me there were things around to hunt, told me there was something inside her growing.

      “I…”

      “I?” I rubbed her stomach.

      Srink sighed and turned to face me. “I wanted to thank you.”

      “Thank me?”

      Srink nodded. “This… It all could have gone so very different. I believed you wouldn’t harm us. But all this,” she waved her hands around. “You’re building us a home, keeping us safe. You’ve given me a family.”

      “From the looks of things, the others were already pretty close with you all,” I pointed out.

      Srink laughed and shook her head, before pressing her stomach a little further into the hand I still had resting on her stomach. “I meant this family. OUR family.”

      “You’ve… never?”

      “Not in a mortal form,” Srink shook her head. “I birthed my people near the font of my power, led them for a time with the hope of evolving them and lost them to madness instead. But I’ve never brought new life into the world and… Thank you.”

      I snorted and shook my head. “After the horrible things you let me do to you. There’s no need to thank me.”

      “I happen to love those horrible things you do to me,” Srink giggled softly. “Look at me. Goddess of a race of monsters turned blushing bride for the destroyer of my people. Willing broodmare of my conqueror…”

      “It sounds almost like you worship me,” I grunted.

      “Despite it not being intentional, you gave me a child,” Srink smiled. “I just want you to know, that it’s not something I will ever forget. And that thing you did with Virt?”

      “Ah…” I could hardly forget.

      “Well, that would be a simple way to ensure you didn’t harm our child, while ravaging me like the awful Barbarian you are.”

      “That almost sounds like you want it.”

      “Yes,” Srink eyed me. “I want that very much.”

      I couldn’t help it. The mental image of the goddess begging for more while I thrust up into her had me erect in a heartbeat. My cock stood proud from my loincloth, pushing it out in front of me. Srink took one look at it, before dropping to her knees. She opened her mouth, letting her tongue roll out. A bead of drool stretched down from the tip and was about to touch the ground, when I heard the whistle of an arrow.

      Taking Srink by the shoulder, I dived to one side. The goddess clung to me as I pinned her to my front. When I hit the ground, I rolled, protecting her with my body, before springing up to look at the arrow stuck in the ground. I noticed two things immediately. The first being the arrow was goblin made. The second, was that it would have missed, even had I not moved.

      “Chiq?!” I looked up into the trees trying to spot where she was. My instincts told me she was up there. But she had created her hides very well, and she hadn’t told me where they all were.

      “That wasn’t very nice!” Srink called.

      “Neither is you hogging all the dick around here!” She yelled from somewhere above us.

      “Virt had him last!”

      I heard scraping, before spotting the small green missile leaping down from the branches. She tumbled, rolled and finally dropped to the ground, before growling at the two of us.

      “He hasn’t had my ass yet.”

      “Do--”

      “Yes!”

      I blinked, then smirked. “Then get back to work, and if you’re good, I’ll turn you inside out tonight.”

      “But--”

      “Chiq.”

      She bit her lip. “But… what if--”

      “Maybe you need the same treatment I gave Uz--”

      I stopped as Chiq kicked up a pile of leaves as she ran back towards the tree. Goblin claws, while not the animalistic killing machines I knew from my world, made them excellent climbers. She scaled the tree in mere moments, vanishing from view.

      Srink and I looked at each other and laughed softly.

      “Sorry,” I muttered. “That… kinda got out of hand.”

      “It was supposed to,” Srink blushed. “Chiq isn’t unique in how she feels. We’re all a little high-strung. She’s just the most honest about it.”

      “Oh, really?”

      “Really,” Srink blushed again. “Just because I’m a goddess, doesn’t make me any less of a horny little goblin. Just like the rest of them.”

      I smirked again and shook my head. “Sorry, that’s just a lot to wrap my head around.”

      “How so?”

      I shrugged. “Most people avoided me back home. I had a reputation. It made me attractive to some, but most were just scared of me. And none of them were up for more than a little fun.”

      “You think it strange that of all things, you’ve landed in a world where a harem of goblins throw themselves at you constantly?”

      “That, and how a goddess insinuated she wanted to try anal.”

      “Insinuation be damned,” Srink laughed. “I’m with child, and find myself wanting the father to dote on me. If you want my little green ass, you have my permission to take it.”

      “Oh!”

      I turned and saw Tyq clutching her face. Neither the goddess nor I had realized she was coming up. The mat of mud was slick from mud and that had muffled the sounds it made. I chastised myself. The last thing any of us needed was to let our guard down. And with that, I took a step back from Srink, who smiled politely at the shy cook.

      “I… I’ll just…”

      She spun on the spot and scampered back down to the mat. Only, rather than continue hauling it up to the cave, she stared back towards the lake.

      “I’ll get her. You… either wrap your hands around my neck and make me beg, or go do something useful for a while.”

      Honestly, I thought about doing it. She stood still just long enough I could have done exactly that. And from the look in her eyes, she would have welcomed it immediately. But… that wasn’t fair on Tyq who was currently wandering on her own out there. So with a huff, I turned to Bliz, who was resting with her shirt off with the axe dangling from one hand.

      Like the rest of the goblins, she was rather short. Especially compared to my massive frame. Rare was the day a woman came even close to matching my height. These goblins had no chance. Though if Srink brought over one of their trolls, maybe. But that was depending on the troll going through whatever change she pushed on the goblins of this world.

      She rolled her muscular shoulders, before adjusting the bandages she had wrapped around herself. I thought that strange, as none of the others did. But it wasn’t my place to decide on what she wore. So I put it aside as I approached.

      “Any idea where the next log is?” I asked, bending over to collect a coarse rope I had made for this exact situation.

      “Ah,” Bliz frowned, before gesturing off to her left. “That way I think.”

      “Great,” I nodded. She gave me a smile, and I wandered off to find it.

      Pushing through the trees, it didn’t take me long. The log was laid out between two large trees, wedged in place. But I could slide it out easily enough. I found a stick and used it to dig a hole going under one side of the trunk. Then I moved to the other side and did the same thing. With the burrow made, I fed the rope through and pulled it tight. Now all I needed was a thick branch.

      I scrounged around and found one rather quickly. Next was to strip off the branches, before tying the rope a dozen hand-width’s from the thickest end. And now I had a lever. From here, I could stab the thick end into the ground, and use it like a fulcrum to heave on the trunk. The harder I pulled, the tighter it wrapped the trunk. And after repeating the motion a few times, it finally began to shift. It was slow at first. I needed to pull it free before I could drag it. Again, and again, I hauled on the branch, before replacing it a little further away. If it didn’t move far enough, I had to find a rock or something to help brace it for some extra leverage.

      Until finally. With a squeak, the log rolled free, coming to a natural rest by the roots of the next tree over. I grinned and reversed the branch. Now, rather than leveraging off the ground, I held it down over my chest with the end tied to the rope going over my shoulder. Then all I needed to do was lean forward and walk. The tree shifted easily now it wasn’t wedged, and I hauled it along towards where Bliz was working on the last.

      Still, even with the short distance and my strength. It took several minutes before I caught sight of the muscular goblin once more. Only this time, I had to look twice. She was topless as she was. But now, the bindings holding her breasts had been loosened. I wasn’t sure if they were intentional, but it almost looked like she had unwrapped the top half, before re-wrapping them loosely.

      Bliz lifted her axe, and I caught the way her breasts jiggled as she brought it down on the log. Then she repeated. And I had to wonder if she was pausing for just a moment at the top of her swing. It was like staring at artwork. She glistened in the light, and I had to shake my head to clear the thoughts I was having about touching her.

      “This one’s almost done,” Bliz grunted as she swung her axe again.

      I nodded and started dragging the log once more. “I should make another axe.”

      Bliz nodded, “yeah, you should.”

      I dropped the log beside Bliz and pulled the rope out from under it. I left it and the branch I used to one side as I looked around. Bliz was obviously the industrial one. Tyq was nowhere to be seen, and neither was Chiq. Srink was back near camp, smearing a fresh load of mud against the wall. Uz was out… doing whatever it was Uz was doing. But that still left Tealz and Virt.

      “That should do it!”

      I glanced back at Bliz, who cracked her axe down one last time, knocking free the chunk of wood she had been working on. I came over to look and saw the marks that Srink had sketched out onto the blocks. Without checking them myself, I wouldn’t know for sure if it was correct. But Srink had gotten it right so far, and Bliz had been the one doing all the cutting.

      “Can you help?”

      I nodded and fetched the rope we were going to use. The process was much the same. Dig under the log. Set the rope, then the two of us hauled backwards, taking the log closer to the cave. Srink saw us coming and moved out of the way. Getting the log into position wasn’t the hardest thing to do. Just awkward and heavy. I had set some vertical logs into the ground, at least as far as I could go before I hit rock. They acted as the stabilizer to set the next log up.

      Bliz and I, after pulling the rope free, worked together to lift one end of the log. The goblin, despite her size, had a fair amount of muscle. I wasn’t doing anywhere near as much of the work as I thought I would have. And I found myself admiring her physique once more. Bliz, whether she knew it or not, was really quite attractive. Moreso dressed how she was. It just looked so effortlessly natural and--

      “Blath?”

      I flinched and glanced away from the muscle-bound goblin. “Yeah, sorry. What?”

      “The other side?”

      I shook myself and nodded. We moved down to the end of the log still on the ground. The two of us bent and got a good grip, before we lifted once more. We moved around, sliding it into place atop the lower log and braced it against the vertical supports. I took a deep breath and looked up at the sky.

      “We’ll only get one more set up today,” I frowned.

      “Go find us another log,” Srink waved at the two of us.

      “I’ll start trimming and Srink can mark up where I need to cut,” Bliz smiled brightly.

      I nodded and picked up the branch and the rope. It wouldn’t be long now until we had a secure place to stay. A simple door, even just a skin with some mud and moss growing on it. Maybe we could narrow it down just wide enough to squeeze in and grow some vines over the top. Either would work, perhaps even both.

      For now though, I had work to do. And rather than ask for directions, I wandered out in a loop. There were plenty of logs, I just had to find one. The first I found was actually a pair of logs. A tree had fallen, and a second had landed on top. There was a large amount of debris that was bunched up against one side.

      I looked it over for a moment and figured the one on top would be easy enough. It was already suspended at one end, so getting the rope over wasn’t an issue. Pulling it free was much the same as before. Dig the branch into the ground and pull to act as a lever. Move back, reset the branch and repeat. Once free, I began my haul back towards Bliz, who was once again swinging her axe. I set the new log where the first had been and glanced around. There was plenty to do. But we really needed a second axe.

      Even with my skills, creating one had a little trial and error involved. You had to find the right kind of stone head. Then bash it against something the right way to produce an edge. And only then, if you got both of those right, could you then find a straight stick the right length to affix it.

      I admired my work, and with nothing else to do, I went over to Bliz to test it out.

      “That was quick,” she grinned.

      I nodded and struck one of the thicker branches. It took a few hits, but it worked and came off as Bliz moved onto the next. We worked together. The smaller branches came off in a single hit. The larger took a few. I found myself racing Bliz down one side of the trunk, while she did the other. I couldn’t help but grin as she hacked at a particularly large branch. And I upped the ante by changing my swing to cut the branch for her as she raised her arms. She looked dumbfounded for a moment, before laughing as she continued as quickly as she could. And finally, as I swung at the last branch, we both stood back and admired the clean trunk.

      “Put it up tomorrow,” Srink called. “Let’s take a bath, I’m covered in mud.”

      She really was. And so were Bliz and I. We’d both worked up a sweat and all the dirt, mud and wood chips from our work had stuck to us. Bliz nodded and walked off after the goddess, with me only a step behind.

      We passed by Tyq on the way down, and Srink told her not to continue. It was time for a meal and for rest, which perked the shy cook right up. She hauled on her load faster than she had all day in sheer anticipation. While we continued onto the lake.

      It broke out before us, and I could see the sun lowering over the far side. Srink didn’t wait for a moment, striding into the water fully clothed. But Bliz gave a nervous chuckle.

      “You okay?” I asked, turning towards her.

      She froze, midway through removing the wraps around her chest. “Ah… yeah.” Her voice was quiet and timid.

      I nodded slowly, before stripping off the only piece of clothing I wore. Bliz licked her lips, and I pretended I didn’t notice as I strode into the water to join Srink. The bed of reeds hiding the mud were buoyant even as I sank slightly while entering the water. With the weight off my bones, I drifted out where Srink was pulling her clothing off in the water.

      “Let me help,” I moved over.

      “No,” Srink whispered. “Help Bliz.”

      “What?”

      “She can’t swim.”

      “She looked fine in the floodwaters,” I frowned.

      Srink shook her head. “That’s in front of the others and she could walk. Right now, she’s with just the two of us.”

      I turned back and saw Bliz stepping slowly into the water like she was testing the depth. I nodded and left Srink as I walked over to Bliz. She saw me and placed a hand over her crotch, while covering the massive breasts that I had completely failed to notice so far. Even with the wraps, I didn’t know how she held those things in.

      “I have you.”

      “She told you?” Bliz complained.

      I smiled and held out my hand. “It’s nothing to be afraid of.”

      She took my hand and sighed as I led her into the waist deep water. She quickly shifted to my side and wrapped an arm around me. Her grip was surprisingly strong, and I smiled down at her.

      “What?”

      “You’re kinda cute like this.”

      She glared, before twisting violently. I felt gravity shift as I tumbled head over end. Crashing into the water, I was stunned for a moment. Then I laughed and surged out to meet her. She was waiting with a vicious snarl and I took her in my arms. She was used to being the largest though. And as I continued to lift, she let out a yelp as I threw her into the water near the shallow bank. And when she came up, I caught her and tackled her down once more.

      Bliz struggled, before getting an arm free. Her fist whipped around catching me in the jaw. The blow knocked me sideways and I fell back as she leaped atop me. I caught a second blow to the cheek, before I caught the third and shoved her off me. She rolled, and I came to my feet. As I saw what she was doing, I smiled. She charged without warning and the two of us collided.

      She twisted and threw me to one side. I let the momentum take me, but held on to drag her along for the ride. I flipped the advantage as I rolled atop her, pinning her face down in the shallowest part of the reeds. She struggled, and I pulled her arms behind her back. She kicked, and I knocked her legs wide. Until finally she sighed.

      “I submit.”

      “That was fun,” I grinned.

      “You should fuck her.”

      “Goddess!” Bliz yelped.

      “What?” Srink chided. “Isn’t that what this was about? You fought, he won, he gets to be on top?”

      Come to think of it, my crotch was almost touching hers. And there was a lot of ambient heat. And in the position she was in… well… I had a rather obvious reaction.

      “You don’t… I mean… I-I don’t expect-”

      “Do you want me to fuck you?”

      Bliz fell silent.

      “Here,” Srink sighed.

      I felt her hand take my cock and steer it towards the furnace that was Bliz’s pussy. She rubbed the head around her opening, getting the head nice and slick. I was surprised to find her eager juices weren’t washed away by the water. Perhaps it was a goblin thing.  Bliz whimpered and moaned, before struggling once more. I tightened my grip, pinning her in place. But she shifted just enough, to push her ass towards me, trapping the head of my cock in her entrance.

      “I’m your prize,” Bliz trembled. “Claim me.”

      Her flesh parted as I slowly pushed in. Bliz whimpered and groaned. But her ass pushed back, demanding I take her deeper. When I reached the back of her pussy, she shook her head and continued to try to bounce back harder. I knew what she wanted and shifted my grip. I took her wrists and held on tight, before leaning back. Bliz had no choice as I lifted her torso from the reeds. Her pussy throbbed deliciously around my cock and I flexed my hips.

      That second, internal opening stretched as my cock speared into her once more. She shuddered her pussy fluttering around me in mini orgasms as more of her nectar ran down my shaft—warm and slick. Her hips smacked deliciously against my crotch and I bounced her in place. Bliz made a long, keening tone as she gripped my wrists. Her body thrummed as she fucked herself back on my cock, even as I thrust it into her. She was by far the most active of my lovers and she wasn’t shy about it now. I had to be honest. I’d only had paid women in the past. This eager and wanton female rode me enthusiastically. Her pleasure was evident on her face, body and quivering orgasming pussy. There was no faking her pleasure. And that second entrance inside her… it milked the tip of my cock in ways that was highly addictive. It was a heady feeling knowing the pleasure these goblins gave me, and how much they enjoyed me.

      When I felt my balance beginning to shift, I realized I was going to fall. I took advantage of the fact, by releasing one of her arms first. I reached around and cupped one glorious breast. Her nipple was hard as diamond and I tugged firmly on it as I released her other arm. Bliz collapsed onto her front as I held her breasts in my hands. I sawed my cock into her from behind before burying myself to the hilt inside her. I growled as my seed flooded her insides and Bliz’s body spasmed as she screamed into her own orgasm.

      And as Srink fed her own fist into herself, at the sight of my cock throbbing inside the muscle-bound goblin. She came undone herself, only to find her hand trapped within as her orgasmic contractions refused to release it. I also found it amusing that her hand and arm were still much smaller than my girth currently plugging Bliz.
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      “Again, really?” I grunted.

      “What’s wrong?” Srink asked as she stepped into the cave behind me.

      “The bed,” I gestured to the cut lengths of timber, now splintered and stacked up like firewood. “Someone cut it up again!”

      “Well,” Srink frowned. “I guess that means we have to stick to the nest.”

      I turned my glare towards the goddess, who raised an eyebrow at me in response. “It’s you, isn’t it?”

      “Last time I picked up your axe, you tied my wrists to my ankles and left me in bed for half a day,” Srink shook her head.

      “You shouldn’t be exerting yourself,” I grunted.

      “Then what do you want to call last night?”

      I froze as the memory passed through my mind. Her triumphant squeals as my cock filled her to the brim. The ecstatic way she threw herself back, driving her ass over me while…

      “That’s…” I shook my head. “Don’t change the subject.”

      “But I like that subject,” Srink grinned. “I’m still a little tender. But with some extra practice.”

      “Oh stop it, you fucking whore!” Chiq snapped as she stormed into the cave.

      “Chiq!”

      The sexually frustrated goblin let out a growl, before turning to the goddess. “I’m sorry for calling you a whore. Implying you throw yourself at him for anything other than pure sexual gratification was wrong of me.”

      “That’s not much better,” I grunted.

