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    1 
 
    Fantasies and Freedom 
 
      
 
    Elenora Bardot waited until Severinn the White Haired had gone to sleep. The old wizard shuffled about his study late into the evening, but Elenora kept her patient vigil from her bed. When she finally heard his snoring, she crept out from under the duvet.  
 
    Her blue nightgown clung to her shapely body. She had grown into her womanhood, with an ample bosom, wide hips, and perhaps a few too many honey cakes gathering in her callipygous onion. Her blond hair was pulled back into a single tail that spilled pale gold down her back. Her blue-gray eyes were like a winter sea, her brow heavy and dark in contrast to the pale blond of the hair on her head.  
 
    She stepped softly through Severinn’s house. She had learned where each creaky floorboard might betray her movements and carefully avoided them. The old wizard could be quite a crank if awakened. Worse, if he caught her skulking about in her nightgown, her adventure would be over and he might decide she needed to help him keep his bed warm for the night. Elenora did not mind his bony body and his groping hands. Severinn never did more than touch and squeeze. He might have done even that in his sleep. She had been warned by the academy that master wizards would often take out their desires on their apprentices, but such had not been the case for Elenora.  
 
    She wondered why as she reached Severinn’s cluttered study and crawled under his desk. There, in a hidden compartment, was the key to Severinn’s secret library. That library, filled with strange things, was no bigger than a closet, with only room enough for a chair, a magic lamp, and a small table. She unlocked the door, stepped inside, pulled the door gently closed, lit the lamp with a snap of magic, and took a deep breath. 
 
    The smell of ancient books filled her lungs. It was forbidden and exciting, recalling history and desire in a way that stiffened her pink nipples beneath her gown and stoked the heat in her cove. It was like the scent of an older lover. She ran her fingers over the spines of books. Some she had been allowed to read, to learn the magic under Severinn’s supervision, but there was lore here he had not shared with her. Books of perversity. Blasphemy even. 
 
    Her fingertips settled on the spine of her very favorite of the books. She grasped it and slid it from the shelf.  
 
    Predatory Goblins of Kurandan by Hilde van Ostaan. 
 
    Elenora sat in the high-backed chair and spread the book upon her lap. She opened it to the dog-eared page she had left off the last time she had stolen into the room. Predatory Goblins of Kurandan was a detailed study of the behavior of the various tribes and breeds of goblins on the monster-inhabited island of Kurandan.  
 
    Elenora preferred Predatory Goblins of Kurandan to all the other books because Hilde van Ostaan was a woman – a rarity among such catalogers of monsters – and one with an eye for the perverse that excited and titillated the young sorceress. Hilda had brought her assistants, Sabrina and Jania, with her on her journey to Kurandan. She used her assistants as seemingly willing participants in her observations and in the foreword mentioned that both had decided to remain on Kurandan when she departed. 
 
    The very idea thrilled Elenora. The women had chosen to remain with the goblins. The sinful pleasures they had found there among the creatures had been greater than the lure of human civilization. 
 
    With the thought quickening her pulse, Elenora began to read where she had left off the last time she had stolen into her master’s secret library. 
 
    We encountered the Fire Skull Tribe on the inner slope of Mount Trembus, the great volcano that dominates Kurandan’s northernmost tip. The Fire Skulls make their homes in a series of empty magma chambers with smooth obsidian walls. When Trembus is silent, you can hear the goblins moving about through the tunnels, their chattering voices and scuffing feet echoing up from the tunnels. The Fire Skulls descend from Trembus to do their hunting in the humid jungle like atmosphere warmed by steam vents from deep within the earth.  
 
    It was our second day of observing them when Sabrina became caught in a cord trap laid by the Fire Skulls. I remained in hiding as a pair of goblin hunters emerged from their dugout. They were surprised to find a human female in their snare rather than one of the long-legged elk that inhabit the jungle. But these scrawny goblins, barely half the height of a grown man, knew exactly what to do with my pleading assistant.  
 
