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Chapter
One



They looked nervous. As they should be. They weren’t the first to use this road, but they certainly wouldn’t be the last. The trio of wagons trundled along the road. The pair of guards they had with them wouldn’t be enough. I was rather certain they knew that as well. I could see it in their eyes, that nervous edge. The way they kept looking around, expecting the shadows to divulge the horrors that awaited them and…

“Uh, fuck,” Uz crooned.

I turned and looked down to my left, where the goblin in question was squatting. Her legs wide, her hand jerking back and forth and the wet sounds coming from her obvious arousal as she leaned against my leg for support.

“Really?” I whispered.

“Want,” she gasped. “Want fuck.”

I shook my head and looked back towards the wagon. “If you’re distracted, and this goes wrong, I’m going to be mad at you.”

“Like. When. Mad,” Uz groaned as she worked herself into a frenzy.

“Not that mad,” I promised. “No fuck. No breeding.”

“What?” Uz chirped. “No, fuck?”

“No fuck,” I confirmed.

Uz slowed to a halt, and when I looked down, I could almost see the thoughts rolling around in her head. Of all my goblins, she was the most unhinged. They all were really. Each in their own ways. Uz was just… more honest about it. She was exactly what she appeared to be. A monstrous little demon hell bent on violence, mayhem and unbridled lust, stuffed into a five foot tall, voluptuous, green body. A body I was intimately familiar with in ways I’d have murdered for insinuating in my old life.

“If… If Uz good?” She touched my side gently.

“If you’re good until we get back. I promise to hunt you,” I grunted as the wagons drew closer.

“And breed?” Uz whispered.

“Until you beg me to stop,” I nodded.

Uz snorted and shook her head. “Never beg. Would die happy being bred.”

I remained silent, but couldn’t hide the curl to my lips. Uz was Uz; not even Srink—their goddess would ever change that. Speaking of Srink. I couldn’t wait to get home. It made me nervous being away from them. Since the incident with the god-touched golem, I never liked to be away from my pregnant lovers. Srink and Tealz were starting to show. The two made no pretense of it, either. Tealz, despite her tendencies to act as a bit of a loner, seemed to mimic the goddess in how they dressed. Prancing about in light cloth with exposed tummies, it was impossible to ignore their situations. Something they both took advantage of at any opportunity.

The others, despite their desire to be in similar predicaments, had opted—with Srink’s urging—to hold off on more children. Not for a lack of practice. With a snort, I shook my head and concentrated on what was happening here and now. The wagons were coming into position, and I could see a familiar-looking figure getting ready to pounce.

“Ready?” I whispered to Uz.

And like the difference from night to day, her explosive sexuality turned to a desire for bloodshed. The mad giggling would almost be audible if not for the faint breeze that rustled the leaves of the surrounding forest. And like that… It was time. The figure stepped forward, and the first wagon pulled back on the reins as they spotted the loaded crossbow pointed in their direction.

“Well now,” they laughed. “I suppose you want to live beyond the next few minutes. Am I right?”

The driver of the wagon glanced back at the guards he’d hired and saw the way he stared at the ground. It was a common tactic. You keep your forces in reserve and send out a single speaker. Nine times out of ten, they went after smaller targets and hid their true numbers. In a straight up fight, they’d lose, or at least suffer heavy losses. But with a few bows and the element of surprise, a much smaller group of bandits could control a much larger target with ease.

Their confidence, however, made them sloppy. This was not some random forest on the edge of the border. This was the Berksenain Slopes. The territory I had claimed for me and my goblins. The land, inhospitable to large townships of men, orc, elf and alike. The land that I would see my children grow into… well, let’s be honest here, an empire was unlikely, but certainly a small township was a distinct possibility. Eventually, people would come to live here, if at the very least, to escape from persecution into lands unbeholden to others.

The first step of which was eradicating these FUCKING BANDITS!

With a practiced ease, Uz looped her arms overhead, giving me a good handhold. Hauling her off the ground, I spun around as she howled with manic glee. With a shout, I sent her flying. She tumbled head over heels twice before throwing her arms and legs out to catch the air. The bandit with the crossbow, hearing the odd sounds, turned in confusion, right as Uz landed, knife first on his back.

He screamed in pain and shock, squeezing the trigger on his crossbow. The bolt flew off into the trees as Uz’s weight slammed him into the ground. Three more bandits burst out of the trees, sprinting towards Uz. Two of them broke off, charging the guards with swords held high. In the chaos, none of them spotted Chiq leaping down from an overhead tree. The first to reach a guard went down with a scream as Chiq’s knife slammed into the side of his neck.

The second, seeing my green-skinned lover, spun to help, as Virt’s arrow took him in the throat. The pair made a potent mix. Chiq was a quick study of mine, creating hides amongst the trees and practicing stealth. That worked hand in hand with Virt, my ranged expert. Arrows, knives or just a well-balanced rock were all she needed to take someone down.

The third bandit, unaware of his two comrades’ demise, was almost upon Uz, who was squealing in delight as she brutally stabbed the crossbowman as he thrashed about on the ground. Which would have been bad news for the distracted goblin, if not for the muscular form of Bliz, charging out from the trees on the opposite side. The terrifying roar that broke free from her mouth was a complete reversal of the flowers she liked to weave into her clothing. She was always so damn happy, even as she swung her ax, cleaving the bandit in the side.

The blow, much to my amusement, sent him crashing to the ground in a heap. His agonal howling filled the air as the wagon drivers and guard bound together and lowered their weapons towards my lovers. Which was the exact moment I stepped through the trees, making my presence known.

“Good evening,” I smiled as I hefted my weapon.

It was… Well it was odd. The arm of a god-touched golem. Technically, it was a mythical weapon. That didn’t mean it enjoyed the fact. Srink was very certain that it wasn’t connected to the god it came from. That didn’t mean it liked me, or the situation it was in. The damn thing was perpetually an arm that I held by the hand and used as a club. If not for the strength I could wield while using it, I’d have forgone the damn thing.

Despite my best efforts, since becoming a weapon, it was just about impervious to harm. No matter how hard I beat it, clubbed it and abused it, there were no signs of damage, but the jagged edge of where I ripped the thing off in the first place. More to the fact, it would hold on to my hand to avoid being thrown away. Unfortunately, the bloody thing also fought against my touch, holding its wrist at awkward angles, going suddenly limp, or simply by squeezing my hand back with enough force that it became uncomfortable to hold. Still, walking out of the woods with a club in the shape of an arm resting on my shoulder was a good way to gain some attention.

“Gentlemen,” I called softly. “I’d lower your weapons if I were you.”

“Are you going to rob us, too?” The driver trembled as he watched Uz finally start sawing at the crossbowman’s neck.

“No,” I chuckled as I swung my weapon around, shattering the skull of the axe-wounded bandit.

Chiq’s victim had fallen still in a pool of blood, while Virt’s throat shot had left hers staring into the sky, likely paralyzed from the arrow punching into his spine.

“From what I can tell, you’ve got some grains and a few barrels of salted pork?” I asked.

The man grit his teeth. He likely thought my question was an attempt at extortion. Fortunately for him, I reached behind me and plucked out a bag of coins. After stripping all valuables from the dead Paladin’s forces, we had quite the little collection. I tossed it lightly onto the driver’s seat beside the man and his head snapped around at the metallic clink.

“I want a fair price,” I smiled. “A few bags of grain, a single barrel of pork and… any tools you have. Axes, hammers, saws even?”

The man picked up the bag and opened it to peer inside. His eyes went wide as he looked back towards me and swallowed nervously. “You’re serious?”

“Considering I likely saved your life, I’d appreciate a discount. But I’m not about to rob you,” I shrugged.

There was no need to pass a message. It would get out. Either through the Paladin, or from the next inn these men stayed at. Tales of green women coming to the rescue, or simply waiting at ambush points to conduct polite business with an oversized barbarian wielding an arm. There was no way word would not spread. And that was the point.

This road was several days away from home. But the main one that had opened up in the area. How long the Berksenain Slopes were, I wasn’t sure. Over time, I may lay claim to vast swathes of it. For now, if I could give the impression that passing through this area was safer than in other areas, more would do so. That, in turn, would bring more bandits, and that would help to line my pockets and help pay for the supplies I wanted.

I watched as the traders unloaded a few things. The only grain they carried was corn. Bliz offered to carry one, while Chiq and Virt would trade off carrying a second. That left Uz to carry the handful of farming implements they offered up in the trade. A hoe, a rake and a shovel. All good things we needed for our new home. The spire was a good place to keep watch, but I had serious doubts about its safety in the coming years as a home for my children.

With a word of thanks, I accepted the bag of coins, marginally lighter than we began, and hefted the barrel of salted pork over my shoulder. The men in the wagons watched me with wide eyes as I gave them a small wave.

“If you come back this way, we could do with some more crop seeds. Fruits, vegetables, building materials too if you can get it cheap,” I told them as I turned away. “Otherwise, take care of yourselves.”

With the shock and subsequent terror of how the interaction began, they were likely more shocked at how it ended. I pressed the hand of my weapon to my belt and felt the fingers grab hold. That made it easier to carry the barrel over my shoulder as I marched through the trees. We were on the opposite side of the lake, and it would take us the rest of the day to return to the spire. That was where Tyq was waiting for us.

Srink was the instigator of that, too. I’d have preferred leaving the shy cook behind with my pregnant lovers. Instead, Srink had spent an evening doing an angry cook impression as she whipped up a meal for everyone to prove she could feed herself perfectly well without Tyq to help. Then, after pointing out that more sets of eyes made for less work for each of us, we had a small routine.

It was half a day’s walk from the road to the spire. And almost a full day of walking from the spire to our new home. We worked in groups, using a polished piece of bronze to reflect light from the spire to our home to act as a signal for help. Whichever team was on watch, took it in turns, sitting at the top of the spire and watching the road for signs of movement. While the rest of us were at our new home, helping build it into somewhere comfortable and safe for the years to come.

Thankfully, it had been my turn on the spire, along with Chiq. With the signal, I had only expected Uz and Bliz to come help. To my surprise, Virt and Tyq had come as well, rounding out our team quite well. Which still left me angry that Srink hadn’t kept anyone behind to keep watch on them. Even if that was just my irrationality speaking. Srink and Tealz weren’t helpless just…

“Blath?” Chiq nudged me as we walked.

“Hmm?” I glanced down.

“They’re fine,” Chiq smiled toothily.

“I know that,” I grunted. “Doesn’t mean I like it, though.”

“I should be offended that you’re so eager to go home and stick it in the asses of the pregnant ones,” Chiq joked.

I rolled my eyes. It was a common complaint from my goblins. Truth be told, they were all a bunch of horny sexpots. Something that I was quickly coming to terms with. My sex drive had been at a relative low for the last few decades of life. Now, I was almost uncomfortable if I didn’t drain my balls into a warm orifice at least twice a day. Usually more…

“You get plenty,” I reminded her.

“Never enough, though,” Chiq pouted cutely.

“What do you call this morning?” I reminded her.

Chiq smirked. “Not enough.”

I rolled my eyes. Virt had been on when I arrived. Chiq had arrived the evening after, before sending Virt home. Now it was my turn to go home, with Bliz taking over for me. It meant two of us on the road, with another two at the spire, and one of us home with Srink and Tealz. It was rough, and it had been taxing on the goblins. Though with the rewards, it was certainly paying off.

I looked down at Chiq and activated my vision. Whatever that hidden god had done, it had changed things. In the old world, to be considered sentient enough to not be hunted, you needed a class. Goblins, kobold and other monsters didn’t have classes. They had their species, and that was all. A shaman wasn’t recognized as a class, therefore didn’t offer any stat gains or experience levels. It was just their role in their society. Since this change, though, I had watched my ladies grow into their own.

Chiq, was my little Archer. Handy with a short blade, with bonuses to ranged combat. With a stable firing position, she could launch arrows quicker than any of the others and hit moving targets with ease.

I turned to look at Bliz. I had thought she may have turned into a barbarian like me. Instead, her class was a Brawler. It was similar in many ways. She was tough, vicious and could fly into a rage in the right circumstances. But rather than learning survival skills, she leaned more into combat, with strength and stamina being her highest points.

Virt was next. My Rogue. Similar to Chiq, she favored ranged weapons. Unlike Chiq, she struck from hidden positions as easily as she did on the move. Her ability to wield anything she could throw was unmatched amongst my goblins, and I had no doubts with a nudge of training. It would be easy to push her into the realm of assassination, or perhaps even a ninja.

Then there was Uz. Both she and Tyq had yet to reveal a class. Their skills were too widely dispersed to narrow into any single field. She too was a good candidate for a barbarian, but… somehow, that didn’t fit either. I had hope for her. We all did. The deranged little goblin was just happy being herself, and I wasn’t about to push back on that idea.

As for Tyq, I had pinned her as a type of cook. Her only problem was available materials. Her cooking was fantastic, but her setup wasn’t enough to push into any of the traditional cooking classes. For now, it didn’t bother her. Nothing really did, so long as she had enough to eat, and a quiet moment with just the two of us on the odd occasion.

Tealz was more of a traditional type Rogue. She liked to use a pair of daggers. Coming in close and getting out quickly. She was terrifying in close quarters and used to fighting opponents larger than she was. In our practice duals, she almost always managed to land a strike.

Then there was Srink. Her status was mostly a jumble of information I couldn’t comprehend. It made me think I wasn’t supposed to be able to read into any of it. All I could make out was the word ‘Goddess.’

Finally, there was me. The same old stats. The same old information with one glaring difference. My titles were grayed out with a single word.

OATHBREAKER

It still made me angry. The title wasn’t exactly fair. Whatever god had placed it, hadn’t done so lightly. I suspected politics was involved. Gods playing with the ‘mortal.’ It would forever haunt me and the longer I had this title, the more its font darkened and grew heavier for any person to see. Each time I checked my status I could visually see it grow thicker. No other oaths would take hold while I had it. No way to prove myself worthy for any reason. However, I also suspect that one or two of my titles had been the driving force behind my obsession to kill all goblins. With Oathbreaker, I loss both negative and positive gains from my titles. It was only Srink’s acceptance of my situation that I had a comfortable home to return to. She and the other goblins didn’t care at all for my titles, with or without that one in particular. After all, it was only recently they had classes of their own to bother checking.

“What are you thinking about?” Chiq prodded me.

She was the chattiest one outside of Srink. At least, the chattiest one who wanted to talk about more than just how deep I could get my cock inside them. Virt was… odd, in that she didn’t quite understand social situations. Tealz was a bit of a loner. Bliz, as delightful as she was… was dumb as a rock. Tyq, while eager to spend time with me, mostly wanted to cuddle, while Uz… Uz was Uz. If I approached her too quickly, she started taking clothing off and took every opportunity to drive me insane. It was certainly one hell of a life I lived.

But that didn’t answer Chiq. Not that I had a particularly good answer to give her. “It’s nothing,” I shrugged. “Just thinking about things I cannot change.”

“We don’t care about your title,” Chiq grunted.

“I know you don’t,” I nodded. “But that doesn’t change how I’ve lived my entire life until coming here.”

Chiq sighed. “It’s still not fair.”

“No,” I agreed. “I had hoped that things might have been fixed. But it seems that whatever god managed to place the title won out in the end.”

“I never thought I’d meet a god,” Chiq muttered.

“Never thought I’d fight one,” I laughed. “Or two, or… whatever the future holds.”

“You think there’ll be more?” Chiq asked.

I nodded slowly. “Without a doubt.”

She huffed as we broke through the tree line. It was the main reason we had to leave this place. The Grand Paladin, in all his glory, had cleared all the trees nearby the spire, making it painfully obvious to anyone who was looking for it. I had mused on the idea of using it for farming, but that didn’t really solve anything. That would just tie us further to this spot, rather than somewhere safer.

“Come on,” I grunted as I hefted my barrel of pork a little higher. “I can smell Tyq’s cooking and I’m hungry.”

There was a small cheer around me as we marched across the clearing. The logs were stacked up neatly where we needed them. With only one of us needed at the top of the spire, I spent my rest period chopping wood to haul back home. Something that would have been far easier if we had a decent set of tools. For now, I was content with my life. I had women, I had food, and I had shelter. Soon enough, I’d also have children. That was certainly an odd thought.

I shook off my thoughts as we approached the spire. With us all out, there was no point watching. There was only so much we could carry at once. That might change in the coming years, but for now, it was the truth. We were alone, under-equipped and on foot.

But we were alive.

I heard a happy shout and spotted Tyq waving happily from the doorway to our first home. She stopped when I waved back, and it was almost like she was embarrassed as she scrambled back inside. It just made me laugh, and I led the others in.

The spire was much the same as it was before. The bed was a pile of furs and skins. Though much smaller than it was when we first arrived. The smoker I had built was still in use, and there was plenty of dried meat hanging up for those of us who came here. Tyq, though, had outdone herself, setting up the cookfire we seldom used and had a hearty stew broiling away.

I set the barrel down by the entrance. That would be coming back to camp, as would the sacks of grain and tools the others carried. I stepped back and stretched my arms overhead from our walk before a piece of fabric struck my face. That was followed by the sounds of footsteps as Uz made a mad, and extremely nude, dash for the exit. I blinked in shock before turning to Tyq, who was hiding her face with her hands.

“It needs longer to cook,” she mumbled, knowing full well that I was looking at her.

“No fair,” Chiq complained.

“He sodomized you this morning,” Virt pointed out.

“Don’t say it like that!” Chiq growled.

“Is there a nicer way to describe him copulating with your anus?” Virt asked.

I left them to it as I stepped out into the fading sunlight. If she had waited, this would have been over quickly. Knowing her, she was nearby, but hidden. The idea was to hunt her, but not necessarily just to chase her down. I looked at the marks on the ground cover and looked in the direction she had taken. It took me only a moment to pick her fresh tracks out from those we had left as we entered. They shot off towards the lake, before twisting around and…

“Oh,” I managed as I looked up at the spire.

There was no warning before a nude goblin slammed into my face. She had climbed up far enough to avoid me as I came out. But not high enough to cause either of us an injury. Still, her impact caused me to fall, and I collapsed in a heap as she rolled free. The deranged goblin was growling like an animal as she sprung atop me once more. She hadn’t behaved like this before, and for a moment I was worried something had gone wrong. At least, until her hand slipped under my loincloth and around my cock.

“I hunt,” Uz giggled. “You prey.”

I grinned. “Alright, I’m prey.”

“Prey,” Uz smiled as she turned around and brought my slowly erecting cock to the delicate folds between her legs. “Prey will breed.”

Oh shit…

“Uz–”

“Breed,” she crooned as she fit my cock to her entrance.

“Uz,” I tried to reason. “Remember what Srink said?”

“Srink not here.” she shook her head as she lowered her hips.

I watched as my cock stretched her open before slipping inside. It was always the same. These small women didn’t seem to be built to take the cock of a seven foot tall man. Their bodies, however, were almost rubber-like. Stretching to accommodate me and squeezing the hell out of me in the process.

“Uz,” I tried again.

“Why not breed?” Uz frowned. “I hunt. I catch. I want breed!” I pushed myself up as her face twisted into sadness. “Uz make good mother.”

“I have no doubt.” I took her in my arms. “But right now, it’s dangerous to have babies. How are you going to protect babies if we have to run away? Srink and Tealz are already going to have babies. If you all have babies, it will be very dangerous.”

“You want Uz babies?” Uz asked.

“Yes,” I kissed her softly. “But I want you to have babies when it’s safe.”

She smiled softly, then tilted her head. “You fuck Uz pregnant?”

“We’ll be careful,” I smiled.

Uz shook her head. “No careful.”

“Ah…”

I frowned as she suddenly pulled off my cock, before setting back down a little lower. I felt her ass open as she slid down.

“Uz want fuck. No careful,” she grunted as she took my cock deep into her body. “FUCK UZ LIKE PREGNANT!”

What a life….


Chapter
Two



Ifinally let the smile crawl across my face as we climbed. It was only pure chance we found this place. After the attack, I decided to spend a week roaming the hills. I wanted to know the lay of the land. Every nook and cranny were potential hiding places, stashes or safe spaces to rest. With two pregnant lovers, I wanted multiple protections, so that should the worst happen, the innocent need not suffer.

This was just some random hill, among many. No taller or shorter than any of the others. It wasn’t in the center of a cluster, nor was it on the edge. Mostly covered in grasses, with sporadic trees providing cover. Nobody would ever suspect this was here. And that was entirely the point.

“Nearly home,” I smiled as I shifted the barrel for comfort.

“Good, I want a bath,” Chiq grunted as she continued a few steps behind me with a bag of grain flopped over her head.

It didn’t look comfortable, but it worked, and she had only been carrying it since about halfway up. Bliz had it before her, and she was walking alongside, still winded from the effort of getting it this far.

I smiled down at my small group. This wasn’t our first trip. After every success, we all came home for a few days of rest and relaxation. There was plenty to do at home, so nothing was ever a waste. I smiled as we topped the hill. Only to see the hidden paradise within.

The top was shaped like a bowl. You’d never tell from the surrounding hills, and that’s one of the reasons I was so lucky to find this place. The inside of the hill was large enough to house a small village, though we hadn’t placed any such structure on the surface. Instead, there were rows upon rows of carved trenches, ripe for planting. We already had a few crops already sprouting. Not enough to support us entirely, but that was what the pork was for. That and hunting, at least.

The animals of the Berksenain slopes were as oblivious to this place as everyone else. A few snares, a tree hide and a bit of patience and the wildlife had a tendency to come to us without having to actively hunt them.

“Leave the sacks under the tree,” I gestured to the large oak on the rim of the hill.

Its position made the casual observer think it was the very top of the hill. Had I not been wanting a nice length of wood to use as a handle for future tools, I’d never have bothered making the trip. If I didn’t know better, I’d have said someone intervened in prompting me to check. Hell, even after speaking with that deity, I wasn’t entirely convinced I DIDN’T owe someone my thanks.

Still, until I knew otherwise, I’d call it luck and leave it there. My goblins dropped off their sacks. Srink and Tealz weren’t in view, which meant either they had gone for a walk, or, more likely, they were resting. Of the two options, I looked over at the height of the sun and decided they were most likely going to prepare an evening meal soon. Something I would love to help with the addition of some salted pork.

“Come on,” I waved for the ladies to follow.

It was certainly a surprise when I discovered this. These hills, so lush and green, weren’t actually hills. A more accurate description would be to call them compost piles. This area was a flood zone. One that had been flooding constantly since the gods envisioned this world. Likely there was a story to it, one that I didn’t care to learn. Those floods brought wood and vegetable matter washing down in waves. They would catch on the spires, like the one we found our home in. Year after year, more would build, until a dry season would host a great fire. The combination of the built up plant matter, the regular floods and the occasional fire, had produced huge clumps of fertile soil, pressed amongst the spires.

Some, due to luck and other factors, were regularly cleared of debris. Others, like the trio making this hill, were long since buried and forgotten about. One of those spires, just a little taller than all the others, stuck out from the far side. It looked like a clump of grass, with moss and lichen growing over it. Up close, I was lucky enough to find an animal burrow. The creature who dug it was long gone. Which was a relief, as it was Uz who first decided to crawl down into it. And what she found was something I could never have imagined.

The hole was larger now. We had a small door, made of woven reeds. Some grass planted on top finished the look and unless you trod on it, you’d be hard pressed to ever find it. To anyone lucky enough to stumble into this place, they would find our crops and little else. With a grin, I bent and lifted off the cover to our entrance, and once again thanked the gods responsible for making me that I wasn’t claustrophobic.

The squeeze wasn’t uncomfortable. After turning the barrel of pork to sit vertically on my shoulder, I was able to slip into the hole feet first. It wasn’t a vertical drop, though it was steep. The top layers of plant matter were twisted roots and vegetation that made a firm surface. The stone making the spire provided enough gaps and handholds that, with the barrel sliding along the wall, I could make the long climb down.

We moved quickly, and the limited light from above vanished as the last of my goblins closed the entrance as they entered above me. The tunnel spiraled around this spire, following a natural groove that worked around in spots. If I were a betting man, this spire used to be in a river, with debris dragging along its sides. As the years went on, the ground eroded away like the rock, causing those same grooves to work further down the spire, until the river itself shifted away, leaving it covered in debris that only built over the years after.

In such close proximity to another two spires, the hill had formed and remained strong. Which was perfect for our needs, as we finally reached the bottom. The tunnel flattened out and grew a little shorter. I lowered the barrel from my shoulder and held it before me as I walked forward into the light of a glowing fire. The smoke was able to waft up into the debris above, where the plants of the hill dispersed the smoke without anyone being any wiser. The rising heat helped pull air down from the shaft, keeping the inside fresh.

It was a perfect balance, one that I could not have predicted to exist. Especially as I moved into the cavernous space. The spire had done its job. There was room to sleep, for a fire and a bit of storage. But it would not have survived the steady increase of population that having children would have brought. This cavern, lined with glistening gems, made of hardened minerals trapped underground in the damp, was almost as large as the space above for our farm. Supported on three sides by the spires holding the entire hill.

I let my eyes wash over our new home. The fire was the obvious starting point. In the middle, it was set on a bed of stones I had carried down. Around it was a collection of reed mats that served as our seating. There were all the same hallmarks of the spire, with a drying rack of meat. The clay oven I was making sat incomplete by the fire. The plant matter of the grotto made the material scarce, and I could only work on it when I had no other duties.

At the back, far from the entrance, was the pile we slept on. In the end, I thought it useless to fight against the goblins. Even Srink seemed happier when I declined to build a new bed. They liked the pile, and my strength stat was too high to be bothered about ending at the bottom of it. But it was towards the third side that I spotted my pregnant goblin lovers.

Srink and Tealz were in the bath. Using a few barrels worth of wood, some rope, stones and a hole dug in the grotto's floor, we had a place to bathe. The walls leaked water, and with a few small channels dug, all that water fell into the bath, keeping it permanently filled and fresh. The bath wasn’t waterproof and emptied itself over time. Still… That wasn’t important right now.

The two goblins were kissing one another furiously. A sexually frustrated goblin had nothing on a pregnant goblin. Even back on my original world, they were promiscuous little bastards. That hadn’t changed by coming here. But I’d never considered how that effect would translate to being pregnant. Their viciousness, even towards each other, made me think the females would either continue their lives as if nothing had changed. Or they would isolate until they gave birth.

Neither of those conclusions was accurate. Srink was an expert on the subject, and the first to explain it to me clearly. Their overt sexual desires ramped up, causing them to mate so frequently with their chosen male that the male was either too exhausted or too content to lash out and risk harming them. Or, in a better translation for this world.

“I can’t wait until I’m that pregnant,” Chiq huffed as she walked past me towards the bath.

Uz cackled while nodding furiously as she followed a step behind. Virt, Bliz and Tyq followed along behind me. Each was discussing the possible futures of being bred and everything it entailed, while Srink and Tealz continued to kiss and rub on one another.

The bath was large. More than large enough for each of us, not having to make it waterproof gave us the advantage of spacing out the wooden planks a bit. Which meant there was enough room for me as I followed Chiq and Uz into the water. Srink and Tealz hadn’t responded to our presence. Which was not because they hadn’t noticed our arrival. It was simply that they didn’t care.

In the faint light cast by the fires, I could see what they were doing. Srink sat on Tealz’s lap. The two kissed heavily, rubbing their breasts and slightly swollen bellies on each other. Each had pressed a knee forward, with Srink rubbing her crotch along Tealz’s thigh, while Tealz in turn thrust forward into Srink’s. I could see with each backward stroke, as Srink’s pussy spread open under tension as she rocked forward, dragging her clit along Tealz’s green skin.

I stepped into the water as I pulled the release knot on my loincloth. I tossed it aside while I plunged into the water, splashing some of it out over the floor. Not that it mattered as the water gently ran back towards the bath. I pushed through the water as Chiq and Uz glared at me. They wanted their turn, but first I was going to have my goddess. I wrapped my hands around her narrow waist and began to lift. She let out a moan into Tealz’s mouth before she pulled away.

“The baby!” She warned me.

“Will be fine,” I replied as I lifted her pussy over the head of my cock.

Some would assume that the water would wash away some of the goblin’s natural lubrication. Some quirk of their physiology would make that assumption extremely wrong. Srink’s legs kicked softly in the water as she stretched to accommodate me. My cock speared into her, driving itself into her molten heat with almost no resistance. Like a silk tunnel, I slid in until I felt the back wall of her pussy. Only half of my length was inside her. And that was all I would get unless I used her other hole. For now, this would be perfect.

Tealz reached up, taking Srink’s shoulders in her embrace. The two goblins began to kiss once more, as I slowly drove my length back and forth inside the goddess. She squirmed as my cock bottomed out, but I wasn’t forceful. Never would I allow myself to hurt her, or our unborn child. I felt a small hand brush my thigh, and I looked down to see Tealz taking hold of Srink’s calf.

In her desperation, she pulled Srink into a partial split, shoving Srink’s foot into her crotch so she could still grind on something. I would get to her soon enough. My stamina was enough for all of them, and some. My vicious little monsters were never ones to refuse me, and I had lost track of the times I had passed out from exhaustion, late into the evening, only to wake up still inside one of them… Usually Uz.

Around me, the other goblins were not immune to the debauchery. Chiq had thrown herself at Uz. The two goblins were frantically thrusting their hips into one another as Srink and Tealz had done, just at a much more frantic pace. Bliz and Tyq were much more subdued. Despite their overwhelming lust for the situation, the two goblins gently caressed each other as they locked lips against the side of the tub. Only Virt remained alone in… A strange position.

I tilted my head as I watched her. She had one leg on the edge of the bath, and was arching her stomach as she floated back into the water. Her eyes rolled in obvious pleasure before she spotted me staring and gave a small smile. Her legs opened, showing me the stump of her green arm, vanishing into her pussy. She had reached behind herself and had thrust her entire hand into her pussy. She was the strangest of my lovers. Despite Uz’s deranged behavior, she was at least easy to manage with her obvious vices. Virt was just as happy to be herself as she was to join in, though she never made an effort to be a part of anything. Not that she refused being invited. With the exception of the quiet nights, she would find me alone, and show me the depraved things she enjoyed.

Srink’s pussy clamped down on my cock, and I grunted as I turned my attention back to her. She was moaning into Tealz’s mouth as she reached her climax. That didn’t stop me for a moment as I continued thrusting into her. The rhythmic contractions of her pussy only served to pleasure me, as her body jerked and spasmed beneath me. Until finally, her hand reached around and patted my leg. I slowed immediately and withdrew my length.

Srink groaned pitifully as her pussy divulged my cock once more, showing me one last small contraction as I moved her over. She turned, resting her back on the edge of the bath. Her belly was obvious as she stared up at me with a line of drool that had escaped the corner of her mouth. Tealz leaned over, kissing her cheek, before shifting back into an identical position beside the goddess. She opened her legs and tried to close them around my hips, where I grinned.

“Your turn?” I asked.

Tealz nodded quickly, and I stepped forward to claim her. Looking down at her, I could see the swell of her belly. It was still something I had yet to fully grasp, that the being within was my own. I understood, on a logical level, that I was going to be a father. But the thought was so alien to my existence, I didn’t think the information would fully sink in until I could hold the child myself. Still, I was a hot-blooded male, and these desperate, horny goblins were in this state because of me. She must have recognized something in the look I was giving her, because she reached down between her legs and parted her labia with a pair of delicate fingers.

“Please?” she whispered softly.

I growled as I stepped forward. She squeezed my hips with her feet and steered her pussy towards my cock. I met her entrance on the first try. I took hold of her hips as I speared into her without mercy. Her eyes rolled and her back arched, pushing her belly through the surface of the water. I watched as her skin glistened as droplets slid off her skin while her pussy stretched to accommodate me.

She wasn’t usually so demanding around the others. Likely, her mood was affected by the pregnancy. I was mindful of her state, as I had with Srink. I could only fit about half of my cock into her without risking harm to our child. Srink smiled as she watched me fuck the rogue. She slipped back into the water with a grin and leaned over Tealz’s firm breasts. Tealz, with her eyes clenched shut in pure bliss, didn’t realize what was happening until Srink’s lips closed around one of her nipples.

“Goddess!” she jerked.

Srink hummed in response as her fingers quested lower. Tealz was powerless to stop her as Srink’s fingers found her clit. Tealz’s eyes went wide as she gasped loudly in pleasure. Her pussy squeezed hard, and I grunted as I suddenly found much more friction than I was expecting.

Srink’s lips pulled free of Tealz’s nipple with a slight pop, before she grinned up at me. “Don’t stop.”

I grit my teeth and tightened my grip on my pregnant lover. Driving my cock into her, I enjoyed all the sensations her body could provide. Srink continued to rub the rogue’s clit and play with her nipples, and Tealz came apart around me. When her legs kicked, I took hold of her ankle and pinned it to my chest. The other, I hooked below the knee and held straight out to the side so Srink continued to pleasure her. I watched as my cock speared into her and saw the absolute rapture on her face.

“I’m feeling greedy,” Srink hissed between gentle kisses and nibbles. “When you fill her, I want to feast on it.”

Tealz let out a wailing cry, and her pussy pulsed around me. I grit my teeth and managed to match her thrust for pulse, until it all became too much. I trembled with the force of my own orgasm. Jets of my seed sprayed into her, leaving small white trails with each firm thrust of my hips.

Srink grinned in delight, as Tealz slumped back with her head on the floor of the grotto. As I felt the last pulse of my cock within her, the goddess took hold of Tealz and pulled her off me. The limp goblin groaned softly as Srink gently pushed her up onto the side, before lifting Tealz’s hips from the water. As Srink’s mouth descended between Tealz’s open legs, her eyes went wide as she gasped in shock.

But that was driven from me by a singular shout. “MINE!”

I turned as Chiq lunged for me. Uz, with a slightly stunned expression, realized what was happening, and grabbed her leg.

“NO! ME!”

The two goblins thrashed for a moment before they turned on each other. It looked vicious, but truthfully, this was healthy for them. Neither were using their sharp nails to harm one another, nor were they striking each other with force to cause injury. It was a contest of skill and strength to force the other to submit. But it also provided enough of a distraction.

Bliz and Tyq were far more subtle as they crossed the bath together. Unlike the other two, these goblins had already planned what was about to happen. Tyq, my shy little cook, blushed furiously as Bliz roughly manhandled her into position. I leaned back as Tyq was rolled onto her stomach in the water, and driven back onto my still hard cock. I took her hips, mindful of how sensitive I was and helped steer her into position.

Her ass slid back, and I felt my cock spear into her with ease. Whatever the two of them had been doing had loosened her right up. That was until I reached the back of her pussy and Bliz patted Tyq’s head.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Uhhh,” was the reply she received.

And I grunted as I felt that second opening stretch as Bliz drove Tyq fully down onto my cock. I loved having sex with my pregnant lovers. Something about them being pregnant made it all so much better. But the sheer delight of feeling my entire cock buried inside a willing pussy was a treat of its own. Tyq made a choking noise as the size of my cock affected her breathing. Before Bliz lifted Tyq to lie back against my chest.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her gently, as Bliz stroked the cook’s cheek with a hand and looked me in the eye. “Have her. Then me.”

I nodded, as Bliz leaned down between Tyq’s legs. I felt the soft tongue run up my balls before Tyq tensed in my arms. Her entire core spasmed, squeezing my cock from tip to base, and I groaned at the sensation before rocking my hips.

None of us, not even Srink, knew that we weren’t entirely alone. Beside the bath, staring at our debauchery, was an entity none of us could truly comprehend. Srink had refused to speak of them after they intervened with the paladin. That didn’t change anything, though.

The being watched on. More curious about our goings on than bothered by the sight before them. Srink, the goddess, was lapping genetic material from Tealz, an already bred female of her own creation. The act of inseminating an already pregnant female seemed strange, but they weren’t here to judge, only to watch. Blath, the champion of the duel, was with the two unlikeliest members of the event. The two shyest members were enjoying one another, and him to great effect. That too was odd, as female pleasure had little to do with the rates of pregnancy, but then… Organics did enjoy the act more often than pregnancy required. It was all so very fascinating. Which was the point of their visit.

“This is… common?” a second, smaller watcher asked.

“Yes,” the entity replied softly. “It is as frequent as their lives allow.”

“Would this be a requirement?”

The entity thought about the question and shook their head. Not that their companion could see them do it. Habits picked up from organics were interesting things, and almost habitual to pick up at times. Similar to verbalizing conversations, rather than simply enforcing will on the recipient.

“I do not believe so,” the entity whispered as they watched the goblin with the odd personality crawling over to the pregnant female lying on her back.