      “And it’s not fair you keep fucking the pregnant one!” Chiq snapped. “I should have been first! You could have gotten ME pregnant that night, and then you could have had my ass every night since!”

      “You just said that I shouldn’t have sex with the pregnant one. If you were pregnant, wouldn’t that mean I should stop having sex with you?”

      “No,” Chiq frowned. “I’m a slut. Which is why I keep chopping up your bed.”

      “I told you it wasn’t me,” Srink laughed.

      I rolled my eyes, before giving Chiq a level glare. She glared right back, before I noticed her hand was in the front of her pants. “Are you touching yourself?”

      “Yes,” Chiq sighed with exasperation.

      “Almost constantly,” Srink added.

      “I want to be ready for him whenever he needs it!” Chiq complained. “That’s why I volunteered to be his cock warmer!”

      “My what now?”

      “We were discussing your needs, and it came up,” Srink waved off my question.

      “What about MY needs?” Chiq growled. “Goddess. I know you’re pregnant. But the rest of us have cunts too.”

      “Like Tealz and Tyq?” Srink asked.

      Chiq frowned, “They… I mean…”

      “Now who’s being greedy,” Srink laughed.

      Chiq shook her head. “Not the same. I’m a slut and I’m honest about it. You just give him googly eyes and he bends you over, or shoves you against a wall.”

      “Why don’t you go spend some time with Tealz then?” Srink asked.

      Chiq rolled her eyes. “I have… It’s… not the same. The length is right, but… being stretched until it almost hurts, and then having the air driven out of your lungs…”

      “Mmm,” Srink nodded. “Yes, I know Chiq. It was nice to experience that once more.”

      I watched them both discuss in rather extreme detail just what they liked about me fucking them. And as far as I could tell, it was basically that I treated them like pieces of meat. And I guess, you can take the goblin out of the culture. But you couldn’t really take the culture out of the goblin. At heart, they were still borderline-psychotic, impulsive little monsters. Only for whatever reason, their choice of outlet, was me.

      I left them to it as they argued over… well… me. It had devolved into curses, teasing and descriptions that sounded like they defied reality. Until I thought about it for a moment. I made my way out of the cave while they argued and I smiled at the exterior. It had taken a while, but the end result was worth it. Tyq and I had hauled massive amounts of mud from the lake to the cave entrance. And we had used it to continue up to the roof of the massive stones until our entrance was completely covered and blended into the side of the hill. With the mud set, we worked grass, rocks, dirt and other debris into it. So now, after a few days to set, it looked no different from the natural surroundings.

      That is, except the drag marks from the logs, the wood chips, branches and other signs of work being done. So I started there. I had fashioned as many tools as I could think of. One of which was the rake that I plucked from beside the entrance that still hadn’t been covered up. We had a door on the inside that we could close and block the light. But in the end, we decided on trying a natural look. Anyone who glanced at the spot, would see a natural indent in the rock, not unlike any other. They’d see grass, with a few vines I had moved over and little else.

      To find the entrance, someone would need to actually stick their hand into it and follow how deep the crevice went. And for that purpose, we had a door installed on the inside. And a series of tripwires set up so that we could have a measure of security without having someone on watch every night. But none of that would make a difference while the outside looked as inhabited as it did. So, I went about raking up the wood chips into large piles.

      I had tried to keep the various species of trees aside. Not that I knew for sure which was which. But from their scent, I knew which of them would make good tinder. And which would go well in the oven to help smoke any meat we brought in. As I raked the bundles up, I heard grunting and dragging.

      I glanced up and saw Tyq, with the forelimbs of a deer over her shoulders. Behind her was Bliz, who was holding the rear legs in a similar manner. Beside them both was Virt. Aside from Chiq, Virt was the only one of us other than me with any ranged experience. And unlike Chiq, who only used a bow, Virt was… Exceptional. It didn’t matter what you handed her. If she could lift it, and toss it, she could hit what she was aiming at.

      Chiq could hit any target I set out with her bow. But Virt would hit it six times over with the same bow, then a knife, a spear and then reduce herself to a sling and rocks. And you’d have thought that would make her an excellent hunter, or a guard. But it turns out she has little experience in tracking, stealth or even keeping on track. Which is why she went out with the other two.

      “Wow,” I grinned. “Well done.”

      “Almost didn’t get it,” Bliz grunted from the rear. “It heard Virt cough and tried to run back the wrong way.”

      I sighed. Such a simple thing. It wasn’t something to worry about though. I wasn’t about to rely on these goblins to wage war on anyone. I didn’t need well-trained scouts and assassins. They should have a comfortable existence. And besides. They got the deer anyway.

      “It all worked out,” I assured them all.

      “That’s what I said,” Virt mumbled.

      “It’s alright,” I smiled. “Hang it from the tree and go get the trough.”

      “The trough is heavy,” Tyq complained.

      “Is it lighter than carrying a dozen buckets of water up from the lake just to scrub my kitchen again?”

      The shy cook floundered for a moment and shook her head. She was a lovely thing, really. And she made wonderful food. You didn’t get a curvaceous figure like that chewing on sticks. She was a woman who delighted in making things tasty, and I was all for it. But she wasn’t the biggest fan of hard work. So sometimes I had to hit her with the truth.

      They continued on, before moving over to a nearby tree. By using a stick to tie the rear legs, there was a small branch that was at a good height to hang the meat. The trough was to catch the drips and the organs that we would later bury. And we did it all outdoors to prevent any of that mess from getting inside the cave. Which was the whole point of my argument.

      I continued raking up my piles, before moving on to stacking the branches. The wood from them would make it obvious that there had been work done in the area. I’d have collected the leaves as well, except most of the fallen trees had lost those already. I gathered the branches into bundles I could carry and slowly began to move them inside.

      Srink and Chiq were still arguing as I brought in the first load. But they realized I was doing something as I made my way back out. It was almost mechanical, the way they both bent over to collect bundles of sticks. But it still took my literally growling to have Srink back off from doing the same. Instead, she made herself useful by raking the piles of chips onto the reed mat. At that point, I figured it was both light enough, and easy enough for her to carry, and I left her to it.

      Chiq and I made good time on the branches, and I was thinking about stopping for lunch, when I heard a rustle from above. I glanced up as Uz scrambled down the trunk. I should have known it was her on watch, but with how quickly she was moving, I felt my worry increase. She dropped to the ground and rushed to my side as the others paused on their tasks.

      “Someone’s coming!” She hissed.

      I frowned, “Do you recognize them?” Uz nodded rapidly, and I looked at Srink. “Get everyone inside, now.”

      Chiq heard me, and she rushed off with the goddess. I hadn’t seen Tealz, but Uz stuck to my side as I rushed over to Tyq, Bliz and Virt. They were cutting down the deer, and I rushed to help them. I sighed as I dropped the deer into the tub. I had spent a day carving it from a fallen log that was left over. The deer didn’t fit inside, and I watched as some blood and mess pushed over the edge. But we didn’t have time to waste.

      “Get the other side,” I hissed.

      Bliz and Tyq did as I asked, while Virt rushed off towards the cave entrance. She pushed the vines away from the entrance as I walked the trough inside. We set it down by the door so we could take it out once more and I scanned the room in silence.

      “Where’s Tealz?”

      Srink’s eyes went wide, and she scanned the room herself. Only to turn back to me. “She went out scouting earlier. Has anyone seen her since?”

      I saw the looks of concern on all their faces and let out a sigh. “All of you stay here. There’s water for a few days if you’re careful and enough meat to last a few weeks if you need to leave.”

      “That sounds like you’re leaving,” Virt frowned.

      “It’s…” I sighed. “Just in case. Alright?”

      I turned to head back out, when I heard Srink’s voice. “Barbarian!”

      “Yeah?”

      “I won’t forgive you,” she said.

      I nodded, understanding the unspoken words, and stepped out of the cave. I heard them close the door behind me. It was just a panel with some mud and dirt stuck to it. Not enough to convince anyone that there wasn’t a door there. But in the dark, it was well hidden, and animals would likely continue on since the scent of goblins would be strong to their senses. I stepped out and looked in all directions. Uz hadn’t actually said where she saw them. So I looked at the spire our cave was dug into.

      The rock was smooth, but there were plenty of craggy indents and pockets of plant growth to dig my fingers and toes into. So, bit by bit I started climbing. I worked my way up the side like a crab, before I reached the treetops. I could see well enough down to the forest floor. But I wouldn’t be doing any long-range scouting from here, which is why I hadn’t suggested it for the goblins.

      And from my perch within the treetops, I spotted her. She had drawn her sword as she approached the spire. It didn’t look like she was checking the spire itself, more the landscape. And it was all too coincidental. I didn’t do coincidences. And without Tealz here to reassure me, I got ready to move if I needed to.

      She padded through the trees, checking them as she passed by. I didn’t think she was a trained tracker. But she was at least looking for signs of life. And she found them as she moved in front of the tree we used to butcher the animals we caught. She bent over, touching the wet bloodstain before rubbing it between her fingers.

      That set her on edge and she glanced around as if expecting to be attacked. I froze in place when she turned her head up to scan the trees as well. I thanked the fact I was on the shady side of the spire and held still as she turned about in place. It seemed that she decided there was no immediate threat and lowered her eyes once more. But now she approached the spire.

      I frowned as she prodded at the stone and worked my way down. If she tried to enter, I would have to do something about it. But I also didn’t want to give myself away. I moved down somewhat. The fall would injure me, but not quite as bad if I used her to break it. She moved along, checking the stone for a few paces, before moving off once more. I felt my relief, before quashing it with the knowledge I was now going to hunt her.

      No matter the reason she came out here, it was obvious to her someone was in the area. And I had no intention of allowing my goblins to become slaves. She moved around the base of the spire for a time. And I almost missed when she left several marks. They would look natural, the way she broke a stick here and there, or pushed her thumbnail into the bark of a tree. But with those motions, I knew she was coming back. And likely she’d be bringing some friends when she did.

      The woman began to move off, and as she did so, I moved around to the far side of the spire to climb down. I didn’t want to give away my position if I knocked something loose that caught her attention. At the same time, I needed to be as quick as possible. Because I had a horrible feeling, I knew why nobody had seen Tealz for a while.

      I made my way down as fast as I could. Part of me wanted to jump, but I didn’t want to give away that I had spotted her. It was a painful decision, but one I would need to live with. When I reached the ground, I took stock of my surroundings and crept around the spire to see where she was. And to my relief, she had indeed moved off.

      Unlike the woman, I was a tracker. Animals were harder than people to follow. That is, unless those people didn’t want to be tracked. They were always fun. But this woman. She was light on her feet, sure. But her habit of marking her trails made it amateurish for someone like me to follow.

      I moved through the trees as quickly as I could, while being mindful of the surrounding area. There was always the chance that she doubled back at some point. And I would hate to find out as she took a shot at me. I was fully aware that I was unarmed. But I didn’t want to stop to find something to arm myself with, nor did I want to waste time going back. Besides, with my hands empty, I could crouch easier if I needed to.

      So off I went. Her trail swung near the lake, but not as closely as I had taken with Uz. One of the other things I noticed. Was the trail wasn’t very straight. It was almost like following someone who was scouting at the time. It wavered from side to side, as if she had checked under logs and rocks. Which…

      “Fuck,” I muttered.

      That made sense at least. If they had Tealz, that would have meant one of two things. Either Tealz gave them the information. Or they followed her. And if the trail wasn't straight, it was more likely to be the second option. With that in mind, it also meant she was in danger. Whatever the slavers had in mind, it likely didn’t include keeping Tealz safe and happy. And I couldn’t imagine she would handle being thrown into a cage with a bunch of humans. Whatever place they came from, they still knew humans, even if the people of this world didn’t.

      I kept my eyes scanning all around as I moved. But I paused as I passed through what must have been an ambush point. There were clear signs of a struggle. Scuff marks from boots, disturbed rocks. They had kicked the leaves in all directions. I even saw the red shine of blood. That made me growl in anger, thinking about her condition, and I pushed on.

      The trail was easier to follow from this point. A pair of furrows from Tealz’s feet dragging made that easy.
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        * * *

      

      This was… Bad.

      It was nearing nightfall when I found their camp. The sun was low, the shadows were growing longer, and I was crouched behind an outcropping of stone as I watched the woman walk into the camp. That also gave away the sentry. As a pair of men hiding in some camouflaged blinds, challenged her, that, from this distance appeared to be bushes. Even now as I watched, I could see a few of them dotted about. Now I knew what to look for, they were easy enough to spot. What I could also see were the huts.

      This must have been some kind of hunting or trapping lodge, or perhaps even a farm at some point. There were few signs of flooding here. But I doubted that meant much to the bandits. They likely didn’t stay year-round. In the clearing between all the buildings, was a fire. That was where the woman went. I couldn’t hear anything said at this distance. But I could tell that what she had to say made a few of them react.

      One man got up, and I recognized the orc. He marched into one of the huts. And a few moments later came back out. Tealz was bound and floppy as he dragged her through the dirt. I felt my anger boiling as they hauled her to the edge of the fire and clustered over her. One of the men raised a boot, and as it fell, I heard a pained cry. The closest bush, I recognized was a hide, laughed. I crept forward as I heard Tealz cry out once more.

      I had to ignore it as I closed in. It was the only way I was going to get in and out without them killing her. I just hoped that the bastard in the hide was more interested in watching them beat my goblin, than they were about watching for danger.

      I kept my cool, despite my broiling fury and approached the hide. The wind blew softly and I could smell the smoke, as well as the sweat and blood from dozens of people. The stench made me want to turn away, but Tealz was right in the middle of it. Instead, I moved towards the first blind and snuck around. Sure enough, there was a young man within. It was a small depression, just large enough to fit a chair for him to sit on. But now, he was seated in it backward to watch as they beat Tealz for information.

      He squawked in fright as my fingers closed around his neck and I caught his hand as he reached for the knife on his belt. I pumped all my fury through my hand and crushed his windpipe without him being able to turn his head. I held him still as he kicked at the dirt in the depression. When he finally fell limp, I released his arm. And without releasing his neck, I took him by the forehead and ripped my arms apart, snapping his neck for good measure.

      I turned him around and sat him properly in his chair, ignoring the soft sound of his bladder emptying, before removing his dagger. Then I laid myself on my belly and crawled forward once more. The beating seemed to have come to an end. Tealz was in a bloody heap on the ground while they sat around and talked. Mostly it was about what the woman had seen, and thankfully that wasn’t much. But that did nothing to soothe my anger as Tealz shifted on the ground.

      When she moved, someone threw out their foot kicking her once more. I wanted nothing more than to rush in and deal with them. But I was still vastly outnumbered and not equipped at all to face someone with any actual skill. I was sure I could take them down, regardless. But it wouldn’t be easy.

      But as I approached, I could see an alternative. There was a cage on the other side. It was still on the wagon, and I could make out people inside. So that was where I would start. I snuck around the edge of the camp. With the blinds facing out, I was able to spot them well in advance and move through them without being seen. Most gave up on watching Tealz as soon as the beating stopped. I’d have killed them all for that, except I actually needed someone to raise the alarm.

      When I reached the cages, they had a pair of guards sitting beside them. I could hear their voices as they played a card game. And they were laughing about what happened to Tealz. I was thankful that they were engrossed with their game. Because neither of them saw me until I was already on top of them. The first man jerked as my stolen knife pierced his temple. That knocked the table back, which had the second man jump to his feet. He opened his mouth to yell, as my fist connected with his jaw. When the bone shattered, the impact knocked him out cold, and he fell in a heap on the ground.

      Which left me standing before a series of small cages. The wagon they came in was parked under a tree. But the people within that cage, had been transferred to what amounted to holding cells. They had no roof, but within was a pair of buckets and some thin blankets. And all the occupants of the cages were staring at me with wide eyes.

      “Shhh,” I whispered, before plucking up the key from the dead man. His partner, I ignored as I moved to the first cage. “Wait until I have them all open, then make a break for it. It’s your best chance,” I told them.

      “Fuck that,” a furry faced man grunted as he stepped out. “I’m not waiting for--”

      I hit him in the base of the throat with my knife. His eyes went wide as he stumbled around. Blood poured from between his fingers, before he fell to his knees.

      “Anyone else not know how to follow orders?” I asked.

      My only response was a series of shaking heads. I worked my way down the cages and opened each lock as I went. With only the one key, I made short work of it as the slaves climbed out. Some were clearly slaves for a long time, and I could tell from their demeanor. Others were clearly merchants, travelers and even a handful of those who looked like they were either soldiers or bandits themselves.

      “Got what you need?” I called softly. My only answer was a quiet murmur from the group, and I shook my head. “Don’t stick to large groups, they’ll catch you easier like that,” I instructed. “The nearest road is that way,” I gestured North in the hope they’d head in the opposite direction to home.

      When I failed to continue giving instructions, the group began to shuffle back. And when I failed to address them again, they broke and started to run. The effect was almost instantaneous. Shouts rang out, and I heard the twang of a bow. Someone screamed, and I watched a slave fall.

      I ignored that as I crouched down and waited. Men from the blinds rushed off to chase people down. Others came from the cabins. Slaves went down in ones and twos. Those who refused to let their friends or family fall behind were the easiest targets. Part of me felt bad for leaving them all like this. But I pushed that aside as I spotted Tealz by the fire.

      I checked for anyone watching and rushed over. It would be obvious to anyone watching that I wasn’t one of them. So, I didn’t bother to hide myself as I broke into a run. She was in the clear, by the fire and trying to sit up when I skidded to a halt in front of her. She was bloody, bruised and her nose was crooked. But her eyes opened and she let out a happy squeak when she saw me.

      “I have you,” I took her hand. “Lets get you home.”

      “Din’t tell ‘em,” Tealz grunted.

      “That’s good,” I smiled. “I’m proud of you. But now, we need to go.”

      “Oh?”

      I spun around and saw the orc. In the distance, I could see his comrades chasing the fleeing slaves, while he kept his eyes on me.

      “Don’t suppose we can talk about this?” I offered.

      The orc grinned, “It was you. By the road.”

      I nodded. It wasn’t a question. He laughed and hefted his axe. And then lunged. I was forced to drop Tealz and led the orc away. As expected, he ignored her and followed without a second glance. His armored form moved fast, but my unarmored form was faster. He swung his weapon, and it howled through the air. I leaned back, avoiding the blade, before striking out with my boot. I caught him in the chest, and he stepped back. But only long enough to grin and charge at me once more.