    I watched with great interest as they prodded her with their knives and then stripped her naked. Sabrina was subdued upon the ground, her hands bound above her head as the goblins stripped her lithe body and began to fondle and lick her naked flesh. They took great interest in Sabrina’s pert breasts, suckling at these until her nipples were swollen and red as if she might give them milk. One goblin tasted of her loins, licking her quim and making Sabrina cry out in pleasure. She was so smitten by this goblin’s tongue that she began to pleasure his comrade by sucking the finger-sized cock thrust near her face. 
 
    Elenora read this passage with great interest. Her imagination ran wild with images of Sabrina sprawled on the jungle floor, her wrists bound and her head turned to the side as she sucked the goblin’s cock. The other bald-headed Fire Skull Tribe goblin between her creamy thighs, licking and slurping at her steamy cunt. Elenora’s nipples throbbed with need and the young sorceress began to rub them through her nightgown.  
 
    As the book grew even more obscene, she pulled down her nightgown beneath the plush mounds of her tits. Her nipples were pale pink and thick. She played with them with fingers from both hands. Plucking. Pinching. Lifting the weight of her tits by her nipples. Pleasure and pain mingling and jolting like hot electricity to her clit. 
 
    It was not long before Sabrina was rutting willingly with both goblins. They were insatiable! I watched from my hiding place as she rode atop one goblin’s cock while the other plundered her bottom. Their cocks being smaller and slenderer than a man’s meant that Sabrina experienced no discomfort in this latter act.  
 
    In fact, she howled with pleasure, her song summoning more goblins to the location. Four. Six. I could hardly believe it! The goblins soon surrounded her and Sabrina was only too willing to pleasure them all. Their cocks disappeared into her mouth, her cunt, and her ass. At irregular intervals a goblin would chatter with pleasure and unleash its seed. Most often, inside Sabrina, as these miniature brutes seemed intent on stuffing my assistant full of their glistening yellowish seed.  
 
    Each word seemed to pour from the page and into Elenora’s core. Her body ached. Her cunt yearned. How easily she pictured herself in Sabrina’s position. Resisting the goblins, but only a little. Feeling their little cocks sliding into her hands. Into her mouth. Into her slick cunt.  
 
    She pulled up her nightgown over her knees and up her thighs. She bared her gold-thatched cunt to the hot air of the closet-sized library. The scent of lust was thick in that confined space. Spreading her legs wasn’t enough. She hooked her right leg over the arm of the chair and pushed her left as far as it would go without going over the arm in the other direction. Her fingers found her steamy mound. How big would a goblin’s cock be? One finger? Two? She teased against her aching bud. Thrust a finger into the hot folds of her pussy. 
 
    “OooooooooOOooh,” she crooned, beginning to fuck herself with her fingers. Her gaze returned to the page as she rocked the book against her tummy. 
 
    The goblins rutted with her three at a time. Sometimes four when she was able to get a hand on one of their cocks. Her face and hair were drenched in their spunk. Her breasts slicked and dripping with goblin seed. I could smell the strong aroma of it from my hiding place and understood well the arousal that Sabrina was feeling caught in such a flood of the heady muck.  
 
    They rutted and unloaded their sperm into her again and again until their seed began to froth around each goblin cock and spill in foamy gobs down her thighs. Was it enough to give her a goblin child? A litter? If the time was right for Sabrina, well, I did not doubt the potency of goblin seed. It could make a barren woman pregnant under the right circumstances.  
 
    The thought of being not just used and violated by a goblin but claimed by the seed of one of the creatures excited Elenora to the brink. Her fingers squelched into her soaking cunt. Her pleasure built to the trembling edge. She cried out with pleasure and arched atop the chair. She was almost there. She was almost Sabrina being rutted and seeded by half the goblins of the Fire Skull Tribe. 
 
    “Yesssss,” moaned Elenora, thrusting against her fingers. “Yes! Use me! Breed me! Fuck meeeee—” 
 
    Her cries of ecstasy were suddenly interrupted by the opening of the door to Severinn’s secret library. The white-haired wizard stood in the doorway, staring in wide-eyed fury at Elenora’s frantic finger fucking. She stiffened. Stopped. Her orgasm crashing through her as she tried to hide it. Squeezing her thighs together. Desperately pulling up her nightgown to cover her breasts. 
 