She mounted the pregnant one’s face and rocked her hips, driving that odd bundle of nerves against the pregnant one’s tongue. In turn, the odd one reached down and gripped the pregnant one’s nipples, far harder than one would suspect would be comfortable. Despite that, the act only enhanced the pregnant one’s pleasure, which in turn gave Srink more of the genetic material to feast upon as her orgasmic contractions forced more out.

“Tell me though, would your followers really chafe at this kind of experience?” the entity asked.

Their companion sighed gently. “We lack the organs they are using for pleasure. This entire situation would be pointless beyond procreation.”

“Then you have no desire to change physical structure?”

The smaller companion shrank back in itself. That was the deal. Its first try had not gone to plan. Not like for Srink. Nobody had affected its followers. They were as perfect as they always were. Despite that, they were stunted, unable to transcend that final hurdle and gain a class. Forever doomed to be the hunted, despite its best interest.

“Is that truly the price?” it asked.

“Everything has a price,” the entity brushed off the question. “Some prices are higher than others. And that is the point. If there is no price, there is no learning. This world is something new. And if you wish to be part of it, something must be paid. If not…” the entity grinned at the memory of that lesser deity’s arm. It retained some of its original owners’ integrity. But it was wearing down.

“Payment comes due,” the entity chuckled. “Nobody, not even I, am above the rules. Remember that.”

The entity vanished, leaving the smaller one staring at the goings on before it. The impaled female was making shrill noises, while her female companion wrenched her from the barbarian’s arms. There was an arc of genetic fluid and, without thought, they reached forward and snagged a small piece. Quickly, before any of the mortals noticed, it pulled back, examining the material in depth. Only to spot Srink. Her head tilted, staring directly at them.

“Is it worth it?” it asked.

Srink smiled gently, but didn’t respond, before lowering her face back between the pregnant one’s legs.


Chapter
Three



“Never saw myself doing this,” I grunted as I swung the hoe over my head.

It carved into the ground with ease, creating a small furrow. I smiled, thinking of all the times I’d heard a farmer complain about there always being something to do. As a Barbarian, I’d never thought much about it. I identified, picked and sometimes propagated plants. I didn’t grow them outright. Actually, farming was an experience all on its own.

After leaving my lovers insensate and limp, I got them all into bed. Then, bright and early, I made my way to the surface, while the rest of them recovered from the evening’s exertions. That turned to the obvious choice of the day, which was farming. I had seen it done often enough over the years. Usually with an ox and a special cart I’d never learned the name of. But for smaller plots, they used a hoe.

I carved great lines along the plot. The bowl shaped space atop the trio of spires had no other purpose. If someone came here and discovered the crops, it was the least of our concerns. Even then, they’d likely never find the entrance to the grotto. We’d just need to be careful about storing plenty of foods below. Preservation wasn’t something I knew a lot about. Perhaps drying them, or even pickling. How hard was pickling?

I shook my head as I swung once more. The grass, sun and rain caused the top layer to behave more like soil. This entire mound was basically a giant compost heap. Ripe with nutrients, moisture and perfect for growing large and healthy plants. So long as they could tolerate the conditions. I carved another chunk of the earth away, working my way across the open space. It would take me an age to finish it all. At least it wasn’t hard work… For me at least.

The goblins’ first attempts had gone well enough. Dug by hand, the small garden to one side had worked well enough to plant a few things we’d found. Carrots were perfect in the loose soil conditions. But the hardier grains such as wheat disliked the conditions. Corn, vines and other table vegetables I had high hopes for. I just hoped that what we had, was enough to set us up for the near future.

The wet season was coming, and from the altitude and view, I was working in a patch of sunlight amongst several cloudy storms. I hoped the floods would be a way off yet, but any good downpour could cause conditions to deteriorate quickly.

“Blath?!”

I hacked at the ground once more and turned to wipe my brow. Chiq was crawling out of the entrance. She saw me and grinned, before turning and accepting a trio of bowls from Bliz who was climbing out behind her. As Bliz made it out into the sunlight, both my lovely goblins made their way over to me.

“Breakfast,” I grinned. “Thank you both.”

“Tyq made it, we just brought it up,” Bliz smiled gently.

These goblins were so very different to my expectations. Essentially, they were identical to the ones from our original world. Well… They literally were the ones from my original world. All the vile, monstrous, hate fueled behavior I swore to destroy was within them all. At least… They presented as such. It made me wonder about whether there were others like them. Not that it really mattered. I had no doubt that even had I known that these goblins had gentle demeanors, I’d have carved them from shoulder to hip like the rest of them.

“He’s got that look on his face again,” Chiq smirked.

“What look?” I asked.

“The one where you’re thinking of ways to kill us,” she grinned. I shook my head, and she snorted. “Don’t deny it. It’s part of who you are. We accept it.”

“It’s why we accepted the Goddess’s suggestion,” Bliz added. “You’re our male. If a male doesn’t like a female, he kills them. It’s the same here.”

“I’d never kill you,” I grunted.

“But you could,” Chiq smiled and pushed the bowl into my hands. “You killed Srink on the old world. She told us all about it.”

“She was holding back,” I dismissed the story as I tipped some of the stew into my mouth. It was salty and good with the rehydrated meats we’d preserved.

“I wasn’t,” Srink called as she climbed out into the sunlight.

Srink smiled as she felt the warmth of the sun on her skin. It was just one of those things that set them apart from the monsters I knew. Goblins weren’t sun phobic. But you were more likely to be hunted by one on a cloudy day than a sunny one. Here, though, her emerald skin shone like a gem. A gem with a swollen belly and–

“Look at him,” Chiq grunted. “Drooling over her like she wasn’t already pregnant.”

“I wanna be pregnant,” Bliz complained softly.

“You’ll both get your turn,” Srink chided them gently. “He’s getting used to our habits. This is a human one, isn’t that right?” she asked, turning back to me.

With a frown, I shook my head. “I’ve no idea. I’ve never gotten someone pregnant before.”

Srink pursed her lips. “In goblin society, there was an urge for the males to protect the females he already impregnated. But the desire to breed with us diminished as our bellies swelled.”

“Goddess, if he fucks you out here on the farm, I’m going to bite you,” Chiq grumped.

That got my attention, and I shook my head. “Nobody is getting fucked on the farm.”

“You fucked Srink up here the day we found it,” Bliz pointed out.

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. “Fine, nobody is getting fucked today.”

“What?” Chiq gaped. “But…”

“Fuck,” I shook my head. “Nobody is getting fucked right now. Later, who knows, but right now I just want breakfast.”

Chiq frowned. “What if–”

“Chiq!” Srink snapped.

The sassy goblin rolled her eyes and sat cross-legged in the grass. “Fine.”

“Tonight,” I grunted as I sat and joined her. “I’ll hold you down and use your pretty little ass until you beg me to stop.”

Chiq shifted. “So… You won’t breed me then?”

“No more breeding,” I said, before spotting her horrified expression. “For now,” I added. “If I get you all pregnant, that’s going to make checking the roads difficult. We don’t have the numbers to support the farm, children and keeping bandits out of the area as it is. That’s why we’re here and not still at the spire.”

“That might not be the case for long,” Srink sighed as she sank down into the grass with her own breakfast. “We had a visitor last night.”

“Visitor?” I growled.

Srink patted my leg and smiled. “Not the standard kind.”

I caught the implication and tilted my head. “You still haven’t told me much about them.”

“And I won’t,” she nodded. “It’s better if you don’t know. Telling you too much about how everything works outside the mortal realm has consequences.”

I wanted to push for a better answer than that. Between the paladin, and the strange being that oversaw the fight, I couldn’t help but think she had a point. “Fine.”

Srink smiled and soon we were joined by Uz, Tealz, Tyq and Virt, who sat a little apart from the rest. With all of us seated, the meal went on. We ate quickly. The stew was a hit for all of us, and Tyq was happy to see how quickly we devoured it. Until finally, our day could begin properly.

The day was warm, and the wind was lovely. Most of it went over the top of the hill, with only a slight breeze that made it inside. It kept my work cool, while not being overly aggressive towards the crops we were planting. What was more concerning was the rolling thunder I could hear in the distance.

“Come on, ladies!” Srink called out. “Get those seeds out! The rain will help the planting, but only if we beat it!”

I grinned and continued to hoe the ground into long furrows. They weren’t really straight, but then, as previously mentioned; I was not a farmer. As I hoed the earth, Chiq and Uz worked in tandem with the seeds. One carried the sack on her shoulder, while the other cupped her hands under a small tear cut into the corner. When their hands were full, they’d toss that handful out over the mounds and the two walked back and forth behind me. Just as they had when they carried the sacks. Every row, they switched to give the other a rest.

Tyq, with her duties more aligned to the upkeep of our home, was down in the grotto cleaning and preparing our next meal. Bliz, however, had started at the opposite end of our farming plot and was doing her best to imitate my hoe as she dug her own furrows. Srink oversaw it all, while Tealz and Virt did much the same as Chiq and Uz, but at a much slower pace thanks to Tealz’s condition.

We worked as quickly as practical. Pushing myself harder would have made the work go by quicker. But then, the others would have pushed as well. And in particular, Tealz, running back and forth, was struggling. I kept my pace down to keep an eye on them as they worked alongside me. Still, as time went on, the bright sun dimmed as the clouds began to take over. The wind above began to howl, and the tree on the rim of the bowl swayed from side to side.

Srink gave me a look, and I finished my row as Chiq and Tealz finished up. There was still a large gap to dig and plant some more. But we were running out of time unless we wanted to be up here when the storm hit. Thunder rumbled in the distance before I spotted a flash of light. The crack echoed through the slope, and that was enough for me.

“INSIDE!” I roared.

The goblins hurried over to the entrance while I scooped up the tools and remaining grain sacks. The rain began to fall, and I hurried along. Srink was guiding the others inside and I glared at her until she slipped below. As soon as she was clear, I dropped into the hole and pulled the lid into place. Which was when the ground shuddered under the crack of a tremendous lightning bolt.

“Let’s go, ladies!” Srink ordered as the others shuffled down.

I held all the equipment and shuffled awkwardly after them. It was a pain, and I would ask them to help next time. Goblins were rather single-minded, and they followed my order to get inside without question. Dumping everything before they did was a natural response, and I couldn’t fault them for that.

We hurried quickly to the bottom. It was going to be a long day in the storm. There was still the chance that this hill wouldn’t hold back the water. More than that, there was the chance it would and after a good soak, it could turn into a bowl, forcing us to leave. Considering the damp, it wasn’t out of the question. But the lack of water pooling inside made me hope for better rather than worse.

“I think it will be fine,” Srink smiled as the world rumbled above.

“I won’t be convinced until after the flood season,” I grunted.

“The surrounding slopes are on lower ground than this. The floods have left this a raised spot. It’s why the water comes in, but then seeps down into the earth. This isn’t the bottom, you’ll see.”

“The goddess is right,” Virt mumbled softly. “The earth is shaped differently here. We are safe.”

I stared at the strangest of my goblins and nodded slowly. I knew her type. They were odd, but if they took the effort to speak, and you didn’t take them from an emotional response. They were usually right.

“Alright,” I nodded. “Plans then. What next? What can we do inside?”

“Well,” Srink scratched her chin. “The sleeping area is as good as we can get it without more furs or bedding.”

“There’s the oven,” Tyq pointed out.

I shook my head. “I need clay for that. Which means going back out into the storm.”

“Excavations,” Virt said as she faced away from us.

Srink frowned. “That… Might not be a bad idea.

“You want more space?” I asked as I looked around.

“Digging is a specialty of ours,” an unfamiliar voice whispered.

I reached for my hip, only to remember the golem arm was over against the wall where we slept. Turning on the spot, I narrowed my eyes at the figure standing in the shadows. Their eyes glowed softly, a bright green that was familiar to me.

“Kobold,” I grit my teeth.

“Blath,” Srink called softly. “This doesn’t need to be a fight.”

“How long have you been here?” I growled as I flexed my fingers. Weapon or not, it was just a kobold.

“I was invited.” the kobold stepped forward.

That made me pause, and I looked back as Srink stepped closer. “You come under the agreement?”

“As requested,” the kobold hissed softly, before glancing up at me. “He is an impressive specimen.”

“He is,” Srink agreed.

“He’s ours, you scaly runt!” Chiq snapped, before someone, likely Uz, tackled her to the ground.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Opportunity.” the kobold’s eyes narrowed. “Only two of your number lack a class, but I sense it is not for a lack of ability.”

I glanced back and activated that new power. I could see them all. Chiq, Tealz, Bliz and Virt all had classes, while Tyq and Uz did not. It felt like they almost should, though. Like they were missing some crucial element that would nudge them over the edge. That wasn’t the topic of conversation, though.

“Srink?” I questioned gently. “Who is this?”

“We haven’t formally met,” Srink stepped closer. “But under the agreement, they have approached us properly, at least.”

“Is this the visitor you mentioned?” I asked.

“Yes,” the kobold answered. “You were… procreating, but… not.”

It stepped forward, and I could see it clearly now in the faint light given off by the lit torches. Hunched over, it was like a giant salamander had gotten up on two legs. Its eyes bulged from the sides of its head as it stared up at me without blinking. Even as I watched, a long tongue slid out from between pointed teeth and licked across the glowing orbs to clean them. There were bony crests protecting the eyes, giving it a slightly spiky appearance while a thick tail swayed behind it, offering balance. Its rear legs were short and stubby, while its forelimbs were longer and more dexterous. They could wield small weapons, but they were better suited for digging. Their kind, while not as destructive and disgusting as goblins, were vicious if you invaded their den.

“You’re a god then?” I asked.

The kobold nodded slowly before licking its eyes once more. “I don’t see what Srink sees, but… I would be willing to try.”

“If you’re suggesting I fuck you, then⁠—”

“Blath!” Srink snapped.

I gave her an incredulous look, but she stared right back at me. I pursed my lips, and Srink nodded slowly, before stepping closer to the kobold god. “Terms?”

“My people are not what they should be,” it hissed. “Not as hated as your kind, but stagnant and trapped just the same. I want to see my people grow.”

“You understand, that will take changes, correct?” Srink asked.

The kobold hissed softly, making me twitch forward to protect Srink. It spotted my movement and chuckled. “I fail to grasp your tendencies. But I respect power. He would try to kill me should I confront you.”

“There would be no trying,” I growled.

The kobold grinned, showing the rows of sharpened teeth within. “I respect your conviction. Tell me, what about my form is displeasing to you?”

I frowned. “You’re not displeasing to me. Lizards aren’t ugly, they’re just… different.”

“Blath,” Srink frowned.

“He did not mean offence,” the kobold hissed softly. “Would you find us more pleasing to look upon if we shared more of your characteristics?”

“Are you trying to ask if I’d ever fuck a kobold?” I grunted as Srink shook her head slowly.

Only for the kobold in question to raise a hand. I saw a pulse of energy and surged forward. Killing the god came secondary to getting Srink out of the way of what came. I wrapped my arm around her, and spun, shielding her as a burst of light filled the grotto. My goblins shrieked and screamed, weapons were drawn and I worried about them taking the fight to the god themselves.

“STOP!” Srink screamed from my arms.

I froze, as did the goblins, before I realized that nothing had happened. No pain, no curse, no wave of energy. Just… A whimper…

I slowly turned and looked back towards the Kobold god. They stood as they were before. Not moving a single muscle.

Laying at their feet was an extremely nude…

“What?” I grunted as I stared at the newcomer in confusion.

She turned her head and looked up at me. She was still vaguely reptilian. Her slitted, glowing eyes blinked slowly and out of sync. Which seemed to surprise her as she shook her head, letting her tall ears flutter around. That then caught her attention, and she pulled at it with a squark.

“Stop that,” the kobold hissed, batting her hand away so she wouldn’t hurt herself.

The extremely feminine kobold shrank back with a small hiss of her own, before looking up at me with a mix of confusion and terror. She was about the same size as the rest of my goblins. Her body was entirely covered in scales, and she retained her digging claws and tail. Though her body was remarkably similar to that of the goblins. She was slender, but curvy, with a substantial bust. Though her breasts lacked nipples.

“Cold,” she trembled.

“Blath,” Srink snapped. “Pick her up.”

“What?” I gaped as the strange, scale covered woman cowered on the ground.

“Is she not pleasing to you?” The kobold god asked.

“Pleasing?” I frowned. “What has that got to do with anything?”

“They took the same deal I did,” Srink stepped closer to the cowed kobold woman. “Someone get her a blanket.”

Someone, I wasn’t sure who, rushed off to the bed, while Srink bent down to the terrified kobold on the floor. Bliz appeared and handed Srink the blanket. She tucked it over the kobold’s shoulders before looking up at me.

“What?” I asked.

“She needs you,” Srink gestured.

“Needs me?” I frowned.

Srink made an impatient growl. “Kobold. Lizard. She needs to warm up!”

That sank into my skull for a moment and I realized what she was talking about. Kobold were tunnelling creatures. But they slept in a pile to conserve body temperature, and routinely sent members to the surface to sunbathe and bring heat back to the rest of the colony. If she wasn’t warm, that meant she was at risk of illness and other problems. With the storm above, it was also impossible to warm her any other way.

I shot the kobold god a glare before moving forward. The woman trembled, though from fear or the cold, I wasn’t sure. I bent over, getting close as she looked up at me with confusion and terror written across her features. She was entirely alien, but at the same time, she was entirely understandable. She was strangely cute, in the same way the goblins were, while being entirely different from them.

I reached towards her, and she closed her eyes, as if resigned to some fate I was unaware of. Only for me to touch her shoulder for the first time. She felt almost icy beneath my fingers, and her eyes shot wide as she felt the warmth from my hand instead. She made a small noise before she shot from the floor into my chest. I huffed from the impact, and found myself trapped in the embrace of this small, icy woman. Entirely nude, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and her legs around my waist as she pressed herself fully into me with a moan.

“There now,” Srink sighed as she picked up the discarded blanket. One of the furs from the bed. “We’ll get you warmed up.”

“Cold,” the woman trembled again, before pressing her face into my chest.

“Arms, Blath,” Srink told me.

I nodded and wrapped my arms around her slender body. She was definitely all woman. Her body had all the curves I expected. The extras were strange, but not unappealing. The small tail of hers was still there, but much shorter than it originally was. It wiggled from side to side, shifting the blanket around. It forced me to cup her ass, just to control the thing as it tugged the blanket off her shoulders.

“Bring her to the bed,” Srink ordered.

I nodded and pushed myself up with one hand. I could have used both. The kobold was holding me so tightly there was no chance of her slipping free. There was just one problem.

“Where’s the god?” I asked as I looked around.

“They’re like that,” Srink huffed. “They’ll be back. This is probably some kind of test.”

I snorted and shook my head. The action made the kobold woman squeeze even tighter. She was shivering uncontrollably, and I could already feel her sapping away my warmth. The nest was really going to be the best place for this.

“I’ll get some stew,” Tyq scampered off to the cook pot while I carried our newcomer to the bed.

Srink directed me to sit, and I did so in the center. To my delight, she slumped down beside me, while waving for the others to join us. The kobold woman felt more figures huddling in, and her eyes went wide as she realized she was surrounded on all sides by green flesh.

“No hurt,” she trembled. “No hurt. I dig. Good kobold. Good dig.”

“Nobody’s going to hurt you,” I said without thinking. I had to admit, she was a cute thing and… well, that might have played a larger role in my thoughts. I’d spared the goblins because they were cute. If she looked like her kobold god, I’d probably have stomped her to death by now.

“I dig,” she shivered as she pressed her face into my chest. “Dig, dig, dig.”

“Shhhh,” I hushed her awkwardly.

“Dig,” she replied softly.

“She’s okay,” Srink smirked. “They’re like ants, all working to a singular goal which revolves around the idea of digging deeper into the earth to lay their eggs where it’s safest.”

“Good dig,” she nodded. “Dig, dig.”

“They just never really got beyond that point,” Srink sighed. “At least they’re still pretty much what was envisioned.”

“I’d have thought a god would have done a better job. Kobolds aren’t known for their brains or… well, anything, really.”

“The kobold are a new race,” Srink shrugged. “A first attempt. Their god is very young and acted impulsively, rather than relying on the advice of others.”

I tilted my head slowly as I heard the disgruntled tone in her voice. “And you did?”

Srink sighed. “I took the wrong advice from others. Advice that left me to be exploited. The kobold used me as their example of why they wouldn’t. There’s a certain sting to their existence, but not one I blame them for.”

“Dig, dig, dig,” the kobold nuzzled against my chest. “Warm. Dig when warm.”

“You’re fine,” I patted her head.

“This should help,” Tyq smiled as she approached.

The smell of it hit the kobold’s nose, and she looked up for a moment. Tyq offered her the bowl, and the kobold looked at it strangely.

“She can smell it, but likely doesn’t know how to eat it. You’ll need to feed her,” Srink said.

“Spoon,” Virt announced as she held out the utensil.

I stared at her for a moment and shook my head. Either she was clairvoyant, or saw this coming. There were wood shavings in her lap and the wood was a piece of kindling for the fire. She’d been silently working away. The spoon was rough, but it would do the trick, and Tyq used it to scoop up some stew.

“Here,” Tyq offered it to the kobold.

She sniffed and her eyes flicked around before she opened her mouth. Her teeth were sharp and angular, but far straighter and uniform than her gods had been. She had a thick tongue that darted out and lapped at the spoon before her eyes went wide.

“Ah!” she gaped, opening her jaw comically wide like a yawning snake.

“Oh,” Tyq paused in shock.

“Not so wide,” Srink tried.

The kobold understood and closed her mouth until it was still wider than a human could manage, but without being able to stick the spoon into the back of her throat without touching her teeth. Tyq leaned in, slipping the spoon into place.

Only for the kobold to clamp her jaw with a growl and bit the spoon in half. She shuddered softly and mewled as she chewed and swallowed, before pressing her face into my chest once more.

Virt sighed, and stood up, before making her way to the firewood pile once more.


Chapter
Four



“Is she really that attractive?”

“Huh?” I jerked and turned to Srink, who was grinning at me. I glanced back at the kobold and shook my head. “It’s not like that.”

“Really?” Srink looked over at the sight near the lip of the bowl.

After warming her up, filling her belly and settling in, the rest of our day in the grotto went by slowly. She never quite made it to a comfortable enough temperature to start digging. Despite my reluctance for the entire situation, I wasn’t entirely immune either. Having a very nude woman wrapped around your middle for half a day and a night had left me desperate to get my mind on anything else. Only for that nude woman to follow me to the surface and splay herself out like a conquered prize, right where I couldn’t help but see her.

“She is rather pretty though, don’t you think?” Srink asked.

I shook my head and kept up my work. In the light of day, she had pale green scales. As she soaked up the sun, they gradually darkened to a deep emerald, not unlike the rest of my goblins. Unfortunately, the moment her back reached that point, she turned over and now, as well as her splayed out legs, there were her perky tits warming in the sun.

“Is she dangerous?” I grunted as I hoed into the soft earth once more.

“Of course she is,” Srink laughed. “We all are. That’s the point of this place.”

I grumbled and shook my head. “You know what I mean.”

“She’s a runt,” Srink whispered softly so the kobold wouldn’t overhear. “Wherever she came from, she would have been the lowest rank in their society. Anything outside of her willingness to dig would have been beaten out of her. She would have been submissive, as well as perfectly replaceable. Their god is more concerned about their industrious nature. She was disposable, and therefore the most convenient to bring here.”

“Never would have picked that about kobolds,” I grunted as I swung the hoe once more.

“Never would have thought you’d get a goblin pregnant either, but here we are,” she grinned back.

I snorted and shook my head. I was nearly finished carving the rows. The rain from yesterday hadn’t washed anything away. The ground had enough plant matter still embedded that erosion wasn’t really a problem. Hopefully, it would have a good yield and–

“Dig?”

I jerked back as I spotted the kobold almost pressed against my side. She had an excited look on her face as she watched me. I couldn’t help but run my eyes over her. She wasn’t quite as stacked as the goblins, but she certainly wasn’t lacking in womanly features… Her tail flicked from side to side as she tilted her head and stuck out her tongue. That tongue was blue and rather long as she lapped at her eyeball.

“Dig?” I asked.

“DIG!” she yelped and slammed her claws into the ground.

One arm went back and a plume of dirt shot out, before I grabbed her around the waist and hauled her off the ground. She turned her head up to stare at me. It was like I’d kicked a puppy. Her tail drooped, the vertical ears on her head flattened, and she pulled her claws to her face as if trying to hide from me.

“Set her down, you great brute,” Srink sighed.

I did just that, putting her down once more. She sat, pulling her knees to her front as she hid her face in her hands. It reminded me of someone who was used to being flogged and… well, considering what Srink had said about her, that was likely the case. That… made me mad, and before I knew it, I was on my knees before her.

She knew I was close and began to tremble as I reached over. I rested my hand on the top of her quivering head and stroked her scales. They felt hot under my skin and I couldn’t help but admire how soft they really felt.

“Nobody is going to hurt you,” I told her.

She froze, and her ears twitched, before her hands parted. I could see two big eyes staring at me, before she gave an uneven blink, first one eye, then the other.

“Dig bad?” she asked in a whisper.

“Not bad.” I shook my head. “But special dig.”

“Special dig?” she brightened and lifted her head.

I removed my hand and smiled. “That’s right. Special dig. See how I’m digging these neat rows?” I gestured behind me. “These aren’t burrows, they are to plant seeds and grow food.”

“Dig?” she tilted her head. “Not dig, dig… Dig.”

“Do you think you can dig like I was?” I asked her.

She looked over and gave a small nod. “Dig.”

I grinned and stood to my full height. “Go on then. Show me how you dig.”

Her tail whipped back and forth frantically as she sprang to her feet. She darted around me fast enough to make me blink and question what she was really doing. Only for her to throw herself into the end of the furrow I had started. Her claws went in and she hauled back, splitting the earth with ease. Rather than continue down, she glanced my way, shuffled back a step, and did it again.

“That’s it,” I smiled. “Keep doing that.”

“DIG, DIG!” the kobold squealed and got to work.

“That was nice of you,” Srink patted my side.

“I just put her to work,” I grunted as I hefted my hoe.

“That’s not all you did,” Srink nudged me. “Still, you better make some marks, so she knows where to stop. Otherwise, we’re likely to wake up tomorrow and see this whole hill as one giant farm plot.”

“Oh,” I frowned as I watched the kobold moving quickly. “Yeah, that’s probably a good idea.”

I hurried along to the end of the rows and started carving an outline. The kobold, seeing what I was doing, became confused, until Srink explained what we were doing. After that, she tried to help with the marking first, but I sent her back to the rows when we couldn’t properly explain where we wanted the marks. By the time I had the marks set, the kobold was hard at work, and the rest of my goblins had come to the surface to join us for breakfast.

When they gathered around, there was a spare bowl for the kobold, complete with a fresh spoon courtesy of Virt. It was nice they thought of her and that was confirmed when I looked up and spotted the kobold trying her best to ignore the fact we had brought food while she worked.

“Come eat!” I waved for her to join us.

She frowned softly and stood before nervously shuffling closer. “Food?”

“Food,” I nodded. “Some for you.” I held up the bowl.

Her face broke into a wide grin, and the small, nude and scale covered woman slammed into my hip at full speed. I staggered slightly as she clung to me. I could feel her claws in my leg, tight enough to grip without breaking my skin. She opened her mouth like a baby bird and I shook my head.

“You need to learn,” I grumped and gently pried her free.

When I sat, she climbed into my lap. She was like a living furnace, though her temperature didn’t seem to bother her at all. She snuggled in and opened her mouth once more. I shook my head and picked up her bowl before placing it in her lap. Getting her off me wasn’t going to happen for the time being, so this would be it. I picked up my own bowl and scooped up some stew with a spoon. The kobold’s mouth opened in anticipation, but I brought it over her head and put it in my own mouth. The look on her face almost broke my heart, but she really did need to learn.

“You try.” I reached down and pushed her clawed hand to her bowl. She frowned in confusion as I tried to wrap her fingers around the spoon, and that made me think. “Srink, she’s not used to having fingers, is she?”

“No,” Srink frowned. “Most of this is very new for her.”

“Great,” I sighed, before setting my bowl down.

I turned her on my lap and set her on my leg so she could face me. Then I took her hand and lifted it to compare it to mine.

“Hand,” I told her.

“Hand,” she repeated.

“Good,” I smiled, before lifting the spoon. “Spoon.”

“Spoon,” she nodded, sounding slightly excited, despite a small rumble from her stomach.

I placed the spoon against her palm and closed her fingers around it. Then picked up my own to show her that I could do it too. “Hold,” I tried.

“Hold,” she stared at the spoon. “Hand. Hand. Hold. Hand dig?”

“Hand dig,” I nodded. “Hand hold spoon. Spoon eat stew.”

“Eat,” she grinned, before frowning. “Stew?”

“Stew,” I repeated as I picked up the bowl and showed it to her.

The kobold watched as I gently gripped her hand and dipped the spoon into the stew before bringing it to her mouth. She opened wide before remembering yesterday and closed her jaw again, letting me push the spoon into her mouth. She groaned softly as she licked the stew from the spoon and I let her hand go.

“You try,” I urged her, before picking up my own spoon.

She nervously watched as I took a bite of my own breakfast, before she slowly attempted it on her own. It wasn’t pretty, and I ended up with a bit of stew on my legs and loincloth. On her third try, she finally managed to get her spoon into her mouth without making a huge mess. Unfortunately for me, she celebrated by jumping up, which tipped the contents of her bowl over my entire lap. I grunted in pain at the heat before lifting her off. She saw what she had done and threw herself at the ground in a huddle and whimpered like I was going to beat her.

That settled whatever annoyance I had for the situation and I bent down beside her. “It’s okay,” I told her as I rubbed her head. “Mistake. I’m not mad. No hurt.”

“No hurt?” she latched onto those words harder than I appreciated. How often had she been beaten for things in her life?

“No hurt,” I promised. “You eat.”

I pushed my bowl to her and stood up once more. Her head rose as I walked away, and Srink shuffled over to the kobold’s side.

“Blath is good,” Srink patted her head. “Blath won’t hurt you. He wants you to grow.”

“Grow?” The kobold frowned. “Already grow. Could breed, but… Not good.”

Srink chuckled and shook her head. “Eat.”

I wasn’t aware of that conversation as I climbed down into the grotto. I was a mess, and the stew was sticky. Once in the dark of our home, I pulled the loincloth free and tossed it over to one side before I slipped into the cool of the bath. I sighed as the heat vanished, but that didn’t do anything for my mood. The kobold was a pretty thing. Despite being completely clueless, she was definitely feminine enough to catch my interest. Something that I was desperately trying to hide.

“She needs clothes,” I grunted.

“The kobold?” Virt’s familiar voice asked.

I opened my eyes and watched as she slipped the shirt over her head, tossing it on the floor beside her boots and pants.

“Coming to join me?” I asked.

Virt sniffed, then nodded. “You’re tense.”

“Am I?” I asked.

Virt nodded again, before walking quickly to the edge of the bath. “You should fuck me.”

I grinned and shook my head. “That’s not necessary.”

“Would you prefer I fetch the goddess?” Virt asked. “Maybe Chiq? You seem to enjoy fucking Chiq.”

“Maybe I don’t want to fuck anyone right now,” I sighed.

Virt gave me a strange look and tilted her head. “Why not?”

I watched as she sat down on the edge of the tub, letting her legs kick slowly in the water. She turned slightly, and raised one leg to rest on the side, while the other swayed back and forth. It took me a moment, and I tilted my head.

“Are you rubbing yourself?”

She nodded. “You’re not fucking me.”

“If you want me to fuck you, you should have said that, instead of just telling me to,” I grunted.

Virt shook her head. “Always want you to fuck me. Only offered now, because you’re tense. Nothing to do today. Other than fuck. It’s why I started carving.”

I nodded at that. We had several more bowls and spoons now. Before, it was just using our hands and whatever we could scrounge up. Still, as my thoughts returned to Virt, she was squirming slightly as her breathing began to hitch.

“Are you going to cum?” I asked.

“Yes,” she hissed.

I nodded. Then gripped her leg and pushed her over. She fell onto her side, where I took her hip and dragged her ass closer to the edge of the bath. She stared up at me with wide eyes as I slapped my cock down between her legs. It reached all the way to her bellybutton, and I grinned. She chewed her lip as I closed her legs and pinned her knees together. Her soft thighs squeezed my length while she took deep breaths.

Her eyes betrayed her pleasure as I slowly withdrew. My length slid over her sensitive clit, and her body trembled at the sensation. When the head of my cock reached that sensitive clit of hers, I switched direction and drove forward once more. Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped as her fingers gripped into the stone floor. When my balls pressed into her ass, she growled cutely, before whimpering as I began to withdraw once again.

“You’re not fucking me?” she grunted.

“Not yet,” I smiled. “Even with nothing to do, you’ve found a way to contribute to our home.”

“Bored,” she nodded. “Need something. Anything.”

“And that’s good,” I smiled as I began thrusting forward. “I’m just making sure you get the reward you deserve.”

“I deserve to be tortured?” she whimpered softly.

“You aren’t enjoying this?” I asked.

She gasped softly and shook her head. “No. I like it.”

“Good,” I smiled. “I’ll just keep going then.”

She let out a whimper before rocking her hips. I felt her shift, and pressed her thighs down, pinning her in place, before shaking my head.

“No, just lie still and enjoy it,” I told her.

I could feel the wetness of her pussy collecting on my balls with each thrust. I was slow, methodical, and despite her protests, she was getting closer and closer to finishing. The tight confines of her thighs, and the slippery texture of the top of her pussy, were doing things for me as well. She trembled and bit at her lips. Her claws dug into the floor and she shook her head from side to side. I kept up the slow pace of my strokes, dragging my cock over her clit, until she let out a whimpering cry. I smiled as I felt a spurt of liquid hit my balls before I began to retract. Her body jerked in place as I held her down. Virt’s eyes rolled back. The slow torment of what I was doing to her finally proved too much. So she was completely unaware that this was exactly what I was waiting for.

I slipped back, dragging my cock over her clit. Only this time, I drew back just that little bit further. Her pussy, throbbing and drooling over nothing, was my target. And with my next slow thrust forward, I speared directly into her. Her mouth opened to scream as she stretched to accommodate me. I silenced her with one hand, pressing my palm over her mouth, while I continued driving myself deep inside her.

“Think of this, like my own little play,” I smiled. “You like being watched, so I’m watching you.”

She managed to squeak out a high-pitched moan as I slid my cock fully inside her. That tight internal ring proved easy to penetrate, and I finally rested as my balls pressed into her ass. Her entire body throbbed around me and I savored the sensation as I stared down at her.

“It’s a shame. None of the others are here to help,” I whispered as I continued fucking her. “Stretch you out properly, just the way you like.”

Her eyes clenched, and her body pulsed. More liquid seeped out between us, and I could feel her core spasming rapidly as she ceaselessly came around me.

“Maybe I should,” I mused softly. “Just leave you here for a moment. Go find one of the others, so they can help.”

“Mmm!” Virt shook her head.

“Oh?” I chuckled. “You don’t want to share, or you don’t want to stop?”

“Mmm!” she grunted at that last one.

Which gave me an idea. I nodded slowly and gently released her. She flopped on the ground and sucked in a lungful of air as she rocked her hips.

“Don’t stop,” she grunted. “So good.”

“It is, isn’t it?” I smiled and stretched my arms over my head. “But I’m kinda tired. So I think I’m just going to stand here for a bit.”

“What?” Virt growled.

“Oh. Well, I figured if you’re so desperate that you don’t even want to stop and find some help, that maybe I should take a rest. After all, it’s you that I’m supposed to be watching. Maybe I want to see what you can do.” Virt groaned and began pulling herself off my cock. Taking hold of her leg, I shook my head. “I wouldn’t want to get cold. I might lose interest.”

She glared at me, like I’d slapped her, and shuffled back, driving my cock deeply into her. Virt’s breathing was slightly labored, knowing how much of me was wedged inside her was a turn on. The fact they loved it was even more so. Virt twisted, then started to roll. I felt the way my cock dragged around inside her, and the moans that escaped her lips told me she did as well. As she settled on her stomach, she raised her hips, giving me a lovely view of her ass.

An ass that she rocked back and forth, impaling herself over my cock with a series of small grunts. Her delightful green ass winked at me, and I palmed it gently as I pressed my thumb to the entrance. She slowed at my touch, and I tilted my head as I felt her fingers brush my balls. She was rubbing herself!