      I was helpless. He couldn’t hit me, but I couldn’t stop him either. His axe was heavy enough to carve me in half, but light enough that I didn’t have time to close in. And even if I did, he wasn’t the skinny shit from the blinds. An orc had tusks, and his armor would make it difficult to get at his neck. I clutched the knife in my hand and dived to one side, as I spotted movement in the trees.

      The orc went for an overhead blow. Raising his weapon, I stepped in close. I thrust my knife for his eye and he laughed and dropped his elbows. They closed over the back of my head. I jumped, snapping my head forward, but the fucking orc’s head was harder than mine. The impact stunned him though, and I slipped out from his arms. He threw out a kick, catching my ankle and I fell to the ground. I rolled as he brought the axe over his head once more.

      And a screaming Uz landed on his shoulders. Her claws raked his face, and the orc yelped in pain as he nearly lost an eye. He spun, trying to shake off the screeching goblin. I scrambled to my feet, flooding my limbs with mana, and charged. I slammed into his back, pitching him face first into the ground. Uz leaped off his shoulders landing nearby as the orc pulled his arms in to get up.

      I was thinking of taking his weapon, when Tyq appeared. Pot in hand, she clobbered the orc over the head making him shout. But it barely slowed him as he snatched a hand out and caught her leg. Tyq, not to be taken down so easily, spun the pot around and slammed it down over his shoulders, distracting him from Bliz, who leaped over the shy cook with one of my axes. The stone head shattered over the orc’s armor, but not without breaking a few of his ribs, by the choked howl that escaped the helmet.

      I turned and spotted all my goblins. Even Srink, who was attending to Tealz, while Chiq and Virt helped carry her. I snarled and grabbed the orc, before flipping him over. I pulled the pot from his head and handed it to Tyq as the orc glared at me.

      “There’s no honor in slavery,” I spat.

      His eyes went wide, before I plunged my knife into the right one’s socket. He jerked as blood sprayed out, and I pulled the knife free as his body spasmed once more.

      “Come on,” I growled, as I picked up his axe. There was no time to strip his armor. But this would do. “Let’s get out of here.”
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      “Grand Paladin of Denerath, I have news.”

      The Grand Paladin turned his head and glared at the soldier. But only for a moment. Breaking their meditation meant death if the message wasn’t important enough. Everyone under the Grand Paladin’s command knew that.

      “Speak.”

      “We captured a bandit who was trying to round up escaped slaves--”

      “And how is this important enough to interrupt my meditation?”

      The scout swallowed nervously and bowed their head. “A thousand apologies, Grand Paladin. But the slaves said they escaped from the Berksenain Slopes with the help of a Barbarian.”

      The Grand Paladin chewed those words. Before nodding slowly. “Bring me to them. Now.”
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        * * *

      

      I leaned out from behind my hiding place. My target was up ahead. I just needed to get a little closer. They were out in the open. I was certain it was bait. I heard the rustle of the trees approaching from the distance and I readied myself to move. And when the breeze arrived, I slipped out of my hiding place and stepped lightly over the dry twigs that would make my approach more obvious.

      When I made it to the next tree, I paused before a grin broke over my face. Cleverly hidden in the bark of the tree was a trip line. It was set vertically to catch someone using this very spot for cover. If I brushed against the bark… Yes… there was a snare hidden in the roots. Large enough to catch my entire body. And if they were lucky, it would trap my arms as well. That would give me away instantly. Rather than risk setting it off, I shifted back before scanning the trees. I couldn’t tell where they were. But I knew they wouldn’t let me sit still if they had spotted me. Not this close.

      I heard something crack in the distance and I turned to see a pair of shapes lumbering in the dark. A patrol sent out. They would flush out anyone hiding in the area. But I was too far from their route to worry about them. And once I had my target, it wouldn’t matter. I shifted my grip on my weapon. The axe I took from the orc. It wasn’t a legendary weapon, but that didn’t make it a poor weapon. Likely, he had made it himself. And I could feel a residual energy flowing through it. Not like an enchantment. But like an old friend you’ve met for the first time and you’re feeling one another out.

      It made me think that perhaps, the metal used in its construction, was an ore passed down through his family. Only for him to die without passing it on, landing it in my hands. In any case, I would not complain. It was a well-made axe, and it had made my efforts to cut wood far quicker and easier to accomplish. And it had barely marked the edge to do so.

      I kept an eye on my footing as I avoided the snare as the wind picked up once more. My foot fell through a hidden pitfall as I stepped around a tree. I rolled with the drop and tumbled to one side. But my bulk crashed into the ground. A shout went up behind me, but I was still moving. I continued that roll into a crouch and burst into motion. The target was ahead, and I swung my axe low. All I needed to do was cut them down. I glimpsed movement in a tree to my left and I twisted as an arrow narrowly missed my face.

      As I twisted, I spotted a second figure. I heard the hum of the sling before I dived into a roll. I heard the subtle whoosh of the stone that carried overhead before I was up once more. Srink stood with a grin in the middle of the clearing, holding a post with a ball on the top. I wound my axe back to cut it free when I spotted a goblin falling from above. My first instinct was to dodge before I spotted the twin blades.

      Anger flashed before my eyes as I tossed the axe aside and skidded to a halt. Tealz landed in my arms and I flexed my knees as I absorbed her momentum. Before I twisted around and dropped her on the ground. She squealed in complaint, but I ignored her as I grabbed her chin. I looked at the color of the bruises left on her face and neck before pulling up the front of her shit.

      “Srink, why is she here?”

      “I’m fine!” Tealz snapped.

      “You’re not,” Srink sighed as she joined us.

      “That needs to be restitched,” I growled, seeing where one of her wounds had opened slightly and was beginning to weep.

      “Dammit, Tealz!” Srink growled.

      “I--”

      “Am on bed rest,” I growled and scooped her up into my arms.

      The usually bored-looking goblin relaxed into my grip and nuzzled close. I glanced around as I heard the others approaching. Virt and Bliz were the ones on patrol that I’d heard. While Uz was bundling up her sling. Chiq was a moment behind as she scrambled down the tree she was hiding in.

      “Practice over,” I growled. “Let’s get this one back to bed.”

      “How did we do?” Bliz asked as we made our way back to the cave.

      “Pretty well, if I’m being honest,” I praised them. “Bliz and Tyq kept me on the move with their patrols. Whoever set up those traps did a good job. I didn’t see Chiq until she moved out of cover to fire. Uz I wouldn’t have seen at all until I had to dodge the arrow--”

      “Uz deserve fuck.”

      I gave the crazy goblin a smile and shook my head. “The only upset to the training was you,” I growled down at Tealz, who appeared to be trying to merge with my chest, judging by how much of her body she was pressing into me.

      “I need to train too--”

      “You need to heal,” I disagreed. “We’re not under attack right now. So, you need to take the time to rest, so that if ever we get found, you’re in the best possible condition to help.”

      “I’m fine--”

      “You’re bleeding through your shirt again because you tore a stitch.”

      “What would it take to keep you resting in the nest?” Srink asked as the cave came into view.

      It was looking better every day. The entrance was complete. And we had taken to cutting our wood a distance away. That kept the mess away from our home, and anyone who wanted to investigate would have a hard time finding us.

      “Blath.”

      “What?” I asked, snapping back to attention.

      “Keep me company,” Tealz pleaded.

      I sighed and saw the subtle nod from Srink. “Fine.”

      We traipsed back into the cave, and I brought Tealz over to the nest. I glanced once more at the firewood stack that contained the remaining pieces of the chopped bed. Before I could do more, Chiq skipped over to the pile and selected those pieces specifically before feeding them into the coals of the fire under our stove.

      “I still don’t know why you hate the bed,” I grunted.

      “It limits our space,” Chiq shamelessly smiled. “In the nest, if I get cold, I can just climb all over you, and if I get horny, there’s always something I can rub on.”

      “And you can’t do any of that on a bed?” I asked, ignoring the part about rubbing. I’d woken up plenty of times to the horny archer grunting through an orgasm as she humped my knee.

      “A bed large enough for us all would be impractical,” she shook her head.

      “I like the nest,” Tyq chimed in.

      “It does have a certain appeal,” Srink agreed.

      “Like being surrounded by nest mates while being FUCKED!” Uz roared. We all paused to stare at the rambunctious goblin as she ripped her clothing off.

      “If you all hated the idea of a bed, why didn’t you say anything?” I sighed.

      “Because it was your idea and even the goddess listens to you,” Virt spoke in monotone as she pulled off her clothing.

      “Since when do you all listen to me?” I chuckled before giving Tealz a pointed look.

      “I’ll listen,” Chiq grinned. “Just cut off all my limbs, impale me on your cock and wear me like armor. I’ll listen to everything you have to say, forever.”

      I sighed and placed Tealz on the nest before turning to Srink. “Please tell me she’s not serious?”

      “Hmm?” Srink blinked. “Sorry, I was daydreaming about us all taking turns being strapped to your chest. And then I wondered if it would still work in the later stages of pregnancy.”

      “No pregnant!” Uz snarled. “Only breed!”
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        * * *

      

      “Point!”

      The bandit trembled as she felt the searing pain of the knife in her leg. The Grand Paladin of Denerath was not someone to keep waiting. She had learned that the hard way, evidenced by her own knife pierced into her flesh. Trying to bargain information against a price for freedom was not going her way. So, with a trembling finger, she reached across the map and pressed it down to a particular valley.

      “We entered here,” she mumbled. “Half a day by slow carriage, just follow the road--”

      “Yes, I’m familiar with this area. Hurry it up!”

      The bandit nodded. “Okay, you’re looking for a bog. There’s a half-buried wagon you can see when the water runs out.”

      “I know it,” The Grand Paladin nodded as he recalled the exact spot. It had been a number of years and the wagon was all but debris nowadays.

      “There’s a secret trail behind the trees to the south. It takes you to a road.”

      “Draw.”

      The bandit nodded and took up a quill before making her mark. “Follow that trail for another half day. And go left when you hit the crossroad.”

      “What’s to the right?”

      “A staging area we used to ambush merchants,” the bandit trembled.

      “Very well.” The Grand Paladin scratched his chin. “Continue.”

      “It leads directly to the camp where we held the prisoners--”

      “Slaves.” There was certainty in the Paladins words, but beneath it, the bandit sensed a power promising retribution if she lied to him. An aura of absolute domineering pressure. Her soul trembled.

      The bandit felt a tear escape. The sheer terror she felt, while she cowered before the Grand Paladin, threatened to overwhelm her mental faculties. “Yes,” she sniffled. “Slaves. To the South and West is a lake. I spotted one of the green ones collecting peat along the bank.”

      “Goblins,” the Grand Paladin hissed. “And do you know why they were collecting peat?”

      “No, Grand Paladin,” the bandit trembled. “I’m sorry. I captured one and wandered around where I thought I’d find more. There used to be a cave.”

      The bandit drew in the features she described and their approximate location. The main spires of the Berksenain Slopes were mapped out, as were the larger hills. But the roads, valleys and lakes were another matter. A few lasted for years, like the one in that particular valley. But each season it would swell, shift and retreat into a different shape, so it was difficult to describe to someone who hadn’t been there recently.

      “Good,” The Grand Paladin nodded. “Very good.”

      With a swift motion, he yanked the knife free of the bandit’s leg. She yelped, trying to stifle her cry as the serrated metal edge ripped her flesh open. Blood welled and she tried to staunch the flow with her hands. The towering shadow of the Grand Paladin covered her cowering body. She looked up into the helmeted face of her worst nightmare.

      She pleaded, “I need a health--”

      “Punishment for banditry is death. Punishment for slavery is life as an indentured servant. A pretty thing like you would fetch a healthy price in a brothel. But I will reward you for your information and give you the choice.”

      The bandit thought through her options. Death was final, but the usual method was hanging. As an indentured servant, well… she could pick locks. It wouldn’t save her from the noose, but it was a chance.

      “Indentured servant, please.”

      “Lovely,” The Grand Paladin smiled, before walking over to the door. He pulled it open and gestured to the servant outside. “Have paperwork collected for an indentured servant. I’ll be purchasing her directly for the temple. Her sacrifice will bless my campaign.”

      The bandit froze at the words and stared in horror at the Grand Paladin. “Sacrifice?”
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        * * *

      

      “...Mmm…”

      I blinked as Tealz shifted. I rolled and looked at the goblin. Her face was twisted in fear and she kicked her legs.

      “No.”

      “Tealz?” I wrapped my arms around her.

      “NO!”

      She twisted and bit into my arm. I knew she was having a nightmare, so I ignored the pain as I pulled her tightly against my side. She struggled, snarling and biting as she kicked and thrashed in place. The others woke in the commotion and Srink came around to help. She grabbed Tealz's legs and pinned them in place, while Bliz and Tyq took control of her arms. Chiq, Virt and Uz watched on in silence, but wary in case anyone needed help.

      Tealz continued to thrash as I whispered soothing words into her ear. Before she jerked and I heard a muffled cry.

      “Let her go!”

      The others pulled away as I removed my arm. Tealz gasped, before throwing herself out of the nest. Srink reached out to touch her, but Tealz slapped her hand away. The nude and still injured goblin stood up and stormed to the entrance in silence.

      I didn’t need to be told. I just grabbed my loincloth and the nearest fur before stumbling after her. She was already pushing through the entrance and I squeezed in behind. When I burst out into the nighttime air, she was nowhere to be seen. I peered into the darkness and was about to call out when I heard something above me.

      Instead, I spun and saw Tealz as she climbed up the side of the spire. In a moment, I was after her. I took my time having to find better handholds than she did. Claws made this kind of thing easier, but I worked my way up. She didn’t stop for a moment, hauling herself ever higher until she vanished from view over a ridge near the top.

      It was only then I noticed how high we were. When I had climbed the spire before, I had only made it to the treetops. Now I was well above them. I didn’t let that bother me, though. Tealz was up here, and I needed to make sure she was okay. Hand over hand, I made my way up. And before I knew it, I had reached the ledge.

      I pulled myself over it and froze at the sight of Tealz. There was a hollow shelf near the top. The spire had an overhand that covered it from casual inspection. But that didn’t account for the nest of soft bristles and leaves that were up here. And in the middle of it all was Tealz, who watched me with a wide-eyed expression.

      “Tealz, you okay?”

      The goblin blinked slowly before shaking her head.

      “Do you want to talk about it?”

      “No,” she mumbled.

      I smirked and hauled myself up onto the ledge. I had to crouch to move further in. But the nest was in a small hollow and Tealz shifted over to make room for me.

      “I was so scared…”

      “I thought you didn’t want to talk about it?”

      “I don’t,” she glared at me. “So shut the fuck up and let me get it over with.”

      I nodded and shifted around until I was comfortable. Then surprised Tealz by draping the fur over her shoulders. I could see how hard her nipples were in the evening air. There was almost a constant breeze this high up, and I didn’t want her getting sick on top of everything else.

      “I was being stupid.” She stared at a spot on the ground in front of her. “I was… practicing how I would talk to you, and I didn’t hear that bitch until she had her hand on my shoulder.”

      She was panting as she described being beaten over the head, kicked while she was down, and then tied up and dragged off. She described being taken to their camp, and while the bandit interrogated her, another combined beatings with torture. Having her head held inside a barrel of water was the choice of tactic.

      I fumed, thinking about what had happened. But I was so very proud of her that even after all that, she had refused to give them any information. Which was when the woman left once more and Tealz was kicked into a corner to bleed and rest. When she was brought outside, she believed that was where she was going to die.

      “And then you came,” she trembled. “You came, and you saved me. You… Thank you.”

      I leaned over and gently pulled her into my arms. And in a slow movement, I lifted her into my lap. She clasped the fur around herself as she leaned into me.

      “Thank you,” she repeated once more.

      “You don’t need to thank me,” I told her. “We’re in this together now. We’re family.”

      “Family,” Tealz smirked and shook her head. “Do you know we remember our previous lives?”

      I paused and shook my head. “No, I never really thought of that.”

      Tealz nodded. “My clan was especially brutal. I was born a twin, and my aunt ate my sister. My mother stopped her when she came back. And in revenge, she tortured and ate one of my aunt’s children. She… she made me…”

      “Shhh,” I pulled her closer. “You’re here now.” I knew things with the goblins were fucked. But I always considered it a baseline kind of thing. What clans were better or worse than others mattered little in the grand scheme of things. I killed them. That had been my purpose. Things had changed when I gained the title Genocidal Maniac. Something fundamental had shifted inside. Made me question why I was so driven to take out all these goblins. More importantly, why my feelings had changed with that title. That feeling grew stronger, more so, when I gained Oathbreaker.

      “Thank you,” Tealz mumbled once again. “Thank you for giving me a family.”

      I nodded and was about to tell her to rest when I heard the small snore that escaped her lips. She was pressed close to me. And I knew I was going to be stuck here for the night. There was no way I would safely climb down again in the dark while holding her. And she really did need to sleep. Instead, I got myself as comfortable as I could, gently laying myself down in the nest and huddled Tealz on top of me like a blanket.

      The night was cool, the wind the only sound this high up, along with quiet snuffling sounds from Tealz. It was peaceful, and with a moment to actually look at our surroundings, I could see in all directions. The lake was beautiful. And I could see… I tilted my head, before squinting to see what I thought was just part of the reflection. But there it was in the dark. A tall plume of smoke I could only see because of the moonlight and the distortion of the lake. I had seen fires like that in the years past. Bonfires to burn corpses, celebrate victories or sometimes as offerings to the gods themselves.

      And at the sight of that smoke, I felt a pit of dread open inside me. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the goblin in my arms, and thought about the others too. My life was so very different from what it used to be. I’d never really thought beyond my oath. And since that was all but useless to me now… Maybe settling down, starting a family and growing my own horde of goblins was for the best?

      “Or the worst,” I grinned.

      Despite the precarious position of our bed, and the others well below. I slept well. Tealz was an ideal blanket, and the outside air was calming for a Barbarian. Something about being out in the elements, or anything to do with the elements, just felt right. Orgasmic even. Tight, wet and… and.