    It didn’t matter how quickly and desperately she covered herself. Severinn had already seen what she was doing and, judging by the book that dropped heavily from her lap onto the floor, he would have a fairly good guess why she was doing it. 
 
    “M-Master Severinn,” she said, her face a deep shade of red. “I was just, um, straightening up and, um, saw some marks that, ah, that…” 
 
    “Get out of that chair!” shouted Severinn. “Give me the key! Get to your bed! I will speak with you on this matter in the morning!” 
 
    Her cunt still trembling with pleasure, Elenora leaped to her feet and staggered past Severinn. She pressed the key to the forbidden library into his withered old hand and averted her gaze from his fury.  
 
    In bed, alone, stewing between her thighs, she cried and reckoned with the fact that a part of her wished Severinn had punished her there in the forbidden library. Spanked her over his knee or punished her with his cock. She’d seen it before, glimpsed through an open door. Long and veiny with a very red cap and huge, droopy, white-haired bollocks. She would have cum for him. She would have pleasured him like Sabrina pleasured the goblins. 
 
    No such luck. Severinn was a sexless old wizard. His thoughts in books and not the dirty entertaining sort of books either. Boring ritual casting treatises and spell books to transmute substances or accelerate crop growth. 
 
    He did not even chastise her in the morning, but sternly called her into his study and sat her down across from him at his desk. The key to the forbidden library sat on a red velvet cloth. 
 
    “Master, please, allow me to apologize. I didn’t…” 
 
    He held up a hand and her words trailed off. 
 
    “There is no point discussing what happened last night,” said Severinn. “However, it brings to a point something that has been on my mind for several months now. You have been with me for five years—” 
 
    “Six, master,” interjected Elenora. 
 
    “Yes, right, six years,” said Severinn. “You have learned conjuring, abjuring, enchanting, and divining to an acolyte’s skill level. I could teach you another school or perhaps instruct you in the mastery of one school in particular. Perhaps someday I will. But it has become clear to me that the time for that is not now, Elenora. You have grown into womanhood and should be out in the world. It is time for your Caster’s Journey.” 
 
    He lit his pipe and puffed out a cloud of purple smoke that formed into the shape of a dragon. She watched it rise above his desk and break apart into the air. She had known this conversation was coming. He had been hinting at it for the better part of a year. 
 
    “Every sorceress or sorcerer must embark on the Caster’s Journey not long after their eighteenth year. You are twenty as of last month. You are past due to embark.” He puffed on the pipe again and the smoke took the shape of a sailboat. “Have you given thought to where you would like to go? Perhaps to Whitebridge? It is a large settlement with many spellcasters. You will find others like you who might be able to impart knowledge. From there, you can explore the world.” 
 
    “Yes, that sounds… that sounds like a wise course of action, master,” said Elenora, her blush still hot in her cheeks.  
 
    “Very well then, child,” he said, smiling in his kindly way. “You will take your spell book and this gold that your parents left to you.” 
 
    He placed the velvet-wrapped book and a small leather pouch onto his desk.  
 
    “Travel south to Whitebridge. I will provide you with a map, a horse, a magic compass, and the name of a wizard I know in the city. I think it is best if you leave immediately after breakfast.” 
 
    Elenora’s excitement was too great to eat. She embraced Severinn the White Haired, thanked him for all he had done to teach her magic, and she bid him farewell. He watched from the door of his tower, leaning heavily against his staff as she rode south over the hills. 
 
    But Elenora had no intention of riding to Whitebridge. Her interests were far to the northwest. The spring thaw was upon the land and conditions would not be too harsh for a crossing. She could hire a fisherman to take her across the Stormwrack Sea. To the monster island of Kurandan. 
 
    To the goblins. 
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    The Book and the Fisherman 
 
      
 
    It was most of a day’s ride west to the nearest fishing village. It was a tiny, ramshackle settlement called Johaak of less than a hundred houses, a tavern, and a small dockyard nestled in a shallow bay. The only trade in the town was for the fish. There were small silver fish called “white eyes” that were caught by the thousands in huge nets by trawlers and big, alligator snouted predators called “saw snouts” that were prized but difficult to hook or spear.  
 