“If you stop, I’m going to go sit down and wait for you to finish,” I told her.

She growled angrily, but listened to my words and threw herself back, driving my cock deep. Truthfully, I was loving this. She was eager, extremely so. Her body glided back and forth over my cock and I watched with fascination as her body stretched to receive me so eagerly. To keep up her momentum, she had to press both hands against the floor, and I grinned as she threw herself back hard enough for a wet smacking sound to echo through the room.

“Can you hear that?” I patted her ass firmly. “Anyone who comes inside will know that sound.”

“Blath,” Virt trembled.

“Maybe one of them will come down. They’ll see you. Working yourself back and forth on my cock. Needy little goblin.”

She let out a whimper, but if anything she was now frantic at how quickly she threw herself back. I started concentrating on my breathing. She was delicious, and I couldn’t risk this ending now. She was close again. Her movements became rocky, and I grinned slightly.

“Don’t stop,” I growled.

“Nooo,” she moaned as she fell forward.

Her body throbbed around me. Her hips jerked and her legs slowed as she started to cum. I swatted her glorious ass with the palm of my hand, and that got her moving once more. Her cries increased, and I grinned as she started to shriek with each thrust back against me. It was all too much for me, though. I leaned in, taking hold of her hips. She didn’t react at all, still thrusting back against me as she came apart.

I decided she had done enough, and rolled her onto her back once more. She screamed as I dove my length from tip to balls into her stroke after stroke, before suddenly pulling out. I dropped my cock onto her belly and thrust up her glistening, sweaty body. The first pulse of my seed hit her in the chin. She gasped and closed her legs around my cock as I continued to pump white lines of my seed over her body. It ended up around her neck, on her tits and pooled over her stomach, as I finally slowed to a stop.

Virt lay still, one hand on the floor, the other covering her face as she panted heavily. She was beautiful, as they all were, and I smiled down at her.

“You didn’t breed me,” she mumbled. “Good.”

“Good?” I questioned gently.

Virt nodded, before moving her arm to look at me. “I am ready to breed with you. But I know that too many pregnancies will cause problems. I look forward to being taken anally for many months while my belly grows large with child.”

My cock twitched, and she grinned as she wiggled her legs, giving me a thigh job. I glared down at her. “You’re just trying to get me to fuck you again.”

“Yes,” she nodded.

“Well, just for that, you don’t get to clean yourself off then,” I grinned as I pulled back, taking my cock with me.

“What?” Virt sat up.

“That’s right,” I grinned. “You’re going to have to get dressed like that. That way, the others can all smell what I’ve done to you.”

Virt chewed her lip, and I noticed the skin around her face and chest darken in a blush. But she nodded her head and began pulling on her clothes. I watched her for a moment, making sure she knew that I was. My little exhibitionist was anything but shy, even if she acted like it. I slumped back in the bath and washed myself clean. Then, after dunking my head a few times, I stood up once more, to see Virt waiting with a fresh loincloth for me. I smiled and leaned in, where I could snag her wrist. She came willingly, and I kissed her gently.

“Was that what you wanted?” I asked.

She shifted around and gave a small nod. “And more.”

“Good,” I kissed her again. “Don’t let me do things you don’t like, though.”

“I liked,” she confirmed. “Maybe…”

“Maybe?” I prodded.

She huffed. “Maybe next time, you could do that at the farm.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Maybe, but we’ll see. If I fuck you up there, everyone will want a turn.” She frowned, and I pulled her into a kiss once more. “That wasn’t a no. I just need to be careful. The farm is important. I can’t spend my whole day breeding insatiable goblins. Even if you all desperately want me to.”

“So much,” Virt grumbled.

I grinned and climbed out of the bath, accepting my loincloth in the process. She waited patiently while I tied it in place, before I fetched another bowl of stew from the pot Tyq had left over. Breakfast in hand, the two of us made our way back to the surface. I grinned as I stared up at Virt’s ass while she climbed. Whether she knew or not, I didn’t care. She, like the others, was nice to look at.

We broke out onto the surface, and I stretched once in the sunlight. Srink and Tealz were seated under the tree in the shade. Chiq was nowhere to be seen, which wasn’t unusual for my delightful archer. Uz was… over with the kobold, mimicking the way she was digging, and not doing a bad job of it.

Tyq and Bliz were back to tossing out handfuls of seed. I smiled gently before taking a seat. Breakfast was good, even if it was late. In fact, that might be the point. I’d waited, and had my dessert first, which made breakfast all the better. I sat and watched as Virt strode past the two diggers, only for the kobold to whirl around with a glare.

Virt yelped as the kobold tackled her to the ground. I shot to my feet, breakfast abandoned for the second time, and rushed down to see what the problem was. The kobold looked to be nuzzling into Virt’s chest and stomach before whirling around to glare at me.

“Waste!” she hissed. “Goes inside! You waste!”


Chapter
Five



Ilooked over the goblins once more. I could see their classes lighting up. Their skills would come soon. They were little better than new recruits at this stage. Them having classes at all was a shock. Their movements and relevant skills suddenly became abilities. That came with benefits, like smoother action. More dexterous movements, or higher accuracy and strength. Still, there were three outliers. Uz, Tyq and now as yet the unnamed kobold. To my surprise though. It seemed like the latter had the makings of something.

It was like when I thought about it, something blurred in place. Like it was trying. It made me wonder what was going on. Even as I watched, she finished up the new row for planting. It was just about all we could spare. It was also the cue for Tyq and Bliz to carry over the sack of grain. The kobold took one look at the approaching goblins and bounced over to help.

She rather messily crammed her hands into the sack, before pulling out handfuls of seed. A lot of it poured out onto the ground, and I was about to go over and distract her. When the strange blur around her, solidified, and the kobold jerked in place.

“Wild Farmer,” I read the words. “I wonder what the difference between that and a regular farmer is?”

I made my way down, as the others gathered around her. She nervously looked around, like something had gone wrong. The others had taken notice as well, and when I arrived, Srink was patting her shoulder trying to reassure her.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

The kobold jerked and turned to me. “I felt it,” she shifted nervously. “Like a bang, but inside. Inside where…” she screwed up her face. “Words.”

That almost sounded like her speech had improved. That was something to think about. She mostly spoke in one or two-word sentences. They were simple words, but that was five words in a row. Not a linguistic masterpiece, but more than she’d ever managed before.

“Blath?” Srink turned to me.

I nodded. “Yeah, she did.”

Srink grinned. “What is she?”

“Wild Farmer,” I nodded. “Not sure what the wild part is. But a class is a class.”

“I have a class?” The kobold asked.

I looked at her and leaned down. “You’re talking better.”

She frowned, before her eyes went wide. “I… I…”

“While not as I had hoped, that is promising,” a familiar voice muttered.

I turned and regarded the strange kobold as my goblins parted to allow it closer. The kobold god stepped into our midst as the female trembled and got on her knees. The god smiled slightly at the gesture and leaned in, before taking her ear in hand.

“Not a particularly useful class,” it hissed, as the female winced in pain.

“Let her go,” I frowned.

The kobold looked up at me with a frown. “Why?”

“You’re hurting her,” I growled.

The kobold frowned, and looked down at the female. “Is this so painful?”

“No,” the female squeaked.

The god gave her ear a harder twist in response. Srink opened her mouth to protest, as I closed my hand around the kobold god’s neck. It let out a choked cry as I lifted it from the ground and stared into its eyes.

“STOP!” The female grabbed at my side.

I looked down at her, then back at the god, who was glaring at me with a furious expression.

“Understand,” I growled. “I have the Godslayer title for a reason.”

The kobold’s eyes narrowed, and I gently set them down on their feet once more. The female went to get on her knees again, but I took her shoulder and pulled her back instead. She trembled in terror, switching from the god, to me and back, before covering her face with her hands.

“I think I see now why they hate you so much,” the kobold hissed.

“They can hate me all they want. You put her in my care, I won’t let you or anyone else harm her.”

The kobold god stared at me before extending its tongue to lick its eye. Then it let out a hissing snicker and bobbed its head.

“So be it.”

I frowned, as it raised a hand. I felt that surge of power rush out and closed my eyes as a pulse of energy washed over the hill. When I opened my eyes, where the god stood, was now a trio of wide eyed kobolds. The same, goblin proportions, though one of them was clearly a male. The other two were female, and the trio froze in place seeing me looming overhead.

“If we cannot feed them. We could eat them,” Uz murmured.

The kobolds snapped around to stare at the goblin, their eyes wide with terror. I shook my head and let out a sigh. “Let’s get everyone into the grotto.”

“What about the planting?” Chiq asked.

“It can wait,” I grunted. “There’s four of them now.”

I turned and noticed the original female. She was staring at the three newcomers with dread. Her eyes snapped to me, and she rushed over, pressing herself to my side with a small chirp.

“You have others like you now,” I tried to pull her off. “You don’t have to be scared.”

She struggled a bit, but ultimately didn’t have it in her to fight. I gave her a little pat on the back and gestured for them all to follow while we made our way down to the grotto. We climbed down quickly, and despite their clear nervousness, the kobolds followed.

When we got to the bottom, Tyq gave the pot of stew a sad smile, before ladling it up into bowls. Those bowls, the other goblins passed out to the newcomers, who, like the original female, didn’t understand how to eat with a spoon. It was only now, once they were still and eating, I was able to appreciate the difference between them. The trio of new arrivals were all proportioned the same, but they were easily half again as big as my goblins. Which was much larger than their original bodies.

What I wasn’t expecting was for the male in the group to finish his meal, before reaching over and snatching the original female’s bowl. She, while using a spoon, had been taking her time, while watching me out of the corner of her eye. Her face twisted from anger, into resignation and my eyes narrowed on the male as he pulled back to enjoy his second helping.

At least, until my hand wrapped around his tail. He shrieked as I lifted him from the ground. The bowl of stew clattered to the ground, spilling the contents everywhere.

“WHY!?” he shrieked. “TAIL OUCH WHY?!”

I dropped him onto the ground, where he rolled, clutching his backside as he stared up at me with pain-filled eyes.

“That wasn’t your food,” I growled.

The kobold’s eyes bugged out, like I’d said something monumentally stupid. Whatever their culture was, it wouldn’t stand here. Not that part of it at least. I could handle their hierarchy bullshit, and how they liked to live underground. But theft was not something I’d tolerate under any circumstances. The two newcomer females had confused looks on their faces, but had still pulled away from me in fear.

With nothing further to say, I bent down and picked up the female’s empty bowl and brought it back to the pot. Tyq gave me a small nod as I refilled it, before bringing it back to its rightful owner. She stared up at me with wide eyes, as I placed it in her lap.

“Eat up. You have a lot of digging to do today,” I patted her head.

“DIG!” Chorused three voices.

In the end, I left Srink to deal with it. I knew this place needed to be expanded. But I wasn’t in the mood to deal with the kobolds right now. I couldn’t help but feel protective over the small female. After what Srink had told me, and what I had seen with my own eyes, I wasn’t even sure that I wanted her down there with them. She had a farming class after all, likely she’d be better off on the surface. The thought of digging though, I could see the way her tail flicked from side to side. It was likely an instinctual urge, and I left her to it.

Instead, I climbed back to the surface. Holding the side of my loincloth was the golem arm. The thing was still annoying to use, but it was handy to have a weapon that could hold on. There was no risk in losing it. Even if I didn’t fully trust it.

I gave my arms a stretch overhead, before taking the arm in hand. Its finger held onto my hand in an odd handshake. It provided excellent grip though and I swung it around experimentally.

“Y’know, when I asked for a decent weapon. I didn’t quite expect a club,” I grunted as I hacked through an invisible enemy.

I was used to wielding a blade. A club would do in a pinch. You couldn’t really go wrong if you had the strength to swing it. No amount of armor or shielding could protect you from a solid, well placed blow from a blunt object. Or if it did, you just hit them again until something broke. Clubs were nice like that. They were not that hard to make if you did break one. Fancy swords and polished armor on the other hand, really didn’t like being beaten with heavy objects.

I spun, swinging the arm around, before halting in place. Over the slopes, I could see the ascending smoke from a fire. It was small, likely a camp of some kind. But in the complete other direction to where the road was that we patrolled. It was also much, much closer. I thought about my options, before deciding to check it out. At best, it was something passing through on a less travelled road. At worse, it could be more slavers, or another attack.

Whoever they were, I needed to find them and make sure we weren’t in danger. The arm gripped my loincloth when I set it down, and I cast a look at the entrance to the grotto. It would be smart to tell someone where I was going. If I did, someone, probably Chiq, would want to come with me. My ability to track and stay hidden were much better than anyone else’s, and for that reason, I slipped away on my own.

I moved to the edge of the hill, before sticking my head out. I spotted more of those strange deer creatures on the next slope, but they were already moving off and would be well out of my way by the time they would have noticed me coming. With that, I slipped over the edge and made my descent down.

The sides of the slopes were all pretty much the same. The occasional tree, a shrub or a low lying bush. Until you reached the bottom, where the soil was dense enough to support the massive trees that lived in this world. Up above, it was warm, humid and filled with the sounds of chirping trees and buzzing insects. That cacophony of sound would increase as you descended, until you passed through the canopy of the forest below. Not all the forests were like this.

The areas that flooded more regularly had smaller growth, but no less life. The trees were regularly torn down in the fierce weather systems, and even now there was water flowing around the roots of the massive trees. It wasn’t enough to disrupt anything, but I did have a momentary panic about aquatic predators. In my old world, there were lizards, large enough to take an ox, or drag an entire wagon off a road. Then again, they always lived in very hot parts of the world.

This was warm, so it wouldn’t be out of the question. At the same time, it was also the wet season. Which traditionally, meant that this was the hottest it would get. Making most of the year too cold to support such creatures.

“Shit,” I sighed.

That also meant that the kobolds would have trouble keeping up their temperatures when the cooler months rolled around. I’d need to do something about firewood. We’d be burning a lot of it at this rate. Maybe even need to get the kobolds to cut trees, rather than dig tunnels. I shook off those thoughts and pushed through the trees. Each step had me sink to my knees in swampy, leaf litter. I had to climb over fallen trees, and more than once, I swore something moved against my legs as I waded.

Still, to my luck, nothing bit, stabbed or tore into me. Neither did I get the feeling something like that was going to happen. There was no doubt that there was something living in the water, mud and earth, but it was equally likely that they were just harmless fish, amphibians and other creatures common to the area. There was a whole lake nearby, and I hadn’t seen any signs of large predators.

The climb back up the other side brought me from the cool undergrowth, back into warm sunshine. The wet sensation on my legs dried off for the most part. The grass was always a little damp in these parts. I checked around, making sure nobody was watching me. It would do me no good to be spotted by something dangerous. We’d fought a bear to find a place to live before the attack. It would do me no good to bump into another by accident.

I shook my head at those memories. I was a bear of a man. That didn’t mean I was on par with the likes of nature itself. No matter how strong, swift or well-trained I was. I would never not be at the mercy of a sudden downpour, disease or creature of the wild. Being able to kill a bear, or a wolf, or any manner of creature, didn’t guarantee I’d manage it the next time. I was a hunter of goblins, there were plenty of monsters out there who were hunters of men.

I grunted at that thought. Was I still a hunter of goblins? My oaths didn’t hold me anymore. That title overruled everything. I was nothing but an Oathbreaker. Although Srink and the others didn’t care, it still mattered to me. Whoever gave me that title, I would kill to clear my name.

I was still in thought as I crested the slope. This one was much smaller than the one hiding the grotto. I thought it was likely just one spire, likely protected from the floods by the grotto. Still, what I wanted was just on the other side. I kept it slow, keeping an ear and an eye out for anything out of the ordinary. I didn’t know what I was about to run into. There was always the chance, it wouldn’t be down by the fire either. It could just as easily be sitting atop the slope waiting for me to come to it.

With that thought in mind, I slowed my pace as I reached the top. I moved only as the breeze rustled the grass and used the sound as a distraction to approach. I kept low, making sure that no part of me was an obvious target in case they had a bow or other range weaponry. My caution though, was unwarranted, as I stepped out onto the top of the spire, seeing nothing waiting for me.

I sighed in relief, before crossing to the other side. I could see the smoke was coming up from the ravine on the back. I had a small thought about it being a trap. Someone could have seen us moving in the area and set a fire to get our attention. Now that I was out, a few well-placed bows would be my destruction. I thought that was unlikely. The Paladin was gone and from the feeling of that unknown god, they wouldn’t be back. At least not this directly. They’d send people after me, sure. That would be a long term goal though. I doubted anyone would have gotten this far, this quickly. I’d even have bet it wouldn’t be until the dry season started up once more.

No… As I looked down the far end of the slope, I could see where the smoke was coming from. A thick patch of trees, right in the center. It made me think that either this really was a trap. Or it was someone unused, or uncaring about hiding properly. That was neither good, nor bad. Instead, I slipped down the slope as quickly as I could. If it was a trap, I was better off coming through at my own pace, than one that would make me an easy target.

I slipped beneath the canopy, and followed the scent of the smoke, trapped by the heavy undergrowth. The smoke wafted around in a few directions, picking its way up through the trees with the sparse wind at this altitude. I came in low, and closed in on the smoke. I wasn’t rushing, but I was moving faster than my original plan intended. I hurried along, seeing more dry spots on this section of the forest, which made more sense if they’d camped here.

I took hold of my weapon, and pushed through the trees, bursting out into the open. A fire laid ahead of me. Three men sat around it, who shouted and tumbled back. One put his hands in the hot coals and let out a snarl of pain, while the other two scrambled to their feet. One went for a long, battered sword on his hip, before the other grabbed his wrist.

“WAIT!” He shouted at his colleague.

The two stared at me, while the third, shot me an evil glare. I studied them for a moment, wondering what was about to happen. Before the sword holder’s eyes went wide.

“You!”

“Me?” I lowered my weapon slightly.

“You rescued us,” the first speaker smiled. “We were in those cages. You… you let us out. We ran, and ran and ran.”

“Looks like you made it,” I glared at the three of them.

I wasn’t entirely convinced they weren’t here on purpose. Their camp looked like it had been here a short time. They had a few basic structures. Mostly just holes dug, with logs and tarps thrown over the top. One looked like it was storage, and I could see where it had been repaired.

“Your wood get wet?” I gestured to the damaged building.

“Ah…” The sword holder finally began to relax. “Yeah. Is the smoke bad?”

“It’s how I found you,” I grunted at them.

“Shit, that’s not good,” the original speaker started.

The third began to complain about his burns, and at his whining tone, I turned and looked around even further. The construction looked like simple lean-to’s. They had built them into the ground a bit for more room underneath. What caught my eye though, was a flicker of movement. There were four buildings, clearly one for each of them, and the fourth for their equipment. I couldn’t see much more than wood, but there was enough to suggest they had some basic tools at least. What I couldn’t see, was any sign of livestock.

With caution running through my veins, I turned to the small building I had spotted the movement at, and strode over. The men, broke their conversation and shouted at me, before I took hold of the canvas flap at the front and ripped it open. I heard a shriek and spotted inside, a young woman. She was dirty, only partially dressed and had severe matting in her hair. More to the point, her eye was blackened and there were scabs along her arms and knees like she had been beaten and dragged.

I turned back to the men. The injured one was wrapping his hand in a strip torn from his own shirt. The speaker had gone still, and the one with the sword slowly drew his weapon.

“You can leave,” he told me. “We don’t want any trouble.”

“Who is she?” I pointed at the hut.

“Nobody important,” the sword holder said firmly.

I glared at him, before noticing the one with the injured hand, was now subtly loading a crossbow he’d placed on the ground at his feet.

I nodded slowly, before dropping to one knee. It made the two men focusing on me, pause in confusion. But it also got the attention of the woman in the hut.

“Miss,” I whispered. “Do you need help?”

She let out a soft whimper, and I tightened my grip on my weapon as I heard the one word reply.

“Yes.”

The sword wielder flicked his blade to the ready as I went from a knee, into a full sprint. He held the blade up like I was going to skewer myself on it. It also made me think he wasn’t actually trained to use it. Or at least, he wasn’t trained to duel with it. Plenty of soldiers were trained to stand in lines and swing without much thought. It was effective when in a formation, but utterly useless when dealing with someone trained to take their opponent apart individually.

I sidestepped, far quicker than the man could react. Stepping inside his reach, I drove my elbow into his neck, crushing his windpipe. The man on the ground with the crossbow spun around, raising his weapon as I smashed it to pieces with my arm shaped club. He yelped, as the impact jarred his already burned hand. I followed it up with a vicious kick to the chin. His teeth shattered and blood spurted out from between his lips as he went down with an agonal howl.

The third man seeing this all go down, turned and ran for the hills. Literally in this case. I bent over the dying swordsman, and picked up his battered blade. It was bent, and chipped in a couple places. Not a good weapon, and likely something he took from the slavers camp on the way out. Still, as I pulled back, and whipped it forward. It hummed just as expected as it tumbled end over end. The blade fell a little more than expected, and rather than pierce the center of the man’s chest, it sank into his lower spine.

He cried out in pain, collapsing in a heap where he rolled down out of view. I heard a soft splash, followed by the sounds of a man struggling in water. I shook my head, and strode back into the center of the camp. The swordsman was twitching softly as he lay on the ground staring at the sky. I ignored him as I turned to the crossbow wielder. That one was staring at me in horror. He rolled onto his stomach and started crawling away. I shook my head. These men started as slaves, but were little different from those who captured them at all.

I pressed my foot into the small of his back, and ignored the pained wheeze as I forced the air from his lungs. I raised my club overhead, and brought it down, caving in the back of his skull with a single blow. When I turned, I spotted the woman, cowering within the hut. She stared at me with wide eyes, and I gave her an encouraging smile. Which… come to think of it, was likely horrifying for her.

“It’s safe,” I told her, as the sound of water splashing began to slow. “Are there any more?”

“No,” she wiped her eyes. “What are you going to do to me?”

I sighed. “That depends. How far do you think you can walk?”

She let out a whimper and I moved off to check the one in the water. I found him face down. In a small puddle. From the mud, I could tell that he’d tried to hold his head up using his hands. That mud was deep, and he would have been sinking the whole time. The sword in his back had hit the spine, which prevented him from being able to roll properly. He didn’t budge when I nudged him with my club, so I left him there. The sword wasn’t worth anything. But then…

I grinned to myself and took the hilt. Drawing it out of the corpse, I noted that even that didn’t get a response. Still, for my own amusement, I decided to test how much the arm hated me. I set it down, before placing the sword in the hand.

Before my eyes, it took hold of the blade, and twisted violently. The golem arm stretched, straightened and shifted around, until it mimicked the shape of the sword, but on a larger scale. It still looked like the same material, that strange claw substance. Now though, rather than a club in the shape of an arm cut off at the shoulder. I was looking at something far more reminiscent of my favorite weapon.

I was cautious as I bent down and picked it up. The fingers went limp, and the old sword fell away. I took that familiar grip. The weapon was still odd. The hilt was still a hand that gripped me back even as I held it. I was distracted from further checks, as I heard a small yelp of pain. I turned and saw the woman, holding her ankle where she had just twisted it in her fall.

“I suppose I’ll just have to carry you then,” I sighed.

The woman gave me a fearful look, but didn’t say anything else.


Chapter
Six



“Oh… gods,” the woman trembled.

I let out a sigh as Chiq, Uz and Tyq, along with the wild farmer, kobold, all turned as I stepped over the top of our home. They stared, with open mouths, while the woman in my arms began to weep.

“Please?” she begged. “Please, no.”

“Nobody’s going to hurt you,” I said loud enough that the others would hear.

“They’re monsters,” she squeaked.

“And you’re kind of a bitch,” Chiq snorted.

That made the woman in my arms snap her head around in shock. She stared at Chiq and the others before the kobold tilted her head.

“Not eat, pretty lady?” she asked.

“No eating people,” I smirked. “Besides, she probably won’t be staying very long.”

“I’m not?” the woman in my arms turned to face me.

I looked at her and frowned in confusion. “I’m sure you have someone out there waiting for you.”

She slowly shook her head. “N-no… my father fell on hard times. He’s all I had before…”

I sighed. “How long?”

“Six winters.” She closed her eyes. “I was captured along with the others. Then we got out, and I went with…” she shuddered and I sighed.

“Can one of you run down and make sure there’s a safe place for her to rest?” I asked. “She’s injured and could do with a good meal.”

I carried her around the farm, before glancing up as a few drops of rain splashed across my face. I could see clouds coming over. The others rushed ahead, opening the hidden entrance to the grotto. The woman in my arms was still terrified, but clearly resigned to whatever fate she had imagined. In all my years, slavery was one of the worst things I had ever encountered. No matter the intent of those in control, there was never a time or place where abuses failed to happen. Slaves could have a good master, but that didn’t make them any less of a slave.

I smiled gently, and the woman in my arms looked up at me.

“Why are you smiling?” she asked tearfully.

“Because for the first time in my life. I’m not living under someone else’s rules,” I told her.

Getting the woman into the grotto was another hurdle. She was compliant, though. Clearly terrified about what was happening, I was calm and gentle with her as I helped with the descent. I went first, climbing backward to support her as she slid down after me. It wasn’t quick, nor was it easy. When we finally reached the bottom, I pulled her into my arms once more and led her into the dimly lit grotto.

She looked around, as if imagining horrors. I could see Srink and the others huddling around the fire. Tyq was getting more of the stew ready. What I couldn’t see was where the other trio of kobold had gone. I could hear the sounds of scratching and digging, but not where it came from. Ignoring that for now, I brought her to the bath and set her on the edge.

“Rest your foot in the water. It’s cool and will help,” I told her, before moving away.

I crossed to the fire, where the others were huddling around. Srink looked up at me and smiled. “Well?”

“Spotted smoke,” I shrugged and watched as Tyq stirred some more dried meat into the pot. “I went to investigate. Found a group of survivors from the slave camp.”

“Slavers?” Srink asked.

I shook my head. “Slaves. They… They had her bundled up inside their shelter in the condition she’s in.”

Srink growled and looked at the woman, who was staring at them. It appeared that while she was still terrified, she was more confused than anything right now. Considering the condition I found her in, it was likely that she expected everything I had told her to be a lie.

“Here,” Tyq nudged me, gaining my attention.

I took the offered bowl and smiled before taking it over to the woman. She waited with a nervous smile as I brought it to her. She didn’t take the bowl when I offered it, so I set it down beside her.

“I don’t need to earn it?” she asked.

“Earn it?” I frowned.

She made a pointed glance towards my crotch and I let out a sigh. “If I wanted that, I have plenty of goblins who take care of me,” I sighed. “Eat your food. Srink, the golden-haired one will look at your ankle.”

“Will I?” Srink asked as she slipped in behind me. “My, you’re a pretty one.”

The woman cowered slightly and Srink t’sked before nudging the bowl closer. “You eat. I’m going to get in the bath and make sure your ankle isn’t worse than it looks.”

“We’re not going to hurt you,” I promised the woman, before turning away.

There was no reason for me to stick around. There was nothing to do here but sit and relax, or fuck my way through a series of goblins. I thought about looking for the kobold, but decided against that. The new trio wasn’t anything I wanted to deal with, and… well, the original— who still needed a name—was down with the others, ignoring those of her own kind.

Instead, I wanted to check on the storm. I could hear the pounding of rain far above as I climbed. Once again, I marveled at how well the slopes deflected the water. None of it seemed to come through. Still, there was a purpose to me going out. I hauled myself to the surface, and for a moment was blinded by a flash of lightning. It struck a spire off in the distance, but with the altitude, it lit up the sky and blinded me for a moment.

I swore and let out a laugh before pulling myself out of the hole. I looked around as the rain came down in sheets.

“So, where are we going?” Chiq asked.

I yelped and pulled back, spotting her standing beside me. With her was Uz and the smiling face of our friendly kobold.

“Want to give me a hand?” I asked.

“Uz just wanted fuck,” Uz shrugged. “Uz help.”

I snorted and gave her a grin. “Come on. The camp is nearby. I didn’t get a chance to search it properly, and at the least, there’s a bunch of wood we can bring back.”

“Is it that important?” Chiq asked.

“Not really,” I admitted. “But if this rain keeps up, the flooding will start and it’ll all be washed away.”

That was enough for them, and the four of us went around the farm. We hurried down the side, taking much less time now that I wasn’t worried about being spotted. Nobody out in this weather would spot us unless they were close enough to shout. We quickly descended before climbing up the next slope. I checked over my shoulder, making sure they were all keeping up. The kobold was the slowest, but she smiled every time she saw me watching, so I pushed on.

We crossed the second slope without a concern, and the four of us descended into the trees of the small camp. It was just how I left it. A few corpses and the structures. No signs of animals, or anyone else. The rain came through the treetops, splattering about in the muddy bottom.

“Alright!” I called. “Let’s make this quick! Check the huts and gather anything worth taking. We’ll want some of the firewood, at the very least!”

The goblins nodded before rushing off. I made for the closest structure. It was the one I spotted the young woman in. Pushing aside the flap, I slipped in. Without the sun, it was dark. I could also immediately tell that this was a sleeping area. There was a bundle of leaves and sticks that made an uncomfortable bed. I could also tell that it was made large enough for several people. I felt angry thinking about what they had done to the woman, but kept my mouth shut as I searched.

It was rather bare. A scattering of objects lay about. A bowl, a block of wood that looked like a stool. As I dug through everything, I pricked my finger on something pointy and pulled my hand out. There wasn’t any blood, but something was in there. I lifted a pile of sticks that looked like they were part of a frame. Beneath, I found a small figure. A doll. Made of small sticks, twisted grass, and it had a tuft of hair wrapped around it.

I wasn’t sure what it was. But the effort had gone into making it, and the only person I could think that would have done so was the woman. Rather than leave it, I tucked it into the waist of my loincloth and crawled out into the rain. The others were moving around. The kobold was bringing wood out of the storage structure and stacking it outside. Chiq had found an ax with a broken handle and was setting it down beside the stack.

Uz was working through the structure she was in. Rather than sorting, she was just tossing everything outside. Most of it was just bits of wood, but a shirt and a small knife made the trip. I went back to the structure I was checking and ripped the tarp down. It was made of woven reeds, but it wasn’t something they’d made here. Likely they’d taken it from the slaver’s camp after we fled.

I laid it out and dropped everything we wanted to keep on it, including the doll. Then started stacking it with the firewood the kobold kept bringing out. The others soon joined her. There wasn’t a huge amount. It would be a help, though. Firewood was something we’d have to travel for, regardless. Having it pre-cut like this could only work in our favor. When we had it all, I rolled it up like I had with the furs and the reed mats on our first rainy walk together.

With a grunt, I tossed it over my shoulder and gestured for the others to follow. We crossed through the trees, and my foot plunked into a large puddle.

“We need to hurry,” I called out. “The water’s starting to rise!”

That got them moving, and they hurried alongside me. I led the way back. Thunder rumbled in the sky, and a flash of light behind us reminded me the storm was still going strong. Water was pouring down the slope, making our trek up more difficult. Still, we made it to the top without issue and began our descent.

This side must have been a lower point. It had less debris than that of the camp, which made sense. I could already see a fast-moving stream at the bottom. We’d still be able to cross, but at least Uz would need some help. She was terrified of water, especially after the floods we’d crossed. Something she confirmed as she clung to my side as we got to the bottom.

“Come on,” I gestured for her to follow.

I stepped into the water, checking the depth. It came up to my thighs as I sank into the grassy bottom. It wasn’t enough to dislodge me, but the water flowed uncomfortably fast. I rolled my shoulders and threw the pack of wood and other materials to the far side, where it thumped against the bank. Then I looked back at Uz. She gave me a nervous smile, but came forward. I took hold of her hand, and with a small jump, she hopped into my arms.

“I have you,” I smiled.

She nodded, and pressed her lips into my own, before I gave her a light toss to the far side. When I looked back, I was just in time to catch Chiq, who slammed into me with a full body hug. Her mouth closed over mine and she moaned deliciously. I laughed and pulled her away before tossing her to the far side. Last but not least was the kobold. She was nervous, and shied away from the edge, before I moved closer and held out my hand.

“Keep me safe?” she asked.

Her talking really was getting better. I wanted to reassure her. So I smiled and gave her a nod. “I’ll keep you safe. I promise.”

She nodded and came closer. I scooped her into my arms and crossed the rest of the way over, before gently setting her down on the far side. She clung to me for a moment before suddenly leaning in. Her lips, while firmer than a goblin’s, still felt natural as she kissed me. Uz and Chiq giggled as I stood there for a moment, and the kobold squirmed free and moved away.

I let out a sigh as the others began to climb up for home. Bending to pick up the bundle, I completely missed when the kobold slipped and fell back. She let out a shriek, echoed by Chiq and Uz. I turned too late as I watched her plummet into the stream. Her body went down as she tumbled, unable to control herself.

Without a second thought, I charged after her. She thrashed, screaming in terror as I raced after her. The water worked against me, and I pulled myself up onto the bank to pick up speed. She was squealing and taking on water. Her hands waved about as her body tumbled into the water. I was getting ready to jump in when we reached a section where the stream split to go around the slope we had climbed just before.

To my horror, the current swept her away from me in an instant. Her cries vanished as she went into the turbulent water. So I leaped. With all my strength, I launched myself after her. Aiming for the spot I saw her last, I crashed into the water. It was filled with debris. Sticks, leaves, large branches. I crashed through it into the turbulent water below. There, I felt something smack against me. With my eyes closed, I couldn’t see it, but I reached out in that direction.

My fingers brushed against something soft, and I took hold. Only for a set of sharp claws to slam into my wrist. With the kobold in my grip, I yanked her towards me, and kicked for the surface. I broke through, pulling her up with me. She made a horrible choking noise and began to vomit water. With her lungs free, she began to wail terribly.

We’d been swept away by now. I could see Chiq and Uz standing on the bank, shouting. I raised one hand to wave before the current swept us completely from view. The kobold was clinging to me in terror. I could see flashes of red where her claws had punctured my skin. Not that I cared. I just needed to get us out. It didn’t matter where. We just needed to be free of the river before it choked up with too much wood. It was a struggle to swim and push debris out of the way. I wasn’t making good progress at all.

We were pushed between slopes until I spotted a grove of trees. We were heading right for it. I kicked hard and picked a low-hanging branch. I lunged, catching it with my fingers, before the deluge of water ripped it from my hands. The two of us crashed back into the water. The kobold’s scream cut off as we tumbled. We bounced off the bottom, and I kicked off, sending us to the surface once more. The kobold was crying, while desperately clinging to me.

That’s when I spotted it. A large log fallen across the stream. It was on an angle, and the debris carved out around it. I kicked and dragged myself into position before I slammed into it. The pain of the wood slamming into my back had me snarling as I climbed. The kobold squealed again as the pressure crushed me into her. I moved quickly, ignoring how cold I was and dragged the two of us free.

I let out a sigh of relief as we came free of the water. A final branch twisted as it struck the trunk and swatted my leg as if giving me a final send off. With a growl, I moved up a little higher before looking down at the kobold clinging to my chest.

“You okay?” I asked.

Her eyes cracked open, and she looked around before pressing her face into my chest once more. In the stillness, I could feel how hard she trembled. That’s when it hit me. I was cold. That meant she was freezing.

“Fuck,” I grunted.

Looking around for somewhere to go, there really was only one option. I crawled along the branch. It wasn’t quite angled to the bank, but there was a chance I could jump. A chance. When I got there, I wasn’t so sure. I crouched for balance as the log shifted, and I took the kobold under her arms. She clung to me tighter, and I growled as I took hold of her ear. That did the trick, and she looked up at me.

“Let go,” I ordered.

Her face twisted and my heart just about broke as she began crying once more. I’d never seen a kobold cry. Screaming, running, making noise, yes. Right now, I was watching tears rolling down her cheeks. I felt awful, but this needed to be done.

Placing one hand on her ass and steadying her with the other. I didn’t give her a moment to think about what I was going to do before I threw her. She screamed as she tumbled through the air, only to land on the bank, several feet from the water’s edge. She scrabbled for higher ground before rolling over to see where I went.

Now it was my turn. I didn’t have a way to build any momentum. To make matters worse, I could feel the branch shifting beneath me. With nothing to lose, I swung my hands back, then forward and launched myself as far as I could. It was a decent jump. I almost made it too.

I landed on the edge of the bank. The water swept my legs out from under me. I snarled as I fell down and began to roll. I felt a sharp spike of pain as something dug into my wrist. The kobold desperately trying to pull me in.

It was working.