      I opened my eyes and squinted at the harsh sunlight just barely peeking over the edge of the mountains. But that’s not what had my attention. Tealz shuddered softly as she pushed down once more. My cock slipped through that second ring of muscle and I felt her crotch meet my own. She laid forward onto my chest and made mewling noises as she gently rocked her hips back and forth.

      I put my arms around her and felt her tunnel clench when she froze. I cupped her ass and held on. She whimpered softly and whispered two words.

      “Gently, please?”

      Considering her injuries, I hadn’t planned on being overly rough with her. But I took her words to heart and did my best. I dragged her hips back and forth while I rolled my own. I ground my pubic bone into her clit, while slowly stirring her insides. The ring of muscle deep within her slipped back and forth over the head of my cock and I trembled at the sensation.

      It must have been doing wonders for her as well. Tealz’s body locked up as she let out a quiet gasp. She twitched violently, forcing me to pin her in place. Her internal muscles spasmed in a vicious rhythm. I held her close as she fought through her orgasm. The whole time, her claws dug into my shoulders as she desperately clung to me.

      “Kiss?”

      I pushed myself up into a seated position, taking Tealz with me. She slumped against my chest, staring up at me, and I leaned down to do just that. Her lips were soft and her tongue danced over my teeth. I tightened my grip, and she gasped as one of my fingers probed her ass. I took that as a good sign and curled my fingers, anchoring her in place. She humped hard against me and I pulled her tightly against me to stop her.

      She whimpered and struggled for a moment longer before pulling away. She stared up at me, and I could almost see the madness in her eyes.

      “Gently, remember,” I crooned.

      She slumped her head into my chest and I took that to begin once more. With my hand steering her ass, I slowly fucked her in place. She trembled and gasped, loving every moment. With this angle, I wasn’t quite so deeply impaled inside her, but that ring of muscle inside her now stretched over the entirety of my head.

      “I could get you pregnant,” I whispered.

      “Oh,” she trembled.

      “Fill you up inside. Maybe it’ll take.”

      “Gah,” she whimpered and bit lightly against my chest.

      “I can’t do this while you’re pregnant,” I continued.

      “No,” Tealz shook her head.

      “But if you like, I could have you somewhere else,” I whispered and massaged her rosebud a little harder.

      Tealz went stiff in my arms again as she throbbed deliciously around me. Her legs kicked, and I held her close as she came. I was nearing my end from the constant pulsing sensation over the head of my cock, and I held her closer.

      “Can you imagine?” I grinned. “You and the goddess, side by side, asses in the air. Bellies swollen with my children.”

      “Goddess!” Tealz squeaked.

      “Me, thrusting firmly into her ass as you listen to her howl.” I stroked her ear with my free hand. “Only to stop at the moment of her climax and push deeply into you, without missing a beat.”

      Tealz craned her head back and screamed for only a moment, before my lips captured it. My cock throbbed inside her and I felt the first spurt of my seed fire directly into her deepest place. And like hitting a switch, she went limp in my arms. Her eyes were open, and she stared at me with a manic intensity. It was such a harsh difference to her insides that wrung my cock like a wet silk towel.

      Honestly, the sensation was almost too much. She throbbed, but her second ring of muscle almost felt like it twisted at the same time. I couldn’t help but fire rope after rope into her until I felt it pour out of her when she ran out of space. I began to lift her free, but I felt a series of claws sink into my thighs and I froze when I spotted her expression.

      “Leave it in,” she whimpered.

      “Then stop moving so much,” I grunted.

      Tealz shook her head. “I want all of it.”

      “I’m leaking out of you,” I pointed out.

      Tealz ignored me as she rested against my front. “Every drop.”

      “FOUND THEM!”

      I flinched, which in turn drove my cock into Tealz, making her gasp. Chiq hauled herself over the ledge and glared at us both.

      “Have you two been up here all-night fucking?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “We just cuddled.”

      “Well,” Chiq frowned. “It’ll be a few minutes before someone comes up to check what’s taking me so long.”

      “No,” Tealz glared.

      “Don’t--”

      “NO!”

      Chiq frowned. “You’re so grouchy when you cum. It’s so fucking weird.”

      “CHIQ?” Srink’s voice called from below.

      She rolled her eyes and leaned over the ledge. “They’re up here fucking!”

      We heard a series of strange grunts before Uz shot over the ledge on the opposite side. She stared at the point my cock vanished into Tealz and licked her lips.

      “You’re both going to regret this later,” Tealz sighed.

      “Should we--”

      “No,” Tealz tightened her grip on me. “If you want to climb down, go ahead. But I’m staying right here.”

      “What does a goblin have to do…” Chiq trailed off as she climbed over the edge and out of sight once more.

      “Uz… Uz,” the newest arrival nervously followed.

      “Are they gone?” Tealz asked.

      “Yup.”

      She nodded. And then started rocking her hips.
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      “What’s wrong?”

      I glanced up at Srink and sighed as I carved off a chunk of smoked meat. It was good, but it wasn’t the distraction I hoped it would be. And Srink, ever watchful of her followers, picked it out immediately.

      “There was smoke last night.”

      “Smoke?”

      I nodded. “Something about it tells me it was bad news.”

      “Why?”

      “Instinct,” I shrugged. “Memory, just a gut feeling.”

      Srink nodded and sat down beside me. I used the knife and carved off another piece that I handed to my pregnant goddess. Thinking about it like that made me smile, and Srink leaned against me as she accepted my offering.

      “What now?”

      “Just thinking about you being pregnant, and this whole place.”

      “Better than killing us all, isn’t it?”

      I nodded. “Tealz told me some stuff…”

      “I know.” Srink put the meat to her lips and bit off a chunk. She chewed and swallowed before letting out a sigh. “The hobgoblins that were guarding me when we first met.”

      “Please tell me they weren’t anyone you brought back?”

      “No,” Srink smiled. “No, none of the goblins here had ever met you before. Least of all the hobgoblins. Killing them was right. But I’m pretty sure Uz’s clan was one you were responsible for wiping out.”

      “Not Tealz?”

      “No,” Srink sighed. “Her clan were… terrible. Even by the standards of goblins.”

      “I always just thought of goblins as monsters. Barely conscious beings that deserved to be put down.”

      “And in Tealz’s case, you would have been correct,” Srink nodded.

      “Not the others?”

      “Well,” the goddess shrugged. “Even the clans that were better than most had their problems. That’s why I wanted a fresh start. And who better to help than the one who knew us best?”

      “That isn’t comforting,” I chuckled. “You put all your eggs in the basket of the man who swore to wipe you out.”

      “And you did, remember?” Srink smiled. “You killed my people, my guards, and then my avatar in that world. You single-handedly wiped goblins from that plane of existence.”

      “And then I turned you into a cock sleeve, got you pregnant and earned myself an Oathbreaker title,” I laughed.

      “We don’t care about that,” Srink kissed my cheek. “And after a generation or two, I’ll likely have the power to erase it, anyway.”

      “You can do that?”

      Srink nodded. “It’s possible. The gods can’t directly interact with this world, as I’ve mentioned before. But removing an incorrect title isn’t really interfering.”

      “It’s not incorrect though,” I snorted.

      “No, it is,” Srink disagreed. “You may not remember, Blath. But you died. This isn’t the same body you were born in.”

      “I hadn’t really thought about that,” I grimaced. “How did I get the title to begin with?”

      Srink sighed. “I think someone may have collaborated with other gods and interfered.”

      “And THAT is allowed?”

      “No,” Srink growled. “No, it was not. But I think it was because I took a divergent path. They may have found a loophole within the accords, the same way I did.”

      “In what way?”

      “Most of the gods aren’t here in person,” Srink sighed. “Strictly speaking, the gods watching over this world wanted a hands-off approach and agreed to an accord, I saw an opening and took it. Most wouldn’t risk becoming mortal the way I did. Mortality creates frailties, sickness, aches and pains. So they wouldn’t consider a mortal form, instead, they work through intermediaries. Avatars, priests, cults and other worshippers. Besides,” she shrugs, “a mortal body is limited with how much divine power can be channeled through it and if my mortal body is killed, I no longer have influence over this world or the last of my goblins. I forfeit that right under the accords.”

      I nodded, before realizing exactly the precariousness of her situation. She took a tremendous gamble bringing me here. One that could have ended badly for all of them. Herself most of all.

      “I can see it in your eyes,” Srink smirked. “You’re only now grasping the stakes at hand.”

      She was right. Some of the gods obviously wanted me to kill her and the last goblins when I came to this world. Punishing me for refusing, by branding me with the Oathbreaker title. Yet, my mind felt freer than I’d ever felt under my previous titles. The compulsions were gone. I pushed my thoughts aside to concentrate on my pregnant goddess. “I’m curious what getting you pregnant means,” I admitted.

      Srink palmed her stomach and smiled cutely. “It means that you’re the father of our people. It makes you my champion.”

      “And the others?” I thought of them all.

      Srink smiled. “They are my pantheon, or… at least they will be with your help.” Her face was one of both determination and hope. “I want you to help them become an evolved race, and not monsters. I want them to all have classes like any evolved race can.”

      “Do they know?”

      Srink shook her head. “It would do them no good to learn that before the time is right. I’m only telling you, because you have a frame of reference to fall back on.”

      “Only in regards to classes, I don’t know how to help evolve my goblins.”

      Srink’s smile was radiant as she reached up to cup my cheek. “I love that you consider us, as a part of you.”

      I could feel a blush rising to my ruddy cheeks. Praise was something that was scarce in my life and I didn’t know what to do or say. So, like any smooth Barbarian, I changed the subject abruptly.

      “As your Champion, does that mean I am your Paladin?”

      It was clear she could see the discomfort on my face at the suggestion of being a Paladin. Her voice was reassuring as she continued. “It’s the same thing really,” she shrugged. “A Paladin is just a champion amongst champions. I may have Paladins one day.” She turned her head and held my gaze for a moment. “But only one man will sire my lineage.”

      I smirked for a moment before snagging her with one arm. She spun and threw herself at me, knocking me to the ground. Her lips were on mine as I held her close. I could taste the smokiness of the meat on her lips as I devoured her. Her hands ran over my chest before they slid down and tugged at my loincloth. But she couldn’t get the right angle and sat up.

      “Tealz told me what you said,” Srink grinned as she tugged at the knot.

      “Which part?” I asked.

      Srink’s grin widened as my cock sprung out before her. “The part where you told her to imagine us both pregnant.”

      “Oh,” I smiled as her hand gripped my length. “Did she mention the bit about stroking into that pretty ass of yours, only to pull out before you came?”

      Srink growled, “That part I’m not so happy about. But,” she raised her hips over my cock. “The other part, about--”

      “BLATH!”

      We froze. My cock, hard as iron, pressed to Srink’s drooling pussy. She looked like she wanted to bite someone, but we both paused as we spotted Chiq’s worried expression as she burst in. She didn’t even make a comment about us fucking, which was completely out of character for the perpetually horny goblin.

      “I spotted people by the lake!”

      I thought back on the smoke I had seen and growled. Srink got the unsaid message and climbed off before fixing her clothing. I hauled myself upright before tying my loincloth back into place. Srink gave me a look that promised we would finish what we started. For now, she followed me out of the cave entrance, where Bliz, Tyq, Uz and Tealz were waiting.

      “Where’s Virt?” I asked.

      “Scouting,” Chiq answered as she followed out behind the goddess.

      I thought back on Tealz being captured and refrained from growling. Instead, I looked around at them all and shook my head. “Everyone inside.”

      “Blath--”

      “EVERYONE. INSIDE!” I snarled as Srink glared at me for a moment.

      But she nodded slowly, before waving for the others to go ahead. Tyq was first followed by Uz and Tealz. Chiq watched for a moment, before Bliz took her by the elbow and led her in behind her. Srink glared at me for a moment before shaking her head.

      “You be safe.”

      “Tell yourself that,” I growled, before kissing her.

      She moaned as my hand drifted across her stomach, before I pushed her gently towards the door and turned my back. I didn’t wait to see if she went inside before I started moving. I played to my strengths and exercised caution. If there really were scouts out here, then we might be up for a fight. I just hoped we had covered our tracks enough not to worry about them stumbling across our training exercises.

      I picked my way through the trees and scrub as I made my way closer to the lake. I listened carefully for anything that would give them away. Likely, they were trained, at least somewhat like I had been. But nothing could be done about the wildlife. Creatures tended to either fall silent, or flee from things they didn’t recognize or understand. And this was what I paused to listen for as I pressed myself against a large tree.

      I could smell the water from here. I wasn’t quite on the edge, but I wasn’t far from it either. If someone was walking along the bank and they stood in a wet patch, I’d likely hear it. But--

      Tap.

      I blinked as the small nut struck my chest. Then I glanced up and sighed with relief. Virt was up in a nearby tree and she held a finger to her lips. I frowned and nodded slowly, before she gestured towards the lake. I glanced over and pressed myself to the tree as an elf strode into view. She wore leather armor, and her head swiveled from side to side.

      I held still, knowing there was enough foliage between us. It was unlikely she would see me straight away. The worst thing I could do was move and have that draw her eye. If there were elves in this world, would I come across more of the evolved races such as dwarves, and orcs? Though I hadn’t been paying all that much attention to it either. There were plenty of humans in that last town, and then the goblins. Very little other races in between aside from the orc, dryad and elf among the slavers. She took a few steps forward, and I shifted further behind the tree. Only to hear a sharp intake.

      I turned and found myself face to face with a second elf. They opened their mouth as I shoved my fist into it. Their scream turned into a squark as I spun on the spot. Driving them face first into the tree I stood behind, their body went limp in my arms. But it wasn’t at all silent.

      “Ryul!?”

      I froze as I heard the shout. I looked down at the stunned elf and glanced back to where I heard the woman coming. With a grimace, I bent and took the elf’s head in my hands. These people came hunting for my family. They were obviously good at what they did with classes catered for search and tracking, and I couldn’t afford to let them go. With a sharp jerk, I ignored the wet crunch as their spine splintered. And with the knowledge they would not shout, I looked up and spotted a decent sized branch. Jumping, I caught hold and pulled myself up into the branches as I heard soft footsteps approaching.

      “Ryul? Where are you?”

      I slipped higher into the tree. The moss that grew over the bark here made it somewhat slippery. But it also made it soft to the touch, and I wasn’t making much noise. I shifted around, trying to get myself into a good position. As the elf woman came into view. She was on the right track, but hadn’t quite heard where the commotion happened.

      “Ryul, are you okay?” she hissed.

      I watched as she circled around. She must have been looking for his tracks, because she seemed to spot something and doubled back on herself for a few steps. She then followed an obvious path through the scrub. And very quickly, I realized she was going to end up by this tree. I looked around, but couldn’t see Virt anywhere. So instead, I got into position.

      The elf stepped through some scrub and froze at the sight of her companion on the ground. “Ryul?”

      She stepped closer and then froze. It was only for a moment, but I realized what was about to happen and leaped. By luck, or expectation, she looked up and spotted me hurling towards her. Her eyes went wide as she rolled to one side. And not a moment too soon as I slammed into the ground where she had been standing. I transitioned into a roll to bleed the force of the impact before springing up once more.

      The elf had drawn her blade and was already rushing towards me. I crouched to charge, but not before scooping up a handful of dirt and leaves. I tossed them right into her face as she closed. She instinctively pulled back with a curse, and I rushed in to take her down. All I needed to do was get her in my arms like I had her partner. But she was far quicker than I was expecting and as my arms came around her waist, she dropped to her knees and rolled aside.

      My momentum carried me past, and I skidded to a stop as she rounded on me once more. Her blade whistled towards me and I leaned back to avoid the sharp edge as it whistled past my face. Kicking for her knee, I felt a slight impact as she jerked back. But it was still enough to break her momentum before I closed in once more. She wasn’t idle though and stabbed for my gut.

      I caught her forearm with my own, but I still felt the slight twinge as her blade bit into my skin. Whatever satisfaction she must have felt, I drove that away with a swift backhand. The force of which knocked her to the ground with a split lip. I stomped over and was about to pounce when she rolled onto her back. Her foot connected with my chin, knocking me back as she flipped up onto her shoulders, continuing in a reverse somersault.

      She and I stared at one another warily for a moment before she lunged once more. I shuffled back, refusing to engage her on her own terms. But that was the chance she needed to pull a horn from her side and put it to her lips. With me on the defensive, and her already moving, I flinched as the forest echoed with the sound of her horn. It was a loud blaring warning and cut off sharply as a blade protruded from her neck.

      She appeared as shocked as I was as she staggered from the blow. It went through one artery and stuck out her windpipe at a downward angle. I heard a noise and spotted Virt sliding down a nearby tree as she rushed over. The elf staggered before collapsing to her knees. She stared at me with shock as I came to her side.

      “You fought well,” I told her.

      That earned me a smile. So, I knew these elves weren’t entirely the pompous bastards I knew from my own world. She was fading quickly, and I took her in my arms before lowering her to the ground. She touched her neck before pulling her hand away, now covered in blood. Her fingers reached towards me and brushed over my chest, as Virt skidded to a halt.

      “What is she writing?”

      I frowned before glancing down. It was awkward, but I recognized the Elvish script. I wasn’t overly familiar with it. But I understood enough that when I looked up once more, I nodded.

      “I will bury you with your people’s rights,” I took her hand. “Peace.”

      She turned her head towards the other elf, and I glanced. “Lover?”

      She nodded slowly, before blood pooled from between her lips as she gagged.

      “You will be together,” I promised.

      She took a wet breath of air before falling limp. I gave her a moment before reaching down to close her eyes. Virt was staring at me with an odd look and I shrugged.

      “She fought well. That was likely her husband. Their people bury their dead beneath saplings, to promote new life from death. I’ll honor that.”

      “I used to just eat them,” Virt shrugged. “What did she write?”

      I sighed and met her eyes for a moment. “It says, Paladin.”
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        * * *

      

      I kept my word. Virt and Chiq remained on watch for more scouts as I found a place to bury the pair of elves. How they ended up here I didn’t know. But from my time around Paladins, I figured that it was likely they weren’t completely onboard with the idea. And for that, I spent the better part of the afternoon digging a double sized grave. I even had a sapling set aside to go on top. A lovely little thing with a strong root to help it along.