She gave me just enough stability that I was able to kick off the bottom and get my chest out of the water. From there, the current pushed my legs around, which naturally pushed more of me onto the bank. The kobold chirped and dropped to her knees beside me. I watched as she curled over herself, wrapping even her tail in to conserve heat. Even out of the water, we were still in trouble. It wasn’t going to be pretty, but I had a solution.

Sitting up, I turned back to the raging river and got to work. I yanked off my loincloth and used it as a net to snag as much wood as I could. With that, I brought the bundles of sticks and mud higher on the bank, before piling it up. I spotted the kobold moving to the water as if to help, but I picked her up and sat her beside the lump I was creating.

“Stay!” I ordered.

She nodded and pushed her head between her knees as she shivered uncontrollably. I worked quickly. Bringing more and more material up. My structure didn’t need to last. It just needed to break the wind and give us a chance to warm up. I created a wall before wrapping it around. As I built it up, I used longer sticks to create a roof structure and continued pilling more on top. In the buff as I was, I was shivering myself. The space inside was going to be tight. But that was the point. I upended my loincloth one final time, adding a layer of mud to the top before dropping to my knees.

I could just see the kobold inside. She was huddled and laying on her side. Her knees tucked to her chest, but her eyes were open as she stared at me. I crawled in before stuffing my loincloth around the entrance, blocking just that little bit more rain. The inside of the structure dripped occasionally, but would hold for now. If powerful gusts of wind ripped through here, that would be the end of it. Same as if the water rose too far.

For now, though, it was all I could do. I reached for the kobold, and she opened her arms. I pulled her close, and felt the way her body trembled. We were both completely in the nude as I held her against my chest. She made a shrill chirp and clung to me.

“You’re safe,” I told her. “Just like I promised.”

She nodded and tightened her grip. Truthfully, after all the travel, carrying both the woman and the bundle of useful equipment and now the struggle in the river, I was bone tired.

“Rest,” I told her. “Time for rest.”

I drifted off for a while. Her trembling slowed as the temperature within the shelter increased. The rain was still coming down, and we were far from staying dry. The wind caused the shelter to shift slightly, and a bit of dirt fell in. On the whole, it was uncomfortable, but paired with our exhaustion. The two of us were able to sleep for a time.

At least until I heard a surprised chirp. My eyes snapped open, and the kobold was still in my arms. She was staring down between us, and I frowned, before I felt a cool pair of hands wrap around my cock.

“Warm,” she whispered.

“Yes,” I grunted. “Now, would you–”

“Need inside,” she pressed her hand to my mouth. “Not outside. No waste.”

Her hands began to push my cock lower, and I started to move. This wasn’t going how I expected it to. I wasn’t even sure if this was a good idea. But the cool, slick sensation of her opening temporarily short-circuited any complaints I may have had.

“Warm,” she trembled. “Warm inside.”

I grunted and let out a sigh. “Tell me if this hurts.”

I placed one hand on her shoulder and pushed down as I rocked my hips up. Her body stretched, and my cock began to enter her. She jerked slightly, and I paused before she let out a gasp.

“Warm! More!”

“More?” I chuckled.

“More, Blath,” she locked her eyes on me. “More!”

I nodded and tightened my grip once more. Sinking further inside her, I felt the strangeness of her insides. She wasn’t hot like the goblins. She was cool, with an odd gravely texture. Like she was lined with smooth river stones. It massaged my cock as I pushed in, and she nuzzled closer.

“More,” she repeated with a whine in her voice.

I grunted as I pushed her down further. My crotch met hers, and I was fully seated inside her. She squirmed, and I could feel all the little movements she made. It wasn’t like the goblins, where a second opening allowed me entrance. This was… one singular shaft. I tried not to think about their anatomy. I was good where I was. At least, until she opened her eyes.

“More.”

I chuckled and held her close. Before I gently rocked my hips. It wasn’t a deep stroke that I could achieve, but I could feel the way her inner walls clenched and squeezed me with each thrust. She mewled and nodded her head.

“More!”

“Really?” I grunted.

She smirked at me and nodded. “More.”

Without limited space, I shifted onto my back. There was barely enough room to lie like this, and I kept her pinned to my chest. However, it provided me with enough leverage to thrust up into her.

“Good,” she whined.

“You like that?” I chuckled as I thrust firmly up into her.

She nodded and let out a shuddering cry. “New… New good.”

“New?” I slowed.

She let out a growl and nodded. “Not feel good before. Males… Males enjoy. Females… No.”

I looked her over. She was built entirely different from the kobolds of home. They were basically upright lizards. Right now, she was shapely and curvy, like one of my goblins. Perhaps that had something to do with it. In either case, I had an idea.

She frowned as I pushed a hand down between us. She lifted her hips slightly. Not enough to get off my cock, but enough to give me room as I turned my wrist and pressed my fingers into her pussy. I felt around, feeling a small nub. Her breath hitched, and she pressed her crotch down into my hand.

“Good,” she whimpered.

I grinned before shifting my grip to her hips. With a quick yank, she gasped as my cock slid out of her. She tried to fight as I rolled her over before I pushed her back down. As she found my cock pressing up into her, she relaxed once more, before sighing in pleasure as I slid deeply into her once more.

I reached down, prying her legs open to flop either side of my own. Then gave her an experimental thrust. She gasped softly before rolling her head to look at me.

“Why like this?” she asked.

I cupped her cheek to keep her looking straight at me with one hand. The other, I pressed between her legs. As I thrust up into her, I pressed my fingers into her clit once more. Her eyes bulged as I swirled them, and she let out a sharp gasp. Without thinking, I pulled her closer and kissed her. She chirped in shock before kissing back as I continued massaging her clit. I didn’t even need to thrust up at this point. She rocked her hips, driving her pussy up and down on my cock at a speed far faster than I was originally comfortable with. Her chirps turned to moans, but her lips never left my own.

I could feel my end boiling up. I could feel her tail trapped against my stomach as it vibrated furiously. Her body heaved, and I felt her tunnel clench down around me. Those small protrusions inside pulsed and vibrated, sending me over the edge. I pumped my seed deep into her as she screamed out a single word.

“MORE!”


Chapter
Seven



Ismiled as I stroked my hand down her side. Her soft snores filled the tiny space. I could only barely hear them over the sound of the wind and rain. I’d have given anything to light a fire. There just wasn’t a chance of it. I kept having to check the water level of the river. It rose for a while, but seemed to have steadied itself in the last few hours. With that, my mind was now trying to shift back to getting home again. That is… until the kobold fell asleep against me.

After that first time. I had her again. Then again. And again… Until finally, with small, uncomfortable whimpers, she begged off, before growling that she would want me once more when she awoke. Her scales were a darker shade than they were. I hadn’t noticed at first how pale she was when we came out of the water. It was an obvious sign that she was recovering from the ordeal.

Truthfully, her affection was hard to ignore. Despite wanting almost constant sex for several hours, she was clearly in it for more than just the physical action. Lots of small kisses, and touching, came along with it. Even her tail seemed to move. If I took her from behind, either it was wiggling frantically as she cried out, or if I took her from the front, it was laid down between her legs to touch me. I had a stray concern here and there that she might do something uncomfortable with the small appendage.

Either it didn’t cross her mind yet, or it really was just her intention to touch me with it. I didn’t know a lot about kobolds. My only conclusion was that touching tails was something they did to show affection. A few races did things differently. Orcs liked to rub noses and foreheads. Beast folk would lick, gently bite or even groom one another. All manner of creatures showed affection in different ways. Which made me wonder if that was a way to determine the values that the gods wished.

The goblins were almost entirely devoid of affection. Fight, fuck, or kill and eat was just about all they knew. Even my lovers, who hadn’t almost been victims of cannibalism, had no happy childhood memories. It was all fighting for survival until they were old enough to fuck. The kobold at least, if I was guessing correctly. They were deprived of close familial ties, but retained a close tie with the nest itself, almost like an extended family. The other three who had come to this world seemed to be most comfortable with themselves.

“But you,” I stroked her side, earning a sleepy chirp. “You prefer our family dynamic.”

She snoozed on as the walls of the shelter shook under a gust of wind. I glanced down at the flap I’d left to cover the entrance. I risked a peek, lifting it with my foot. The river still raged below. It wasn’t getting any higher, though, and as quickly as I lifted it, I dropped it once more. A surge of cold air came in. I curled my body protectively over the kobold as she pressed back, seeking more warmth.

The ground was still cool and damp. But the confined space within this temporary structure was warming it quickly. The air was almost warm, and so long as she kept close, we would be fine. Which was the problem. The storm hadn’t abated. What rain had fallen far upstream was likely finished. But it still fell here. That, along with the rain, would strip her of her warmth. We could either try to wait out the storm, which could take hours, or possibly days, at this stage. Or I could try to find a way to move us sooner. Which would mean risking the kobold’s life.

“You need a name,” I grunted.

“Mmm?” came the sleepy reply.

“Sorry,” I stroked her side as she stretched and rolled to face me.

“You name,” she mumbled and pressed her face into my chest.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as she wriggled and settled in against me.

“You don’t have names where you come from?” I asked.

She gently shook her head and made a soft noise. In either case, her meaning was apparent. I had to name her.

“Do you want to wait until we get home? Have the other’s help?” I asked.

“No,” she mumbled without lifting her face from my chest. “Blath mate… Blath you. You name.”

“You’re getting better with speaking.” I smiled and ran my hand down her back.

“Speaking good,” she mumbled. “Can tell Blath to mate. Blath mate, good. Mate?”

I sighed and looked down at her. She was staring up at me with a hopeful expression. “Are you still sore?”

“Mate gentle?” she tried again.

I chuckled and leaned down to kiss her. She accepted that, but still pouted when I pulled back and shook my head. It was going to be interesting when I got back. Having two of Chiq, or even Uz, was going to be a handful. Not that my goblins were anything other than amorous. But if the kobold was anything like that pair, I was going to be hard pressed to do much more than plough, tight green or scaly pussies. Not that I wouldn’t enjoy that kind of life. I just preferred to switch things up every now and then. A walk in the forest, a good hunt or a test of strength. Then yes. All the tight, wet holes I could sink my cock into.

I coughed and shifted slightly, not wanting to make it obvious that I was growing a problem that she would likely want to correct. Instead, I focused on the only other thing I could think of.

“Luck,” I smiled. “I suppose that has a lot to do with all this.”

“Luck?” she asked.

I nodded. “Luck. It’s what we call things that happen by accident that are good.”

“Like what?” She asked.

“Well…” I frowned. “It was luck that kept me alive before coming to this world. Luck led me to Srink and the others. Luck helped me survive the attack on our home, finding the grotto and finally. It was luck that brought you to me, instead of some other kobold.”

“Luck,” she smiled. “I like luck.”

I stroked her head and sighed gently. “Can’t just call you luck, though. That would be confusing. And Lucky is a name for a male.”

“Not male,” she giggled, before her tail thumped on the grass. “Not male,” she repeated.

“Definitely not,” I smirked. “Luciel.”

She pondered the name before smiling. “Name… me Luciel?”

“If you like it,” I smiled.

She made a small chirp. “I… Luciel.”

“Luciel it is,” I smiled as thunder rumbled in the distance.

The shelter rocked suddenly, and the howl of the wind picked up outside. I grunted angrily as part of the roof opened, letting in a gust of cold air. Luciel screamed in shock. Grabbing her around the middle, I shoved her against the wall where the wind would hit her less.

“Stay!” I ordered.

She nodded as I slipped out of the entrance once more. The rain was coming down hard, and the trees were whipping around. The storm had picked up once more. I didn’t know if the waterline would as well. But the structure needed some repairs. I ignored my nudity and rushed to the water’s edge for more sticks. Scooping them up by the armful, I returned to the structure. The wind and rain cut into my skin, but I ignored it as I piled sticks back atop the structure to block the wind. Then I returned to collect more mud. I was more thorough with it this time. I scooped handful after handful onto the roof, smoothing it down to make it hold shape. The wind was howling, and I knew that with the rain, the mud would wash away and the structure would come apart once more.

That was something I’d have to worry about later. For now, I hurried back to the water and rinsed my arms before hurrying back to the entrance. I pushed through, gasping at the surge of warmth inside. Luciel was curled up, waiting for me. As soon as I appeared, she opened her arms, and I crawled close.

“Luciel warm,” she nodded. “Blath keep Luciel warm. Luciel… I, keep Blath warm.”

“Okay,” I chuckled, as she nudged me onto my back. The nude, and rather curvy kobold climbed onto my belly and spread herself out like a blanket. Her arms and legs draped either side, and I could swear, I could feel something damp and warm leaking from between her legs onto my crotch.

“Need more warm,” she muttered to herself.

I ignored her as I tried to think of something other than the nude woman resting atop me. This was supposed to be an innocent thing. At least it was until she shuffled lower.

“Warm,” Luciel sighed as my cock pressed between her legs.

“Really?” I grunted as she reached down between us.

“Warm,” came her reply with a sly grin.

Cool hands wrapped around my cock as she raised the head to her entrance. I had no part in how she slid down my shaft, but I wasn’t about to stop her either. She rocked her hips, taking half of me in the first stroke, before shuffling down slightly to slide the rest of the way down.

“Horny little kobold,” I grunted as she settled her pussy down against my crotch.

“Not horny,” she complained. “Smooth. Good for Blath.”

I groaned softly as she demonstrated, by raising and lowering her hips, sliding me in and out of her body. “That’s not,” I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Always worry about mating.” She shook her head, driving herself back with a little more speed and power.

“Not…” I sighed.

Then grabbed the back of her head. She made a surprised noise as I pulled her into a kiss, while I shifted my hips for a better angle. Luciel clung to me as I thrust up into her. She rocked her hips back, helping drive my entire cock from tip to base into her body. She loved every moment of it, gasping and chirping in pleasure as I took her from beneath. Her movements became erratic and frantic all at once.

I knew the signs already. She was going to start thrashing as she hit her peak. I was prepared, reaching around to her curvy, green ass. She moaned in pleasure while I cupped her flesh before slipping my hand around the base of her tail. Her whole body went rigid, and her pussy squeezed me tightly. I held on as she ground down into me and howled. The intensity of her orgasmic contractions made me shift. With my grip on her tail, it caused her to drag back and forth on my cock. Which caused an unexpected reaction from the orgasming kobold.

“MORE!”

I grit my teeth as I intentionally dragged her back and forth on my cock. Her pussy squeezed and milked my cock for all its worth. Her cries were endless, and had she not repeatedly told me she wanted more, I’d have likely stopped out of fear that I was hurting her. Instead, her impossible tightness and begging had me pushed over the edge. I let out a roar as I erupted inside her. Luciel’s body jerked like it had before. The sensation of my hot seed spilling into her drove the last vestiges of thought from her mind.

All she could do was tremble and sob as she collapsed against my chest, where she absentmindedly bit down into the muscle. I grunted, feeling the sting, but she wasn’t even breaking the skin. She just chewed for a few moments as she stared blankly straight ahead. What neither of us was expecting was for a hand to grip my cock and slide me free of Luciel’s pussy.

She went wide eyed as she rolled, giving me the uninterrupted view of Chiq, sucking my still firm cock into her mouth. She bobbed, slurping off our combined juices, before pulling off with a disgruntled sigh.

“Do you have any idea how worried we’ve been?” She glared at me. “We’ve been searching ever since you were swept away, and now I find you balls deep inside a kobold?”

“Her name is Luciel,” I frowned. “Be nice.”

“Oh,” Chiq froze before turning to the kobold in question. “Luciel?”

“Chiq,” Luciel smiled softly.

Chiq grinned. “Can I eat the seed from between your legs?”

“Chiq,” I grunted.

Luciel turned to me with an innocent smile. “Is a waste but… Will it hurt?”
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It did not. Far from it. By the time Chiq was done, Luciel was begging me to fuck her again, just so Chiq could suck it out of her all over again. At that point, Chiq argued that it should be her turn to be fucked and eaten out. Luciel had quickly agreed, and it was only then that Virt, who had been waiting outside, had crawled in to tell us the storm was getting worse again.

To Chiq’s horror, we came up with a quick plan. The two of them had used weighted ropes to sling to trees and get over the rivers. That wasn’t an option for me. Luciel could probably mimic the action with practice, but the moment we would step outside, she would be in the cold and that would shut her down rather quickly. In the end, the only solution we could come up with was to tie her to me.

“No fair,” Chiq whimpered as I tightened the last rope.

Luciel was already shivering. There wasn’t the room inside the structure to do it there. Instead, I borrowed a rope from Virt. She carried them in a small bag made of a folded piece of bearskin. I took that as well, using it to create a windbreak for Luciel. By wrapping her in the fur, I was able to use it to protect her skin as I tied her tightly to my chest. She was spread eagle, just as Chiq had requested I do if she were to end up amputated by some horrible injury.

I shook my head at the grumpy goblin before tucking the rest of the fur down around Luciel’s face to protect her from the rain. It was going to be a miserable trip, and she was already feeling the effects. It would only get worse when it came to swimming. While Chiq and Virt were capable of scaling the trees, I was going to use rope lines to help me swim, bringing Luciel with me. It was all I could think of without risking her more than necessary.

“Let’s go,” I nodded, before checking my sword shaped weapon hanging from my loincloth once more. “How did you two find me, anyway?”

“Followed the stream,” Virt shrugged.

“Heard a scream,” Chiq continued in a sing-song voice.

I rolled my eyes and started marching. The only good out of all this was that I wasn’t lost. That was doubly confirmed if Chiq and Virt had found me. Essentially, I had followed the river down until I managed to get out. Following it back would be simple. We marched around the bottom of the slope I had camped on, leaving the temporary structure behind. The trees at the bottom were plentiful enough that the goblins getting across would be a simple matter. Easily, now that I was here.

“Can probably just jump this one,” I nodded at the stream. It was shallower here, with a slower current.

“We’ll still climb,” Virt nodded.

“I can throw you,” I offered.

That made the two goblins pause before Chiq smirked. “You can give me a toss whenever you want.”

“I too would appreciate intercourse,” Virt nodded. “First, we need to get home.”

Chiq snorted and waved Virt’s words off. The gap was too large for a goblin to jump. I could see the trees, where an obvious path had been beaten as they came the other way. Rather than waste time, I picked Chiq up. She flinched.

“Wait–”

“Nope,” I pulled back.

Chiq let out a shriek as I tossed her to the other side. The upward slope was going to be a rough landing, but the softness of the ground absorbed most of it. She fell in a heap before pushing herself upright. The glare she shot back at me told me she was fine. Virt saw it as well and held her hands up.

“Ready?” I asked.

Virt nodded without a word, and I took her by the hands. Unlike Chiq, I was able to bowl Virt over, where she landed heavily, but perfectly balanced on the balls of her feet. She slumped into the grass before standing aside to give me more room.

I looked around and made sure this was something I wanted to do. Backing up the slope, I used it for momentum and started to run. I built up some speed, surprising myself with how much faster I felt since I last pushed. Something about the way I’d felt since the fight with the paladin had left me feeling more powerful. I didn’t know if it was an aftereffect of the battle itself, or if the god had done something to me. Perhaps neither, and this was just how I felt in this world and it had been a while since I was in a body this young. In either case, I timed my steps and as my toes sank into the water on the bank of the river, I surged into the air.

Luciel squeaked in fright, unable to move or protect herself. She was entirely at my mercy as I flew through the air. The fur fell aside, and she caught a glimpse of passing trees, before I swung my arms and legs forward. It was indeed a heavy landing. I sank into the soft earth, careful to absorb the shock without crushing my passenger. She jerked in the ropes that held her, before looking up at me with wide eyes.

“You’re safe,” I promised her. “Remember what I told you.”

She pulled her lips closed and nodded, before pressing her face into my chest.

“She’s kinda cute,” Chiq smiled.

“You think that now?” I asked.

“Not really,” Chiq shrugged. “I thought she was cute when she grabbed my ears as she came on my face. I just said it now.”

Luciel chirped softly, and I shook my head before standing. “Not the time or the place,” I grunted, but made sure to give Chiq a wink.

I knew she was like this to ease the tension. She wasn’t being deliberately annoying. Virt was just as stoic as always. That one was different. She would be terrified and likely not show it until she cracked. That is, if, she cracked. She probably wouldn’t. Even in the face of death, she’d remain calm, despite everything going on. I’d have to watch her. Make sure she had what she needed. Likely I wouldn’t discover a problem until it was too late, unless she felt the need to bring it up.

“Come on,” I started marching once more.

The next river was not something I’d be able to leap. I could probably throw the goblins across. But that would be an even harder landing. Too risky for my liking, combined with the goblins’ reluctance to experience that again. I decided it was best to let it be. Rather than toss them over the river, I helped toss Virt up into the closest tree. She trailed a rope and helped Chiq swing across without getting her feet wet. The two of them scaled quickly before working as a team to move on. I held a final rope, that Chiq held the other end of. She tied off to the last available tree, giving me an anchor point to reach.

“Ready?” I patted Luciel’s head.

“Water scary,” she murmured from her cocoon.

“It is,” I nodded. “But I’ll be quick. And as soon as we get home, I’ll get you nice and warm.”

“More mating?” she asked, sounding more eager than I was expecting right now.

I chuckled. “Maybe. We’ll start with a hot meal from Tyq. Then maybe a bath, before we curl up in the nest.”

“Then mating,” Luciel snuggled closer. “Luc… I. I understand waste. Waste bad, but… Making waste good. So very good.”

I smirked as I stepped into the water. “I’m glad you feel that way. Because the goblins have a lot of waste when we’re all finished.”

Luciel giggled before gasping as her feet touched the water. “Blath!”

“I promised,” I told her as I continued into the water.

She whined softly as I used the rope to swim across. The water bunched up around the skin, creating a small cocoon. So long as I paused and lifted to make sure the water didn’t fill it up, she was kept with a small pocket of air to breathe. That was an unintended benefit, and it let me swim a little faster than I thought I could.

I used the trees and hidden debris to propel me along, while dragging myself down the rope. Chiq remained in the tree, holding steady and waiting for the time to untie it. Virt had jumped down on the far side after sliding down the trunk of the tree they used. Luciel clung to me, making small noises as the water cooled her down. I knew this was probably terrifying for her, but she remained calm as I swam along.

The current was as strong as it was before. Without the rope, it would have been difficult to control myself at all. We swung downstream, hanging from the rope as I hauled us across. Until finally, we reached the last tree. I took a moment, lifting myself from the water. Luciel was shivering against me, and I grunted as I shifted around the tree. The final lunge would be over open water. I kept the rope in hand for Chiq, before kicking off hard.

I made it most of the way to the bank before frantically kicking hard. Only to feel the bottom. With a sense of relief, I pushed off and found the bank. I let out a laugh and gave Luciel a small hug as I pulled the rope free. Chiq made sure I was on stable ground before untying the rope from her perch. Then she slid down the trunk. There was a moment of panic as a small branch gave way. I saw horror flash across her face as she slipped. I knew immediately I’d end up in the water again if she fell.

To all of our relief, she caught herself a moment later. With a deep breath, she climbed back up slightly, before leaping from a lower branch onto the bank beside me. I couldn’t resist snagging her ear to pull her into a firm kiss. She huffed before moaning into my mouth. When I pulled away, she was grinning before I swatted her ass with the palm of my hand.

“No falling,” I growled.

She nodded before giving me a smile. “If I promise not to fall, will you spank me again?”

“Naughty goblin,” I chuckled. “Home first. Then we can talk about how I’m going to break you on my cock.”

She squirmed as Luciel gave a chuckle of her own. Despite her shivering, she was in light spirits. The sheer relief of crossing the river kept her perky and excited as we made our way down to the next crossing.

With several breaks that mostly involved huddling down and keeping Luciel out of the howling wind, we slowly made our way home. Chiq and Virt hadn’t brought anything to eat, so I didn’t want to take too long. We crossed a half dozen rivers. Some were far slower, letting me wade, while others rushed like the main flow that took me away from the grotto to begin with.

It was as I caught Virt in my arms on the last jump that I turned and came to a stop. Srink, with Tealz, Tyq, Bliz and Uz all came over the top of the grotto. Srink’s eyes were wide, and my pregnant lover ran straight down into my arms. I shifted, protecting Luciel from the impact, while catching Srink to prevent her falling. Tealz was a little slower, but Uz had no qualms about leaping at my chest. She, I caught under one arm, where she bit down on my shoulder.

“You had me so worried!” Srink sobbed.

“Hey now,” I crooned and kissed the top of her head. “It’s cold out here. Let’s get inside before Luciel gets any worse.”

“Luciel?” Srink looked up.

I pushed the flap of fur away, showing the kobold shivering and pale beneath. Srink’s eyes lit up, and she snapped upright. “Uz, down. Now!”

“Aww,” Uz dropped to the ground.

“Inside!” Srink ordered. “Tyq, hot meals and hot water, please!”

Tyq cast a glance at me before scurrying up the slope towards the entrance.

“And Blath?” Srink asked. “You’re… not fucking her right now, are you?”

“No,” I rolled my eyes.

“Good,” Srink nodded. “Because Chiq called dibs on being the first one if you ever tried that.”


Chapter
Eight



Iblinked up at the ceiling, trying to work out if what I felt was actually happening. The glow of the fire illuminated the ceiling, left burning from the night before. It helped me determine who was who in the dark cavern. The first was easy enough to identify. Luciel was curled up on my chest. Soft puffs washed over my neck with each small breath. Beside her, on my opposite shoulder, was Chiq. Curled in beside Chiq was Srink, with Bliz laying protectively over the goddess’s back.

On the other side, was Tealz and Virt. There was also a small body on each of my legs. Those, I could assume, were Uz and Tyq. From what I could feel of the slightly damp, warm washes on my skin, they were both sleeping soundly. None of that would be a problem, except there was a mouth slowly bobbing up and down on my cock. An extra person in our nest. They were doing an admirable job. I just hoped that it wasn’t one of the newer kobold. Luciel had made it clear she didn’t want to be part of their group. As such, they liked to sleep in the first chamber of the tunnel they were digging.

With that in mind, I took hold of my two uppermost lovers and gently pulled them to my sides. Only to frown in confusion at the woman between my legs. Her eyes were hooded, and her pale, bare ass told me she was entirely nude as she performed. It was slow, gentle, almost as if…

She blinked and noticed me watching before dragging off my cock with a nervous smile. “Good morning, Master.”

“Master?” I grunted softly.

She smiled a little wider before letting it fall away. “I felt it best to perform my intended duties as I have before. Master is… intimidating.” Her eyes flicked to my rigid cock and back.

I closed my eyes and slumped back in the nest. This, of course, was the reason those men had taken her. She wasn’t just a woman they had taken a terrible liking to. She was a slave well before she fell into the hands of the bandits. As her lips closed around my cock once more, I couldn’t help but think that this was wrong. She thought doing this kind of thing was normal, a duty, something she had best perform, likely because she would be punished should she not.

“Stop,” I grunted softly.

Her lips paused before she slowly withdrew. I heard her shift and felt as the nest bounced slightly. I frowned when I felt her hand grip my cock. Something hot and wet slid over the head. I looked down, seeing her hovering over my cock with a determined expression. Before I could voice a complaint, she flexed her legs, and slid down my length, only to freeze with a wide-eyed expression.

The shriek that escaped her lips a moment later made me jump. Those combined were enough for my lovers to jerk awake in my arms and roll towards the one who had awoken them. Chiq was the first to growl, while Luciel made a small, confused chirp. Other muttering came from the rest of my goblins as they realized what was going on. The woman still impaled on my cock crouched, frozen in place, as Chiq turned towards her.

“Mine,” Chiq growled.

The woman’s eyes, if possible, went even wider as Chiq crawled towards her. There was a moment of terror that flashed across her face, before the two of us felt Chiq’s tongue dance over our joining. The woman jerked again, pushing down further on my cock, before Chiq growled into her crotch.

I felt a hand grip the half of my cock not inside the woman. It slowly jerked up and down, massaging me within her. Luciel made a small noise as she sat up to watch. Srink shifted up to lean against me, as Uz crawled down to join Chiq. Only she didn’t move towards the woman’s clit, but around to her ass.

“This is all she knows,” Srink whispered, as the woman gasped loudly as she received yet more stimulation.

“This is wrong,” I grunted.

“It is,” Srink agreed. “But we already discussed it while you were… away.“ She said those last words with a hiss of disgust. “Once we convinced her she was in no danger, she tried to offer herself to me. I pushed that responsibility to you.”

I grunted as Bliz and Tyq joined the party. The two goblins grabbed the woman’s sides. Their mouths found her nipples, and despite my unease with the situation—the woman was clearly enjoying herself now. Though as I watched, Luciel made a distracting gasp, and drew my attention. I saw the look on her face and glanced down. Tealz, my second pregnant goblin, was nestled between the kobold’s legs. Srink made a similar sound, and Virt was in position, slowly working a fist into the equally pregnant goddess.

“GODDESS!” the woman screamed.

Srink gasped as Virt’s fist slid into her.

The pussy wrapped around my cock, squeezed, and my cock throbbed.
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“I’m… sorry, Master,” she whispered.

I sighed and slumped back in the bath. Everyone was here now. After the morning’s activities had finished, I insisted on a bath before we broke for breakfast. The kobold trio, as usual, were tunneling away. I was a little confused about where the mud and rock were going. There weren’t any piles of it anywhere, nor were their signs that it was being dumped on the surface. The answer was far simpler than that. The grotto itself, at the base of three massive spires, was only a single level.

There were gaps in the material above us, leaving pockets, almost like the floors of a keep. For now, they had been taking it into one of these floors, through a hole they had dug in the main entrance tunnel. It was only just wide enough for one of their own kind, or perhaps one of the goblins. I had no chance of getting in to see what it looked like. They, along with Srink, assured me that the kobold knew what they were doing. There was no chance of a cave in, without someone doing something nefarious. Considering our first encounter, I wasn’t all that convinced, but for now, I had other things to deal with.

“No,” I shook my head. “I’m sorry. I should have realized your situation when we first met and made sure you knew that was unnecessary.” With a sigh, I shook my head. “My original plan was to just take you to a nearby town or village.”

She froze and slowly shook her head. “Please, master. Not that?”

“You don’t want to go back to a human settlement?” I questioned.

She shook her head. “I’m a slave… I was born a slave. I have a mark. They’ll send me back…”

“You ran,” I guessed.

She nodded slowly. “When I reached my majority, I was sent for training. When I finished, I was bought and…” She grit her teeth. “He was disgusting, Master. He… he hurt me, and he made me do things I hadn’t been trained for. When the bandits attacked, I… I ran.”

“Did he survive?” I asked.

She looked me in the eye before slumping in defeat. “... Yes…”

“You’re not going to send her back, are you?” Chiq growled from my left.

“Of course not.” I shook my head. “But I don’t want a slave either.”

“I could take her as a priestess,” Srink offered.

I looked at the goddess, and she looked right back. “That’s not against the rules?”

“It’s a grey area,” she shrugged. “The gods are already interfering. That’s why we have four kobolds in our grotto. But specifically, while she would take my direction, she wouldn’t be under my control. I wouldn’t be directly interfering with the world as a goddess. I would be directing my will through a mortal, who would then interpret my actions and pass them on to my champions.”

“Aren’t we your priestesses?” Virt asked.

Srink smiled and nodded. “You are, though you are also much more than that. You ladies are my retainers. What I am offering to Yil, is to be a priestess in duty, as well as title.”

I looked at the woman in question, making a note of her actual name.

“I’m just a pleasure slave,” Yil, stared at Srink. “I am not–”

“Yil, Blath killed every living member of my species except these six goblins, including myself,” Srink shook her head. “Whatever your beliefs about your station in life, rest assured, you have nothing further damaging to my reputation than being impregnated by my people’s conqueror.”

Yil turned her eyes to me, and I let out a sigh. “Things aren’t all that it sounds.”

Srink chuckled and nodded. “My people from my old world were vicious monsters, these women included. Though… Their predilections were towards innocence, which is how I came to find them and offer alternatives. The part about Blath being my killer is true.”

Yil squinted before frowning at me. “Oathbreaker.”

I sighed and shook my head. It was Srink that spoke up in my defense, though. “That… Is not a real title.”

“How?” Yil asked.

“Blath swore an oath to destroy us. When he killed me, he succeeded. That was the end of his oath, and that should have been the end of it. When we came here, an unfortunate set of circumstances led to him bedding and breeding me. One of the gods used the technicality from his old world to reinforce a claim of oath breaking.”

“You can’t fix it?” Yil frowned.

“Possibly,” Srink sighed. “Unfortunately, when I came to this world, I did so in a mortal form. So I have no way to advocate for Blath on my behalf. As such, for now, he is stuck as he is. We do not judge him. He is honorable, strong and far more dependable than those who have been sent to destroy us.”

Yil nodded slowly before clearing her throat. “My duties as a priestess?”

“To serve my will,” Srink smiled. “For now, you would be like the others. When we are better established, things may change. Perhaps in time, you could lead a group of human followers.” Srink paused before looking at Luciel, who was curled into my side, trying to remain warm in the cool water. “There may be other options as well.”

“You think I have the necessary ability to carry out your will?” Yil asked, still unsure of her position.

Srink laughed and shook her head. “Not at all. But that is why I plan to train you. When the time comes, you will be ready.”

I focused my eye on the slave. My power activated, and I frowned when she came back with the basic class of a whore. Not even a prostitute. The system involved saw her only as a thing, not even worth a real profession.

“What do I need to do?” Yil asked.

Srink smiled before her eyes began to glow. Yil jerked in place, and her eyes flicked back and forth as she read something before her. Whatever it was, she must have accepted. Even as I watched her class, it suddenly shifted and where it once said whore, it now said cleric.

Yil blinked slowly before letting out a broken sob. Srink opened her arms, and Yil pushed off the far side to hug the diminutive goddess. The two ladies embraced, and I watched on with a faint smile. Whatever Yil was before, she was something else now. Something that I hoped would all work out.

“What are my duties, Goddess?” Yil asked as she pulled back slightly.

Srink smiled and kissed her cheek before turning to me. “As my mortal body swells, I will need assistance. As will Tealz, and the others who come after us,” Srink instructed. “This will deny my champion certain luxuries he is entitled to.”

I blinked slowly before scowling at the rogue goddess. “Srink,” I warned her.

“You wish for me to lie with him?” Yil glanced up at me.

“That depends,” Srink smiled at me. “Do you wish to lie with him?”

Yil looked at me and licked her lips.

Fuck…
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“They’re sprouting already,” I nodded, as I looked at the small green shoots breaking free of the earth.

“Good ground, good plants,” Luciel nodded as she strode along beside me.

“You can tell?” I asked.

Luciel smiled and nodded. “Skills… Strange. Can tell where plants should grow. A lot should grow here.”

I wondered what the major differences were between a regular farming class and the wild farming class that she had. From how she spoke, it almost seemed like while a farmer would get benefits for growing a regularly maintained plot of land. Luciel seemed to have an innate skill to understand where plants would grow, aside from in a regularly maintained plot of land.

That was something rather interesting to think about. If I was right, it may be possible to have smaller plots of farmland set out in regular intervals throughout the valleys, all the way back to the lookout point. Small plots of herbs, berries and other plants that, while in too small a group to be worth farming directly, could instead benefit from quantities over a larger area. We could potentially farm wheat and other grains by planting small crops in forest glades. At least… once the water went down.

From my spot atop the slope, I could see the water far below. I was certain that the water level was higher than the grotto. How it kept the water out, I didn’t know. I was concerned that the kobold might accidentally weaken something and flood the grotto, but they, along with Srink, assured me that it was not a concern. Then again, I’d never heard of a kobold accidentally flooding their tunnels in the old world. They were industrious creatures who kept to themselves, only needing to be cleared if they were causing problems. Something I had been involved with in my younger days for the experience. Kobold tunnels and goblin tunnels had a few similarities, though kobold tunnels tended to be better maintained.

The two species would even follow one another around. Kobold would dig, and when expanded enough, the goblins would move in. The kobold would intentionally seal off their oldest tunnels near the surface, and continue digging as a form of escape. When the goblins outgrew their new tunnels, they would seek out the kobold once more and repeat the process. The game of cat and mouse was what usually brought doom upon them all. The kobold, when they appeared too close to settlements, or sometimes even by emerging within wells. Which would then attract goblins, who would attack the people living nearby as a food source, growing their population and compounding the problems overall.