      I had Bliz with me, while Tyq, Tealz and Uz were at home getting an evening meal ready. Srink was helping with the burial as I lowered the first elf into the grave. I had seen this done many times. I was familiar with it, but I wasn’t sure about the exact spoken words. Srink, thankfully, was, and she spoke softly in their language as I worked. As I set Ryul into the grave, I stood and turned to accept the nameless woman from Bliz. She helped me get her situated before I lowered her as well into the grave.

      I set her down before entwining their hands together. If not for the gore that had run down her front, it almost looked like they were sleeping. Such was the life of war. With them down, I climbed out of the grave and picked up my shovel. Bliz retrieved the sapling as I began to fill in the hole. Srink moved around to stand above the elves, and gently tossed in some hand-picked flowers as I worked.

      When I could no longer see their faces, Bliz moved the sapling into position, while I tossed dirt around its roots. When it was stable enough to stand on its own, she let it go. Then, with her hands, she started to push in more dirt. We worked together as Srink fell silent. And in no time at all, we had them buried appropriately.

      “We should cover this up as much as we can,” I told the goblins. “We don’t want it obvious that there’s a grave here.”

      Srink nodded and collected leaves. Bliz got the idea and started helping as I collected branches and sticks. We stomped down the loose dirt to make it as solid as we could, before layering on the natural floor coverings. Until finally, we had returned the grave to the normalcy of the forest. The only thing that would have given it away would be the oddly placed sapling. And I was confident that only another elf would recognize the significance.

      With that done, I made my way, with Srink and Bliz, back to the cave. Virt came down from a nearby tree as we started moving off. She was the closest of the scouts. Meanwhile, Chiq appeared from off to my right as we continued back to the cave. When we arrived, Uz slid down from the spire to join us. But we didn’t wait before entering the cave. Tyq was within, and she was stirring a large pot over the flames. In it, I could smell the meat she had used, alongside vegetables and herbs, to make a reasonable stew.

      It could have used salt. But without trade, that was a hard push. So, for now, I settled down on the edge of the nest as my goblins formed up around me. Srink collected bowls, and I was about to get up to help, when she directed me to sit once more.

      “Rest, Barbarian,” she smiled. “You’ve been working hard today. Let someone else take a load.”

      “I’ll take your load,” Chiq grumbled.

      “WANT SOME FUCK!” Uz roared in response.

      That broke some of the tension in the air as we chuckled at her enthusiastic response. I had been intimate with all of them now. Well… Except for Tyq. And even she was warming up to the idea. A few times now, I had awoken to her pressed up against me, or eyeing my crotch when she thought I wouldn’t notice. I wasn’t going to push the issue, though. I had enough lovers as it was, forcing myself on one more would be greedy at best. And if I was misreading the situation, perhaps far worse.

      “We need to take watch,” I told the group as Srink held out the first bowl to Tyq, who was holding a ladle.

      “Who--”

      “I’ll go first,” I told her.

      Srink frowned. “You should be resting.”

      “And I will be,” I told her as I stood up. “Just need my evening meal, and I can sit up there and enjoy the view.”

      “Barbarian--”

      “Exactly,” I smiled. “Trust me, I’m used to this kind of thing. It’s part of who I am.”

      Srink gave me the stink eye, but she agreed after a moment. I took my bowl, along with a small carved spoon, and made my way out of the cave. The bowl was deep with tall sides, so I wasn’t worried about dropping it. Even if I had to climb while holding it in one hand. I took my time, though. The handholds were easy enough to find, even in the dark. So I made my way up onto the familiar ledge.

      And once there, I sat down and got myself comfortable. There were the furs here that I left behind after my time with Tealz. So, whoever came up wasn’t going to be cold unless it started raining. And even then, I was rather certain that the rain wouldn’t actually get in. This shelf had a bit of an overhang above me, so unless the wind came from the closest mountainside, it was likely to stay dry.

      And from my perch, I watched as the sun vanished over the horizon. There would still be light in the sky for some time. But as the shadows overtook the world, I scanned the trees far below. My gut instinct had been right. Scouts were looking for us. Which meant we either had to flee or fight. And if I knew anything about fucking Paladins. It was that they were unlikely to ever stop hunting us.

      “... G-nah…”

      I frowned before pulling my legs back up. I shifted over to the other side of the shelf before a hand appeared. Without a thought, I took it, and lifted, only to find myself face to face with the goddess.

      “You shouldn’t be climbing,” I growled.

      Srink rolled her eyes. “And you shouldn’t be running away from your promises.”

      I blinked before shaking my head. “C’mon, I’ll take you back down--”

      “After you force that enormous cock of yours up inside me,” Srink argued. “I didn’t come all the way up here for nothing.”

      “You shouldn’t be up here at all.”

      “And now that I am, as my champion, I am commanding you to brutalize me!”

      I half expected to feel some kind of compulsion. But either she didn’t mean it, or there was nothing to compel. Despite that, the idea of sex was appealing up here. Srink shrugged off the furs she wore before stepping out of the pile. I looked at her in all her nude glory. My cock rose immediately as she strode towards me. I admired her from head to toe. But I paused on the way back up. If my eyes weren’t deceiving me then…

      “Yes,” Srink smiled.

      There was the slightest bulge above her crotch. Only as the light in the sky hit her skin from this angle, could I see it. I couldn’t help but reach out to touch her, and she quivered under my fingers.

      “You did this to me,” she hissed as she moved closer.

      I shuffled back from the edge and settled in the little nest as Srink stood over me. But as she approached, I took her hips in my hands and dragged her closer. As she gasped in shock, I plunged my tongue between her legs. She tasted earthy and divine. Her scent filled my nostrils, and she lifted one leg over my shoulder to give me better access.

      I grinned as she gripped my hair in her fists. She rocked her hips against my face, and I used the motion to slip my tongue deeper with each movement. Srink let out a series of moans before she trembled above me. I closed my lips over her clit, and suckled gently, as liquid poured down my chin. Her legs shook, and I tightened my grip around her ass before she slumped down in front of me.

      Her eyes were wide, and her expression wild as I steered her down onto my cock. Her molten heat accepted me eagerly, and Srink’s eyes snapped to my own.

      “I know.” I kissed her gently. “Not too deep.”

      She relaxed into my grip as I bounced her softly. I wanted to milk her orgasm, and she let me move her gently, but firmly above me basking in how she gripped and pulsed so well on me. This was the most gentle I’d been with any lover, but it filled a part of my soul I didn’t know I had been craving. When she started to perk back up again, she straightened and pushed off. I listened to the slick sound of her pussy releasing my cock before she adjusted herself forward.

      “There’s a plant in the lake we’ve been collecting,” she whispered. “It has some unusual properties when boiled such as disinfectant, cleansing properties and--”

      I frowned softly at her words until I felt something impossibly slick around her ass.

      “You can feel it, can’t you?” She smiled as she rocked her hips. “We were very lucky to end up in this place,” Srink bounced slightly. I felt my cock prod at her back entrance and stretch her with the help of this river weed lubrication. An herbal aroma filled my nose. She smiled knowingly. “It helps sterilize and cleanse our insides, breaking down any nasty surprises.” She grunted as she pushed further down my cock.  “Your own little harem of breeding goblins.” Her face was blissful.

      “I didn’t accept this just to have sex with all of you,” I grunted as my cock slipped into her body.

      “I’ve made my decision,” the goddess whimpered as she lowered herself down onto my cock with a bob of her hips. “They have as well.”

      “You make me sound like some kind of god or something.”

      “What is a god, but a being that is worshipped?” Srink drove herself fully down onto my cock. Her ass rested on my crotch and she took shallow breaths.

      “You okay there?” I asked.

      Srink nodded. “So big. Hard. To breathe. With it. All inside.”

      “Then you better get to work then,” I grinned and kissed her.

      Srink whimpered slightly, before raising herself up. I felt her ass glide over my length before she relaxed and sank back down. Her entire body throbbed around me. Her legs began to shiver as they flailed on my sides, so I wrapped my arms around her, holding her in place. She came to a confused stop before I twisted her around, still impaled on my cock. With the goddess facing the twilight sky, I held her hips and bounced her on my lap.

      She slumped back against my chest and moaned in wanton need as I fucked her. I wasn’t gentle with her. And she didn’t ask me to be. I pulled her roughly up and down my cock, spearing deep inside her with every thrust. Her body took all I could give, and her mouth could only beg for more. She was beautiful in her desire. Especially since it was directed at me.

      Her eager moans pushed me over the edge. Yanking her down hard, Srink’s legs kicked out from beneath her. She squirmed in my lap as I fired my seed deep into her bowels. I slapped my hand between her legs and curled two of my fingers into her throbbing pussy, before using it as an anchor to gently bounce her in place, rubbing over her g-spot inside while my thumb pressed firmly on her clit. She opened her mouth and shrieked into the sky as she joined me in orgasm.

      It certainly proved to be an eventful evening.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “Well, that didn’t take long.”

      I shook my head as I watched a second flock of birds take flight. This wasn’t something one could do from the ground in a place like this. But from the top of the spire, it was like night and day. A flock of birds taking to the skies wasn’t all that uncommon. But the pattern of them doing so was telling. There was something coming. Something either large, or numerous enough to bother the wildlife. And it was coming our way.

      And with that knowledge, we were out of time. I decided to find my lovers and make sure they all got home safely. I strode to the edge of the shelf and swung my leg over. The many times I had climbed here made it a simple process to get back down. Scrambling down the side, I dropped the final few meters to the ground and rolled to absorb the impact.

      When I popped up, Tyq was standing a little way off with an armful of branches she was collecting for firewood. I saw the look on her face and nodded slowly.

      “Is it enough?”

      “We don’t need to outlast them,” I told her. “Just last long enough for them to move on.”

      Tyq nodded before hurrying to the cave. The sudden commotion as she rushed past drew the attention of Uz, who staggered into view, holding one of the reed mats. Before I could ask what she was doing, Uz frowned.

      “They come?”

      “Yeah--”

      “We fine,” Uz jogged past with her bundle. “Blath keep Uz safe. Then breed.” Uz then skidded to a halt and shook her head. I watched as she took a deep breath before turning to face me. “Uz… Uz want…”

      “Whatever it is,” I smiled. “I can--”

      “Pregnant.”

      I paused with my mouth still open. “Oh.”

      Uz nodded. “Uz want breed, but… Uz want pregnant too. Then breed while pregnant. Uz…” She struggled for words before letting out a sigh. “Uz want more… with Blath.”

      “That’s wonderful to hear,” Srink said as she stepped out of the trees to the side. “I’m sure we’ll have plenty of time for that later, though.”

      “Uz… Uz.”

      “It’s okay,” Srink patted the goblin’s arm. “Head back to the cave. It’s time to hide.”

      “Okay. But Uz want some fuck!”

      Srink and I watched as the crazy little goblin tore off towards the cave entrance, before the goddess smiled in my direction.

      “I assume we have very little time?”

      I nodded, “They’re coming.”

      Srink sighed. “What are you going to do when they arrive?”

      “That depends,” I grunted as Chiq appeared, with a string of rabbits over her shoulder.”

      “Bliz and Virt are coming,” Chiq said as she rushed past. “They have more wood.”

      She carried on towards the cave while I stared at Srink. “Hopefully, they move on. We’ll have to keep an eye out for a time. But if they don’t leave…”

      Srink nodded. “I guess we’ll see how things go.”

      “You can’t interfere?” I asked. “Surely, as a goddess, you’d have some sway?”

      “No,” Srink shook her head. “It would break the accords, and I’m trapped on this world in this form.”

      “I thought that was intentional.”

      Srink shrugged before Bliz, and Virt stumbled into view. They had a second reed mat strung between two branches. They held each end like an old stretcher, while carrying bundles of wood. When they stumbled past, Srink smiled sadly.

      “A trap of my own design is still a trap.”

      I wasn’t sure how she was feeling as she said it. She looked almost sad. But there was also a defiance there. If I were a betting man, I’d say she gambled on the decision and wasn’t sure if it was paying off or not. But that wasn’t something I could take care of right now. I had seen all my goblins. All but one.

      “I’m going to find Tealz.”

      Srink nodded, before flashing me a worried smile. “She… may be scouting.”

      I frowned and turned my head towards the approaching forces. And set off without another word. I marched quickly as Srink returned to the cave. She and the others would be fine. We spent the morning collecting water. And the trough we dug was large enough to hold several weeks worth as long as we rationed it properly. I had tried to dig a well in the back of the tunnel, but there wasn’t any way to get through the rock.

      With proper metal tools, I could have muscled my way through it. But the stone heads of my tools were, at best, the same stone the ground was made of. And that just wouldn’t do. I just hoped that once I had Tealz back inside the cave, we could sit tight until the Paladin moved on.

      But first I needed to find her.

      I checked the position of the sun and decided it was late noon. Still a while before sunset. But late enough that any approaching force would be looking to bed down. Which did not bode well for us. Because it was likely, they’d reach our home before they did. I made my way through the forest. I leaned on my Barbarian training to blend into the forest. As well as the birds taking flight, I watched as a small herd of deer bounded past.

      Part of me wondered if perhaps setting traps would have been a better option. But that would only solidify the idea we were here to begin with. And I would much rather they think we were long gone. I shook my head to clear those thoughts. It was too late to think about that now. My priority for the moment was Tealz. She made an odd rogue. Quiet, distant and stoic, she wasn’t the sprightly, energetic being I was used to dealing with. But I wouldn’t let that color my perception of her skill.

      Especially as I stepped around a tree and froze. She was ahead, on a lower branch, hidden inside a large tree. I crouched down before a small figure slid through the leaves. Their scales left barely a trace, while spreading their weight over a large area. Naga were rare in my old world. And I was completely unprepared to see one now.

      I watched as they slipped between trees and continued moving silently along. Tealz watched them vanish before looking my way again. I waved for her to wait, and I slipped across the clearing to join her. Without a word, I opened my arms, and the rogue leaped onto my chest, where I caught her.

      “You should still be resting,” I growled softly.

      “I have been,” she sighed. “But right now, there are bigger problems.”

      I shook my head before turning back to the cave. I swung wide, away from where I had seen the naga. It wasn’t a matter of killing it. Even killing it silently. It was killing it and getting away without anyone finding out. I didn’t want to leave any traces behind that would lead the enemy to our home.

      So with that in mind, I moved quickly, but silently in a wide arc, away from the path of the naga. It took a little time, but I was confident they weren’t about to catch up with us as the spire came into view once more. I spotted movement by the entrance and headed in to see Srink waiting in the doorway.

      “Put me down,” Tealz complained.

      I did as she asked and set her on her feet to rush inside. I took a last look around. Where we strung up the kills from our hunting was cleared up. We had gashed the wood a few times to make it look like a larger predator had been using it to sharpen their claws. The spot where we cut the wood was covered over. Any wood chips left behind were long buried by the freshly fallen leaves from the trees above. The only thing I did was to kick a few extra leaves over towards the entrance, before stepping over and moving into cover.

      I pushed the vines into place, making it look like they hadn’t been disturbed, before moving further back into the cave. We hadn’t lit the cookfire today, and we had also left the torches out. But all we really needed was the nest, the rack where we stored our meat, the trough dug into the back wall for our water, and a second trough we set up for our waste if we couldn’t leave.

      The moment I shut the door, I couldn’t see even those. Using the long branches we set aside for this very purpose, I barricaded the door. It wouldn’t stop someone breaking in if they took a tool to it. But the weight of the door, along with the mud and rocks stuck to it, would hopefully convince someone not to try.

      And now, in the dark silence of our home, I stepped back, only to feel a soft hand curl around my leg. It was joined by a second, as the goblins swarmed around me. I could feel them press close, and I blinked in surprise when I realized I wasn’t feeling any fabric or leather between me and them.

      “Pick one of us,” Srink called from the darkness. “Rest and then pick another.”

      “What is this?” I asked, as several hands massaged my ass and crotch at the same time.

      “A last chance,” Srink called from a different direction. “For all of us.”

      I sighed and nodded, despite none of them being able to see me. The hands massaging my crotch tugged away my loincloth, and I felt my cock slap into someone’s face. They pulled away, but not before I reached out and took their head in my hands.

      “You first then.”

      I heard a small squeak, before I pressed my cock into their mouth. Whoever it was took me happily and swallowed my cock down with several bobs of her head. I grunted as they sucked, and I let out a satisfied sigh. The others moved around, and I could hear them kissing and touching one another as well. Something must have happened to the goblin sucking my cock, because she let out a huff before purring as she rocked back and forth slightly.

      I tightened my grip on her hair before pulling her away. She struggled for a moment, trying to get my cock back in her mouth, but I lifted her into my arms, where she clung to my chest instead.

      “Come on, let’s find the nest.”

      “Yes,” Virt whimpered softly.

      I smiled as I remembered her preferences. And I held her close as I walked to the bed. “Ladies, I’m going to need help with this one,” I called softly.

      A round of giggles broke out as my foot touched the edge of the nest.

      “Who have you got, Barbarian?” Srink called in the dark.

      “My favorite exhibitionist,” I laughed as Virt squirmed in my arms.

      “Oh good,” Srink chuckled. “I was worried you’d picked a pregnant one first.”

      I laughed before freezing. “Pregnant one?”

      “Mhm,” Srink hissed out a small laugh. “Make sure you check us over before fucking us half to death. We wouldn’t want any accidents.”

      “I am not,” Virt whispered. “But I desire it.”

      I sat back on the bed as figures moved around us. With my cock standing to attention between us, Virt took the lead and shuffled close to grind herself against me.

      “Ladies, if you would be so kind?”

      I felt the nest shift before Virt quivered in place.

      “Goddess?”

      “It’s going to be me, okay?”

      “Yes, Goddess,” Virt mewled softly.

      She lifted herself, and I felt her take my cock in her hands. Virt shifted and fit my cock to her entrance before I felt her hand touch my face. I leaned in and kissed her as she sank down onto my cock. Her passage trembled as she moaned, before I felt that familiar barrier to her deepest place.

      “We didn’t do this last time, did we?” I asked.

      “No,” Virt whimpered.

      And then bounced. She let out a pained grunt, and I tried to grab her, ease her slowly down, but she viciously rocked her hips. As my arms tightened over her shoulders, she dropped down, sliding my cock home inside herself.

      “Now lean back,” Srink ordered.