It was then that I would usually become involved. Smaller groups were easy to take care of. A few dozen raiding parties were easy enough to dispatch. If I could lure them out to fight me in smaller groups, it made clearing the nest that much easier. It was only during the final confrontation with Srink that things got much, much worse. I had seen it a few times, usually with the nests containing hob-goblins. They used more tactics, their traps were better built, and their caves dug deeper, with better defenses. By the time I tracked down Srink, they were acting like small, disorganized armies.

Ultimately, it’s what drew the attention of the kingdoms, who paid us to destroy them entirely.

“You look like you want to kill something,” Luciel prodded me.

I chuckled and shook my head. “I was remembering something.”

“Killing?” She asked.

I nodded. “Lots of killing. All I have done for most of my life was kill.”

“You not kill me,” Luciel pointed out.

I smiled and gave her ears a rub. They shifted, and she made a small chirp. “Who could kill you?”

That made her frown. “Anyone. Anyone kill Luciel. Luc… I. I am weak.”

I looked at her and sighed. “Is that why you like to spend time with me, instead of the other kobold?”

“No,” she shook her head. “Even if I strong, I would prefer you.”

“Why?” I asked.

Luciel turned and gave me a toothy smile. “You treat me like mate, and you teach me things to help other mates. Our nest will be strong.”

I shook my head. “And what if I don’t want to, mate?”

Luciel giggled and shook her head. “Too late,” she started walking the rows of crops once more. “You mate with me lots of times. Luciel is yours now.”

Try as I might, I couldn’t quite argue that logic. Hell, if I pushed on it, that meant Yil was definitely mine as well. That in itself was an uncomfortable situation. Srink had given her an out. But that out was just about the same as it was. Sure, she might be able to learn a few more skills, but for the meantime… Srink had made it pretty clear her duties were going to be much the same as it was. Which, to my surprise, she had gladly accepted upon hearing her first set of instructions.

I was musing this over, as I sat on the edge of the slope. Admiring the water below, I noticed a small disturbance. I looked back, seeing Luciel tending to the farm. The others were still below. The work that needed doing was done. My goblins were doing what they pleased. They all had little hobbies, even if Uz had taken it upon herself to help the kobold dig. Much to their dismay.

I looked down at the water once more and spotted the flash of color once again. I decided I couldn’t ignore it. And I had only a few moments to decide. Being swept along by the current, it would pass by soon, and I had a feeling I already knew what it was. With a huff, I slipped over the edge and used the wet grass as a slide. I kept one hand on the ground behind me as an anchor, while digging in one heel to slow my descent. It would be close, and I’d probably have to jump, but the water wasn’t the rushing torrent it was. Getting wet wouldn’t be life threatening this time around.

I chose my moment and pushed off the slope. I wasn’t looking forward to the cold water as I landed. But the soft body I crashed into told me more than I had dreaded. I kicked off the bottom, bursting to the top once more. I was just a few body lengths from the shore on the other side. With my quarry in my arms, I swam for the bank. I heard a screech from behind me. I didn’t look back, hoping that Luciel would stay safely on the other side.

When my feet found purchase, I finally turned back to the body. A lock of blonde hair framed her wrinkled face. Middle-aged, she was muscular and scarred. Some kind of warrior, though… Likely beyond her prime. She would have been attractive in her youth, but the gash across her neck and the arrow in her chest told me far more than I had hoped.

“BLATH!” Luciel cried.

I turned and spotted her anxiously hopping from foot to foot. “Stay there!” I shouted back. “I’m fine!”

“Who is that?!” she cried back.

I shook my head as I looked the woman over. She wore leathers and had a belt for a sword. A check of her pockets revealed nothing. She was probably dead before she hit the water. She hadn’t begun to bloat yet, and there was no stiffness to her limbs. Which meant she had been killed within the last day or so, but not within the last couple of hours. All things considered, I’d say she died in the night. The arrows suggests an ambush, and the cut throat suggests she lived long enough to see who shot her.

There was danger on the slopes. That we knew. I just hadn’t counted on it hanging around when the flooding set in.

“Blath?!” Luciel called out once more.

I frowned softly, turning the woman over. She carried no identifying marks. Any jewelry or equipment that may have helped was long gone as well. I thought about my options. I could bury her, but… it was equally likely that the kobold trio would dig her up for a midnight feast as soon as I turned my back. Hell, the goblins probably would too, if they thought they’d get away with it. Despite being fuckable, I had no doubt in my mind they were their usual monstrous selves when I wasn’t around. My discovery of them was after an attack on a farmer and his wagon, after all.

With a grunt and a mumbled apology, I pushed the woman back into the water. The current swept her away, and I watched her for a moment as her body drifted along in the current. Absentmindedly, I bowed my head.

“Goddess, watch over this one,” I prayed.

Only to feel a small tug in my very core. I felt that tug and looked straight ahead. I couldn’t see her, but I could feel her. Srink was in the grotto. She hadn’t been aware of my position until now. Just as I hadn’t been aware until this moment. She stood at the edge, with her hand on the wall, as if waiting for me to press one hand back. It was a silly thought, and just as quickly as that feeling arrived, it left again, leaving me staring at Luciel, who looked like she was getting ready to attempt a crossing.

“Stand back!” I called, grabbing her attention.

“BLATH!” she screamed.

I shook my head and moved up the slope a little. Then, with a few long strides, I launched myself into the air once more. I aimed for a clear spot on the river and crashed into the water. Without having to drag a corpse, I made it to the other side, where Luciel grabbed my arms in an attempt to haul me up.

“I’m okay,” I chuckled as she growled with each tug.

“Bad Blath,” she growled. “No swim. Bad water!”

“I’m fine,” I told her. “Humans can swim.”

“Bad water pull you away!” she challenged me.

I shook my head. “The river didn’t take me away. It took you. I let it take me the same way so I could get you back.”

Luciel froze, then frowned slightly. “You…”

“I told you I’d keep you safe,” I chuckled. “I went with you to keep that promise. Not because the river was dangerous to me. I can swim and cross the water just fine.”

She shuffled nervously, before suddenly charging into my arms. I fell back on the slope as she chirped and nuzzled into my neck. I could feel the sway of her hips as her tail wagged frantically, and I gave a laugh as I pushed her back.

“You save me,” she reached towards me. “Blath best mate.”

I shook my head at her exuberance, but let her go so she could hug me again. Other than my original hatred of the goblins, if I could find them loveable, this sexy little kobold wasn’t even a challenge. Besides, after my years of solitude, it was nice to come back to people who enjoyed my company. At least, enjoyed it more than the simple comfort of knowing I was capable of killing anything that intruded.

“Blath?!” Srink’s voice called out.

I looked up, seeing her and Yil making their way down the slope. Srink looked concerned. Yil just looked confused. Virt appeared over the top of the slope a moment later. Her eyes flicked around as she checked the surroundings. I smiled at that. There was never a time she was outside, that she wasn’t also watching for danger. I’d need to take her down into the nest and spend some time with her. It seemed only when I pulled her attention fully towards me that she got time to relax. The method of which was enjoyable for us both.

“Did you pray to me?” Srink asked as she approached.

“I wasn’t sure who else to pray to,” I admitted, before pushing myself up into a seated position. Luciel was still firmly clinging to my lap, with all four limbs wrapped around my torso. “There are more bandits out there,” I informed her. “There was a woman in the water, retired guard or similar. Arrow in her chest and a cut throat, looted of her gear.”

Srink’s eyes narrowed. “Slavers?”

“Maybe,” I shrugged. “If they were part of a larger organization that suddenly vanished or went rogue, it wouldn’t surprise me that someone came looking for them.”

“That, or a bigger fish looking to move in,” Srink frowned. “Probably thought the floods would give them an opportunity. If they’ve a way to move around easily, that would give them a definite advantage.”

“What would help them move around in all this?” I frowned, looking at the water.


Chapter
Nine



The wind blew through the slopes. With it came the smell of fresh rain. There were clouds on the horizon, but for now, it wasn’t a concern. I sat atop the spire. Far below, Tyq had finished bleeding the deer I had caught. I kept my eyes peeled, looking for signs of intelligent life. It had to be there. That woman’s corpse was proof of it. The slopes were large, though. Large, and to the eye, relatively identical. It didn’t matter what direction you were to look, without the sun, the stars or something to catch your eye, one slope looked little different to the next.

Knowing there were people out there made me nervous. These were my lands. I’d made that promise. This was my home, and to keep it safe, I needed to know what threats were out there. Firstly, because those threats could threaten my own. Secondly, because those threats would damage my relations with others, like the trader who made it through before the first of the floods.

It was something to think about for the time being. I might need to go and scout the area upstream of the slopes. The spire by the lake we used as a home, while upstream, was further to the west of where I expected the woman’s corpse to have come from. No, this felt like something closer, something I’d missed. I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

With a grunt, I swung over the edge and made my way down. Tyq’s ears pricked, which told me she heard my approach. That was good. She was the least aware of her surroundings. In some ways, she was my softest goblin. The poor thing was deathly nervous of conflict and preferred to remain deep within our grotto to cook and care for our home as needed. So very strange, for the shit-stained, gods-damned, monstrous heritage they all shared.

I checked the distance to the ground before dropping to my feet. Tyq still had her back to me as she gutted and carved the deer. What we didn’t manage to eat here, we’d start drying and bring back home later.

“No luck?” She asked as she worked.

“No,” I grunted and came to examine her work. She was a quick study, especially for things that involved food. She must have been that one goblin out of a million… Hell, they all were. That’s why Srink saved them from me.

“So we’ll stay then?” she asked.

“A few days,” I grunted again. “Then we’ll head back. No use keeping up the watch while the water’s too high for anything to cross.”

Tyq nodded before her face flushed. “Does… that mean…?”

“I’m going to hold your knees to your shoulders and make you scream until you pass out,” I said as I gently stroked one of her large ears.

The subtle tremble in her legs betrayed her, even as her breath hitched. She was far shyer than the rest, but she was at least as much of a freak as Chiq was. Not that there were any of them that weren’t particularly high strung when it came to sex. My little green monsters demanded my attention at the best and worst of times. Tyq was just quiet about it.

“For now, I think I’m going to scout,” I told her. “I’ll be back before dark.”

“Okay,” she whimpered.

I teased her ear a moment longer before stepping back. Her shoulders sagged and I let out a laugh as I turned away. When we first came here, the lake was a short distance away. For mud and reeds, we needed to walk down a small hill. Far enough away not to give us away should someone be on the water, but close enough that it wasn’t an ordeal to get there.

Since the floods, though, the lake was much, much higher. I could see the water’s edge, just on the outskirts of the clearing made by that fucking paladin. Subconsciously, I reached down and touched my weapon. I still hadn’t made heads nor tails of it. When I received it, the thing was just an arm. A brutal club that would grip my hand firmly as I swung it. Only after handing it a sword did its form change. Rather than the arm, it was now a tan colored blade. Not quite as sharp as my old weapon, but sharper than the one I left behind in Srink’s first village.

It also knew when to change back, at least partially. Even now, as well as being the blade, it still grew fingers to grip onto the edge of my loincloth. I had thought about using a rope as a belt, but that just meant something else to carry and worry about. Until I found someone with access to clothing or armor of my size, there was no point to me changing anything.

With a grunt, I checked Tyq once more, before pushing into the trees. I circled around, checking the graves where I had buried the Elven couple. The land was undisturbed, and I bowed my head.

“Goddess, it has been a while, but please watch these two as well,” I murmured.

At once, I could feel Srink’s attention on me. I smiled, even as the feeling of eyes on the back of my head wavered and faded to nothing. I hadn’t thought about that before. She was literally a goddess, one that I had invoked only a few times. Doing so now made me feel strange, and I was sure that we were going to have a discussion about it later. She hadn’t wanted to bring it up at first. The more I thought about it, that sounded more like she couldn’t, rather than simply not wanting to.

“Why are the gods so complicated?” I complained to myself.

“We are fickle things,” a familiar voice chuckled.

I jerked upright and turned to where I had heard it. I strained my eyes and frowned. There was a vague shape. Not humanoid, but nothing I could identify, either. It was as if noticing something out of the corner of your eye. I couldn’t quite figure out what it was that I was looking at, despite knowing exactly where it was.

“Yes, that effect is intentional,” the voice said in an amused tone, almost as if– “Reading your mind.”

“Then you understand my defensiveness.” I stood. “I’m guessing there’s nothing I could do to you, though, is there?”

“Not as you are,” the voice chuckled. “Srink picked her champion well.”

“That’s one way to put it,” I grunted.

“You misunderstand.” the voice paused as if thinking how much to tell me. “She fought hard for you. She ensured that no god would show you favor while pushing obstacles towards you. To feed your rage and ensure her own demise.”

I froze, “She what?”

“Not like that,” the voice sounded annoyed. “This is why I so seldom deal with mortals. Morality becomes undefined to those who lack the greater picture.”

“Did Srink kill my family?” I growled.

“No,” the voice sighed. “Your family were innocent victims of her loss of control. Srink was little more than a figurehead by the end. Even those who knew of and worshipped her did so only with lip service. She had no true power and did all she could to hide herself while pushing you to get stronger.”

I sighed. That wasn’t new information. It confirmed a few things I hadn’t wanted to ask, but it made sense, at least. I also doubted that this entity, whatever it was, wouldn’t have come here to lie to me.

“The truth is far more dangerous,” the voice chuckled. “Mortals and gods alike lie every day. It’s those who speak with absolute sincerity that are the most dangerous.”

I grinned and nodded. “So you always tell the truth, don’t you?” I couldn’t see. But I was certain this entity was smiling at me.

“Things here are not as I had hoped. One betrayal, lead to another, during my absence,” the voice droned softly.

“Absence?” I asked.

“While I delivered your pretty new bedmate, a deal was struck while my attention was turned elsewhere,” the voice sighed. “I expected as much, but their motives are so juvenile it is hard for me to grasp the sincerity of their arguments.”

My heart thudded in my chest, and I glanced back towards the spire. Tyq was there, undefended.

“Relax,” the voice prompted me. “You are in no immediate danger. Not of the likes that you are imagining, at least.”

“But I am in danger, aren’t I?”

“Always,” the voice chuckled darkly. “This world was supposed to be something new. A fresh start to many. I hoped that would help them bridge their divides, mend old wounds and wash away past hurts. Instead, it has allowed some to fester, allegiances to crumble and for others to renew.”

“The kobold,” I nodded.

“And others,” the voice agreed. “Which is why I am here.”

“You want to bring others to my home?” I guessed.

“That would have been beneficial,” the voice sighed. “Had they not already arrived.”

“The dead woman?” I guessed.

“And her companions,” the voice confirmed. “She was not the first, nor the last. Understand that while I cannot give you the information you need, I can tell you that their role in this world was not balanced on any scale.”

I thought of those words. Like a plague brought to a foreign land, or a fresh disease. “They will take over?”

“Perhaps,” the voice seemed to move further away. “Perhaps not.”

I frowned as I felt the voice leave my presence. I thought about the arrows dug from the woman’s corpse. They weren’t of any particular design. Not one I could pin down as a specific race of beings. They were too long to be of a smaller kind. That ruled out dwarves or another horde of kobold. Gnomes could have caused it with their machinations, but then they wouldn’t have been so crass as to slice the woman’s throat.

I swore to myself. There were too many options. A threat to the goblins was unanimous amongst almost all sentient beings. They were considered dangerous, even to those who themselves were dangerous. Just about all I could rule out were the likes of trolls or giants. Even then, if working in tandem with a smaller race, it wasn’t entirely out of the question.

I pondered for a time. Before taking a deep breath. An unknown enemy lived to our north and east. Perhaps not even that. They could be like the mighty centaur and roam. Perhaps they were a tunnelling species like the goblins and kobold, only coming to the surface in areas where they could strike out at their quarry.

No…

No, it was too convenient. If someone had made a deal with a race to come here. If they were here, in this place, it was to deliberately conflict with us. It may not be a direct conflict of the gods, like the paladin and Srink. But there was meddling afoot, and I needed to deal with it.

I paced for a few minutes. Weighing my options and coming up with no viable solution. Going out to scout would be a smart decision. But going out and leaving Tyq and the others without any warning would only lead to something going wrong. Srink needed to know before I could make any further plans. Which meant either taking Tyq home and setting off from the grotto, or…
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“No,” she shuffled nervously.

I sighed. “This isn’t something I want–”

“No,” Tyq growled.

“Tyq,” I tried to soothe her. “This is important.”

“Mhm,” she agreed. “So you should sleep on it. Then I can take the message back to Srink tomorrow.”

I sighed again. “Are you sure that this isn’t because you want me to fuck you before I leave?”

Tyq clammed up for a moment before huffing. “Don’t fuck me then. You should still sleep on it.”

I narrowed my eyes, and she glared back with no small amount of anger. “Go bathe. When you get back, I’ll have food ready.”

“Do you–”

“I already bathed,” she huffed and stormed over to the fire.

I stood in the dark by the doorway and sighed. I’d need to make it up to her later. This wasn’t what I wanted. Truthfully, I had been looking forward to spending time with her, but things weren’t going the way I wanted. Doubly so if she was going to be stubborn about it. Instead, I decided to do as she asked, and stepped outside once more. The sky was getting dark already. Despite everything, the day was getting on. Maybe Tyq had a point.

Tracking at night had its usefulness. If there were camps hiding out in the trees, it would leave a rather obvious smoke trail, or even a faint glow from all the damn wood. Something I might be able to see from the top of the spire even. It also hid its dangers. If those who hunted us knew I was here, they might do what they could to hide the fact. Goblins were known for attacking at night, and if the our hunters expected me to do the same, they’d likely be more active in the daylight, thinking it the safer option.

I sighed and shook my head before making my way down to the lake. The water was still, and I cast my eyes about, looking for distant signs of life through the trees. To my surprise, there were some. An entire herd of deer was standing on a bluff, out to one side. They ambled around, taking turns to drink. I couldn’t help but smile before stepping into the water myself.

The ground here was muddy. We were far from the reed banks that grew along the edge during a natural water cycle. I sighed and pulled off my loincloth. The bathing part wasn’t going to be pleasant. Usually I’d have liked to sit in the water. The reeds were comfortable, and sometimes I had company. Right now, this was more clinical. I just needed to get clean, and with a mud covered ground, I couldn’t even submerge myself. Instead, I had to squat and throw water up at myself.

I dug my fingers into my hair. Making sure I got out anything loose, I scrubbed every inch of skin that I could reach. I was flicking my hair back to get the water from my eyes when I spotted movement. I froze in place as the deer raced off further away. Crouched down in the water, I kept my eyes peeled. The herd was a fair distance away, but that didn’t mean whatever was coming wouldn’t…

I froze in place as a figure stepped into view. Feminine. Tall, with strange blue skin. She had a pair of horns that protruded from her forehead, twisting around to jut backwards, giving her a demonic visage. She wore dark leathers and had both a sword and a small bow strung over her shoulder.

“Tiephling,” I grunted.

She stood on the bank, looking for signs of danger. I held perfectly still, not wanting to give myself away. Only to watch, as she reached up to the ties at the front of her top. She began to pluck them, and bit by bit I watched as more blue skin appeared. The tiephling dropped her leathers before moving to her leggings. I looked around for an escape. My only cover was the light bushes and smaller trees that obscured me from casual observation. I worried if I got up, that would attract her attention, and a tiephling scout was not something I wanted following me home.

I sat, still, cold and quiet as she stripped herself down to her bare skin. I’d never seen a tiephling in the nude before, but part of me wondered if the lack of pubic hair was something she maintained herself, or if that was common for their species? In either case, had I not been worried she would kill my goblins, I’d have taken in her sheer beauty. She stepped into the water, smiling to herself, before she began to walk. Ripples washed out behind her as she parted the water, and I waited for my moment to move.

I kept watch as she moved beyond my view behind a tree. Waiting for a moment to back towards the bank, only for the hairs on the back of my neck to stand up. I froze, knowing that I wasn’t in view. Continuing to move while she looked for me might give the game away. Freezing must have been the correct choice, because a few moments later, the feeling stopped before I spotted a distant splash.

I wasted no time. Slipping from the water, I kept low and out of view as best I could. I scooped up my loincloth and weapon, not bothering to put them back on as I hurried home. I needed to find Tyq and decide what to do next. If I stayed for the night, she might move on. But if she didn’t and found my tracks, we could be in trouble. Even then, she could find our tracks in the morning, and follow us back to the grotto.

I swore under my breath and reached the door to our hidden first home. With a check over my shoulder to confirm I was alone, I pushed inside. The fire was low, and I could smell roasted meat.

“Tyq?” I called softly and got no response.

I stepped further in and heard a noise. It was faint, and I gripped my sword. The fire was dim enough that the room was filled with shadows. I could make out the sound of something shifting and struggling. Which made me think that something horrible had happened.

“Tyq?” I tried once more as I closed in on the nest.

I could hear the muffled sounds, and paused as I looked within. She was there, on her back, in the nest. I could see a blindfold wrapped around her eyes and something wedged in her mouth, also tied in place. I took a moment to gently tug the knotted fabric from between her teeth.

“Tyq?” I whispered, still unsure of what was going on.

“It’s all I could think of,” she whined softly.

“What is?” I asked, shifting into the nest.

“You said you didn’t want to fuck me,” she whimpered. “I wanted you so bad, but I didn’t want to push.”

It was then, I looked down at her. She was completely bound. And by some skill, I might add. Her ankles were crossed and tied to her wrists, pulling her shoulders behind her back in the process. She was splayed out, with her pussy exposed, completely helpless before me.

“If I’m like this, I can’t do anything,” she continued.

“I never said I didn’t want to fuck you,” I groaned softly. “I said I needed to get a message back to Srink. But there’s more now, and I need to think about our best option.”

“Oh,” Tyq lay still. “Then… can you untie me?”

I looked her up and down and smirked. With one hand, I traced a line over her exposed stomach. “Why would I do that?”

“Blath…” she moaned softly.

“Wasn’t one of your fantasies, about being tied to my chest?” I asked. Although Chiq was the one who openly admitted it, my other goblins had agreed—but Tyq, in her shy way was even more obvious about it. “This isn’t quite to my chest, but…”

Tyq opened her mouth to speak, as I stuffed the gag between her teeth once more. She groaned, and I chuckled as I touched between her legs. She strained against the ropes for a moment. Before falling limp. She was practically drooling. Her pussy was on fire. Molten heat poured between her legs, and I brought it to her lips, smearing her own juices where she could smell them, but not lick them away.

Her breathing became ragged, and I knew she was enjoying this. She was quiet, but she was still a twisted goblin, and she loved this kind of game. With my loincloth still in my hand, I tossed it aside and took hold of my already erect cock. It took me a moment to align myself. I didn’t want to crush her, especially with her arms and legs bound as they were. Instead, I had to find an angle where I could balance. That came to me a moment later, and I slumped back against the edge of the nest.

Tyq let out a surprised grunt as I lifted her onto my lap. She wriggled as I settled her into place. She could feel my cock straining against her hands, and I felt her shift to try and grab me. I laughed, and lifted her slightly more. With one hand, I held her against my chest, and with my other, I steered my cock into position. I lowered her until I felt that molten heat touch the head of my cock. Tyq was breathing frantically now, and I reached up to tug her blindfold free.

She stared at me with wide eyes, and I smiled as I let gravity take over. Helplessly, she slid down, impaling herself on my cock. Her eyes crossed, and she let out a pathetic wheeze. When I took hold of one ear and pulled her face down to stare into one another’s eyes, she blushed furiously and made a pathetic whimper.

Bound as she was, Tyq could barely move. Just about all she could manage was a slightly back-and-forth rock, stirring her insides with my cock. It was enough that as I reached that second, internal entry, she wiggled a little harder, and let gravity sink me into her furthest depths.

“You’re right,” I grinned. “This is great. Maybe I should cut off your limbs and use you like this.”

Tyq’s eyes bulged and her pussy clamped down. Her eyes rolled, and I laughed as she started cumming before we’d even really began. My laughter bounced her in place, and her moans turned into muffled squeals. I wrapped my arms around her, taking her weight as I forcefully drove myself up into her. Tyq shrieked around the gag, and I hugged her close. She wiggled deliciously, shifting the angle as I thrust up into her.

With a casual thought, I bit down on the inside of her neck. Her body jerked in place, and I held on as I continued to thrust. She was delicious. The sensation of her body sliding along my cock was heavenly. The helpless situation she put herself into for my pleasure, though, only served to drive us both to new heights. There was just one problem. I pulled her down tightly and held her close while I caught my breath for a moment.

I pried my teeth from her shoulder and kissed the side of her neck before sitting back. “I’m not going to risk getting you pregnant,” I told her.

She heaved for air, and gave a small nod, before tensing her jaw like she wanted to speak. I reached up and tugged the gag free once more. Tyq moaned softly and stared down at my chest.

“M-my ass,” she mumbled.

“What about–”

“Already done,” she nodded as she flushed with embarrassment once more.

I watched her carefully as I slid one hand down her back. Curling it around behind her, I brushed my fingers over her ass. I smirked, feeling the familiar sensation of the clinging lubricant. Made from boiling a plant that grew by the lake, it created a thick, slimy substance that worked very well.

Tyq moaned as I lifted her off my cock. I grunted at the cool air that washed over my wet flesh, before I shifted Tyq a little closer. Finding her ass was easy, and I steered her into position. By now, we’d done this enough times. There was no need to take things excessively slow. Still, I didn’t want to hurt her, and I let her slide down my shaft slowly. Unlike her delicious goblin pussy, with a second internal entrance, her ass was a direct tunnel straight to her core.

“I don’t want anyone to hear you,” I told her. “So this needs to go back in.”

Tyq opened her mouth with a delirious smile as I fed the gag back into place. She gave me a small nod, and I pushed her further upright. She frowned slightly in confusion before I pushed my hands up into her shirt. Her breasts were unbound, and I took rough handfuls of her green flesh. Her eyes widened, and I smiled as I bounced her in place. Without a full stroke, she was stuck, feeling the full length of my cock slam into her depths in short, sharp thrusts. Her eyes rolled, and her core throbbed as her muffled cries echoed through the room.

I’d suspected, but now I had proof. My shy little cook wasn’t quite so shy when she and I were alone.


Chapter
Ten



Ileaned out, looking around for signs of being followed. Tyq, with a small bundle thrown over her shoulders, stood silently behind me. When I looked back, she blushed furiously, but managed to meet my eyes for a moment. There was no regret in her expression. Only a deep longing to have what we shared once more. These fucking goblins would be the death of me. I suppressed a snort of amusement before stepping out into the clearing. I checked the trees, and even looked up into the top of the spire itself, just in case she was hiding up where most wouldn’t think to check.

Of course, if she really was some kind of ranger class, it was going to be difficult for me to track her. My abilities revolved around tracking animals and monsters. Not humanoids who were actively avoiding me. Though I’d gotten pretty good with the latter over the years, it simply wasn’t in my skillset to track someone truly skilled with stealth. Barbarians were funny like that. Most thought us brutes, but at our core, we were just survival experts with rage issues.

Survival covered a lot of bases, and when your whole life was dedicated to surviving extreme climates with nothing but a club and a pointy rock, you tended to lack education in other directions. More than one barbarian I’d met over the years couldn’t count numbers bigger than they had fingers, but could construct a log hut with their bare hands that would keep you alive through a frigid winter.

I sighed and pushed those thoughts aside. Those who had thought the same of me were likely all dead by now. Even if they weren’t, they weren’t on this world to bring it to my attention.

“Quietly now,” I whispered. “If we’re lucky, she was just passing through.”

“If not?” Tyq asked as she followed me outside.

I sighed softly and shook my head. “If not, then we have bigger problems to deal with.”

Tyq breathed slowly for a moment before nodding. “I trust you, Blath.”

I smiled at the curvy goblin before leaning down to press a kiss to the top of her head. Her ears flicked back and forth, as the skin on her cheeks darkened with blush. I didn’t tease her about it. I just started moving.

Despite our obvious size difference, it was quickly obvious that Tyq was not built for stealth. Her class hadn’t come up yet, but whatever skill points she did have, none of them were anything to do with stealth. She bumbled along, seeming to find every thick patch of dry leaves, or small sticks that I managed to avoid. Which had me slowed to a stop.

“Blath?” Tyq asked softly, before letting out a soft gasp.

I pulled her into my arms and nestled her against my chest. The bag she had been carrying slipped from her arms. I caught it before impact and tossed it over my shoulder.

“You’re too loud,” I whispered. Tyq’s ears drooped, and I shook my head. “You’re not a stealth build,” I told her. Before she could think of anything else, I continued. “You’re some kind of cook. You’re not meant to be sneaking around with enemies looking for you. You’re meant to be home.” I grinned, thinking of what I was going to say next. “Home, swollen with child, another hanging off your hip, while you feed the horde that is our family.”

Tyq squeaked softly, and I felt something pass over her. I frowned, and activated my newest ability, and grinned.

“Brood Mother,” I read her class.

Her arms snapped around my neck as she squealed excitedly. I couldn’t help but laugh with her, only to try to hush her straight after. She kicked and squirmed in my arms, clearly ecstatic with the revelation. I held her close and started to walk, while also trying to soothe her excitement. I was happy for her, but anyone with ears in the area would have no trouble tracking us.

I kept an eye out as we walked. Tyq had shifted from being cradled in my arms to sitting on my shoulders. It made it difficult to push through lower branches, but it gave me both my arms if I needed it. I’d kept an eye out for tracks. There was plenty of game in the area. The deer were the most obvious, with that herd travelling along the banks of the swollen lake.

My main concern was that I was sure something was watching me at times. I just wasn’t sure if it was the strange god or something else. Because whatever it was, didn’t stay for long, but didn’t feel like it was physically here either. I refrained from mentioning anything to Tyq. She was barely holding her excitement together as it was.

Still, I hurried along as best I could, and finally found myself at the final river. Tyq stood at my side with a wide smile as I scooped her into my arms. It was practiced by now, and with a spin for momentum, I tossed her across to the other side, where she landed softly in the thick grass of our home slope. I watched as Tyq climbed to her feet and turned to look at me. Her wide smile lit up, only to falter, and a look of horror flashed across her face.

I turned and spotted what I had feared this whole time. The Tiephling woman I had spotted from the lake. She stood atop the slope behind us, looking down. She seemed to smirk at me before turning away. I grit my teeth and looked back at Tyq. She met my eyes, and I saw a flash of panic.

“Wait!” she cried.

I didn’t though.

If that Tiephling made it back to her camp, things would only get more complicated. I kicked up my heels, scrambling up the side of the slope. If she were an ordinary human, I would have no trouble running her down. Even with my enhanced size, though, this woman was unnaturally gifted, as were most of her kind. She was already climbing the next slope, heading in the direction of the lake, but on the opposite side of where the spire was.

She was moving fast, and I charged down the slope to chase her. This time, as she checked over her shoulder, her bow came up. Instinctively, I dodged to the side as an arrow vanished into the thick grass. If I were a betting man, she, if not the rest of her kind, was exactly who was responsible for the corpse I’d found. She drew her bow once more, releasing the arrow. Rather than dodge, I took hold of the weapon at my hip and whipped it around.

By turning the blade on its side, I provided a flat surface to slap the arrow aside. The wood snapped, and the pieces fell apart as I continued my headlong charge. The smirk on the tiephling’s face only served to enrage me. I activated my ability and gauged her class, only to snarl as I read the words, Dark Ranger. Of course she was. Scout was too simple, and Ranger wasn’t something her species excelled at. In the same way that elves would get fancy classes, like High Mage, the darker races had their own versions of the standard mold.

Something to think about when I brought that up with my goblins later. I wasn’t entirely sure what a Brood Mother was, but if I had to guess, it was goblin specific. Perhaps there was something more to it. Something I hadn’t worked out.

“Fuck,” I snarled as the woman vanished from sight once more.

She led me on a merry chase. It seemed she was encouraging me to chase her. From the top of a spire, she would set traps for me below. Small things, an oddly placed stick, a wash of oil to make me fall. Something to further enrage and encourage me to chase. Only, when I reached the base of the next spire and leaped across, I was immediately confronted with a shot or two from her bow.

I was being led somewhere. Where that was, I didn’t know. Unfortunately, I was pretty sure that not finding out would be even worse. I continued the chase, back into the forest around the lake. She was slower here. I was closing in. Part of me be believed that this was her losing momentum, and yet instinctively I knew that this was all going to be part of some elaborate plan.

I started looking for more threats. Hidden dangers, traps, an ambush. Anything that would give me a heads up to what I was about to walk into. That was until she suddenly slid to a halt and turned to face me.

Weapon in hand, I closed in moments. She smiled as I brought my weapon down, aiming to cleave her in half. She didn’t remain standing, though. Slipping to one side, my blade carved into the ground. Rather than wrestle with my momentum, I carried on another step, before swinging around to deflect… Nothing.

I frowned, glaring at the woman as she smiled at me.

“They say you can never quite get the measure of a man, until you’ve fought him,” she tilted her head, before drawing a small blade of her own.

“They also say the dead speak no lies,” I charged.

The tiephling laughed as we clashed. My blade whipped through the air at neck height. The blow would have cleaved the head off a troll, but this damnable woman leaned back, dodging it at the last moment. I dropped my elbow to protect my ribs and kicked out, striking her in the chest. She tumbled back, rolling along the ground, before springing up with a manic grin on her face.

Before something slammed into me from the side. It washed over, like a wave. I knew immediately that it wasn’t a physical attack. It wasn’t a concentrated blow, nor was it a tackle. It hit me all at once, a push of force. So it was no surprise as I rolled to my feet to find myself staring at a mage. This one was male, another tiephling. He was more gray than blue, with black eyes and a sneer.

“What is the meaning of this?” He grunted at the woman.

She smiled and gave a bark of laughter. “Just because father put you in charge of this mission. Doesn’t give you the right to take that tone with me.”

“I have every right to demand a reason for you dragging some random barbarian into our midst!” He snapped. “Don’t think for a moment I won’t suffer the wrath of your father if it meant putting you in your place.”

The woman eyed him for a moment before nodding. “He and a goblin were across the lake.”

The mage frowned before turning to me. I felt his gaze before a massive weight slammed down upon my shoulders. I buckled before I could brace. Driven to my knees, I heard the sound of a blade being drawn from leather.

“Wait!” the woman snapped. “He can lead us!”

“If you think you can interrogate a barbarian, you will be sorely mistaken,” the mage continued.

The oppressive weight settling down on me increased, and I felt my rage beginning to bubble. I couldn’t move. I could barely remain on my knees. My arms trembled and my knuckles ached. The hilt of my weapon dug so deeply into the palm of my hand, I could feel the wetness of blood before it began to seep through my fingers.

“Unless you want to be captured by this lot,” I hissed down at the sword shaped golem arm. “You had better do something.”

“Enough of that mumbling,” the mage gripped my hair.

I snarled as he pulled my head back. It was easy for him. Whatever magic he was casting had no effect on anything else around me.

“Themong,” the woman tried. “He could be useful. He could lead us to them.”

“Only if you can get him to talk,” the mage replied.

In a desperate attempt to glean anything, I activated my ability. He was a Corrupted Mage, and he seemed to notice that I had done something, because the moment I received the information, he looked me in the eye.

“What did you do?” he asked. I glared at him, and he snarled, before moving around in front of me. “What was the skill you just activated?” he asked.

“Oh, so I can’t interrogate him, but you get a funny look and suddenly want his life story⁠—”

“Shut up, Vallia,” the corrupted mage snapped. “He’s a barbarian, but used an identifying skill on me. That’s not something he should have been capable of.”

“And you’re wondering why I brought him here,” she laughed and shook her head.

The corrupted mage let out an exasperated sigh. I knew the type. Someone’s father is in charge, but doesn’t choose their offspring to lead an important mission. You end up with two pseudo leaders who can’t stand one another, but don’t have enough support from the troops to do anything about it. If Vallia’s father was a decent leader, this kind of thing would end with no winners. Vallia would be slapped back a rank or two for causing problems, and Themong would be put to sword for disloyalty to the family in charge. It was a shit show, and I wanted nothing to do with it.

“Don’t ever get betrothed,” Themong sniffed at me. “Even if she’s got the tits of a lesser goddess.”

Betrothed… that’s even worse…

“Now,” Themong reached down. “Let’s get this weapon away from you, then we can think about loosening that tongue of⁠—”

Whatever he was about to say, cut off with a pained yelp. The moment he touched my weapon, I felt it shift. Themong reared back, as a spurt of blue shaded blood splattered across my face. As soon as his attention wavered, I felt the spell holding me crumble. I surge upward, twisting my weapon around to drive it into his gut. The mage wasn’t completely useless. He recognized the position he was in and began to recast the spell.