      I felt several hands take my shoulders before I was pushed back into the nest. Virt whimpered as my cock bounced inside her. But she remained firmly in my lap.

      “AH!”

      I heard a hand slap to her ass and mouth, and her scream cut off. The goblins pressed close, touching both me and Virt as they did. My strange lover rocked her hips, driving herself up and down as I felt her tighten in place.

      “Little more,” Srink hissed.

      “You did it the other way last time,” Chiq giggled in my ear.

      Virt let out a whine before I felt something shift inside her. She took several shallow breaths before I felt a vague hand shape, between the thin lining of my goblin’s pussy and her ass, stroking from inside her.

      “It’s even easier to feel you from here,” Srink giggled.

      “Oh,” Virt trembled before her pussy throbbed madly.

      I knew she was cumming. So did all the others. I heard her muffled screams through several hands. But I ignored them as I tried to play a game of chase with Srink’s hand. As Srink slid her hand deeper into Virt’s ass, I pushed my cock in to match her. We went back and forth, with my cock pistoning in and out just half a length behind Srink at all times. Virt, beyond her muffled screams, did nothing more than dig in her claws and cling to me as she came repeatedly over the actions.

      Whenever the two of us thrust deeply into her, she fell silent as we drove out the air from her lungs. I could imagine the wide-eyed stare she was giving me, and I grinned as Srink used the pause to stroke my cock from within.

      “Stay right there,” Srink ordered softly.

      I wasn’t sure what she was doing until I felt her hand stroke down the underside of my cock, using Virt’s wall lining as my personal cock sleeve. Back and forth she went. Virt started cumming once again, forcing the others to muffle her cries, while Virt pleasured the two of us. The situation was so arousing and so wrong at the same time. I couldn’t help but start to cum. And that was made worse when Srink forced her hand deep inside Virt to massage the head of my cock while I filled her.

      Virt’s body throbbed and gripped my cock with each pulse. I felt it the moment her body ran out of room and my seed began to leak. I felt it again, as several of the goblins sniffed, before diving in to lick at our joining. If Virt wasn't screaming before, she was trying now as she jerked on my cock in her orgasmic delirium.

      With the final pulses of my cock coming to an end, I slumped back in the nest and closed my eyes. Virt trembled and moaned softly. And despite the situation, she seemed perfectly content to remain where she was. So I pulled her tightly against my chest and closed my eyes.

      I must have drifted off for a time. Because when I woke, the goblins were silent. Virt snored softly from her place on my chest. I could feel several bodies pressed up against my sides. I couldn’t quite tell who they were, but it didn’t really matter right now. Because one of them was whimpering softly as she rode my cock once more.

      I could feel her slick insides as she raised and lowered her hips. She felt wonderful as my cock pressed repeatedly against her inner opening. But it seemed like she wasn’t sure about going any further. I smiled, thinking about them being so horny during their pregnancy to take what they wanted even while I slept. And I wanted to know which of them it was.

      I shifted slightly, and the goblin impaled on my cock froze. I ignored them for a moment as I set Virt down beside who I thought was likely Chiq. Before leaning forward to snatch the arm of the goblin atop me. She didn’t make a sound as I pulled her back to lie atop me. But as I put my hands on her, I froze. My goblins ranged from firm and slender to muscular. Virt and Tealz being the two most slender, while Bliz being the hardest with her defined form. But the plump, curvy figure hyperventilating on my chest with my cock buried inside her…

      “Tyq?”

      “Shhh,” she whispered softly.

      “You don’t want to wake them?” I asked in a whisper.

      I felt the subtle shake of her head and smiled. But she leaned back and shuffled up, so my cock was only just inside her, before she turned her head and pressed it to my ear. “I need help.”

      “Help?”

      Tyq nodded. “I… I want it all.”

      “Okay--”

      “I need you to keep me quiet.”

      I grinned and nodded. “Alright.”

      I shifted and raised my legs to brace against the edge of the nest. Then I pushed her back down my body, forcing her down on my cock once more. With my legs braced, I would be able to thrust up, and I tested the motion. Slowly at first, I drove myself back and forth inside the curvy cook. She pressed her palms into my sides and took a deep breath.

      “Blath?”

      “Right,” I grinned. “Sorry.”

      “Mmm,” she moaned as I covered her mouth with my hand.

      The other, I used to trace a line down between her breasts. I swirled them around, feeling the magnitude of them. Hers were the largest, and I appreciated them immensely. Not that any of my goblins were flat chested. But she was truly chesty, even for human standards. She squirmed as I traced lower. I swirled my fingers as I rocked my hips, fucking her a little faster. I could feel her hot breath on my hand as I did. Her body squirmed, and I continued my path lower until I felt the heat of her crotch. It was like an oven, and I wasted no time pressing my fingers between her folds.

      As my fingers danced over her clit, she made a choking noise, but remained firmly in place. So I rocked my hips a little harder in response. She whimpered, and I increased the tempo of my massage. I felt the way she moved, and I knew she was approaching climax. I felt her body throb before I drove my hips up once more. Her body jerked as my cock slipped past that ring of muscle. And her teeth clamped down on my hand.

      I ignored that pain as I rubbed circles over her clit. Her body jerked, and I knew she was cumming hard, so I increased my pace. With my cock now free to push all the way inside her, I took my pleasure. I hammered into her from below, while she bucked her hips above me at the same pace. Until I snarled. Forcing myself to the hilt inside her, I unleashed, making her clamp down on me. I opened my mouth to shout, when several hands slammed down over my lips, muffling me.

      I ignored that as I throbbed inside Tyq. The delicious and shy cook trembled above me, before finally relaxing, which left me to slump back in the nest once more.

      “Shhhh.”

      I frowned and took several deep breaths to calm myself before I heard it.

      “HALT!”

      The shout was firm, but muffled from the walls of our cave.

      “We camp here for the night!”

      I groaned as Srink pulled her hand away, which signaled the others. Tyq let out a small whimper as I dragged her off my cock. And I rolled my eyes, feeling her leak over me before I set her to one side. Sitting up, I didn’t bother searching for my loincloth. The goblins moved into the nest while I approached where I knew the door was. I couldn’t see it, but it was the most obvious source of sound.

      “Well?”

      “This is the place, Grand Paladin,” a different voice called out.

      I grimaced, realizing exactly who it was that had come to find us. I didn’t really think others would have. But having the Grand Paladin right here, on our literal doorstep, was disconcerting.

      “It has to be,” the Paladin snarled.

      “I’m sorry, but if you had just spared the bandit--”

      “The bandit isn’t the issue,” The Paladin growled. “This is the place. I can feel it!”

      I heard something prod at the earth in front of the wall. I stepped back as my heart leaped into my chest. The prodding moved along before coming in and poking directly at the front door.

      “Nothing but earth and stone,” the second voice announced with almost a whimper.

      There was a brief silence, before the crunch of an armored fist meeting an armored stomach. That was followed by the sound of a body hitting the ground, before harsh choking noises came through the door.

      “Set up camp!” The Grand Paladin roared.

      I sighed before one of the goblins touched me. Their exploratory hand shifted down my arm before they pressed my loincloth into my hand. As I took that, she came around to my other side and pressed the handle of my new axe into my left hand. I took it with a smile she couldn’t see and set it against the wall while I dressed.

      “What now?” Srink whispered.

      “Now?” I shook my head. “I guess we’ll wait.”

      The seven of us dressed in silence. The goblins kept in a cluster near the bed while I remained by the door, listening to what was happening outside. I couldn’t tell the makeup of their races. But I knew they were on foot. There were no heavy wagons, though I heard a cart or two. But most of the sound began to wash away as some rain set in. A distant rumble told me it was going to be here for a while, and it gave me an idea.

      I took the opportunity while the camp was being set up to pull the logs away and shift the door slightly. I opened it a crack so I could see outside. The sky was already dark. Whether from the time of day, or simply the clouds, it didn’t matter. But it was safe enough, with the vines, for me to open the door and look out at what was happening outside. Where I could clearly see the shape of a man huddled in the entrance. He had a pained grimace as he clutched his stomach, and I could see where the metal was dented from the blow.

      I glanced around before pulling the door open. He barely opened his eyes when my fingers closed around the edge of his breastplate. Jerking backwards, I threw him into the darkness of our cave, where the goblins swarmed him immediately. I heard the sounds of a struggle before I closed the door and barred it once more.

      My goblins were trying not to shriek, and the man was whimpering. Whatever the Paladin did to him must have hurt. That, or someone, must have gotten something into his mouth. I reached for the torch I knew was set on the wall beside the door. And after bringing it to the cookfire in the middle of the cave, I found the flint. Then it was only a moment to get it lit. When I raised the torch, I glared at the sight of my nude goblins all over the man. He was bleeding and struggling, with Bliz’s hair wrapped in his fist. Srink held a knife to his throat, while Chiq’s teeth were in his shoulder. Tyq was trying to pry Bliz free, while Virt and Tealz were holding him down with Uz, binding his legs with a cord made from vine.

      At the sight of me, they all froze at once. His eyes were wide with terror. I could see the flash of recognition though as I walked closer.

      “You know who I am, yes?” He nodded. “Release her.”

      He relaxed his grip, and Bliz pulled away. Right before thrashing out a punch that snapped his head to one side.

      “You don’t touch me,” she hissed. “Only HE touches me!”

      “Bliz,” I smirked as she shoved off him.

      “Wha’ ‘oin’ on?”

      “What’s going on?” I asked. “Is I’m going to ask you a few questions. And depending on how you answer them. It may get painful.”

      He stared at me for a moment before taking a breath. I was already in motion as he let loose a scream. My foot connected with his face as soon as his voice began to echo and his head snapped back into Srink’s lap. She grunted in shock before sliding out, while the man gasped from the sudden shock of having his nose broken.

      But I wasn’t done. My goblins scattered as I crouched over him. “Bad choice.”

      He grunted before I drove my fist into his cheek, snapping his head to one side again. When he turned back, I repeated the action, knocking several of his teeth out. When he began to wail in pain, I covered his mouth and waited for him to stop. His pained whimpering was the only thing heard in the cave as I brought my knife up to his eye level.

      “Now,” I growled. “How many…” I paused as I heard lewd wet sounds. I turned my head and saw Chiq furiously masturbating in the dim light of the torch abandoned on the floor. “Seriously?”

      “You’re so fucking hot when you’re mad.”

      I rolled my eyes before spotting Srink. She was staring at me like a deer caught in a hunter’s snare. And she too was busy rocking her hips on the floor, before I noticed one hand was beneath her. I shook my head as a third gasp rose up from one of the others.

      “As you can see,” I told the man. “I have much better things to do. So do us both a favor and make this quick.”
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      The Grand Paladin of Denerath was up late on the second day. Looking over the maps, they were desperate to find the answer. Scouts had been coming and going all day. Moving in every direction, one had even swum out into the lake to see if they could spot anything up on the hills. But there was nothing. No sign of them. Well… Not exactly, no sign. There were signs. A well-hidden spot where logs had been cut and felled. It was only discovered by a particularly crafty scout who noticed the leaves covering the ground. It got deeper in a certain spot. And when they dug, there were wood chips and shavings.

      Then another found a burial. The Grand Paladin wanted to dig it up to be certain. But when the elves rallied around to argue, they were forced to concede. The elves made up the bulk of the scouting forces. Even the Grand Paladin knew that having them all killed, as righteous as it would be, it would leave them in a precarious position.

      Then there was the issue of his missing man. After setting orders to camp, he vanished. Sure, there was the chance he fled. But the scouts had seen nothing. And it made little sense. Unless he climbed to the top of the spire and hadn’t come back down, it was like he was simply gone. The Grand Paladin shook his head and looked down at the maps once more. The nearest spire was several hours away. Which meant either the bandit provided false information. Or they were missing something.

      “Grand Paladin!”

      The Grand Paladin hissed and glanced up at the sound of an approaching scout. They had run day and night, looking for any sign of their quarry.

      “Grand Paladin, a message-AHHHHH!”

      The Grand Paladin shot out of their chair. Drawing their sword, they were out of their tent in mere moments. The scout was on the ground, screaming as they tried desperately to pull their foot free. Someone had dug a hole, lined it with small wooden stakes, and covered it over. And the man had just trod directly on it.

      His screams woke the rest of the camp. Soldiers unsure if they were under attack rushed from their bedrolls. More screams went up and the Grand Paladin turned on the spot as chaos reigned. A man was clutching his chest, where a bent branch with a sharpened spike had impaled him. Another was yanked off the ground and suspended off the ground by a snare.

      But it wasn’t just the strange traps. There were truly horrific screams ringing out as well. Men, streaming from tents, covered in blood. The Grand Paladin grabbed one as they ran past and hauled them around.

      “What is this?”

      “M-my…” He shook his head. “Dead… He’s dead.”

      The Grand Paladin released the man who shrank back. Knowing they would not provide any accurate information. The Grand Paladin strolled to the tent the man came from. When they threw the flap open, the smell of blood was overpowering. A shape in the back was the victim, alongside two more. They had been butchered in their beds, killed silently, but messily. Puddles of red to warn and intimidate the survivors.

      “TO ARMS!” The Grand Paladin shouted. “PREPARE FOR BATTLE!”

      He stormed back to his own tent. Mindful of stepping on any traps themself. Though even this late at night, the Grand Paladin was still in full armor. These traps would be a hindrance. But not likely damaging. He threw open the front and rushed in. Going back to those maps, the Grand Paladin tried to think of the most likely direction they would receive an attack.
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        * * *

      

      The night was still young as I opened the cave. We extinguished the torches within before doing so. I didn’t want anyone who may be out and about, spotting a strange light source and coming to investigate. A figure strolling about the camp would be less suspicious. Even if I was a magnitude larger than most of the inhabitants. Still. I hadn’t planned on being seen.

      “Alright,” I whispered as Srink touched my side. “I’m going to head out and cause some mischief. I’ll make some noise if something goes wrong, and I’ll lead them away. If that happens, I want you to take the others and run in the opposite direction. Do you understand me?”

      “I understand the words coming from your mouth,” Srink hissed. “But don’t think for a moment we’ll just abandon you.”

      I turned to glare at the goddess. But she, along with the others, glared back. It was a little surreal seeing those goblin eyes glinting in the dark. Months ago, I’d have considered it a threat or even a challenge. But here, now, it was the opposite. These were my family. My loved ones. Those I would willingly die for. Those I would happily kill for. And for that reason, I turned my back and slipped out of the cave. The scouts didn’t bother coming around the spire. It was in the center of their camp, from our best guess, and there was little reason to patrol the inside of a camp like this.

      I had with me several items. A knife, a wooden spade, and a pouch full of poisonous berries. Even if they did have the antidote, it would send them into the same mindless rut that I went through. All in the name of causing chaos. I picked my way through the tents and trees. I checked inside a few and saw three to four men in each.

      One thing I noticed was a lack of camp women. It was just my luck that this damn Paladin was one of the chaste ones. Considering my oaths and current lifestyle, I found it suspiciously coincidental that a Paladin from one of those purist sects was hunting me and mine. I couldn’t help but think there was a god or two meddling here. Even despite what Srink had told me about their rules.

      But that was something I would have to deal with later. For now, I had some chaos to enshrine on these people. For that, I needed to work out their patterns. So, I crept through the tents and watched the few people who were up and about. I could also use my skills as a tracker and looked at the places where most people travelled. Places where there was less activity would be safer spots to set traps. Because when the chaos started, their normal paths would be abandoned. But I didn’t want to set anything off prematurely, either.

      My best guess as I travelled around the spire, was around one-hundred men camped here. That number was made up primarily by humans. But there were elves, orcs and some of the so called—lesser races that acted as camp workers. Mostly beastkin, such as wolfkin and foxkin. Despite their physical advantages over most races, they were looked down upon because they were some of the last races to gain their evolutions for gaining classes. I noted when their schedules for hauling food, cooking meals and taking care of the camp itself.

      I had thoughts about trying to spare them. But they were working with this fucking Paladin. So, I would not shed tears over their misery should they get caught up in it, either. For now, I had work to do. I picked a tree within a clump of tents. From the snores, I figured I could just about cut the tree down without waking anyone. But I didn’t need to go that far. I sawed at a few branches with my knife, separating them until I had a sturdy section pointing out perpendicularly. That, I sharpened to a point, before bending it back. The progress was slow, especially without rope. But by using a few of the removed branches as pins, I anchored a stick as a makeshift tripwire. Now, if someone came past, they would have a very unpleasant accident.

      To add to the confusion, I dug a few pits around the tree and filled them with narrow spikes. These I smeared with crushed berries. Now, people would be watching both the trees and the ground at the same time.

      “That looks simple enough.”

      I hissed softly, before turning to see Chiq smiling at me.

      “How--”

      “All of us,” she smiled. “I found you first.”

      “When we get back to the cave, I’m going to tie you all up.”

      “Promise?”

      I sighed and turned away. Srink drifted through the trees. She didn’t seem the forester type at all. And yet, I constantly forgot that we didn’t just call her a goddess for the sake of it. She seemed to drift through the forest like a wraith. If I didn’t look directly at her, she almost skipped from place to place, like my eyes were playing tricks on me.

      I heard the creaking of wood and saw Bliz and Tyq working together to bend a sapling over for a snare. They had a length of cord with them to set the trap, and I shook my head.

      “Fuck, let’s get this done, then.”

      Of all the things to forget, when it came to goblins; was that they were fucking goblins. Crafty little bastards who were perfect for this kind of thing. The second thing I forgot about goblins was how bloodthirsty they were. No, that wasn’t true. Had they been the same kind of goblins I knew back in my world, I would never have let my guard down far enough to let them sneak up on me like this. A subconscious part of me realized that they weren’t goblins. Not like how I knew them. They were my goblins and that made a world of difference. A tiny part recognized that my drive to kill all of them may have been influenced by my titles, but I was also Barbarian enough to know that if it wasn’t inside me in the first place the title wouldn’t have had such a strong influence. I growled internally, now as not the time to think about such things.

      As I walked past a tent, Uz stepped out, giggling silently, and completely covered in blood. I watched her as she moved to the next tent before opening the flap. The scene of fresh blood was everywhere. And I could see the rising and falling of a single inhabitant. The other two were… well, I was going out on a limb here. They were likely human. And I made that assumption, because the one still sleeping was, in fact, human. Beyond that, I really couldn’t tell.