As the weight pressed into my shoulders once more, I was halted briefly. Only briefly, since my blade had punched several inches into his chest. He cried out, and the spell wavered a second time. I straightened fully with a roar and drove my sword clean through his body. I lifted the Tiephling off the ground with the force of my stab, before swinging him around. The woman, Vallia, stared in horror as the corrupted mage’s body crashed into a nearby tree.

She took a step back, and I let out a growl as I stepped forward. As quickly as it ended, the chase was on. Though we didn’t go far. Darting around a copse of trees, she volleyed over a moss-covered boulder and headed straight for a small camp at the base of a spire that provided the same kind of lookout as our first home had.

“ATTACK!” she screamed. “WE’RE UNDER ATTACK!”

I remained silent as I leaped over the boulder behind her. Movement caught my eye as she passed by the first tent. A Tiephling, holding a blade, scrambled out, only to meet the edge of my blade, ending him before he could get to his feet. Vallia, ahead of me, spun and drew her bow at the same time. The shot never left her hand as I swung my sword. The wood shattered in her grip, and the arrow fell aside. I closed to end her, but she was quick and dodged aside.

She drew her own blade and lunged in to strike me. I leaned back, dodging the blow, before aiming a strike at her chest. She must have been expecting it, as she slipped around behind me. Only for me to reverse my momentum. As she came in low to hamstring me, I snapped the hilt of my sword back and collected with the side of her head. She fell back, clutching her face, as her help finally arrived.

The first charged in, knocking her aside before I could finish the job. He was armed like she was. A small blade and a bow, though with his blade in hand, he had augmented himself with a small buckler. The tiephling lunged in, aiming a stab at the side of my ribs. It was clumsy by comparison. If he’d been as skilled as Vallia, it likely would have struck. Instead, I turned away and backhanded him with my free hand. He staggered, and I turned to spot a heavier armed, and fully armored tiephling charging my position. A two-handed sword in his arms. He slowed his headlong charge and swept it around, aiming to disarm me with his first strike. The weapon in his hand was something no normal human would have been able to wield.

I wasn’t a normal human. Slicing my own sword down, I caught his blade, and watched the jolt run through his arm as all that momentum came to a sudden stop. He let out a gasp and his weapon slipped from his fingers. I wasn’t sure about hacking through his armor, so I did the same as I had to Vallia during our first confrontation and kicked him in the chest. His armor dented as he fell back with a yell.

I heard the twang of a bow and ducked. The arrow aimed for my neck, dug a furrow in my shoulder, and I turned back to see Vallia armed with the other ranger’s bow. He was back in form, blade up, shield in position, but now with a split lip and a swollen eye. Vallia was already drawing a second arrow, and I dismissed them for a moment as I turned back to their armored companion. He held up his hand as I drove my boot into his head. If the sudden, violent jerking wasn’t obvious enough to tell me the result, it was the way fluids sprayed out from the gaps in his faceplate.

“Run Vallia!” The second ranger snarled before rushing in.

She fired her shot, more as a distraction than a real threat. It split my attention as I deflected the arrow with my blade. That left me open to counterattack as the other ranger closed. Rather than distance myself as he likely expected, I stepped in before lowering my shoulder. His jaw connected with bone and I shoved forward, sending him to the ground. I brought my sword overhead, driving it through his body, sinking it into the ground, where he howled in pain. I kicked away his weapon before planting my foot on his stomach, before yanking the blade free, all while staring directly at Vallia.

“So,” I straightened as I left my weight on the dying tiephling. “Who’s your father?”

Vallia looked from me to her suffocating companion, then at the still corpse of the armored one laying in the dirt behind me.

“How’s your endurance?” I asked.

Vallia grit her teeth and dropped the bow. “Will he survive?”

I looked down at his pale complexion and shook my head.

“Finish it. Please?”

With an almost casual swing of my blade, the dying tiephling’s head rolled to one side. His body jerked, just once, before falling completely still. I eyed Vallia and took her in. She was well built, muscular, but lean. Tall too, taller than Yil, but not quite as tall as myself, even with the horns. Her long, dark hair was tied back into a long plait, and her eyes had black sclera as she stared at me.

“Where’s the Paladin?” I asked.

She frowned. “Paladin?”

“Paladin,” I repeated. “Human male, muscular, grandiose fucker. Probably missing an arm.”

“My father might know of him,” she frowned. “But I’ve not seen, nor heard of anyone by that description. The humans my father is willing to tolerate are few, and nobody missing an arm springs to mind.”

I watched her for a moment. Either she was a good liar, or she was being honest. I figured it didn’t matter, so I went for the second part.

“Goblins?”

She wrinkled her nose. “We’re hunting them.”

I glared at her and stepped closer. “Why?”

She looked like she was about to run. I couldn’t blame her. I moved closer, keeping her far enough back that she wouldn’t be able to lunge at me with some hidden blade I hadn’t spotted.

“WHY?!” I snarled.

She flinched back and nodded. “Orders!”

“Orders?” I paused. “Who ordered it?”

“I don’t know,” she shook her head. “My father woke up one day, and decided that there were goblins here. I didn’t even believe him until I saw you sneaking through the forest.”

“How did you find us?” I asked.

“We were told to find the lake and search the area. That’s all I was told. That it was important, and to find the goblins.” she gave a dismissive shrug, before sighing. “Are you going to kill me?”

“That depends,” I grunted. “Are you worth more to me alive than dead?”

She shifted and gave a grunt. “Kill me now. My father will find out and hunt you down. Take me hostage, same thing.”

“You didn’t mention what happens if I let you go?” I tilted my head.

She shrugged. “I wouldn’t let you go.”

That made me chuckle, which was when she struck. Twisting, she thrust forward a thin blade that had been concealed by her forearm. I was half expecting it, so what should have been a stab to the heart turned into a flesh wound. The blade pierced my arm, and as I pulled back, the natural motion dragged her into my arms. I lowered my chin and head-butted her. It was a stupid decision to do that to a being with horns. Despite the pain, I weighed a lot more than she did and the Tiephling fell to the ground in a heap.

I looked at the blade sticking out of my arm, before meeting her eyes as she stared up at me with a grin.

“Girl’s gotta do what she’s gotta do, right?”
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“Surprised you’re not dragging me by the hair,” she grunted. “Isn’t that what you barbarians do?”

I ignored her as I continued walking. Night had set in. Srink would be worried, so would the others. I’d arrive by morning, though. After her last attempt, I knocked Vallia around a bit. Then, after binding her arms and legs, I tossed her over my shoulder and started walking home. It had, so far, been a very long night.

“Where are we going anyway?” she asked.

“Home,” I grunted.

“Real descriptive big guy. From how chatty you were before, I figured I’d have more of a conversation out of this.”

“I could always gag you,” I offered.

She sighed and relaxed over my shoulder. “Just never thought the day someone would cart me off, it’d be as a prisoner. Father’s been hinting at sending one of his generals after me for a couple of years now.”

I frowned before shaking my head. “I’m not taking you back to be my wife.”

“What else would you do with me?” she asked.

I sighed. “Plenty. For one, I’m sure after spending a few weeks bound and gagged, you might want to answer a few questions.”

“Bit of a shame, really,” she sighed. “A few weeks bound and gagged. I’ll probably start to smell. Not to mention, I might lose some of this muscle tone.”

“It almost sounds like you’re disappointed.” I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Suppose I am,” she sighed. “First man with the balls to actually take me on doesn’t want to keep what’s rightfully his. Themong would have been balls deep inside me before we left the camp.”

“Would that be something you’d prefer?” I asked.

“Not really,” she sighed. “Themong was a powerful spellcaster. But he spent too much time eating what my father left in the latrine.”

I grunted at that.

“That’s it?” she snorted. “C’mon, I’m trying to break up the mood here, big guy.”

“And I’m considering knocking you around the head, little lady,” I gave her a little swing from side to side for emphasis.

To my surprise, she laughed, before falling still. “Just do me a favor, big guy.”

“I’m listening.”

She was silent for a few moments, and I was about ready to grunt and ignore her for the rest of the trip, before she let out a sigh.

“Kill me.”

“What?” I stopped and pulled her from my shoulder to hold her in front of me.

“Wow, you’re… wow,” she wiggled slightly.

“Kill you?” I gave her a little shake.

She sighed and nodded. “My father isn’t going to take me being kidnapped very well. He’ll send someone after me. If it comes to it, I want you to kill me.”

“I don’t kill prisoners,” I sighed, before slinging her over my shoulder.

“That’s a shame,” she sighed, as I started walking again. “Because I really don’t wanna settle for second best.”


Chapter
Eleven



“Well this is unexpected,” Vallia grunted as I set her by the fire.

Srink loomed overhead, with Yil at her side. Chiq, Uz, Virt, Tealz, Tyq, Bliz and even Luciel crowded around. I could hear the sounds of digging coming from a dark hole on the wall opposite the smoker. What surprised me the most about it, was how many torches were burning. The grotto sparkled with the dampness and the gemstones impregnated in the walls. Not enough to be worth mining, but enough that when you looked around, they sparkled like the night sky.

“Blath?” Srink looked up at me.

“I beat her,” I shrugged. “Was kill her, or bring her back.”

Srink sighed and shook her head slowly. “Yil, bathe him. I need to speak to our guest.”

I frowned, not liking the implication, but Yil, along with Luciel and to my surprise Virt both started shoving me along. The others stayed with Srink, clustering around to obscure what was going on. Chiq gave a smoldering glare in our direction, telling me that she’d have preferred to follow. I could only assume that this was going to be some kind of interrogation, but if Srink wanted me gone… Well I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

“The goddess has her reasons,” Yil patted my shoulder.

“You’ve been here a week,” I grunted.

“And in that week, she has shown me more compassion than the entirety of my life before,” Yil smiled.

I grunted, not wanting to agree with her. Because she was right. Before now, my life was battle after battle. Most of my friends were more like acquaintances, or more often they simply wanted something from me and were happy to smile and joke to get it. Even those I did trust were brutal. My childhood training would have broken most men, and yet…

“Fine.” I shook my head and pulled off my loincloth.

The ladies led me into the water and I sat down in my usual spot as the trio clustered around me. With Luciel pressed into one arm, and Virt holding the other, Yil picked up a cloth and began to rub me down.

“I know you’ve been instructed by the goddess,” I started. “But you don’t have to do this. You know that, right?”

Yil paused, then gave a small nod. “Have you given any thought to being a baker?”

I tilted my head in confusion. “Baker?”

Yil nodded before continuing to scrub at my skin. My exposed chest collected specs of dried blood, dirt and other debris from my trek through the world.

“Does the thought of being a baker sound odd?” She asked.

“I’m a barbarian,” I grunted. “I have a whole skill set devoted to killing and living off the land.”

“And I have a skill set devoted to the pleasures of the flesh,” she looked me in the eye. “I am a Cleric. A priestess to the goddess Srink.” She smiled. “I’m not ashamed of what I was, Blath, champion to my goddess. I can only beg that you remember that, should your needs be unmet, my is body available.”

“She whispers your name while touching herself,” Virt said after a moment of silence.

Yil jerked and gave the goblin a horrified look before blushing furiously.

“She doesn’t let herself finish, though,” Virt continued, oblivious to Yil’s horror. “She just rubs and stops, before–”

“Thank you, Virt!” Yil slapped a hand to the goblin’s lips.

Virt stared at the human woman for a moment, before nodding. Yil sighed and removed her hand, where Virt shrugged. “You’re welcome.”

Yil groaned before picking up the washcloth. This time, as she went back to scrubbing me, she refused to look me in the eye. Which might have been embarrassment, or it may have been because with all the lit torches, she could see my erection standing to attention before her.

Shortly after I was cleaned and left to relax with three beautiful women, I spotted Uz rush off into the cave where I could hear the digging. The sound stopped, and shortly the trio of kobold followed Uz back out of the hole. They noticed me and gave small nods of appreciation before heading towards Srink. There was a quick discussion, a few growls and then Vallia let out an indignant squeal as she was gagged. Part of me wanted to intervene, but neither of the trio of ladies with me saw fit to let me up. Still, they weren’t hurting her, and Srink was now heading my way.

She took one look at me before yanking her gown over her head. I stared at the swell of her stomach. It was even more pronounced. Yil saw her coming and stood to offer the goddess her hand. My pregnant lover accepted and slipped into the bath before crawling into my lap. With her knees on my hips, she pressed herself close enough our noses almost touched.

“Vallia is going to take a little time to think about what sort of time she wishes to have here,” Srink smiled.

“She’s our prisoner?” I asked.

“Not so much,” Srink shook her head, as I felt a warm hand wrap around my cock.

I glanced over Srink’s shoulders to see Yil doing the grabbing as she steered me into position below Srink.

“There are actually several things to talk about,” Srink smiled as she rocked back, slotting my cock to her entrance.

“This feels like I’m not going to like what I’m being told,” I grunted, even as I felt Srink wiggle her hips.

“There’s now a dozen kobold living in the caverns beneath our grotto,” Srink grunted as she pushed back, sliding the head of my cock into her pussy. Luciel let out a small chirp of disappointment and Srink turned to look at Yil. “Be a dear and make sure Luciel is kept comfortable during our talk.”

“Yes, Goddess,” Yil nodded, before moving to sit in front of Luciel.

The small kobold looked up at me with wide eyes, as Yil pressed her hands between the kobold’s legs. She let out a small gasp and smiled. “Warm!”

“She will need your attention when we’re done,” Srink smirked. “Likely Virt after that.”

“It has been some time since we have attempted breeding,” Virt nodded. “I think I want to be taken as roughly as possible.”

Srink laughed softly and nodded. “Soon, Virt.” Srink turned her golden eyes back to me, as Luciel let out another shrill chirp of pleasure. “Where was I?” Srink rocked her hips, driving herself a little further down onto my cock. “Yes, the kobold. More will be coming. As the tunnels get deeper and more room opens up, they will begin to gather in larger numbers.”

“Are they going to be a problem?” I asked.

“Not while they have a queen,” Srink glanced over at Luciel.

The pretty kobold was gasping into Yil’s mouth. One small foot was lifted out of the water over the cleric’s shoulder. The cleric in question was vigorously thrusting her hand back and forth between Luciel’s splayed out legs.

“Queen?” I frowned.

“You are the most powerful male. She is your female,” Srink smiled. “You might get the occasional challenge, but as long as you beat them, she is their undisputed queen.” She saw the look on my face and laughed. “You don’t need to worry. They will populate themselves. It will be slower than in a traditional nest, but there is no need to do what you are so clearly dreading.”

“BLATH!” Luciel chirped.

I glanced over as her eyes rolled back. Yil had a wide smile on her face as she slowed her movements to match the way Luciel writhed and jerked in place.

“If things with the kobold are successful…” Srink drew my attention back to her, before slipping further down on my cock for emphasis. “We may have ever more guests.”

I felt my cock twitch, and the goddess smirked. I warred at myself, partially for wanting to have my way with her, and partially for wanting to continue this conversation. In the end, I figured I could have both, but I needed to think clearly for now. I took her in my arms and held her close. Srink’s eyes went wide, only to drift into a shallow pout as she noticed I was holding her still.

“Cheater,” she hissed.

“Explain,” I grunted.

Srink murmured a curse before nodding. “Someone broke the rules,” she sighed. “I believe you were told already.”

“I was,” I nodded, thinking of the being who had visited me recently.

“Then you should know that to offset that, other rules have been drawn up to match. There are more coming, and we find ourselves in a unique position,” Srink grunted as I shifted my grip, before tensing my cock inside her. “The east, where you came to this world, is populated by the humans and those close to them. Elves, dwarves, and the fae.”

“Fae are bad business,” I growled.

“They are reduced,” Srink wiggled her hips. “But you aren’t wrong.”

“What about to the west?” I asked, though I thought I had the answer already.

“Tiephlings, orcs and some other dark races,” she sighed. “Neither side wanted to ally themselves with me. I bargained anyway and made my own deals. The Berksenain slopes are a natural barrier between the two nations, and I thought we would settle along the banks. I didn’t think we would forge a home in their midst, but it attracted the attention of others. Others who wish to join us.”

“Those who were lesser,” I nodded. “Goblins, the kobold. Should I expect gnomes then?” I asked, thinking of the industrial creatures. They had classes, but feuded constantly with the dwarves over territory.

“Perhaps others,” Srink sighed. “I’m not privy to the agreements being made, but I’m given the option to aid them if they ask. I offered my hand to the kobold already. The others may do the same.”

“And what if they side against us?” I asked. “What if Vallia’s father uses them to hunt us?”

Srink nodded slowly. “Vallia’s father is a war leader amongst many. He may summon an army, but it will take him time to gather the support he would need to make the attempt. But you’re right. She was here on his orders and from the sounds of things, someone with ties to the Paladin is pulling more strings.”

“You can’t tell me who that is?” I asked.

Srink shook her head. “I have yet to broker an agreement with the one who allowed me to come to this world. If I told you who they were, it would be considered interfering. Right now, I am simply a spiritual leader of a small but growing tribe. You have more power in this world than I do, and that was my choice.”

I sighed. “So as the kobolds dig, we should expect more of them. Then perhaps a few other races as well. Meanwhile, we’re going to have an army on our doorstep in the next few months and that damn paladin is still out there causing problems. Is that about everything?”

“More or less,” Srink smiled.

“Do I kill Vallia?” I asked.

Srink’s smile dropped, and she sighed. “Killing her may delay the inevitable. But should you kill her father and take her as a bride–”

“Hold up–”

“Don’t disagree so quickly,” Srink growled at me. “Tiephling’s rarely have multiple children. She was betrothed, which meant he was her father’s chosen successor. If you have her, and you can keep her, that falls to you.”

“And her people will follow me, just like that?” I asked.

Srink stared at me for a moment before sighing. “Those loyal to their old ways likely would.”
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Luciel stared at me with a dazed expression. Sitting on Yil’s lap, the cleric’s fingers danced through the mess leaking from between the kobold’s legs. Collecting my seed, she brought her fingers to Luciel’s mouth, letting the dazed kobold lick them clean. Then, almost as a reward, she dipped her fingers once more, before tasting them herself.

Beside them, in the nest, were Srink and Tealz. Srink, staring at me, as she clutched Tealz’s head. The latter was gently lapping at the goddess’s drooling pussy, feasting on the deposit I had left before moving on to Luciel. The kobold would likely suffer a similar fate once Yil or one of the others decided to change things up again. I could see the swell of Tealz’s belly as well, while she wiggled her ass at me as if enticing me to have her.

Uz knelt on the floor nearby. A small puddle of arousal growing beneath her as she masturbated frantically. How she hadn’t lost her mind and gone after one of the others, I had no idea. Bliz and Tyq were wrestling again. When Tyq managed to get on top, she would ride Bliz’s face, before Bliz would throw the cook down and return the favor.

Which left Chiq and Virt.

“MORE!” Virt screeched.

“You asked for it,” Chiq cackled, before pressing further.

The intense crushing sensation around my cock increased, but I didn’t stop for a moment. Virt was being honest when she wanted me to be rough with her. By folding her legs to her shoulders and picking her up, I was able to drive the full length of my cock into her body. She could neither struggle nor properly breathe, which… was exactly what she wanted. In fact, like our first time together, she wanted even more.

Sinking my entire cock into her womb, I felt Chiq’s arm shift up alongside it. All of my green lovers had enjoyed the pleasure of being stimulated in their ass and pussy at the same time. Virt, however, demanded it. Chiq held her counterpart by the shoulder for balance, as she drove her fist deeply into Virt’s ass. Watching Chiq kneel down so she could force her arm to the elbow inside her was truly something else, but Virt was having the time of her life.

Chiq began to match my thrusts. As I drew my cock out to her entrance, I felt Chiq cup the tips of her fingers to press into the underside of my cock. As I drove up into her body, Chiq kept her fingers in place, driving her hand, wrist and then forearm up into Virt, whose eyes rolled in ecstasy.

With two prior orgasms under my belt, Virt was in the for the ride of her life and loving every moment of it. She had already cum twice. The first time, I slowed and she bit me. The second time, after a fierce glare, I continued to pummel her through it, earning an ecstatic squeal. She had hit her happy place and was content to experience this as long as I could keep it up.

I heard a delighted squeal and looked up. Srink was jerking her hips. Tealz had pressed four fingers into her pussy, while keeping her thumb out to rub at her clit. My beautiful goddess writhed against Tealz’s hand as she came all over again. Luciel cried out only moments later. Yil was frantically circling the kobold’s clit, while biting firmly into her scaled neck. Bliz and Tyq were laying in a heap, coming down from a strange position where they had crossed legs and rubbed their pussies together. Which meant the squeal was…

I leaned over slightly and saw Chiq. Her eyes were crossed, and I could see Uz’s legs sticking out from where she had crawled under her. Whatever Uz was doing, Chiq was having a hard time keeping up and her pace kept shifting. Virt howled as the mismatched timing caused her even more sensations. Sometimes my cock and Chiq’s fist drove up into her at the same time. Others, they alternated, giving her no respite from the intense sensation of being filled.

Until finally, I reached the end of my rope. Slamming Virt down on my cock, I buried her to the hilt. I didn’t care that I was in her womb as my cock throbbed and I started to fill her. My pleasure was milked by Chiq’s continued insistence to thrust her arm into Virt’s ass, pleasuring us both at the same time. My legs wobbled beneath me, and I slipped back, yanking Virt off Chiq’s arm as I did. When I hit the floor, Virt slipped off, before making a small noise.

She sat up with a manic gleam in her eye before taking my cock in her hand.

“Now the other way,” she hissed as she placed my cock in her ass.

I swallowed nervously and made a mental note that when I thought of the rules around fucking the crazy ones.

These are goblins.

They’re all fucking crazy.
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I hauled myself out of the hatch and into the sunlight. It was a new day, and there was yet more rain on the horizon. Still, there were things to do, and with the way clear, I stepped out and held my hand down. Chiq was right behind me, and she took my hand with a smile. Behind her was Srink, who was being helped up by Yil. Yil stopped to help Tealz, who was followed by Luciel, who needed a bit of sun. Being at the center of the pile overnight had warmed her, but something about the sun itself was beneficial and gave her that little extra boost.

With a kiss and a prance, she raced off to the edge where she could bask in the least amount of shade.

“The farm is doing well,” Srink called, getting my attention.

I turned and followed her to the closest row of plants. Which made me pause, because she was right. They were doing extremely well. They weren’t the sprouts I was expecting, but almost ankle high shoots. Calf high for my beautiful lover.

“This doesn’t seem possible,” I grunted. “Not even for a farming class,” I glanced over at the wild farmer as she smiled happily in the sun.

“It’s not,” Srink agreed. “There’s something else going on.”

I sighed and looked around. “Alright, we figured it out. Come out and introduce yourself!”

I waited and watched for a time. Even Srink started to look confused. We’d been warned, both of us. There was no way the plants had grown this tall in this short timeframe. I fully expected some bodiless voice to start speaking, and yet… Nothing?

I frowned and began to walk around the farmland. Yil joined me, with Srink at her side. The two women looked lovely together. Srink wore a robe, and Yil seemed to be wearing the same kind. Only on her larger form, it left more skin exposed. It was rather fetching and yet… part of me approved. It looked like it was appropriate for Srink. She wasn’t a classic goddess, there were no monuments, no tenants, no overarching mythology, rules or laws that followers had to abide by. She was natural, comforting and simply looked out for her followers. Yil’s simple, yet revealing attire just looked… right.

“Blath, if you would rather me take it off–”

“Don’t you start,” I snorted and turned away from the cleric. “I’ve enough on my plate as it is.”

“I can see that,” Yil smirked.

“Don’t neglect her, Blath,” Srink chided me. “She is a woman, and despite her upbringing, she has a mind of her own.”

“This life is far better than any of the ones before,” Yil chimed in. “Here, I can eat, talk or do more or less as I please. The Goddess asks so little of me, and when she does,” Yil licked her lips. “They are usually to my liking.”

“Is that what you do when I’m not here?” I grunted. “Pleasure yourselves to my memory?”

“Of course,” Srink agreed immediately. “But not to completion. None of us are allowed to cum without you being there.”

I froze and turned as Srink let out a laugh. She led Yil around me to continue their walk. I shook my head and looked down, only to freeze as a horizontal green figure smiled back.

“Hi!”

I leaped into the air, drawing my blade as the figure sat up. Srink whirled around as Yil stood between her and the newcomer. I landed and readied to strike as the figure held up their hands.

“Sorry!” it squeaked. “Sorry, sorry!”

“Wait, Blath!” Srink threw out a hand.

I held not just on her word, but at the lack of response to the figure. Androgynous, it looked neither male nor female, despite being completely nude. Their form looked to be made, or at least covered in plants. Their hair was like grass, woven with the small flowers I sometimes saw dotted about. Their skin was like that of the new shoots sticking out of the farm.

“You’re not part of any bargains,” Srink frowned. “What are you doing here?”

“Bored,” the figure grinned.

“Srink, what is it?” I growled.

“An earth spirit,” Srink muttered. “Like a dryad, but without the part where they lure men to their deaths.”

I grunted at that. Dryads were rare, rare enough that even seasoned explorers rarely ever found traces of them. When they did, it was usually that of a rotting corpse left over from a feeding. The ladies of the woods were strong and fierce. They would lure a man in with familiar scents. Baked goods, roasted meat and womanly perfume. A hungry or lost soul could hardly ignore such things and would stumble into a beautiful woman dressed in rags.

One thing would lead to another and as she rode him for his seed, her roots would drive into his flesh from below and drain his life essence into the soil. The combination of both let her procreate and the cycle would continue. If they were capable of traveling away from their trees, those monsters would have been hunted to extinction for the sheer danger they possessed.

“I was just floating by,” the spirit grinned. “The slopes are usually so peaceful. So you can only imagine my surprise when I found a nest of creatures digging in my domain.”

“I can stop them,” I offered.

The spirit waved off my concern. “They’re fascinating,” it continued. “I watched them for a while, before coming closer to see what else was going on. The thing you did, impaling the females. It looks painful, and yet they act like they enjoy it. Very strange. I’ve never seen that before.”

I shifted uncomfortably and turned to Srink, who shot me a smirk.

“So…” I turned back to the spirit. “What can we do for you?”

“Nothing much,” it grinned. “I pushed a bit of life into your plants. This place is wonderful for growing, so it was easy. I didn’t really expect you to see me, that’s all.”

“What next then?” Srink asked.

The earth spirit’s smile dropped, and it looked uncomfortable for a moment. “I don’t know. I woke up, and I felt the need to come here.”

“Did someone send you?” Srink asked immediately.

The earth spirit chewed their lip and slowly shook their head. “I don’t know. I just… You ever make a friend and then lose that friend?”

“Yes,” I grunted softly.

The earth spirit looked at me and nodded. “I think I lost my friend. Or they lost me. This place is weird and… Well the last person I spoke to tried to stab me.”

“Who?” I asked immediately.

The spirit shrugged. “Some big guy, not… Not as big as you,” it nodded at me. “He had blue skin, with a little round thing on his arm, and a pointy thing in his hand.”

The earth spirit looked somewhat confused by its own words. I just wondered if maybe Vallia would know more about it if I asked her. Would she even answer if I did? My greatest concern, though, was that I’d never seen or heard of an Earth Spirit before. Whatever they were, either they were exceptionally good at hiding, or they didn’t come from my first world.

And if they didn’t come from that world, that meant there were likely others out there. Others I had never seen, met, or heard of. There could be a whole army of beings out there, and I’d never see them coming.

“Well,” I cleared my throat. “If you’ve helped the plants, I’d be happy to call you my friend,” I told it.

The spirit brightened and gave me a wide grin. “Really?”

“Really,” I nodded.

Which was when the sword at my side suddenly shot forward, extending into a spear as it drove itself through the earth spirit’s body.


Chapter
Twelve



Iroared as I yanked my weapon away. Only the blade didn’t pull free, it dragged the earth spirit along with it. The small creature screamed in rage as it thrashed against my weapon. The ladies pulled back to give us room as I swung it around. I was trying to fling the earth spirit away, but it was firmly attached to the end of my blade. I grit my teeth before raising my foot. Driving it down onto the creature’s body, it shifted like stamping on soft clay, but didn’t pull free. I raised my foot once more.

I never got the chance. Solid spikes shot out from the handle of my weapon and I snarled as my hand was pierced in several places. With a howl of rage, I spun, dragging both the spirit and my sword into the air, and hurled it far over the edge of the slope. The two tumbled out of view, leaving me panting and angry as I looked down at my hand. Four punctures. Three in my palm, with a fourth in my index finger. A few scrapes up the insides of my fingers showed where spikes had grazed me. It could have been worse, I suppose.

“Bandages!” Srink ordered.

Chiq rushed to the entrance while Yil yanked her tunic over her head. I stared at her while she wrapped it around my bleeding hand. She was entirely nude and gave me a smile when she noticed my stare.

“Gaze at me all you want, Barbarian,” she joked.

“Not the time, Yil,” Srink admonished her gently. “But I thank you for sacrificing your outfit.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” I grunted and pulled my hand free, only for blood to begin seeping from the wounds.

Yil made a noise and snatched my wrist back, squeezing it within her ruined tunic. I sighed and looked at Srink, who had frozen in place. I turned my head, before freezing at the sight of the earth spirit. It was as androgynous as I remembered, only now it stood almost a foot taller. Still not as large as one of my goblins, though. It stared at me with its arms crossed.

“I didn’t know it would do that,” I told it.

“Neither did I,” came the creature’s reply.

It stared at me for a moment before moving closer. Its body seemed to glide, with its feet never quite leaving the surface of the ground. I tensed, ready to either attack, or to push my lovers away, even as Chiq burst from the ground once more. She surged into view, before freezing as she noticed the earth spirit. The spirit narrowed its eyes at the wadding clutched within Chiq’s fingers, before turning its gaze towards the bundle wrapped around my hand.

“Oathbreaker,” the spirit muttered, before its smile widened. “OATHBREAKER!”

I stared at it while the small creature cackled madly. It even went as far as bending to slap its knees in its mirth. Until finally the small thing straightened and turned to me with a glare.

“Grand Paladin of Denerath,” the earth spirit hissed.

“You know them?” I tensed, ready to strike if I needed to. I didn’t know what I’d do against an earth spirit, but I’d already killed a golem… oh…

The spirit glared hatefully for a moment before shaking itself. “What god do you follow?”

“Her,” I pointed at Srink with my free hand.

The spirit tilted its head in confusion before looking at Srink. Its eyes flicked back and forth, before widening, and it let out a small gasp.

“This is what he spoke of!”

“The paladin?” I asked.

The earth spirit nodded. “Yes!” Then it frowned. “No…”

“Blath?” Chiq called as she approached.

“Is it okay if she comes over?” I asked the spirit.

The small creature frowned at me, then looked at Chiq. “Why wouldn’t it be?”

I ignored that, and Chiq took it as permission to dart over to my side. I removed my hand from the blood-soaked tunic and offered it to Chiq. She moved my hand to a palm up position and swiftly wrapped the bandage tightly around the wound. It was awkward and uncomfortable, but it would hold. I’d need to go out and find ingredients for a poultice later. Infection could kill me, even if the damage was relatively minor. Chiq finished off the wrap with a small knot. I gave my hand a flex. The bandages held, but I’d have to change them regularly. Even now, I could see the tinge of blood seeping through.

“How did you get… me?” the spirit asked.

I frowned as I remembered the incident. “I ripped that from the Paladin. We fought on equal terms and I won.”

The earth spirit stared for a moment before grinning. “You beat him?”

“I beat him,” I nodded. “The god… thing, whatever it was. It gave me the paladin’s arm to use as my weapon.”

The earth spirit’s expression shifted to distaste, and it huffed. “I’m not a weapon.”

“How did you get involved in all this?” I asked.

The earth spirit shifted uncomfortably before sighing. “I can’t say,” it grumped. “I have agreements… All I can tell you is that I had one with the pantheon the paladin belonged to. And now I don’t.” It looked up and stared at me for a moment. “Because I have one with you.”

“Me?” I asked.

The spirit nodded. “Shortly after my agreements, I went into hibernation. When I awoke, I was being ejected, and part of me was missing. That part was with you. I followed it and when I found it, that part of me returned.”

“I thought it was trying to kill you,” I admitted.

“It was,” the earth spirit grunted. “Until I accepted its agreement. Whoever it was that bound part of me, to you, was exceptionally powerful. If I didn’t agree, it would have killed me. Which is strange, since you’re an oathbreaker. You shouldn’t be able to create agreements.”

That was as much as I expected this conversation to go. Perhaps a little different, though. That the arm pretending to be a blade was actually trying to kill the earth spirit surprised me. But the earth spirit having once been part of the paladin was not all that hard to imagine. It had the same coloration as the golem I had fought. The same texture. I’m sure if I touched it, I would recognize the feel and texture as well.

“The one who oversaw the duel is beyond the need for oaths,” Srink said after a moment of silence.

The earth spirit’s eyes widened before it looked at me and gave a small nod. “I see.”

“Is this being some great secret?” I asked. “You both know them, and I’ve met them several times, and yet you won’t tell me who they are?”

“Blath, if you knew that speaking about me to anyone without a good reason could get you killed, would you speak of me?” Srink asked.

I frowned. “That depends.”

“Exactly,” Srink sighed. “Just know that there are things worse than death for those who cannot die.”

The way the earth spirit shifted uncomfortably made me think about that for a moment. I didn’t like the answers, but if the questions were really that dangerous, then I wasn’t about to pry any more than I had to. Instead, I turned to the spirit.

“So, what now?” I asked it. “And what do I call you?”

The spirit looked me in the eye and sighed. “Call me Pulvi.”
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“This feels unnatural,” I grunted.

I held my hand in place and felt the flow of mana pass through my body. I was more than capable of using it to boost my own physical stats. But having the world react to my power was beyond anything I thought possible.

“You’re doing well,” Pulvi remarked as it sat on my shoulder.

I was in the grotto, and my goal for the last several days had been to improve things. Pulvi was an interesting creature. One with the earth, it commanded the element fully. Mud, rock, soil, sand, grass, trees, mosses and much, much more. It was the domain of an earth spirit, and that spirit was bound to me by a power greater than the gods themselves. To everyone’s surprise, Pulvi was somehow fine with it. From what I could tell, it had lived for a long time, with few people it had ever called a friend.

So day by day, it sat on my shoulder, and taught me to utilize its power. Pulvi was more than capable of doing this itself, but if I wanted an edge during combat, it was one or the other. Pulvi couldn’t behave as my blade, while simultaneously changing the shape of the earth to suit my needs. Which led me into the slowly expanding catacombs beneath the grotto.

Smoothing the walls didn’t appear all that spectacular, but it let me feel the mana and how it was supposed to move. The flow of the earth was steady and strong. It didn’t want to shift. It wanted to remain solid. Which proved a challenge when I defied that order. It fought against me, but then accepted what I wanted to do in the same breath. Pulvi, sitting on my shoulder, gave me tips and encouragement while directing my attention to flaws and other problems.

Twice now, it had pointed out potential weak points in the kobold tunnels. Those industrious creatures rushed about, hauling armfuls of dirt and rocks. Most of it was taken to the surface via hidden passages. Dumped into the river, the current took the evidence away. After I had noticed the weaknesses, Pulvi had helped direct me into reinforcing it. The first was the tunnel going under one of the nearby rivers. In the dry season, it would be safe enough. But with the raging waters above, there was a pit forming around a boulder, and that pit was getting deeper. Sooner or later, the tunnel would thin. A blast of power, and that boulder had been shifted to roll further downstream in the current, before backfilling the hole to prevent it from getting worse.

Another section had loose soil from where a tree had died years ago. The roots had begun to rot, leaving a void in the earth that had to be filled or it risked collapse. I had fixed both, before returning to smoothing the walls and solidifying my hold over this strange new power. It was still too much for me to think about opening pits beneath my foes. I was at my limit shifting a large rock and filling the gap where it had once been. Still, Pulvi seemed happy with my progress, and I was excited to be gaining experience once more.

My class was at its maximum. There was never a chance I would grow as a barbarian. Skills, though, anyone could acquire. Even if I couldn’t bolster them with stats as I leveled. I would never be a mage, but… Even the limited experience I had with mana manipulation made me both unique and powerful in the world of barbarians.

“There is a disturbance,” Pulvi muttered.