      We moved quickly through the camp. Setting traps, killing men in their tents and otherwise causing problems. I even spotted Virt shitting in a water barrel. That… well, I’d heard of a few people paying to see things like that. But if it weren’t for her childish glee in the act, I think we’d both have found the idea an uncomfortable one to revisit.

      There was a loud slap as Tyq hit Virt upside the head. “You can haul fresh water to trough from now on.” Tyq whisper growled.

      Virt pouted and poked her tongue out at Tyq when the goblin turned away, while Tyq was heard muttering about the waste of good fresh water.

      I ducked my head, trying to hide my smile and did my best to cause minor problems away from Tyq’s golden eyes. With my knife, I was able to raise splinters on the wooden supports of tents. Those I smeared with the berry juice. Others I snuck into rations for an extra kick. But it was on my last check of the camp that I ran into Srink outside the cave. She gestured for me to approach, and I leaned down to hear her softly whispered words.

      “Before we head on in. I think we should release the prisoner.”

      I smirked and nodded. We didn’t wait long before the others joined us. And now I knew we were all safe. I led them back into the dark, where the muffled sobs of a terrified man were only barely audible.

      I won’t go into detail about what exactly happened next. But needless to say, after Chiq fed the man his own genitals while Srink cauterized the wound, I was having second thoughts about leaving him alive. It seemed almost… cruel. Which was the entire point. Despite my efforts to live off the land and treat my goblins as I would a human woman or… a human wife, they were still violent little monsters. Given the opportunity, they let out all their pent up frustration and rage. And the results. I carried the grisly remains over my shoulder towards the edge of the camp.

      And as I left his limbless, genital-less, blind and mute torso, leaning against a tree, I made my way back to the cave. Where I was greeted by the sounds of barely restrained lust and the smacking of flesh. There were quiet whimpers ringing out through the cave. I turned my back for the moment and took hold of the door as a scream rang out.

      “Grand Paladin!” A bandit shouted.

      Their panic was obvious. I took a deep breath, hoping that I hadn’t just made a huge mistake.

      “Grand Paladin, a message-AHHHHH!”

      “Got one!”

      I made a shushing noise as I fit the door into place. I barricaded it as best I could, before I felt a hand palm my leg. When I turned, that hand turned into a claw, and the horny goblin was climbing me. I took her in my arms as she kicked at my loincloth. The simple knot didn’t stand a chance, and it fell away as she rubbed herself on me. She was on the slender side, which meant it was either Virt or Tealz. Not that I cared. Her lips met my own, and she chewed my lips frantically as I turned on the spot.

      Her nude form humped at my abs, and I could feel her juices running down over my crotch already. I felt my cock begin to harden, and I spun around to press her against the wall. Whichever it was, it didn’t matter. I was going to have them. The threat of discovery and battle were an aphrodisiac to them, and me.  The screams outside, while horrific, only drew to spur on the goblins into a sexual frenzy. And as the scent of female excitement took over, I found it was doing things for me as well.

      I took my cock in hand and pressed it to the soaking set of labia before I felt them jerk slightly.

      “Wait!”

      I smiled, recognizing Tealz’s voice, and I shifted to kiss her. But she turned her cheek.

      “Tealz?” I stopped.

      “I… just.”

      “What is it?” I asked, as I wondered if I had hurt her.

      “Not there,” she mumbled. “I… I don’t want…”

      “I’m not going to force anything,” I assured her.

      “That’s not,” Tealz sighed.

      She took my cock in her hand and slowly pushed me lower. I felt the slime of the lubricant around her ass. I grinned and readjusted my grip on her before freezing.

      “Wait…”

      “... Yes…”

      I pulled her from the wall and carried her towards the nest. I felt clothing under my feet as I carried her, and I knew for absolutely sure what was going on.

      “Srink?”

      “Blath?” Srink whimpered, as if she were being pleasured.

      I judged the spot and reached down into the nest. I felt a leg and squeezed. Srink squeaked in shock as I dragged her to the edge of the nest. Right before I dropped Tealz onto her stomach so they lay chest to chest.

      “Tealz?” Srink gasped.

      “Uh huh.”

      “Told him?”

      Before Tealz could reply, she arched back and gasped. Her ass stretched spectacularly as I pushed into her. The herbal scent reaching my nose as I sank into her depths.

      “Oh my,” Srink giggled. “I can feel her stomach moving.”

      “Just wait your turn,” I grunted as I pulled all the way out.

      Angling lower, I found Srink’s ass, also lubed and ready with the water reed lube. At least for her, it was expected, and she let out a long muffled sound as I pushed in. I ran my hands over Tealz’s body and felt as she rubbed herself on the goddess. The two goblins kissed one another deliciously as I pulled out of Srink’s ass once more. Lining up with Tealz, I pushed in. But unlike the first time, I thrust firmly into her without pulling completely out.

      “This isn’t quite what I meant,” I grunted as Tealz shuddered beneath me. “But until your stomach’s get too big, this is how I’m going to have you both.”

      Pulling my cock free, I listened to the sharp gasp that escaped Tealz’s lips. “Wait!”

      Srink gasped as I pushed into her instead. I knew how easy these goblins were. They were on a hair trigger since the violence started and I knew that she was desperate to cum.

      “That could be me, you know?” Chiq whispered from beside us. “All you have to do is breed me. Breed me, and I’ll be yours forever.”

      “You’re already mine,” I chuckled as Srink made affirmative noises.

      “But I could be more,” Chiq insisted. “You could ruin me, destroy me. Do whatever you want with me, and I’d beg for more.”

      “You already do,” Virt commented, before her voice cut off from some unknown action in the dark.

      “She’s right,” I pointed out. “You asked me to cut off your limbs once.”

      “And I meant it,” Chiq insisted. “I’d be your perfect little toy.”

      I pulled my cock out of Srink, before feeding it back into Tealz, who moaned softly before Srink dragged her back into a firm kiss. I reached out to Chiq and tightened my grip around her hair. She gasped as I pulled her closer. But not for a kiss. I pressed her face into Srink’s ass and heard the Goddess’s shocked squeal as the sexually frustrated goblin went to work in the only way she knew how.
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        * * *

      

      In the early morning light, the Grand Paladin sat in a chair dragged out from their tent. A soft wind blew through the trees and his nose wrinkled around the smell of blood and bile. This had gone wrong so very quickly.

      “Grand Paladin?”

      He turned and looked at the soldier before them. A human, but… they were covered in various fluids. One of the medics, or at least medically trained.

      “How many?”

      “Thirty-one.”

      The Grand Paladin sighed. “A little under a third of our forces.”

      “Apologies, Grand Paladin,” the man trembled. “That was thirty-one dead. There’s another twenty-eight injured.”

      The Grand Paladin’s fingers flexed. One cut, shoulder to hip, and the man would be no more. But… That was the problem. The original host was down to half its strength. Most of those wounded were poisoned as well. And while most would recover, that was days away. And then they were still injured. The worst of it was the scouts. It turned out that the goblins had taken a particular dislike to the elves. Few were unscathed, and only those that were scouting the perimeter during the attack, were spared entirely from the horror.

      The question was how?

      How did the goblins enter the camp?

      How did they carry in the quartermaster in that condition?

      How did they escape again?

      None of it made sense unless… The Grand Paladin looked up into the trees. It was the only thing that made sense. They must have climbed. Come in over the top. Left no tracks. Left no trace. It would take the elves too long to follow them through the tree canopy above. It was clever. If they lived in the tree-tops they wouldn’t be easily spotted and the branches acted as natural barriers to long range attacks.

      “Pack everything up. We aren’t moving far.”

      “Yes, Grand Paladin.”

      They watched as the man scurried off. Several soldiers must have heard them, because they got to work pulling down their tents. The Grand Paladin sat by as the tents came down around them. People walked gingerly, hoping to avoid the pitfall traps. The going was slow, and the Grand Paladin meditated in silence.

      Soon enough, the beastkin had everything stored away in their packs and carts. It was a little strange now that the Grand Paladin thought about it. The beastkin had only lost a single member of their group. And that was to a trap they stood in as they helped carry the wounded. It was almost like they had been intentionally spared the slaughter the rest were subjected to. It made the Grand Paladin suspicious. But there was nothing to prove at the moment. No urge to intervene.

      Instead, the Grand Paladin had everyone move away from the spire. Having that rock at their center would give them a defensive position, without cutting themselves off in case of an attack. But for that to be viable, they needed to clear the trees. The few surviving elves were spared the labor as they scouted the area, looking for signs of their quarry, while the remaining men got to work. They watched as axes chipped away at the wood until the first great tree crashed to the ground. And that’s when the Grand Paladin saw it.

      They rushed over, walking alongside the fallen trunk, until they reached one of the branches.

      “I knew it,” the Grand Paladin hissed.

      They stared down at the platform. It was made of cut lengths and creeper vines. But it was the right size for a goblin to have used.

      “Have the rest of the trees cut down!” They ordered. “I want nothing to remain by the spire!”

      “Yes, Grand Paladin!” A chorus rang out.

      Several more men moved in to start clearing the trees, before a loud crack broke out. The Grand Paladin turned his head as a branch whipped out, and a soldier screamed as the sharpened stake caught them in the face. Their body thrashed, but there was a lot of blood. Someone ran over to help, only for them to collapse with a scream of their own, in an unfound pitfall.

      The Grand Paladin seethed with fury.
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        * * *

      

      The crash of falling timber was enough to jolt me to wakefulness. I, as usual, was at the bottom of the pile. It felt like Srink and Tealz were in my arms. While… Probably Chiq was the one pulling herself off my cock. The impossibly horny goblin had taken a turn twice. The first time when I finished with Srink and Tealz. Then again, when I was looking for Uz. That had led to a minor argument, where the result was Chiq being made to wash my cock, so I could attempt to breed Uz. Of course, that was likely how I ended up falling asleep with her impaled on me. She could barely restrain herself once I was nude. Not that I was complaining. Even when I did give her a hard time. It was never because I wanted to actually refuse her. She was just perpetually horny, and I had shit to do.

      But now, with the cave shuddering and small rocks falling from the ceiling, they all came awake. They silently climbed off me and found their clothing, while I got up and moved towards the door. I tripped over Bliz in the process, but I caught her and collected a kiss before moving on. I could hear shouting from outside, and I wasn’t sure what was going on. At least until I heard a scream.

      “Sounds like someone’s having fun,” Srink giggled.

      A second scream broke out, and my goblins all began to giggle. That was enough for Srink to pull them back into line, though. We fell silent once more. I listened carefully, before I heard a steady thwack of an axe on wood. Then another. Until I could hear what sounded like several teams working in tandem to clear trees.

      “They must think we’re coming from above,” I mused.

      “That’s a good thing, right?” Tyq asked from behind me.

      “Somewhat,” I sighed. “It closes our options a little, though. Either we need to make sure they all die. Or we’ll have to find a new home for a while. Because this place will be easier to find from now on.”

      The sound of splitting wood came from outside. I held my breath before the ground vibrated from the force of the impact. More small rocks fell from the ceiling and I just hoped that nothing was terribly loose above our heads. Water getting in was one thing. But if the spire caved in, we were all dead. First from being crushed, and second from when that fucking Paladin dug out what was left of us.

      For now, there was little we could do, but hold still and listen to the crashing of falling trees. I kept by the entrance and felt a warm figure press into my side. I turned and sat down before pulling Srink into my arms. She was joined by Uz, who curled under one arm. One by one, my goblins joined me. Despite the fun of the evening before, this situation was completely out of our control. We heard several rocks fall further inside the cave. One of them was large enough to create a splash in our drinking water. And all we could do was hold still and hope.

      It was ironic that there was a goddess in my lap. Because I had no idea if prayer would work in this situation. There was a particularly tense moment, when the spire shuddered from a direct impact. A tree fell on the back wall, and several stones fell from the roof from the impact. That tree then rolled down the side of the spire before crashing into the ground once more. There were a few closer trees that fell. But none that struck the spire, or made us worry more than that initial strike.

      And soon, the world fell mostly silent. There was more shouting from outside, followed by the sound of logs being trimmed, and then hauled away. I had to admit; I let out a sigh of relief. It would have been sheer bad luck had the cave collapsed with us inside it. And while I’d rather live and raise my future family. If I had to die, it wouldn’t be in some pitch-black hole. I wanted to be on my feet, weapon in hand, and proud.

      “Do you think that’s it?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded.

      “Do you think we should start a fire?” Tyq asked.

      I thought about it for a moment and grunted. “No. But food does sound good.”

      “Alright,” Srink called softly. “Lets see the damage. Hopefully, nothing is too badly damaged. Just try not to trip on anything.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “Where are you,” the Grand Paladin hissed.

      The sun had vanished behind the hills, and the sky lost its sheen. The only light was from the stars above, and the cookfires from the camp, once again, set near the spire. Sitting at the top of the spire, the Grand Paladin was furious, but feeling vindicated to find signs someone had been up here. A pile of furs in a depression that looked like someone had sat and rested only recently. Perhaps a pair of someones. It made the Paladin sick. The idea of touching another being, wasn’t something that appealed to him in the least.

      And from this vantage point, the Grand Paladin waited. Staring off into the trees. It was only a matter of time. Some damned Barbarian and a horde of goblins. After the events of the night before, there was no chance they would ignore the camp. They were far too successful to give up now. The trees they cut were arranged as a low wall around the edge of the camp. Beyond the wall was a series of the traps repurposed from the gobins’ own designs. Pitfalls filled with sharpened stakes and a few other hidden tricks. Hopefully, in the morning, they’d find at least one of the little monsters.
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        * * *

      

      As quietly as I could, I lifted the beams free. As I set them aside, I listened for movement outside. I didn’t want any nasty surprises. There was always the chance someone found us and was simply waiting us out. But, with nothing left to lose, I patted the wall and found my new axe, and reassurance flared when I found it was where I left it. I took hold of the door and gently set it aside as well. I looked out into the darkness and saw nothing but tents. If anything, they were pressed even closer now. Like they were using the spire as a defensive position. Which made sense, only if they thought we came from the trees. And that was going to be a hell of a surprise for them.

      “Remember the plan,” I whispered. “We need to kill enough that they leave. If things go bad, we need to run. Srink, I want you to lead the others up onto the slopes. I’ll make a lot of noise and have them follow me towards the river.”

      “I don’t like this plan,” Virt mumbled. “We should not split up.”

      “But that’s what we’re going to do,” I growled in her direction.

      “Then let’s hope it all goes according to plan.”

      I felt a shiver run down my spine at those words, but brushed it off. Nothing had happened yet, and likely nothing would. The camp was pretty quiet, which meant most of them would be asleep. With all the work they did, that wasn’t all that surprising either. They would have been exhausted after moving their camp twice, clearing the trees and also continuing to care for their injured. I wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth.

      With a deep breath, I took my axe in hand and stepped softly outside the cave. I checked for tripwires. I patted the ground, feeling for pitfalls. I looked above for any sign of deadfall. But… Nothing.

      I grinned and turned back to the entrance, where I could see Tealz holding a pair of knives. “Slowly now,” I signed. We had established basic hand signals throughout the day.

      Tealz nodded, and stepped out of the cave, leading the rest out to follow. I watched them move off in all directions. Whatever horror the enemies found this morning would be worse for the survivors, I thought grimly. We planned to kill as many as possible. If that went well, then all that would be left would likely be that Paladin and the scouts. And I just hoped, at that point, they’d be smart enough to leave. Even if we had to re-home ourselves somewhere. I’d take that over outright death.

      With a grin, I crept towards the first tent. I hoped I wouldn’t have to use it, but it was ready just in case. I had heard nothing else yet, to indicate a problem. But if this really was a trap, that could mean anything. I moved around to the entrance of the tent and rested my axe on my shoulder. The angle of the blade reflected the moon for just a moment. It was enough to make me pause, before a similar flash of steel reflected at me, as if something shiny moved through it... I blinked, understanding, coming to me quickly.

      My heart beat in my chest. I pushed my mana into my limbs, forcing them to move with inhuman speed. I twisted in place, swinging the axe around before throwing the force into an upward swing. It was only by sheer luck I spotted him before it was too late. The armored figure I recognized from our escape into the Berksenain Slopes. His weapon and movements fell with an odd silence and grace, bringing a large blade down over their head.

      I was fast enough to meet his blade with my axe. But there was nothing I could do to prevent what happened next. My axe, on impact with their blade, seemed to pause for a moment. Almost in slow motion, I watched the metal of both our weapons warp. The sound of shattering steel echoed through the night as pieces of sword and axe flew off in all directions. The vibrations shot down the haft of my weapon. I felt my bones shudder as the wood twisted out of my grip. The Paladin, if he were surprised, didn’t act like it as he pulled his arms up to protect his head.

      I felt the impact like a hammer blow. His body, armored and falling, knocked me to the ground. It wasn’t a direct hit, but it was enough that as I tumbled back, I felt something twinge in my knee. The crash was enough to wake the camp, and once again screams rang out. A moment after that, I heard the familiar screams of the goblins as they threw themselves into battle.

      But I had problems of my own. I ignored the pain in my knee and pushed myself upright as the armored figure stormed through the gap I fell through. I got my hands up as his boot snapped forward. He was shorter than I was, and it seemed he was compensating for the length of his arms with a kick. But I was faster than he anticipated. Even with my injured knee, I twisted to one side and threw a punch at his helmet. My strike was dead on, and it rang like a bell, even as my knuckles ached.

      The Paladin fell flat on his back and landed with a whoosh of air. I had to make this quick, or things would get really bad, really quick. I practically leapt over him, as he threw out a strike as if to stop me with the palm of his hand. The barrier that formed between us was nothing compared to the impact as it slammed into me.

      For the second time, I was tumbling backward. It had been a long time since I’d dealt with a Paladin like this. Some minor healing, some barriers to block or redirect, sure. Having a barrier used offensively… That meant I was dealing with someone approaching my own skill level. And right now, I didn’t have a suitable weapon.

      When I hit the ground, I was ready and transferred into a roll. I snarled as my knee ached, but the joint managed to lock as I stood once more. A man burst out of a nearby tent with a sword held high. Without even thinking, I snapped out a punch that connected with the man’s jaw, knocking him out without a fuss. His sword fell to the ground beside me, and I wasted no time picking it up. Just in time too, because the Paladin was storming towards me once more.