I stopped what I was doing and straightened. There was an echo, and I frowned as heard a small shout coming from further into the tunnel. I hadn’t been able to go very far in. The kobold had originally dug the tunnels for their own kin, before expanding to make room for us larger folk. Mostly on Luciel’s orders. More than one female had approached, only to receive an angry and often violent refusal at the claws of the diminutive kobold. In return, I had only had to kill a single male who had challenged me. Even then, the death was only because he attacked me at night while I slept. By the time I realized what was happening, his eyes were glassy from the impact of being kicked against the far wall of the grotto.

Still, hearing the sounds of fighting, I braced. I knew there were hidden surface entrances down here. There was always the chance that something could have snuck in. Predators existed and kobold were regularly hunted by them in my old world when they ventured too long on the surface. What I hadn’t expected was for a heavily scratched and bleeding Tiephling woman to scramble out of the dark on her hands and knees before freezing at the sight of me.

“Hello Blath,” she sighed.

“Vallia,” I nodded, as several kobolds crawled out of the tunnel behind her.

They looked battered, and one was bleeding from its mouth. When it snarled at the woman, I could see where it was missing a tooth.

“You don’t write, you don’t visit,” she huffed. “I told them. If it wasn’t you holding me, I’d try to escape.”

“Bite toes next time,” one of the kobold hissed. “No escape.”

“Why are you tied up?” I asked.

“I haven’t been untied,” Vallia grunted. “They dug a hole and dumped me in. They bring me food and water, but it was disgusting having to work out where to… relieve myself.”

I sighed and looked at the kobolds that were present. “You don’t know how to keep prisoners?”

They gave a few confused chirps before shrugging. “Queen says keep prisoner alive. Prisoner bad. Prisoner dangerous.”

“Right,” I nodded. “And how did you get out, then?” I asked.

“Collapsed the hole they kept me in. When they came to dig me out, I ran,” she shrugged.

I sighed. “Well, clearly that isn’t working then.”

“Clearly,” she smirked. “Now, if a big strong barbarian like yourself–”

“Don’t start. I have enough women already. One more isn’t the enticement that you think,” I grunted at her.

“What about anal?” she winked.

I snorted and shook my head. “You’d be surprised how much goblins love anal.” Then I smirked. “Kobold too. Now I think about it.”

Vallia stared at me for a moment before licking her lips. “Look–”

“I don’t want you to beg,” I sighed, before bending over to take her shoulder. I hauled her to her feet and looked her over.

She wasn’t in rough shape. But it was obvious she wasn’t kept very well. I didn’t think that they’d intentionally been cruel to her, but I had a feeling that when Srink and Luciel had ordered her imprisoned, they pictured her out somewhere quiet and dark. Not in a literal hole where she had to work out how to shit without getting it on herself.

I looked over the kobold and they shifted from looking angry at the Tiephling, to worried I’d punish them for what she had told me. I decided it didn’t matter and gestured for her to follow me.

“Who’s your friend?” she asked, nodding towards the spirit sitting on my shoulder.

“Pulvi,” I introduced them. “This is Vallia. The daughter of a Tiephling war chief who will probably start marching towards us the moment the water clears enough to do so.”

“If you’re lucky,” Vallia grunted. “Knowing my father, he’s gathering wood to build bridges and get here as soon as possible.”

“You think he knows already?” I asked.

Vallia nodded. “We had messengers passing along reports in case something happened.”

“You didn’t think to tell us?” I turned on her.

She gave me a blank stare and shrugged. “I mean, between the hole in the ground and the kobolds, we didn’t really have much of a chance to talk.”

“You had plenty of time to talk to Srink,” I grunted.

“She wasn’t the one who beat me.” Vallia shook her head.

“She didn’t need to beat you. I did, and I’m her champion,” I grunted back at her.

Vallia walked along in silence behind me as we made it into the more developed caves. Even now, the fruits of our labor were showing. Strange mushrooms grew from the walls, as well as an edible lichen. The kobold were the original ones to start, and with a few tweaks, Pulvi had pushed them to develop further. There was still plenty of room to grow. Which was nice, because their population continued to grow. Their god was bringing them in, and I’d noticed they had started gaining classes, just as my goblins had… Well… most of them. I glanced back at Vallia and read her class once more to confirm.

“What was that?” Vallia asked.

I grunted. “It’s what your friend noticed.”

“So you did do something?” Vallia hurried up alongside me.

“Never said I didn’t,” I shrugged. “I just didn’t think it was worth explaining to a man who intended to kill me.”

“Speaking of, I don’t think I thanked you for that,” Vallia giggled.

“I killed your comrades, took you captive, and had you kept in a hole. What could you possibly be thanking me for?” I grunted.

“First of all, Themong was a bastard. Father promised me to him, but he had yet to beat me. His power as a mage was coming along, so it was only a matter of time, but I’d beaten him back often enough that he was never going to win my respect.”

I stopped so fast she bumped into me. When I turned, she stared up at me, and I poked her in the chest. “I’m not taking his place.”

Vallia pouted and let out a small huff. “You beat me.”

“Which makes your surrender on my terms,” I growled. “I brought you back here because I thought you were useful. Not because I wanted a wife.”

“Am I not beautiful?” she asked.

“That’s beside the point,” I grunted and turned to continue up the tunnel towards the grotto.

It wound back and forth on itself. Sometimes reminding me of the tunnels I traveled through to find Srink. I thought about the hobs that were guarding her. She hadn’t shed a tear about them. It was also strange to think about. Surely they would have been the ones to bring to a new world. They’d have been the most loyal. Or maybe that was the problem?

“Look, I’m grateful you haven’t killed me. More so now that you’re not sticking me back in a hole. After a bath and a meal, I’ll feel much better,” Vallia continued.

“Still no need to thank me,” I grunted.

“When my father comes for you. And you kill him. What will you do next?” She asked.

I frowned and didn’t answer. To my surprise, she fell silent as well. I felt for Pulvi, still sitting on my shoulder. With a mental push, I felt the tunnel walls and floor around me. The subtle scratches left over from the kobold as they ran their tunnels. It was simple to smooth them as I walked, and I could sense Pulvi’s satisfaction as I did so. Never in all my years would I have thought to be casting magic like this.

When we emerged, it was up a steep incline. Vallia needed some help, and I steered her ahead of me by the shoulder. I still wasn’t sure about untying her. Rangers were an advanced kind of rogue. Flighty and clever, she could probably get free on her own, given the right opportunity. Unlike a rogue, she was more suited to a life like mine. Roaming the lands, living off it. Only with different methodology. Barbarians became one with the land, rangers tamed it.

Emerging into the brightly lit grotto, I winced slightly. My eyes, used to the darkness of the tunnel, didn’t appreciate the sudden change. For Vallia, though, it was much worse. She hissed, covering her face, and even turned away.

“Sorry,” she grunted.

“Keep moving, I won’t let you fall,” I told her.

She did as I asked, and I brought her into the room. She shuffled along, and my goddess looked up from where she lounged in the nest of blankets. Yil, who until that moment had been rubbing her legs, sat up and watched on, pinching her eyebrows with concern.

“Blath?” Srink called softly.

“The Kobold were keeping her in a hole,” I answered. “She actually escaped and ran into me.”

Srink rolled her eyes. “She was in the hole because she kept trying to escape. She’d wiggle her arms free no matter how tightly she was bound and made a run for it.”

I looked at the back of Vallia’s head and saw the way she hunched, as if I would strike her.

“You didn’t tell me that part,” I grunted.

“I suppose I didn’t tell you a lot of things,” she answered softly.

“What’s stopping me from putting you back in that hole?” I asked. “Maybe with a broken leg or two. Make sure your little escape attempts don’t get any further.”

“Oh, come on Barbarian,” she turned and gave me a smile. “You really don’t care about my feminine charm?”

“Not in the least,” I answered immediately.

She rolled her shoulders, sticking her chest out for emphasis, and I shook my head. “Sorry Srink,” I growled as I took Vallia by the shoulder. “I’ll put her back.”

“WHAT?!” Vallia. “No wait, please?”

“Please what?” I grunted. “All you do is talk, but you never say anything worth listening to.”

“That’s a hurtful statement if ever I’ve heard one,” she complained.

I started hauling her back towards the tunnel. Maybe this would be a good training exercise. Smooth the walls, make them firmer. I wouldn’t have to injure her, just make it difficult to collapse again so the kobold can keep her without risking themselves.

“I can teach you my father’s tactics,” she offered.

“Tempting,” I nodded. “But I still can’t trust you.”

“I can make an oath!”

I snorted. “Not to me you can’t.”

“What?” Vallia jerked out of my hands and spun to face me. I saw the way her eyes flicked from side to side.

I sneered and grabbed her by the shoulder before shoving her around. “Yes,” I growled. “I’m an Oathbreaker. My word means nothing more than the breath it cost me to speak it.”

“Blath, you don’t understand!” she dug in her heels. “That changes things!”

“How?” I growled and let her turn again.

She bounced excitedly in place and grinned. “You’re an oathbreaker. No further titles can be applied.”

“And?” I glared at her.

She smiled right back and did a little dance. “It means my father can’t track you.”

“Come again?” I asked.

“That magic is forbidden,” Srink stormed over.

“Not to my father, it isn’t,” she shrugged.

“What magic?” I asked.

“It’s possible to place a hidden title on someone that can be tracked. It’s an insurance policy used by those in power to enforce marriage contracts. I was there when the agreement was made. It was banned from this world,” Srink hissed.

“I’m not sure what agreement that was,” Vallia shrugged. “But father put the tracker on me. Since there was no way to avoid it, and no way to detect it. I didn’t bother mentioning it.”

“That’s why you wanted me to kill you if your father came looking,” I grunted.

“Yes,” Vallia sighed. “My father changed after mother died. He fought and won her in honorable combat. I always wished for the same, but he kept pushing me to accept certain men. Men, I had no interest in. He does not follow the will of the people. He met someone, mentioned a pantheon. Then… he started changing.”

“You don’t know which one?” Srink asked.

Vallia shook her head. “Father never spoke about them. I heard only in passing. Father meets with people, not of our kind. Sometimes humans, like I’ve mentioned. But never with me present.”

“I knew coming here would be a difficult pill to swallow, but this is entirely unnecessary,” Srink shook her head. “What exactly is the tracking oath?”

“It’s simple,” she smiled. “When Blath took me, he became the target. Then when you did, it went to you. Now it’s probably some kobold down in the tunnels,” she shrugged. “It stays with the last person to have taken me until it finally leads my father back to me.”

“And what?” I frowned. “I just have to take charge. And the title goes to me?”

Vallia smiled widely and battered her eyelids at me.
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It was there. Like an itch in the back of your throat. Even before the messenger arrived with the news of Themong’s death, he already knew. The moment she fell into the hands of her captor, the title activated, like a stab in the throat, dulling to this familiar annoying sensation. The Berksenain Slopes were not hospitable enough to support more than a large bandit camp. There simply wasn’t the room to build a city. With that in mind, and a direction, an expeditionary team had been sent the moment it started. They were long gone, following the trail of his daughter’s mark.

“War leader Malron,” one of his aides caught his attention. “You’ve a visitor.”

“Bring him in.” Malron stood from his chair.

The tent flap was opened, and an old tiephling with silver hair stepped into the room. One horn was missing, as was his eye. He received both wounds in a single battle when they were younger men.

“Malron,” he bowed slightly.

“Karvenom,” Malron bowed back.

“It’s been decades,” the older man smiled thinly. “How is that daughter of yours?”

“Captured,” Malron sighed, before taking his seat.

“You let that girl have too much free rein,” Karvenom chuckled. “Were she my daughter, I’d have taught her to knit, that way a worthwhile male would have beaten her into submission years ago.”

Malron nodded at that. He’d had similar thoughts. Only the memory of her mother swayed him. That woman was a demon on the battlefield. Something his daughter shared.

“How is that son of yours?” Malron asked.

“Don’t tell me, after all these years, you’re willing to make that bargain?” Karvenom reached up and tapped the broken end of his horn.

“I have a greater purpose now,” Malron whispered. “Without my daughter, I have no heir.”

“What is stopping me from killing you now, then?” Karvenom asked.

“Nothing,” Malron answered. “I have an expeditionary team tracking my daughter’s whereabouts. When they find her, I want her brought back. Alive! I’ll ensure your son has his bride.”

“And if they kill her?” Karvenom asked.

Malron sighed. “Then my line will have ended.”

Karvenom nodded slowly. “And your goblin problem?”

Malron hissed, thinking about those little monsters. His masters wanted them destroyed. It should have been a simple mission for his daughter. Go out with Themong, find them, and while they were out, he was supposed to tame her, bring her back a bedded woman.

“You know as well as I do the threat they possess if allowed to breed.” Malron looked Karvenom in the eye.

The old Tiephling nodded slowly. “Of that, we can agree.”


Chapter
Thirteen



“That’s all Uz really want!” my crazy goblin sang. “Uz, just want to have fu-uck. Oh, Uz just want to have fuuuuck!”

“Uz,” I groaned.

The goblin in question spun around and shot me a manic grin. “Want some fuck!”

“Yes, Uz,” Chiq giggled. “We all want some fuck.”

“Now is not the time,” I growled, making Pulvi shift and yawn from its perch upon my shoulder.

We were almost back at Vallia’s camp. It was getting late. The plan was to stay in one of their tents for the evening, before scouting for their tracks and setting off towards their home. I needed to know what we were dealing with. Vallia had been extremely forthcoming. Almost to the point of suspicion. And yet, I couldn’t sense any lies. I suppose I was just wary of anything being too good to be true. Especially with how obviously she presented herself to me. Sitting with her legs open, or giving a casual stretch to show her figure. Even the way she eyed my crotch on the odd occasion…

Hell, when Srink sent Yil to help her bathe, the tiephling abandoned all sense of shyness and offered a threesome. Yil blushed at the suggestion, but didn’t appear to disapprove of the idea at all. In fact, I had the distinct sense that, had I accepted, Yil would have been overjoyed. But it was true. I had enough women in my life as it was. Seven goblins, all wanting affection and babies, were already more than any rational man could cope with. Then add in a confused kobold who hated her own kind, and a rescued whore, turned priestess… That was a lot of women, all dedicated to one oathbreaker, bastard barbarian. I didn’t need a tiephling on top of all that.

Especially not one that came with the baggage of her father’s army threatening my doorstep.

“I can see the camp,” Chiq announced, getting my attention.

I grunted at that and looked around. I could see the familiar area where I had fought Themong. Speaking of, his corpse was still there. Still and silent, his eyes glazed over as ants swarmed over him.

I led the two goblins past and entered the camp itself. The tents were still set up. As were the bodies of the other two. Uz and Chiq gave a sniff before wrinkling their noses. I chuckled and shook my head.

“I thought you ate people?” I joked.

“Fresh,” Uz grunted. “Smell.”

I paused before shaking my head. I deserved that. It was just that I hadn’t really thought of it. Of course, they’d eaten people. Even refined, my goblins were still goblins. If I hadn’t come here, they’d probably be back at that village, still hunting travelers on the road… Or dead, from the attack I thwarted while under the influence of those awful berries.

“Help me strip them down,” I grunted and made my way towards the armored corpse.

Chiq and Uz went over to the dead ranger and started there. I worked my way through the buckles and peeled the tiephling from his armor. He was a brute of a man, though… Relative to me, he was just kinda big. Chiq and Uz had the ranger stripped down to his underthings in no time at all. Beside them was a small pile. What looked like a bag of coins, a couple of throwing knives.

“Think you can help bury that one?” I asked the earth spirit.

Pulvi sent out a pulse of earth magic. Spirits were odd creatures. Being bound to one… Well, that was even odder. I could feel the magic pouring through the two of us. Which, for a barbarian, was almost unheard of. Without my limited use of mana manipulation to strengthen my body, I would have probably rejected it for its alien feeling.

“Should be you doing this,” Pulvi mumbled as the ranger’s corpse sank into the earth.

“I’ll do this one,” I grunted as I pulled the last piece of armor free.

It was well made, though not particularly ornate. Whoever they were, they had enough money, or at least family connections, to get a well-fitted suit. Without the pompous nature to have it decorated like an idiot. The glint of a polished breastplate on a sunny day had given away the position of many such soldiers.

Next came the gambeson, and I made sure to check the pockets as I went. Soon enough, I had my own collection of coins and a strange bone necklace. I frowned as I touched it, feeling some kind of power coming from it. Likely a charm, but of what, I couldn’t tell. That was something I’d leave for Srink.

“Alright.” I stood and looked down at the bare corpse.

Then I concentrated. I mimicked the feeling I experienced when Pulvi did this the first time and felt the way the earth began to loosen. It was like boiling water as it bubbled, letting the weight of the corpse slowly sink beneath the surface.

“Not so hard, was it?” Pulvi asked.

“Doing it here,” I grunted as the body slowly vanished from view. “Is different from doing it while people are trying to kill me.”

“I don’t know about that,” Pulvi commented, before leaping down onto the ground. “I move the earth like an extension of my will.”

“That’s how I feel about a blade,” I chuckled.

“It still upsets me to know you would rather swing me around over your head like that,” Pulvi pouted.

I rolled my eyes. “As a sword, you’re a glorious weapon that any would be envious of.”

“I’m an earth spirit,” Pulvi huffed. “They should envy me on principle.”

“Is your ability to move the earth limitless?” I asked. Pulvi scowled at me but didn’t answer. “It’s not, is it?”

“No,” the spirit crossed its arms. “Tied to you, I have resources that rival that of most human spellcasters I have met. But it’s not the same.”

“Great,” I sighed. “So the sword, then.”

“Why do you insist on wasting my potential as that thing?” Pulvi whirled around.

“Because you could form the mightiest of weapons, for almost no cost to your strength, and between the two of us, we would be unstoppable.”

“I know you carried part of me before, but can you really hold me at my full size?” Pulvi asked.

I shrugged. “Try me?”

Pulvi glared for a moment before huffing. It sank into the ground to pout, and I let out a sigh. If the earth spirit wanted to brat, it could brat. There was nothing I could do about it. We’ve had this discussion a few times now. It didn’t like being waved around like a stick. But without the vast reserves of energy it had before bonding to me, it was limited in strength. Sure, it was still powerful, but in a drawn out conflict, Pulvi would be diminished rapidly. Something I could lessen the impact of by using Pulvi as my blade.

Still, that was a conversation for another time. I could still use Pulvi’s abilities, even while the spirit pouted. So after adding my collection of equipment to the pile left by Chiq and Uz, I made my way over to where they were stripping down Themong. The dark-skinned corrupted mage was a sad-looking specimen in terms of power. He was lean, toned and not at all the warrior that Vallia was. It was no wonder that she had beaten him repeatedly.

Mage types tended to be rather pathetic at first. Either having to take constant rests to restore their mana, or by only using the very smallest and weakest spells for efficiency. It took them years of training before they were at the level required to fight even a moderately trained warrior class. Even then, a half drunk rogue with a pointy stick could end them with a cheap shot before they knew what was happening.

“Weak,” Uz kicked the corpse before scooping up the bag of coins she had taken from his body.

I picked up the cloth from his outfit and handed it to Chiq, who took it with a frown.

“It’s good cloth,” I shrugged.

She nodded and stepped back as I directed Pulvi’s power into the earth once more. It wasn’t long before the two goblins and I were alone in the woods. With our bundles of loot, I led them into the camp where we set about checking the tents. There wasn’t much in terms of setting up our home, but there was plenty for an expedition.

Chiq and Uz climbed into one tent to see what they could find. I made my way to the large armored tiephling’s tent. When I swept it open, I grinned at the sight of a round shield sitting on a heavy pack. I picked it up, and after checking it over, I slipped the straps loose enough to toss over my shoulder. The pack was also interesting. In it I found a spare belt, which would be handy in the future. I had already taken one from his corpse when I stripped his armor.

Whoever he was, he took care of his equipment. Alongside a tinderbox and a few potions that I’d get Srink to check before I’d risk swallowing—I also found everything I’d need to maintain weapons and armor. Soapstone, leather wax, a strop, and a bottle of what smelled like flaxseed oil. This was a man I could respect, even after I’d killed him.

I packed it all into the bag and saw how it was fashioned to hold a bedroll, currently laid out alongside the tent itself. It would be a heavy thing, but then, with the armor he wore, strength was probably his highest stat. Not that it saved him in the end. This pack would be an excellent addition for my travels, especially if we could scrape up the other bedrolls. Vallia could keep hers. She’d likely want it back when we returned it… Unless she’d somehow talked Srink into letting her sleep in the nest.

I sighed and shook my head. That was more than just a headache. For now, I packed everything away and checked the bedroll. Under the pillow, I found a heavy knife. It was short, but wide. Looking like a utility weapon. I could probably use it to cut small trees, or even hammer in the poles for the tent. Which, now I thought of it, was likely the use. I strapped it to my hip and bundled up the bedroll. Crawling out of the tent once more, I stretched my arms overhead. Uz and Chiq were coming out of the ranger’s with a similar looking, but smaller pack.

“Keep that safe,” I told them. “We’ll keep the packs. They’ll be useful.”

“Which tent are we sleeping in?” Chiq asked.

I looked at the four tents and nodded at the largest. “That one.”

Chiq nodded and hauled the pack into the tent while Uz went after her. I checked inside, and saw that it was bare other than the bedroll. I took the opportunity to roll it up and brought it out before carrying it over to the largest of the four tents. When I stuck my nose in, I looked around. The bedroll here was larger than the rest. The pack was also half the size of the ones I’d seen. I figured it was probably Themong’s tent, and it made sense the prick didn’t want to haul anything.

To my surprise, when I checked the final tent, it was set up much like the other ranger. Vallia, despite being a woman, had an almost identical setup. The same bedroll, the same pack. I checked inside and frowned as I pulled out a long, wooden pole. I turned it over, trying to work out what it was. It resembled a small club, but it was far too small and polished until it gleamed.

“Blath?” Uz muttered as she came in.

“Know what this is?” I asked, holding it out.

Uz gave it a sniff, then chuckled. “Smells like cunt.”

… Oh…

I put it back and spent a few moments rolling up the bedroll. With that sorted, I brought it out and handed it to Uz, who took the pack back to the largest tent. I checked the position of the sun and nodded to myself. There was still time to scout the area, but it wasn’t worth packing the tents down yet.

“Chiq, can you get a fire ready?” I asked, pointing to the remains of the fire in the middle of the camp.

There was even a pot hanging over the coals from a frame made of cut branches. What was in it? I didn’t know and didn’t care. It probably wouldn’t be safe to eat by this point. It had been a few days since it had been hanging there. To be honest, I was surprised nothing had come along and knocked it free to begin with.

As Chiq got to work, I caught up with Uz, who followed along as I tracked around the camp. If not for my skills as a barbarian, this would have been almost impossible. Fresh tracks lasted hours at best. Unless they walked through obvious places like mud or semi-solid earth, tracks would vanish in a very short time. Wind, erosion, water or even just falling leaves would cover them. I was looking for more than the obvious, though. With a few helpful nudges from my class skills, I found it much easier to differentiate the difference between a broken stick and one broken by a humanoid foot.

Uz did her best to keep her eyes peering around us. There was always a slim chance of an ambush, especially with my eyes down. Still, I found an obvious trail heading to the west. It was old, and I wouldn’t be able to follow the signs in the dark. After a good half hour, the direction hadn’t changed much, so I turned back to camp. Uz skipped along beside me, humming the tune from earlier.

When we got back, I was surprised to see Chiq putting the pot to good use. She smiled as I approached, and Uz hurried over.

“I found some rations,” Chiq smiled. “Dried meat and I scavenged some plants that you’ve shown me.”

“Foraged,” I corrected her. “You did well.”

Chiq smiled and looked me in the eye. “Well enough, for a reward?”

I smirked. “It depends on the reward.”

Chiq’s grin widened, and she looked towards the lake. “I took the pot down far enough that we can all bathe at the edge here.”

“Subtle,” I joked.

Chiq shook her head. “I don’t want subtle. I want you to drive the air from my lungs as you fuck me.”

“WANT SOME FUCK!” Uz cheered.

We laughed at her exuberance. She wasn’t in the least embarrassed. Though… The goblins had always been articulate. I suppose some would say the same about me. But since gaining their classes, it was getting more noticeable. Chiq had been brash and aggressive when we first met. Now she spoke with more confidence. It made me wonder about Uz. My little monster still didn’t have her class, though I felt like she should.

While her meal wasn’t on the same level that Tyq could produce, we enjoyed the fruits of Chiq’s labor. The stew was filling and tasty, if lacking in texture. By the time we had eaten our fill, I was left to the dishes while Chiq prepared for whatever her reward turned out to be. Which… Who am I kidding? She was going to be laying in there, buck naked next to Uz. I snorted and shook my head, while I used a handful of leaves to scrape out the pot so it was clean enough to use the next day.

I carried it back to a mostly silent camp. The goblins were making small, muffled noises inside the tent. I shook my head, and hung the pot over the remains of the fire to warm and prevent rusting, before joining my goblins. And while I expected them to be naked… I didn’t expect them quite like this.

“Well…” I nodded. “If this is what you wanted for a reward, I’m not complaining.”

“Mff,” came Chiq’s muffled reply.

Muffled because… Well, they were tied together. Chiq and Uz had gotten into position, with one crouching over the other to perform cunnilingus at the same time. Only Chiq had augmented that with some rope. It went around the backs of their necks, holding their faces down into each other’s crotches. Then their legs were wrapped around, before their knees were tied off as well. Each of them was forced face first into the other’s crotch, while being spread open, giving me perfect access to their holes, while they feasted on one another’s clits.

From the way Chiq was wriggling on the bottom, and the way her eyes were crossing, Uz had not wasted a moment of time. Which made her the first in line for what I brought to the table. Chiq’s eyes bulged as she came over Uz’s face. They bulged once more as she registered my cock coming into view. I didn’t pay her any mind as I lined myself up with Uz. Then it was Uz’s turn to wriggle and moan as I slid my cock balls deep inside her. There was the slightest resistance as I entered her womb, like they had worked themselves over before I had arrived in preparation.

“Breed!” Uz growled as she pulled her face just high enough from Chiq’s clit to speak.

I pressed my hand to the back of her head, grinding her mouth into Chiq’s pussy once more, before taking a long, slow stroke out of her body and back in again. She moaned deliriously, while Chiq made pathetic whimpering noises. I paid them both no mind as I casually rocked my hips. Uz tried to kick and thrash, but that got her nowhere while bound in place. Chiq made delicious sounds as she sucked and slurped on her partner’s clit, driving her insane or… well, more insane, with every moment. With a grin, I pulled free, staring at the gape I left in my crazy goblin, before swatting her ass.

“Next,” I chuckled and rolled them over. With Uz on the bottom, I spun them both around, so now I was staring at Uz’s wide-eyed expression. This was the look she gave me as she refused to stop bouncing on my cock. Which was excellent revenge as she stared up at Chiq’s pussy as it stretched to accommodate me.

“Maybe I should keep you both like this,” I joked. “Keep you in my bag, still tied up. Take you out when I want to stick my cock in something warm.”

Chiq’s pussy squeezed firmly around me. I laughed, knowing she had her kinks. This wasn’t quite what she envisioned, but it was close. I drove myself into her. Long, deep strokes, right into the back of her womb. I heard each whoosh of breath as I drove it out of her. How I hadn’t killed one of my goblins yet, I had no idea. Human women couldn’t do what they could, and Luciel was a different creature entirely.

I held her by the shoulder’s pulling her back with each thrust, driving myself just that bit harder into her with each push. She began to howl, and I chose that moment to slide my cock free. I watched the way her pussy spasmed over nothing and rolled them over once more. Chiq made pathetic whimpering complaints into Uz’s pussy, while I lined myself up once more.

“It’s not my fault you started to cum,” I told her. “I haven’t even decided which of you is going to get mine.”

This time, as I slid into Uz, she was the one to squeeze me firmly. Chiq, not to be outdone, started working over her goblin counterpart. Uz began to buck, and I grinned, knowing what was going to come next. In no time at all, Uz was cumming. She massaged my length, and Chiq, fully expecting me to stop, began struggling angrily at the ropes as I continued to fuck Uz right through her orgasm. I laughed softly and ignored her. At least, until I spotted the first rope go slack.

I pulled away as Chiq rolled Uz over. Uz was chuckling softly as she stared cross-eyed at the roof of the tent. Clutched in Chiq’s hand was the knife I had strapped to my hip. Somehow, she had wiggled an arm free and retrieved it. She took no time at all, cutting the ropes holding her to Uz and threw herself at me with a snarl. I caught her as she tossed the knife aside and spun.

Chiq’s enraged snarl turned into a surprised squeak as I pinned her face first down onto the bedroll.

“Bastard!” she snarled.

I leaned over her and bit down on the edge of her ear. Chiq let out a strained whimper and wriggled helplessly beneath me. With one hand on the back of her neck, I used the other to steer me into position behind her. Despite her angry retort, her ass pushed back, sliding my cock partially into herself with the same movement.

Chiq let out a soft, broken whimper as I sank down into her. Forced flat into the bedroll, her body forced my cock to bend inside her. Whatever tightness I was experiencing must have been much more for her as she collapsed limply into the bed.

“There now,” I chided as I slowly rocked back and forth, letting my cock slide through her body. “Who’s my cock addicted goblin?”

“Me,” Chiq whimpered. “Fuck, it’s so big.”

“Too much?” I asked.

Chiq shook her head, making her ears flop around. “Never.”

I grinned and tightened my grip on her hips. Chiq lay there, groaning and gasping as I fucked her. Uz was now watching with interest as she slowly masturbated. By slow, I mean, she was slowly driving her hand to the wrist, up into herself. Even then, I could tell that my cock stretched her more than her hand did. These goblins were just built differently, and when combined with me, it looked a little obscene.

Not that I cared in the least.

I felt Chiq tremble and tense once more. Rather than stop and ruin it this time, I continued to slowly fuck her as she kicked uselessly on the floor. Uz shifted around in the tent and vanished from view for a moment. She was doing something over by the bags, but I ignored it for now as Chiq jerked and spasmed around me. Her orgasm hit hard, and I pressed her face into the bedroll to muffle her shrieks. Which was when, to my surprise, Uz slipped under my arm and climbed atop Chiq.

She lay on her back, opening her legs. Her feet rested on my shoulders and she reached around beneath herself to start playing with her ass.

“No, pregnant,” Uz growled softly. “Only breed.”

I nodded in understanding, and slipped my cock out of Chiq, who whimpered at the sudden loss of internal stretching. Only for Uz to make an almost identical sound as I slowly pushed my cock into her ass. She stretched deliciously around me, and I pumped my hips as she flopped back to lie over Chiq.

“W-what?” Chiq murmured.

“Check.” Uz grunted as I bottomed out inside her. “Bag.”

Chiq squirmed out from under Uz, and I watched her crawl awkwardly over to the bags on wobbly knees. Only to spot a familiar-looking clay jar. I nodded at what was happening and held Uz by the hips as I drove myself into her ass.

I was close. So close I could have ended it right then and there. Chiq would have been upset though, especially as she prepared herself for me. My goblins were insatiable, and while we usually would have gone multiple times, I didn’t want to risk it out here. We’d need to set a watch yet, and my goblins were going to need to recover for a while. So as Chiq crawled atop Uz, I slipped myself free of the latter’s ass, and pressed it to Chiq’s instead.

“Fuck,” Chiq moaned. “You’re going to make me cum again.”

“I just put it in,” I pointed out.

Chiq whimpered loudly, before slamming her lips into Uz’s. Uz raised her legs, wrapping them around Chiq’s hips. It drew them together, and I grinned after a few strokes. Sliding out of Chiq’s ass, I slid right back into Uz’s. That gave Chiq a rest, while pushing Uz further towards her own end.

I swapped back and forth. A few deep strokes into Uz, before she wriggled and moaned. Then a few into Chiq, making her squirm and curse. I was swiftly finding my own end. Thrusting into them with no doubts about their wants. I wanted to cum, and my goblins were close as well. The first spurt of my seed went deep into Uz. She screeched, before Chiq muffled her with a fierce kiss. Her ass squeezed around me as I grunted in pleasure. With reckless abandon, I yanked my cock out of Uz, and with a quick readjustment, I slammed myself balls deep into Chiq to finish.

Her reaction, if anything, was more violent. Her back arched and she let out a scream. I didn’t care and pressed her back into Uz while I rode out the massive orgasm that wracked her body. The final spurts of my seed pumped into her and I took a deep breath. Sighing with relief, I finally slumped back, pulling my cock free. Before blinking in confusion, as a white line of my seed poured out from Chiq’s throbbing pussy.

“Shit.”


Chapter
Fourteen



“Blath?” Chiq nudged me as we trudged up the latest slope.

“If you are,” I growled back, knowing exactly what she wanted to talk about. “Then you’ll be staying back at the grotto. And if you even think about leaving, I’m going to bind and leash you like a pet for Srink to look after while I’m gone.”

“No fair! Uz want that!” Uz growled from my other side.

I rolled my eyes, before spotting the expression on Chiq’s face… Now I knew for sure that I’d have to do it at least once. Which will likely mean the others will want it too… Fucking goblins…

“Ladies, please,” I sighed as we continued to trudge along. “This isn’t the time or the place for this.”

That was true. The path Vallia had come with her entourage had wound between the slopes. I had made an educated guess as to the direction they would have travelled originally and was doing my best. There were no signs of anyone else in the area. No trails, no camps, no movement. It was just us and the slopes, like it always had been. With the exception of the slaver camp, of course, but they were only near the roads. The wilds like this were just for us.

Which was an odd thing to consider as we reached the top of the slope. I saw them first and shoved Chiq and Uz into the grass. Uz grumbled out a complaint. I pressed her down even harder, which… Well, from the way she started to gyrate, I’m pretty sure she considered it foreplay.

“We’ve got company,” I whispered.

Uz froze in place, and Chiq stared at me before scowling. I nodded at them both and started to crawl forward once more. This was a bad spot. Atop one of the many slopes, it gave us a good vantage of the area. But it also provided no cover, beyond the height of the grass. With little option, I crept forward, keeping an eye on where the edge of the slope was. I shifted direction, making Chiq and Uz follow in a twisted pattern. I wanted the grass to part without providing a silhouette of the sky behind me. So when I parted the grass and looked down, I frowned as my target was out of view once more.

I shifted slightly, coming down a little further.

“Blath?” Chiq whispered.

“Boat,” I nodded down at the small river. “One boat, with four people inside. One at each end of poles to steer.”

“Vallia’s people?” Chiq asked.

I nodded as I stared at the trees obscuring the river. I’d only seen them for a moment. It was my hope that they hadn’t noticed me either. I scanned the trees for movement, before switching to a break further along. To my relief, I spotted the first tiephling still in position. Pushing along with the long pole. The boat floated along, and I froze.

“There’s only three,” I sighed.

“What does that mean?” Chiq asked.

“Run,” Uz muttered.

“Run,” I agreed.

I snagged them both and dragged them close. Pushing off the ground, I kept my goblins under each arm and dodged as an arrow whistled past. There was no doubt that we had been spotted. Likely another group like Vallia’s. Sent to determine what had happened to her. If her father really was tracking her with forbidden magic, it was likely they didn’t know for sure what had happened, and this was some kind of advance group sent to check on what happened.

Which meant I couldn’t let any of them live long enough to escape back to wherever Vallia came from. With my goblins secure, I turned and rushed down the other side of the slope. I was faster than these tiephlings, but weighed down with my goblins. That gap was closer than I wanted it to be. Still, I did my best and charged down the back side of the slope as I made for the safety of the trees surrounding the lake.

What I hadn’t been counting on was the arrow that came from the side as the boat attempted to cut us off. I leaped over the small river at the base of the slopes and snarled as an arrow sliced along my chest. I glanced over, seeing a second ranger taking aim for a second shot. The one steering looked to be the mage sort, while the one in the rear was halfway into a set of armor. Their team was identical to Vallia’s, and that didn’t bode well for me. It meant they were far more organized than I had hoped.

Ducking behind a tree, I ignored the whistle of the next arrow before charging back up the side of the slope. Only now I was in range of their spellcaster, who sent a wave of force to hit me from behind. It wasn’t designed to injure, just to slow me, which it managed quite easily as I collapsed onto my front in a heap. The grass was soft, and I wasn’t injured. Chiq and Uz scrambled out from under me as I pushed myself up.

“GO!” Chiq snarled.

“GO, GO!” Uz agreed.

I snagged them both, and this time, I pushed my mana down into my legs. There was that familiar surge as the very ground beneath my feet solidified. I had only a moment to think before I heard the whistle of the next arrow and shoved off the ground. Rather than tear grooves in the soft, loamy earth, I launched upward as if standing on hardened stone. The ground suddenly didn’t sink beneath my toes and I found purchase wherever I stepped.