      “What the fuck is your problem?” I snarled as the Paladin formed a spear out of his barrier.

      He struck forward, and I swung the sword up to intercept. Thankfully, the barrier held substance the same way they did in my world. The edge was sharp, but it behaved as any solid weapon would. I pushed it aside and dropped my shoulder. Shoving forward, I checked the Paladin, knocking him over once more. But rather than leap onto him as I had, I jumped back as a barrier sprung into place once more.

      “You learn fast.”

      “Thanks,” I grunted. “Now why the fuck are you hunting us?”

      “Goblins are a blight,” the Paladin hissed. “They need to be exterminated before they spread.”

      “Usually I’d have agreed with you,” I nodded, thinking of home. “But it’s different here. They’re not the mindless killing machines you expected them to be.”

      Of course it was at that point, a screaming man ran through the space between us, with Uz riding him like a horse. She had a knife in his shoulder and she cackled madly as she pulled it from side to side to steer him.

      The Paladin leaped for my goblin, but I was on him in the same moment. Uz yanked her blade free at the last second before leaping over my head. That left me to deal with the Paladin, who formed his barrier into a sword and swung it horizontally. I caught it on my borrowed sword and snarled as the blade sheared through. But before I could do any more, the Paladin raised his hand, and with the impact of his next barrier, I was tumbling once more.

      “Why do you fight?” He asked as he strode towards me.

      “Why do you care?”

      The Paladin shrugged and added some length to his barrier-sword to mimic the original blade. Then froze. “Genocidal Maniac? Oathbreaker and Boot Licker, just to name a few,” the Paladin chuckled. “An interesting mix.”

      “It’s also how I know they aren’t the goblins of old. They came from my world originally. Even though they escaped to this world, I wouldn’t have gained that Genocidal Maniac if the gods hadn’t agreed that I’d wiped them out.”

      “And the Oathbreaker title?”

      I refused to answer. And I was spared from trying to think of something to say next, as Chiq dropped from the trees above. She held an arrow like a dagger and slammed into the Paladin’s back, driving the tip into a gap around his neck. The Paladin roared and spun, slashing his blade as Chiq dived for safety.

      Before I could try to take advantage of the situation. A man charged out from between tents. I stepped around his overhead swing as I heard a scream. When I looked up, Chiq was clutching a large gash on her arm. But a second man joined the first. I now had two opponents, while Chiq dealt with the Paladin. And while my confidence was high, that I’d beat the soldiers, Chiq was a whole other matter.

      The newcomer to the fight tried to drive his blade into my gut. I didn’t have the room to dodge properly, so I used the remaining half of my sword to knock his aside. Rather than being speared, he slammed bodily into me. And unlike the Paladin’s barrier, this time I held. Shoving him back, the first man swung at my neck. I ducked under the blow before driving my broken blade up into his armpit.

      He jerked, and I took his sword from his limp fingers as I spotted Chiq holding her hand up to ward off the Paladin’s next blow. I funneled all the mana I had into my arm as I wound back the sword. I swung it around with so much force I spun a complete rotation on the spot as I released the blade. It tumbled end over end towards the Paladin. He must have noticed it coming as he raised his hand creating a barrier. But due to the speed of my throw he underestimated me, and his timing was off. The barrier formed as the sword passed through. Realizing his mistake at the last moment, he pulled his hand back and the shield followed. The sword clipped the inside of his barrier and the reflective properties triggered, causing the sword to spin and increase its momentum. It went from moving fast enough to knock the Paladin out— to fast enough that when the blade slammed into his helmet, the entire side of his head caved in. The Paladin’s neck snapped hard as his body jerked and tumbled to the ground in a heap.

      “Oh fuck,” the surviving man muttered.

      I turned to face him, and he dropped the blade at his feet. With nothing but a glare from me, he turned and started running.

      “THE GRAND PALADIN OF DENERATH IS DEAD!”

      “Grand Paladin of Denerath?” I grunted. “Stupid fucking name. Stupid fucking Paladin.”

      I hobbled my way over to Chiq, who was wrapping a bandage around the cut on her arm. She saw me coming and waved me off.

      “I’m fine. Go find the others.”

      “I have Uz with me,” Srink said as she came through the tents.

      Sure enough, Uz was with her, cackling madly, and once again covered from head to toe in gore. If I didn’t know better, I’d assume she liked to roll around on the corpses of her enemies like a dog in something smelly. But… well, I didn’t know better. And I was fine with that.

      “I can hear fighting still,” I nodded towards where the man fled.

      “Go with him, Uz,” Srink ordered.

      “Okay,” Uz skipped to my side. “Fuck Uz later?”

      “Only if you get clean,” I chuckled as her face fell.

      We walked along as the sounds of fighting dropped off. I hurried along until I stumbled into a scene of chaos. One man, on his knees. There was an arrow in his back, from Virt, who I could see crouching a short distance away. In his arms was Tyq, my beautiful, curvy cook. She grimaced as he tightened his grip on a blade pressed against her neck.

      As I came into view, his eyes snapped to my own before he took a deep breath. “Fucking monsters!”

      “We’re out in neutral territory and hurt nobody,” I growled. “Release her. We’ll let you go.”

      “How do I know that?” he spat.

      I shrugged. “I’m not giving you an option. But I promise you won’t die quickly if you harm her.”

      The man grimaced as Bliz stepped into view. She held her hammer and glared at the man, who seemed to realize he really didn’t have much of an option. It only mattered if he was willing to martyr himself for the same cause as the Paladin.

      “Alright,” the man nodded. “Alright. I let her go, you let me go?”

      “That’s the idea,” I nodded, before waving at Virt to lower her weapon.

      The man let out a choked laugh and shook his head. Then removed his blade. Tyq slumped forward and scampered away. Before the man looked in my direction, he gasped as Virt’s arrow took him in the neck. His eyes were wide as he fell to the ground, clutching the shaft as he bled out.

      “Virt!”

      “I thought you signaled me!”

      “To lower your bow!” I shook my head.

      “Oh.”

      I strode over to the man while she stared at me. I could see hate in his eyes and I shook my head. “Sorry.”

      He tried to spit at me. But blood barely trickled down his chin. I bent over and drove my fist into his temple. He jerked and his eyes went out of focus. But to be certain, I punched him again. If the blow didn’t kill him that time, he wouldn’t regain consciousness before bleeding out. So I left him to it as I gathered the others around. I checked over Tyq, who acted shy, but was keen for me to put my hands on her. The others were next.

      Bliz had a nasty bruise on her side, while Tealz walked with a limp like mine. Virt seemed unharmed and Uz… Uz was Uz. And I’d have to check her properly once she was clean. But for now, she skipped along beside us as we made our way back to Srink and Chiq.

      The pair of them were chatting quietly as we arrived. Chiq was in good spirits, and even Srink had a smile on her face. The goddess waved for me to approach, but I shook my head and pointed out Tealz’s limp.

      “Her first. I’ll be okay.”

      Srink gave me a glare, but did as I asked. I made my way over to the Paladin. I didn’t know anything about him. But at the least, I wanted his armor. I wouldn’t fit it. But I could likely sell it. Fucking Paladin’s usually had gemstones and other shit encrusted in the metal. I approached his corpse and noticed it wasn’t quite laying how I expected. It was… almost limp, deflated in some way...

      I paused and listened to my surroundings for a moment. I wanted to be absolutely sure that nothing was about to sneak up on me. After a few moments, I shuffled forward. The closer I got, the more I was certain something was wrong with him. Until I stood directly over the top and saw the gap around the neck.

      “What have we got here?” I grunted.

      With a wince, I bent on my bad knee and took hold of the helmet. And when I lifted it, there was nothing to hold it in place.

      It was empty.

      I dropped the helmet and took hold of the cuirass and lifted that to inspect it. That, too, was empty. I dropped the armor and spun around. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but a scream from the goblins broke my concentration. I roared as my knee disagreed with my headlong rush towards my goblins. And when I broke through, I could see what had them concerned. There was a golem. Humanoid in shape, comprised of living clay. Its body pulsed, and I saw Chiq trapped in an earthen hand. Her eyes were wide and pleading as she stared at me.

      “I will not be that easily stopped!” It roared. “I will not let this world fall!”

      Chiq screamed as the creature began to squeeze. I stared in horror as it finally sank in what was happening. I didn’t even have a weapon. And now I was watching Chiq die horribly, to a magical creature I didn’t have any hope in defeating. At least, until I saw Srink spin towards the creature.

      “Betrayal!” she screamed.

      All at once, a pulse of energy burst free from the goddess, washing over the golem. It staggered back, dropping Chiq, who rolled to her feet and rushed to my side.

      “What?”

      “You aren’t just a Paladin!” Srink howled. “Who are you?”

      “You have no power to enforce your questions!” The creature roared. It raised its hand towards Srink, power outlining its limb.

      “As we agreed,” a voice reverberated through the air. “She is not at fault. I would not even fault her for the use of her power against you.”

      The golem froze. “You can’t be serious?”

      “You attacked a goddess directly, intent on wiping her out while she was mortal,” the voice continued. “I can forgive the golem. I can even forgive the cult. But you acted directly against another god. In strict violation of our agreements for this world.”

      “They don’t deserve to be in this world!”

      “NOT according to our agreement!” the voice snarled.

      “I didn’t agree to it!”

      “But you agreed to abide by the rules of a majority. Even if you disagreed with the decision to allow Srink to join this world, you swore to respect the majority. You have broken your word and must be held accountable.”

      The golem shifted, “How?”

      “A duel,” Srink offered.

      “Ha!” The voice laughed. “How fitting. What terms?”

      “Unarmed and even strength. If my champion wins, I want a mythic weapon for him.”

      “And if you lose?”

      “Then we die anyway,” Srink growled.

      The voice seemed to contemplate for a few moments, before snorting. “Agreed, but with an addendum.”

      I flinched as I felt my knee burn. Before I could cry out, the pain washed away, and I spun around, looking for more danger. Only to realize whatever injury I had acquired was gone. I did a squat and not even an uncomfortable twinge was felt. But it was the pained screech from the golem that snapped me back to attention. It was like their body was compressed. They were roughly the same size and shape as the armor they wore earlier. Before, their body was soft and flowed around Chiq, like mud. Now, they were hard and defined. Like a living statue. I could see muscles and a masculine figure… Thankfully no genitals.

      “Bastard,” the golem snarled as he raised his hand.

      “That was the other point raised. It’s hardly a fair fight if you throw up a barrier every time he gets close,” the voice continued. “And with those stipulations in place, you may begin when ready.”

      I blinked at the casual way the… god or whoever told us we could fight. But the golem wasn’t waiting around. He turned and raced towards me as Uz jumped out of the way. I brought up my hands to block the first punch. But it was like being struck by a hammer. The blow knocked me back and my arms ached all the way to my shoulders. But it didn’t send me flying either.

      I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and ducked as a second punch flew overhead. With my knees bent, I drove my shoulder into the golem’s stomach and lifted him off the ground. But I didn’t want to get into a grapple yet. Shoving him away, he fell on his back with a heavy thud. I moved back to give myself room, and I watched the golem stand back up.

      “You’re a fool, Barbarian,” he grunted at me.

      “Probably,” I agreed. “But, and I can honestly say this. I’ve never been happier than I have with these goblins.”

      “Disgusting,” the golem spat.

      I shrugged and charged. The golem lifted a heavy foot and thrust it towards me. I skirted around the blow and dropped my shoulder into his chest. Unfortunately for me, he was expecting it. And as he fell, he slammed me into the ground beside him. His heavy body rolled over, pinning me to the ground. I twisted, getting one of my legs free. I jammed it under his neck and pushed with all my might. Without him getting his arms on me, he peeled away before taking hold of my leg.

      I saw it before he moved. His intention was to twist hard. I rolled sharply, mitigating the damage, but I felt something in my knee crack once more. I recentered myself, making sure my footing was stable. I called on the minute ball of mana flowing through me, and like a happy pup, it responded. I pushed it through my arm and swung a heavy back fist using all the strength in my body as the fulcrum. It connected with the golem’s jaw, snapping the creature’s head around.

      He collapsed sideways, releasing me. I rolled away before getting up once more. Whatever was done wasn’t as bad as the first injury. I could still walk. It just hurt a bit. Like a mild sprain. But I was up. And the golem was doing the same. This time, I didn’t waste any time. I pushed mana into my legs and ignored the pain as I charged. I hit the golem before it could stand and once again I carried him forward. Only I didn’t stop. I kept going, right into the wall of the spire.

      We slammed into the stone with a terrible crunch, and I heard the golem grunt in pain. When I stood, his body was cracked and looking worn. The hard edges of sculpted muscle were ragged in places, and smoothed over in others. And as I drove my fist into its head, I couldn’t have given less of a fuck. The clay splintered and cracked around my fist, and I saw the imprint of my knuckles where its eye used to be.

      And that surprised me enough for it to snap its head forward. The impact was softer than I expected. But it was enough to stagger me backward. I shook my head to gather my bearings as the golem pushed himself up and stepped forward. Only for his foot to collapse into a small pitfall. He roared as a series of wooden spikes shot up through his foot before collapsing onto all fours.

      I drove my foot into the golem’s head, caving in the front of his face. He flailed, seemingly now blind and dazed as I threw myself onto its back. I took hold of one arm and twisted. The golem fell back, but I controlled the descent, landing on my back. It struggled against me, but I tightened my grip. Pushing mana once more into my legs, I heaved back with all my might. I could hear a gurgling cry escaping the creature’s mutilated mouth.

      I felt its hand grip my ankle and twist. The sheer power it could command told me I needed to end this. So once and for all, I pushed all my mana into my limbs. Yanking back with all my might, the golem roared, and I felt something pop. And like a cork from a bottle of ale, I tumbled back, clutching the golem’s arm.

      He thrashed on the ground, clearly in pain from what I had done to him. I didn’t really understand what a golem was. There wasn’t any blood, nerves or muscles, and yet they responded like they did. I was about to toss the arm aside when I felt a touch on my shoulder. My head jerked up, but there was no one there.

      “Enough,” the voice said.

      “My arm!”

      “Yours no longer,” the voice corrected.

      “W-what?” The golem grunted. “You can’t!”

      “You caused this,” the voice chided the golem. “It is your responsibility to pay. A mythic weapon requires a sacrifice, after all.”

      “Bastard.”

      “Hate me if you wish. You have nobody to blame but yourself. Leave.”

      “This isn’t…” The golem swallowed, then shook its head. “Fine.”

      As it turned and began to walk away, the voice shifted slightly. “You would do well to remember your oaths.”

      I grimaced as I remembered my own. But the gentle touch on my shoulder returned. “It seems there has been more than one meddling in affairs they should not have.”

      I gasped as I felt something being ripped from my very soul. I dropped to my knees and heaved like I needed to vomit, but nothing came out. Hands gripped me on all sides and I slumped back onto the balls of my feet as I sucked in lungful’s of air. But beyond the agony of my soul being ripped apart, I felt something else settle into place.

      “Blath?” Srink cupped my face.

      I felt something shift inside my head. But my concern was the several pained gasps around me. I forced my eyes open, as my vision swirled. I saw the goddess before, staring at me with a worried expression as I read her without realizing.

      “Srink. Class... Goddess.” I blinked away the words, and squeezed my eyes shut as my vision swirled once more.

      “Now the playing field has been evened,” the voice chuckled mirthlessly. “Good luck, Srink.”
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      Since being thrust back in time, Calon has found himself in a world of danger and delight.

      People were wary at first, about having a summoner in their midst. And not without good reason. The confrontation with the good sheriff made sure of that. But when the dust cleared, there was still work to do, and only one person who could reasonably do it.

      But it's not just bandits going bump in the night. The goblins are stirring up trouble, an adventuring team has come to town and a certain Nightmare might just be friendlier than she first let on. Trouble just can't seem to stay away.

      And when a trip to Beenleigh goes terribly wrong.

      Calon will find himself pushed into situations with lasting consequences. So it's a good thing when he summons a couple more friends.

      https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C2L14QMV
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        The end is nigh...

      

      

      

      
        
        Elfs... Humans... Orcs and others.

      

      

      

      
        
        Each has their own agenda. Each has their grudge. And each will be dealt with.

      

      

      

      
        
        And when I'm done... Either my family will finally be safe.

      

      

      

      
        
        Or I'll salt the ashes that remain, and ensure the world never forgets my wrath.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains MF, MFF, a hulk-mode goblin, multiple pregnancies, a voyeuristic faun, an overprotective father and a man so far beyond caring the shepherds of the afterlife come to heel.

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/gp/product/B0BXHSP8JF
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        King Lorian loved his life. He loved his wealth. He loved his wives. And most of all. He loved his people.

      

      

      

      
        
        Born into the age of prosperity. His people are content, his lands secure, his brides lovely and his pleasures infinite.

      

      

      

      
        
        Betrayed by one he holds dear, Lorian is thrust into a future filled with death and decay. Awakened into the world as a Lich, Lorian is horrified by what has become of the world he knew.

      

      

      

      
        
        Driven to reunite with his loved ones, Lorian will have his revenge.

      

      

      

      
        
        And the dead cannot die tying.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains: MF, MFF, cute kobolds, souless zombies, cranky old ladies and a man with nothing to lose

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/gp/product/B0BW4BXCFF/
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      Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer.

      Capitol City, a fortress city among many. Home to millions. The inhabitants live under the thumb of The Agency. An organisation dedicated to protecting the peoples of this world, from the dangers of superpowered villains, and the mutated creatures of the wilds.

      But the Agency is flawed. Children are tested, and those with power are taken away for training. Those with power that refuse, are deemed the enemy.

      Amongst it all, is one Professor John Hill. Teaching a class questioning the societal ethics of such a law, he hides a dangerous secret.

      And when his latest toy, commits an unimaginable crime, he is forced to reveal himself.

      When the dust settles, the heroes have fled for their lives and Darksite is left behind to pick up the pieces of a city falling into ruin.

      And maybe get some help along the way.

      Contains: MF, MFF, violence, gore, mutated animals, rogue supers, misunderstood villains, an ethical succubus and a living fart.

      https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BSDM3ZGC

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Book Formatting

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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