“Thank you, Pulvi,” I grunted as I charged up the bank.

There was a yell from behind, and I jinked to the side as a second arrow sank into the grass where I had been a moment before. There was no time to look over my shoulder, but I knew the second ranger was in view. I thought about changing direction and running around the slope, but that would only slow me down in the long run. Instead, I pushed harder, and launched myself off with a running leap. I sailed much further than I originally intended and landed awkwardly atop the slope. With the rapid shift of topography, I staggered, which saved me as an arrow sailed overhead once more.

The rangers were well trained. High level too. Perhaps higher than Vallia. It was hard to tell these days. Level didn’t mean much when you reached your peak. Only the strength of what that peak meant. A level one barbarian fighting a level two was a massive leap. A level nineteen fighting a level twenty was far less. When two individuals of any class reached their peak, the differences could be as great or as small as they had trained. In the end, level didn’t matter. The differences became so narrow without additional training and control that winners and losers could be determined by luck as often as a shiny piece of equipment.

One on one, I would have no trouble taking down any of these tiephlings. Even in their group, I would expect to win. With Chiq and Uz with me, though… that was another problem entirely. They were vulnerable. Dangerous, yes, but even the strongest of goblins was barely a low level warrior in equal terms. A goblin’s strength was in their ability to swarm and overwhelm an opponent.

Which meant I needed to place them somewhere they would have the advantage. In the open, on the side of a slope, was not that place. So I continued to run. I charged down the next slope, admiring the way the ground always felt firm and stable beneath me. It even pushed up, helping with my leap to the other side of the next river. And this time, as I reached the top of the slope, I was far enough ahead of the tiephlings that I didn’t have to dodge any arrows.

I wasn’t stupid. This wasn’t going to last. Once on dry land, they would come for me. Vallia had no problems tracking me. Which put me back on the same path I had taken earlier. Fight or risk bringing them back to the grotto. If any more of them happened to have tracking marks on them, that would doom us all. I wouldn’t have much time to prepare, so I rushed on, continuing my headlong sprint back to the relative safety of the trees.

We hadn’t gone all that far, and I smiled in relief as I ran down that last slope. I was a little off from where we first climbed up. That didn’t matter, though. I cut back around and found our original tracks, and followed them back to Vallia’s camp. The tents were where we left them. So were the bags. The only thing I had taken was the shield strapped over my shoulder. Though now, I decided it was best to take them.

“Quick,” I strapped one each onto Chiq and Uz. “Follow while I get a fire ready.”

“Fire?” Uz grinned. “We burn them?”

“Not quite,” I grinned. “I want them to underestimate us.”

Uz frowned, but Chiq seemed to understand what it was that I was trying to do. With my goblins waiting, and the final two bags set aside for me to carry, I set a small fire to act as a beacon. I’d rather the tiephlings think I had gotten cocky and stopped. The only way the three of us were getting out of this would be if I could control how things worked from here on out.

With the fire burning, I turned to Chiq and Uz, who grinned at me. “You’re not going to like this,” I grunted.

Sure enough, both had furious expressions on their face. I didn’t give them much warning. Grabbing Chiq’s pack, I spun around and threw her up into the treetops. I stayed beneath her in case she fell, but my clever goblin caught a thick branch before snarling at me. I returned that snarl in the shape of Uz, who attempted to dissuade me with a mad but fruitless dash around the camp. Soon, though, with them both in the treetops, I shouted my orders and got to work.

Chiq was busy building a hide for the two of them. While I gathered stones. The stones weren’t for me. When the hide was built, and I couldn’t tell exactly where the two goblins were, I called for them to come out. I was happy when Chiq appeared from the spot beside the one I had originally guessed they were hiding in. I had no doubt that the tiephlings were going to scout the camp as soon as they found it. What I needed was for them to fail to look up before coming to deal with me.

I spent a few minutes tossing rocks up to Uz and Chiq. They were for the former, since Chiq used her short bow. When Uz had a decent supply of ammunition, I went about making it look like we had tussled, before pulling out one of the larger bedrolls. With that, I set it up beside the fire and lay down with the bags tucked up on either side of me. If all went well, the tiephlings would think the lumps were the ladies and may even be tempted to strike them first. With their deaths, no doubt I’d be angry and irrational. There was just one more piece to this plan I had to set in place.

“Pulvi?” I whispered as I lay there, listening to the trees and the wind. “Don’t ignore me. This is important.”

“Do you know what happens to me if you die?” Pulvi’s voice called softly from a patch of earth beside my ear.

“I imagine you’d go free,” I guessed.

“Would I though?” Pulvi mused. “I’m not so sure.”

“You’re the one with the oath,” I shrugged softly. “I can’t even see my oaths since I earned my title.”

“There isn’t one,” Pulvi sighed. “I know it’s there, and I can feel it. But oaths for my kind aren’t written. They’re a force of will, and I don’t know what will happen if you die.”

“I suppose that’s it then,” I nodded. “Do you want to take that risk?”

“I don’t want to be swung around like some oversized stick,” Pulvi pointed out.

“I am learning,” I pressed. “I’m not going to forsake your power just to be a sword.”

“No, I suppose not,” Pulvi grumped. “And no, I didn’t have anything to do with helping you run. That was you alone.”

“Really?” I grinned slightly. “I suppose I had a good teacher.”

“Solidifying the ground beneath your feet isn’t much different from smoothing a tunnel wall. All you were doing was smoothing and solidifying the surface you placed your feet.” Pulvi sighed. “If you had greater access to mana, you could do wondrous things with my power.”

“What stopped you from doing things like that before now?” I asked.

Pulvi was silent for a time before letting out a grunt of frustration. “I did. The bending of rivers, the formation of mountains. The Berksenain Slopes themselves. My will, spread throughout the land, formed many wondrous things.”

“Are you the only one?” I asked.

“There are many,” Pulvi whispered. “We like to compete sometimes.”

I grinned, before hearing a change in the surroundings. It was like the forest took a deep breath, and I fell still. I wanted it to look like I’d been injured and was resting. Rather than looking like I was asleep, I hunched over within the bedroll, like I was in pain. The bags pressed up on my front and back would provide cover if they attacked at range.

Which was fortunate, as a powerful blast struck me from behind. I hit low, crushing the bag behind me. It sent me tumbling along the ground, trapped within the bedroll. I thought it would come as an arrow. This immediate attack was not what I had expected. I tried to kick free of the bedroll as an arrow slammed into my hip. It wasn’t deep, but it made me snarl in pain as I yanked it free so I could crawl out and face my enemies.

I was bleeding as I made it to my feet. The armored tiephling, now fully dressed, was charging towards me. I snatched my shield and held it before me as the only defense I had. One of the rangers sidestepped, letting loose an arrow that I deflected with a shift of the shield. Only to spot the second ranger a moment too late. The arrow flashed towards me, even as my armored opponent closed in. I pulled back, desperate to dodge, only to earn the solid smack of an arrow in the back of my arm. My shield dropped and was kicked aside by my closest opponent.

He wound back with his sword as a stone struck the side of his head. It didn’t kill him, but he pitched over from the force of the strike. It rung his helmet like a bell and I snapped a kick forward, knocking his legs out from under him. Which is when the trees above burst into flame. I stared in horror as I heard a pair of goblins scream. The mage lowered his hands with a satisfied smile and turned to me with a grin.

I howled in rage as I felt my will drive forward. Not only did my body respond, but the very earth did around me. It solidified under my feet, and to my surprise, it threw me forward. The tiephling spellcaster’s eyes went wide. The two rangers, surprised on their own by the brutality of the flames washing through the trees above, were unprepared for my sudden move. I slammed into the spellcaster and a burst of force shoved me back off. I tumbled back onto the ground and rolled to my feet. The closest ranger swung in, a man with a short blade in each hand. He swung rapidly, driving me back. I held my shield back, still listening to Chiq and Uz screaming high above.

Flaming branches fell around us, igniting the leaves on the forest floor. The area was quickly being consumed. I couldn’t do anything as I was quickly overwhelmed by the lightning fast attacks coming for me. The second ranger was getting into position once more, as the armored tiephling closed in from behind.

“Fine.”

I jerked as I felt something smack into my hand. Without thinking, I swung the massive blade up, deflecting the ranger’s next strike. And for the first time since the attack started, I felt a measure of control. The weapon was the same pale, earth-like color as I remembered from when it was just an arm. Now, though, it was the length of my body, and wide enough to hide a goblin standing behind it. The weight was impressive, but not any more than my original blade from when I killed Srink. Which made it child’s play to swing it around, carving grooves in the air as I suddenly went on the offensive.

I stamped my foot on the ground, sending a small shock in all directions. The ranger staggered and my blade caught them across the chest. It cut a deep groove, but I was forced back as the second ranger took a shot. I spun, hoping to deflect the second shot, but met the armored tiephling instead. His eyes were wide inside his helmet. None of them expected me to hold a weapon like this, and despite its weight, I was easily able to keep up with my heavier opponent. He struck quickly, but I turned my wrist, catching the edge of his blade before sending it wide. I drove my foot into his chest, knocking him to the ground, before twisting my shield into the path of the arrow flying towards my chest.

I spun around and caught the swing of the closer ranger. He snarled and dived out of the way as a fireball crossed the gap towards me. I had only a moment to react and threw up my hand. A wall of earth, rough and barely solid, rose up before me. The fireball obliterated it, sending chunks of rock and earth alongside a wave of fire. The sword wielding ranger was not so lucky, and he screamed as he was engulfed.

Only for a pained snarl to escape my lips as an arrow found its mark. I buckled as the barb sank into my shoulder and I rolled forward as the armored tiephling swung at my exposed back. When I sprung up, there was a tree between me and the spellcaster. The ranger was holding their bow up as the armored one closed in once more. My shield arm was heavy. I was struggling to hold my sword steady, and I still didn’t know what happened to my goblins. They had fallen silent, but I hadn’t heard anything heavier than a burning branch fall since the fight started.

The flames were getting larger, and I worried that even if I won this battle, I would still fail to escape the blaze. Which was when the ranger jerked in response to an arrow sinking into their neck. The ranger fell, firing their own shot wide in the process. The spellcaster would take a moment to get their next spell ready. Which meant now was my best chance to end this. The armored tiephling, unaware that their cover was down, chuckled as I charged in. He stepped aside, as if to expect the ranger to shoot, only for me to take his opening and swing my blade at his hip.

The swing was awkward with the weakness of my arm. He must have realized something was wrong at the same time, and he blocked the strike. That only drove his own weapon into his side, snapping his blade under the weight of my blade. He fell back as I raised my sword overhead, before letting gravity bring it down atop him. His armored gauntlet flew out as if to catch the edge of my sword, but there was no stopping it as I crushed his head into the ground.

The ranger was slowly getting up. The arrow had gone deep, but somehow hadn’t ended them yet. There wasn’t enough blood, which told me it was that chance in a million that hadn’t hit something vital. Knowing rangers, it was likely some skill of theirs to turn a lethal strike into something survivable. In either case, they were up once more and looking desperate. I closed in quickly as their eyes flicked to one side. I didn’t think before I simply reacted.

Grabbing them by the front of their tunic, I spun, throwing them in front of me just in time to catch a fireball. The ranger screamed as the flames burst, covering him immediately. I felt the flames wash over my skin and snarled as I felt the burns set in. To my luck, I had been spared most of the blast. The ranger made horrible noises as I tossed them aside, and the spellcaster stared at me in shock.

I let out a roar and charged my final attacker. He backpedaled, trying desperately to give himself the time to cast once more. It would be close and I let my shield slip off my arm as I fought against the pain and anger trying to consume me. All I needed to do was kill him, and as his hand came up, I watched the glow of flames appear once more. Rather than take it, I threw up my own hand. A lump of earth jutted up behind the spellcaster, and he yelped as the fireball he was holding shot into the sky, even as he fell on his back. I saw the look of defeat in his eyes as I leaped, bringing my blade down in the middle of his chest as I landed.

I stood there, quivering with rage as the man’s eyes went blank. I had driven the breath from his lungs, even as he bled out around me. The damage I had caused was too much for a mortal to ever hope to survive. Which was when a pair of weights slammed into my side.

“BLATH!” Chiq screamed.

“Fire!” Uz yelled.

I looked down at them both and slumped in relief. Chiq’s outfit was badly singed. She’d lost some hair as well. Uz in the tattered scraps she liked to wear, was less so. But I could see the shape of a bad burn on the side of her leg. I looked up, seeing flames in all directions, and released my blade. The moment my fingers left the weapon, it reformed into Pulvi, who stepped out of the corpse with clear distaste.

“Barbaric,” it snorted.

I didn’t have a response to that. I just stood tall and looked around. “We need a way out,” I told the earth spirit.

Pulvi frowned before nodding. “I have a way.”

I wanted to scoop my goblins up once more. But my injuries wouldn’t allow it. I was mobile, but with my rage decreasing, so was my ability to ignore my wounds. I was in pain, and my arm wasn’t responding properly. So rather than carry my goblins, I found them dragging me on. The flames had spread through the treetops, burning in all directions. Embers and debris rained down in all directions, spreading the fire at an unnatural pace. Shrubs, bushes and the leaves themselves were sparking and burning up. The hotter it got, the dryer the ground cover got, leading to more spot fires.

Pulvi led us in a definitive direction, surging the earth in places to clear flames. I had lost track of our original position, but I was certain that we were heading towards the lake. Which was confirmed a few moments later as the trees broke up. Smoke poured out over the water, but it was better than the flames. I hurried out into the flooded section of forest before Uz started to whimper.

Which was when I remembered she couldn’t swim. I turned, taking her hand with my good arm. She screeched in surprise as I lifted her to my chest. Chiq clung to my side, and we continued to wade out into the water, getting as far away as we could. Chiq ended up paddling beside me, using my shoulder to hold herself steady as I turned and looked back towards the flames. The whole forest was going up. How much of the slopes would burn I didn’t know. They were wetter and separated by the small rivers, so I hoped it would provide a buffer. Even then, the grotto would be safe… For now at least. This fire would be seen in all directions, and anyone with a vested interest in us would know where to look.

I frowned at that before I felt Uz flinch. She let out a small squeak, and I turned my head as something rose from beneath the water’s surface. A pale head, with pupil-less eyes. It had a humanlike mouth and blinked as it examined me.

“You’re injured,” it whispered. “Blood in the water.”


Chapter
Fifteen



“That’s the one,” I grunted, nodding towards the familiar slope.

We had made good time, thanks to the three… Well, I still wasn’t sure what they were. But Klemoni, Nemoni, and Temomi, were strangely helpful beings. When the first sister appeared in front of us, I thought I was going to be in trouble. An aquatic creature, who hunted by the scent of blood. When two more surfaced, surrounding us, Uz was all but inconsolable on my shoulder. Even Chiq had a look in her eye, like she accepted we weren’t going to get home.

The strangeness of the situation hadn’t diminished from there. Not only were they not interested in eating us, they were far more concerned with making friends. Their ultimate goal wasn’t something they wanted to share. But things took a strange turn when I examined them for their classes. As far as I could tell, they were identical. Perfect triplets. Whether they were actually sisters, I didn’t know.

Six feet long, from head to tentacle. Their bodies were humanoid enough from shoulder to hip. A firm, but small pair of breasts, tipped with nipples. Their skin was a strange blue-ish gray that reminded me of a shark. Their heads were hairless, but had a small set of fins that ran down the center along their spine. And their eyes were entirely black, with no pupils that I could detect. The strangest part was from the hips down, they had tentacles, rather than legs.

Proportionally, they were a little larger than my goblins. But those tentacles gave them amazing physical control over their environment. The trio had gently taken us to a nearby bank, where they had dressed and covered my wounds. My burns would clear up on their own for the most part. The arrow was far more dangerous. Whatever they used, though, stopped the bleeding, and they assured me would prevent infection.

As for their classes, though… They weren’t particularly forthcoming with their information. They were definitely hiding something. I had a sense that they hadn’t quite achieved them until I checked them over myself. As if my ability was the key that unlocked it for them to confirm themselves. Those classes were also the only way I could tell which was which.

Klemoni, was a Silt Strider. What that was, I had no idea, but the way she led the other two, I figured it was a movement class of some kind. Nemoni, on the other hand, was a Water Wraith. She was the quietest of the trio, and had barely spoken a word, even as she proved to be as helpful as the other two. Temomi, though… She was the oddball in the group. A Paladin. How? Why? I had no idea, but that’s what the screen told me, and the way she smiled when I said it told me that she understood something I clearly didn’t.

With their help, and our wounds healed, they offered to bring us home again. To my surprise, they already had a general idea of where we were. Only as we approached the Grotto, did they need my help to point out exactly where we were.

Despite the three of them, only Chiq and I were actually being carried. Uz had her arms wrapped around the back of my neck, clinging to me desperately as she kept as much of herself out of the water as she could. One of them, which I thought was Temomi, swam beneath me. With a tentacle around my waist, she propelled me along, while keeping me at the surface to breathe. Nemoni was the one with Chiq, holding her in a similar position. She wasn’t all that happy about it, but accepted that there was little we could do.

Klemoni, the silt strider, was the one ahead of us, leading the charge. And the one who surfaced to ask for more directions as we got closer. Truthfully, from this angle, I struggled to work out exactly where we were. But with enough helpful hints, and some familiar trails, I narrowed it down until we reached our final destination.

When I signaled for the ladies to stop, Klemoni had the other two bring us to the bank, where they helped us to shore. Uz clung to me right until I was standing up, and even then, she chose to leap over my shoulders, further onto the slope, where she collapsed in the grass and began to rub herself on it.

“She is not one for the current,” one of the sisters said, staring at my relieved goblin.

“No,” I agreed. “She can’t swim.”

That seemed to confuse the trio for a moment as Chiq went over to help her friend. That left me along with the strange triplets, and I kneeled down at the water’s edge to see them all properly. The sisters smiled and pressed closer to one another, as if putting on some kind of display. Which only gave me more questions than answers.

“Still not going to tell me who or what you are?” I asked. They shook their heads in unison, which… well, that was creepy as fuck. I’m not going to sugarcoat it. “Anything at all? What you’re doing here? Why you helped me? What your goals are?” Really, beyond their physical form, their names and their classes, I had nothing. Were they like the kobold? Sent on the behalf of a desperate god? Or was there something more that I was missing?

“We were helping,” the left one spoke.

“You are important,” the middle one continued.

The one on the right smiled, not saying anything at all. I gave them a moment to elaborate, but they were content to sit and watch as I slowly lost my patience with them.

With nothing else coming to mind, I gave it one last try. “Is there any way I can repay you for your help?”

“Yes,” the quiet one on the right spoke up.

I stared at her for a moment, before her sisters slowly began to draw away from the water’s edge. I watched them move away before the middle one slowed to a stop. The current slowly drew her sisters away, leaving her alone in the pull of the river.

“The river wanes,” she breathed. “The flooding will end. When it does. You need to be prepared. Great haste, Oathbreaker.”

I frowned as she vanished beneath the surface of the water. I saw her faint shadow as she darted off in the same direction as her sisters, leaving me along with Chiq and Uz. Both of them came to my side, and I hugged them both while I thought about what came next. While the aquatic woman’s message had been cryptic. It wasn’t all that far off from what I had already been thinking. There was a war coming. Vallia’s people were searching for her. There would be more coming, and unless I began preparations now…

I shook my head and stood tall. “Let’s go.”

Chiq and Uz, rather than rush ahead, stuck by my side. We climbed to the top, and that’s where I was tackled by a squealing kobold. Luciel tackled me, chirping madly as she rubbed her face into my side. With her was Bliz, who hurried over for some affection of her own. I laughed softly and hugged them all, Chiq and Uz included, before ushering them all down the entrance and into our grotto.

Things must have progressed for a while. The tunnel, once beyond the very entrance, widened out. Someone had carved stairs into the ground, and those stairs were being trampled by a horde of kobold that rushed back and forth. Those coming up to meet us diverted into a series of spaces being dug horizontally into the grotto. While those heading down carried armfuls of earth and debris that they were removing. The several dozen were now looking more like hundreds.

A few of them slowed to look at Luciel, sending her off in a furious chitter. That was enough for most, but a few glanced at me with a look that told me I would likely face problems soon. The kobold had challenged me often enough. I might have to make a few examples before setting my plan in motion. We continued climbing down, ignoring the mad chittering of the kobold I forced aside to make more room. They weren’t my priority here, and I didn’t waste my breath with them as I descended.

This was MY home. They were guests. And that wasn’t about to change while I drew breath. I climbed down, bringing my lovers along with me. Until finally, I broke out into the open space of our home. To my surprise, it wasn’t just a big, empty room. There were walls now, with burning torches for light. The entirety of it was closed off to the tunnels, making me wonder if it was a defensive thing, or simply for privacy?

The doorway was covered by a large, green, deer-skin, strung from ceiling to floor, with rocks hanging from the bottom. Those rocks made noise as I brushed the skin aside, catching the attention of those inside. The first was Srink, who gasped in delight. Behind her was Yil, who smiled just as widely. Tyq dropped her spoon as she hovered over the pot of stew she was cooking and rushed to my side for a hug. Which broke the dam as the rest of them came too. Virt was next, throwing herself into my side, as Tealz and Srink waddled over, with their bellies looking even rounder than I remembered.

I kissed them each as they approached. They scrambled for my attention as I dolled them out. It was a mad scramble for a time. Yil, being the last to collect a kiss, was also the most reserved of the bunch. Even my goddess was frantically trying to push her way through the others. Pregnancy had done things to her. Not that I was complaining, but the things she uttered just loud enough to reach my ears, was making me question where the rest of today would go.

I laughed softly and looked around. The walls were set to give us privacy, even within the grotto. I began to walk the group over towards where the bath was. Somehow the space seemed larger, now that I had to walk around a divider in the room to enter. And that was before I saw the bath itself.

There were torches set up, illuminating the space. Some of the gemstones from the walls had been chiseled free and set into the walls, making it appear one with the rest of the grotto. There had been improvements, too. Large rocks had been dragged in, set around the edges and even beneath the water. Giving steps where one could sit to dangle their feet into the water. Or even sit comfortably without being fully submerged. The big surprise, though, was the setting in the middle. It looked like a large clay bowl set upon a sturdy base. And within was a healthy fire.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Warm,” Luciel chirped.

I nodded slowly before stepping closer. My lovers broke up to give me room, one of them snagging my loincloth at the same time. When I dipped my toe into the water, I grinned. It wasn’t like a heated bath, but in the cooler months, it was going to be a wonderful change.

“So,” I said as I stepped down into the water. “Things have been busy here, I see.”

“The kobold numbers have increased,” Yil spoke as my goblins disrobed around her. With her outfit being far easier to remove, she pulled on a few knots before letting her garment fall to the floor around her feet. “Srink had to speak with their god, and ensure he wasn’t going to cause problems.”

“You trust him?” I turned to Srink.

“No,” she growled. “But if he gets out of line, I won’t stand in your way while you deal with it.”

I nodded before looking back at Luciel. She looked worried. She was a kobold, and in their society, she was just a female. Protected by me, she could live as she wished, but if something were to happen… No… I made the decision right there and then. After I did what needed to be done, I would deal with their god, once and for all. No matter the cost.

As my lovers, goblin, kobold and human joined me in the warm bath, Yil spoke about their progress. The catacombs beneath the grotto were expanding steadily. They had multiple hidden entrances now and were no longer using the main one to remove waste soil. The clay the kobold had dug was what they used to create the walls inside the grotto. Of course, the kobold was confused about what the purpose of the construction was. Between Srink and Luciel, the kobold got to work. The results were surprisingly well constructed.

To my surprise and delight, there was even a nursery. I tried not to think about the goblin equivalent that I had run into from time to time. Some of the goblin clans used communal child-rearing. The screaming, mewling beasts were dropped into pits and tossed chunks of rotting flesh. If that wasn’t enough to sustain them, the smaller, weaker, and younger members made up the difference. By the time a child was large enough to climb out of the hole, they were considered a warrior and brought into the clan. More often than not, the easiest way to deal with them was to collapse the walls, fill the hole, and move on.

Yil’s description of individual nests, lined with the softest furs we had available, was by far the nicer of the options. Something I would like to see before I left.

“So how many of you is it?” I asked.

“How many what?” Yil frowned in confusion.

“Pregnancies,” I continued. “How many of you are pregnant?”

Srink and Tealz both put their hands up. I smiled at them, before noticing Luciel’s trembling hand go up. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye before I reached over and snagged her hand. She chirped as I drew her close, but she silenced as I kissed her. How it was possible I had no idea. Then again, I got a couple of goblins pregnant, so what difference was there between them and a kobold when you really thought about it?

When I released Luciel, I sat back, and noticed that everyone else was staring at Chiq. She was trembling in place, with wide eyes as she touched her stomach.

“Really?” I asked.

Srink nodded. “It’s only taken recently. You mated her on your trip?”

“Yes,” I nodded slowly.

Srink nodded. “She is with child.”

I snagged her hand and pulled her into my lap beside Luciel. My two lovers clutched me and one another as I kissed them both repeatedly. They rubbed their bodies against me. Their chests dragged back and forth on my own, and it almost derailed my original plans.

“Okay,” I chuckled and pulled back a little. “Okay, I need all of you that are pregnant to go over to Srink.”

That earned me a few strange looks, but with a nudge, I had my two lovers over by Srink’s side. She, the ever watchful goddess, began to croon and fondle Chiq’s belly, as she had likely been doing for Luciel while I was away. That left me staring at Virt, Bliz, Tyq, Uz and Yil.

“Yil–”

“I’m not…” she frowned and shook her head.

I nodded slowly. “I was just going to ask if you had a way to… make sure I was at my full potential?”

The human woman stared at me for a moment before nodding slowly. I smiled and accepted her silent agreement, before reaching for Uz, who was on my left. She yelped as I yanked her into my arms. I kissed her firmly, before turning and setting her on the edge of the bath behind where I sat.

She struggled as I took hold of her ankles and growled cutely at me as I folded her in half. She stared at me from between her thighs. Her knees pushed to her elbows, leaving her pussy wide and exposed as I slapped my cock down atop it.

“Breed?” I asked, using her terminology. “Or pregnant?”

“Pregnant,” she whispered. “Babies. Uz good mother. Uz want babies.”

I grinned at her reply and slid back, dragging my length over her green pussy. Her juices were already flowing, and I could feel the way they clung to the underside of my cock. When I moved far enough back, the head followed the cleft of her pussy, before I stopped in place over her opening.

“Pregnant,” she trembled.

With a grin on my face, I slid inside. She pulled a face, and I slowed my descent. A slow withdrawal, before driving myself inside once again. Her toes curled, and she began to babble. My little…

“Berserker,” I watched as her class settled into position.

Uz jerked as if being struck by lightning before her pussy began to clamp down around my cock. She was cumming from all the stimulation. But not for a moment did I think she wanted me to stop. Driving my length into her, I felt that second entrance bounce off the head of my cock. I took no notice of the sounds she made, and only pressed harder, until I felt myself slip inside. Pushing my entire length into her green pussy, I fucked her just how I liked it.

Around me, the others were getting into it themselves. Yil was over by Srink, who had Luciel in a fierce kiss. Yil, rubbing what looked like the lubricant over her hands, was preparing something for them, while Tealz and Chiq were similarly positioned to me, as Chiq ground her pussy into Tealz’s.

That left Virt, Bliz and Tyq. The latter two were busy working their hands into each of Virt’s holes, sending my odd little goblin into early hysterics. I turned back to Uz with a snarl and hammered into her with all my might. My delirious berserker thrashed beneath me, but the claws she sank into my forearms only held me close. She was coming apart, and I was too. Despite my desire to sink myself into my lovers, there was a point to this, so I didn’t try to hold out at all.

With a grunt, I drove myself to the base inside my goblin, and felt the first pump of my seed enter her womb. Uz’s eyes rolled in her head and she froze in place as she muttered the word babies repeatedly. I was still hard as I slipped my cock out of Uz’s pussy. She trembled and let her legs flop down into the water once more. Seeing the utter lack of care in her eyes, I turned to the next closest goblin and grabbed Tyq around the waist. She squealed as I lifted her. Which in turn lifted Virt, with Tyq’s hand buried firmly in the goblin’s pussy.

Bliz lifted to match, hauling the delirious goblin from the water, giving me a fantastic view as I slotted Tyq over my cock. She shuddered as I lowered her down. She must have been more ready than I thought, since she took me deep into her womb on the first try. I held her around the waist as her legs dangled in the water. Tyq could only pull Virt into a firm kiss as I drove myself into her from behind. Which was when I felt Yil nudge me from behind. She placed a sticky, lubricated hand on my arm, and I felt something surge through me. Like a second wind, my cock went from feeling slightly used to slightly on edge already.

All at once, my pleasure went from a ten to well over anything I had expected before having Srink that first time. I lost all sense of decency as I hammered into my brood mother from behind. She screamed in pleasure as I drove myself into her before falling limp as I began to fill her. The frantic pulses of her pussy around my cock told me she was cumming, and the limpness of her body told me she likely wouldn’t remember it.

When I pulled her off my cock, I ignored Virt’s frustrated glare as I removed her entirely. With my brood mother safely tucked away, I went back, ignoring her shock as I replaced Tyq’s hand with my cock. Yil, once again, came to my rescue, and gave me the temporary stamina I needed to send her howling into her next orgasm, while flooding her with my own.

Bliz was the last of my goblins not currently pregnant. She seemed to understand what I was doing and grinned as she threw a punch. I caught that punch before catching her leg as she struck out to kick me. With one arm and one leg, I lifted her from the water and shoved her down beside the bath. With one leg pinned by my hip, she was helpless as I pulled her into a full split. Moreso as she babbled from one orgasm to the next as I fucked her drooling pussy just the way I knew she liked it.

Which left me with my already pregnant goblins to deal with. Srink went down first. Yil’s fist buried in her pregnant pussy, while I drove myself into her ass. Without the need to breed them, I went until Srink was satisfied, before moving over to Luciel. The kobold was horrified at the potential waste of the seed. Before calming as I deposited it deep into her bowels. She chirped and squirmed as I withdrew, before hugging me tightly.

To my surprise, though, Chiq was snoozing on the side of the tub, leaving me with just Tealz, who smiled at me gently. The pregnancy had taken its toll on her, and the trip had done the same to Chiq. I was far more gentle with Tealz, taking her ass slowly, and drawing out her pleasure, before she too fell limp in my arms. I checked the rest of the bath and slid her off, to set her safely on the side where she could rest.

“You didn’t finish,” Yil whispered as she pressed into my back.

I smirked and nodded slowly. “I did what I needed to do.”

Her hands found my cock and began to scrub me gently in the water.

“You didn’t tell them?” Yil asked.

“It needs to be done,” I replied softly.

“They’re going to be furious,” Yil continued.

I nodded before turning around. Yil was standing there, in the water, completely nude. Her eyes drifted up and down my body before she blushed.

“Did you know whores can’t get pregnant?” Yil asked.

I stopped and looked her over before sighing. “No, I didn’t.”

“They took everything from me,” Yil whispered. “My freedom. My hopes, and even my future.”

The way she stared at me had me straining once more. She smirked, and moved over to the side of the bath, before bending to take up the position she thought I’d want. I shook that up by pulling her upright, before turning her around where she would face me.

“You seemed like you didn’t want this,” I told her as I spread her legs wider so I could move closer.

“I was still a girl when I found out I would never be a mother,” Yil whispered. “Even now, I hardly believe it’s possible, but… Srink told me.”

I smiled and nodded. “Srink would know best. But I can’t guarantee it will take on the first try.”

Yil nodded slowly, before shuffling forward on the edge of the bath. Her legs came up around my hips, and her hands took hold of my cock.

“Promise me,” she begged.

I shook my head, and she looked sad, even as she continued to steer me between her legs.

“Please?” she begged as my cock met her molten warmth.

“I promise you will be loved while you are here,” I told her sincerely.

Yil shook her head, even as she tensed her legs, drawing me closer. Her body stretched to accommodate me. I couldn’t go as deep with her as I could with the goblins, but she still felt fantastic as her body squeezed around me.

“Don’t go,” she begged softly. “Srink knows, but the others don’t.”

“And Srink said nothing.” I smiled as I rocked my hips, fucking her slowly.

“What if it doesn’t take?” she asked desperately.

“Then hopefully, when I get back, I can change that. Repeatedly,” I leaned down and kissed her.

When the kiss broke, she was crying. It was strange that there was so much emotion here. Something I hadn’t expected. Even as tears rolled down her cheeks, she clung to me and whimpered with each thrust of my cock.

“Don’t stop,” Yil gasped.

I felt the quakes of her body and laid her back on the floor. She stared up at me with wide eyes. I smiled as I felt the convulsions before I saw them. Her body jerked and rocked, as her legs squeezed and trembled. With one hand on her lower stomach, I kept her pinned in place, as I continued to fuck her in the slow, gentle pace that we had both enjoyed. And despite her whimpering moans, I didn’t stop until I was finished, and she was insensate.
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Vallia was right where I thought she’d be. No longer left in the confines of the uninhabited catacombs below, she had a small nook set aside for her, just inside their entrance. It was well lit, and she was guarded by no less than a dozen spear wielding kobolds. Her eyes lifted to my own, and I took note that she wasn’t bound in any way. Clearly, she had proven something to Srink. And I could only hope that my gut told me she would continue that way.

“Finished?” she asked with a huff.

I smirked and gave a slow nod. “Are you ready?”

“That depends. What did you find out?” Vallia asked.

“One boat, four tiephlings, now dead at the same camp you used. There was a rather large fire.”

“Fire…” Vallia sighed. “I wonder if he went and told Karvenom.”

“Karvenom?” I asked.

Vallia nodded. “I told you to kill me before handing me back to my father,” Vallia looked me in the eye. “I’ll do it myself, before I fall into that man’s clutches.”

I nodded slowly.

“Let’s go then.”
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Hit a man with a truck.

Get a free ticket to a fantasy world!

With a love-struck, insatiable and irresistible Elven maiden in his life, Jacob thought he had it all. At least, until he was implicated in an assassination plot against the royal family. Thankfully, with the fire-breathing lizard far more understanding than one would expect, Jacob found himself brushing elbows with a rather thankful monarch.

One who assures him that Jacob’s elf is his to keep. In return, well... He just needs to make a few deliveries. It’d be a real shame if, in the aftermath of a dragon attack, the road wasn’t quite so peaceful as it was the first time. Which isn’t helped by the temporary addition to their group. Or the friends they visit along the way.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D17KDTVP
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From even the greatest heights, the mightiest may fall.

This has never been more true for Corvus the Crow than the death of Princess Vhola. Ambushed within their kingdom’s Life Dungeon, her father’s men were cut down without mercy. Corvus, seeing no option but to flee, before the princess’s soul becomes trapped within the dungeon for all time, is left reeling at the uncertainty of her ultimate fate.

The news of his failure forced the king to exile the world’s strongest warrior from his lands. And with the memory of that princess’s lips, he vows to return to the dungeon and ensure her soul is able to move on, no matter what.

Only the young woman awaiting his return is no mindless thrall. She is well spoken, articulate and rather demanding. Unable to cut her down as the dungeon spawn she truly is, Corvus is faced with a proposition.

Is it possible to live within a dungeon?

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CWD1BFL7
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Electricity restored? Check

Police firmly in line? Check

Powered criminals hired as lieutenants to hold sections of the city? Check

Things should be looking up for John, AKA Darksite. But with an AI acting more alive every day, human corpses piling up in strange places and a mad dictator threatening to destroy the city, for its own good... Well, no, they're still pretty good.

Good enough, that a certain trio of ladies have started asking why he'd ever want to surrender to the authorities at all? The crimes he'd comitted as a villain dwarfed in comparison to the lives he'd saved as their unlikely hero. Perhaps enough to even stage a minor revolt against The Agency.

After all, their headquarters is just... sitting there.

Contains more of the prior mentioned from book 1

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CSPN9DC3
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A succubus.

A Griffon.

A Neko

A Slime.

A Nightmare.

On their own, it sounds like a lot. And you'd be right. Calon is way over his head. Juggling the needs of his summons, against the needs of the farm, Calon has found himself in hot water.

Carted before the Brisbane Magistrate, it's up to Calon and his lovers to prove his innocence. Thankfully, he's made enough friends, that his guilt is brought into question. Rather than face the gallows, Calon is given an opportunity.

All he needs to do?

Is to summon someone familiar!

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CQGKBMDF


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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