    Elenora found Johaak easily enough in the late afternoon. The winter cold had gone and the sea was free of ice, but there was enough chill in the air that she was eager to get off her horse. She climbed down from her weary mare and paid for the horse to be fed and watered. While her mount was being tended, Elenora walked the docks in search of a fisherman in the village who was willing to brave crossing the Stormwrack all the way to Kurandan. 
 
    The gruff fishing folk met her questions about passage to Kurandan with stony gazes and grim shakes of their heads. When she pressed them about the matter, they either told her to leave them alone or offered to give her a warm spot in their beds. It was plain that these men coveted her body. The way her fur-lined cloaked parted just enough for them to glimpse her deep, soft cleavage and the mounds of her breasts straining at her bodice. She wore high riding boots and dusty breeches that clung to her hips and thighs.  
 
    They wanted her, so she showed herself to them. Leaned in such a way as to hold their attention. Spoke in a soft, sweet voice that made them lean closer. It wasn’t much longer before she finally had the answer she wanted. 
 
    “Aye, I can take ye to Kurandan,” said a potbellied blond giant with a nearly white beard. He called himself Yosef and was the owner of a roughly patched old sloop called Fair Fortune. His voice was loud and deep as he added, “I’ve fished waters near to there. Near enough to see the things what dwell on its shores. But it will cost you to make me return to that place.” 
 
    “I have gold,” said Elenora, holding up her inheritance. 
 
    Yosef snatched it from her hand. He hefted the sack and looked inside. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he said and took hold of her wrist. “A start. Come aboard. I’ll need something else in payment.” 
 
    “What do you mean? Something else?”  
 
    But she knew what he meant without him speaking an answer and Yosef was not shy about getting it. He led her belowdecks into the small cabin and his hands were everywhere. He kissed her then, in the dark cabin, stinking of the fish he’d been handling moments before they met. His touch was rough. His kiss was seasoned with brandy. His whiskers tickled against her lips as he pushed her cloak from her shoulders. His thick fingers fumbled with the laces of her bodice.  
 
    “Damned thing,” he muttered a moment before he pulled open the laces and freed Elenora’s plump breasts. His hands were on them in an instant, squeezing and shaping them as he pleased. He leaned his head down to her, his beard scratchy against her sensitive skin. His kiss hot against the swell of her breasts. Against her nipples. Kissing them. Licking them. Sucking them so hard that they ached and sent pleasure pulsing to her clit. 
 
    “Please,” gasped Elenora, pushing at Yosef’s broad shoulders. “We did not discuss this!” 
 
    “Part of the deal,” he growled, his big hands already working feverishly at her trousers. “You spend the night with me. Then I’ll take you across the Stormwrack.” 
 
    He said something else, but he spoke it with his scruffy face buried against her tits. Elenora could only moan and accept his terms.  
 
    She found, as Yosef stripped down her trousers and began to roughly caress her elsewhere, that it was easy to imagine herself already on the island of Kurandan. The brutish fisherman became one of the bog goblins that Hilda van Ostaan described as Moss Goblins. These were a larger, hardier breed that relied on stealth for hunting and covered their lanky bodies in bog moss to disguise themselves. Yosef’s rough hands with all their hair on the back became the mossy hands of a goblin.  
 
    When he kissed her again, she saw the long nose and thin lips of a goblin and she met his kiss, moaning, thrusting her tongue against his. He was not some randy fisherman having his way with her, he was a solitary bog hunter, draped in his stinking pelt of moss, her titflesh overflowing his hands and her cunt yielding to his probing fingers.  
 
    “That’s more like it,” he grunted against her lips as she spread her thighs to him. 
 
    “Shut up,” she said. “Shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    That, at least, Yosef could do obediently. He pressed her knees back with his big hands on the backs of her legs and used his hips to rub his cock against the soft tuft of blond hair on her cunt. 
 
    To Elenora, he was the potbellied Moss Goblin hunter. He had caught her in his net and pulled her to the ground. Stripped off her clothes and kissed her with his savage lips. Now his cock was poised to claim her cunt. She trembled with excitement, moaning as he pressed her knees back until her body was bent beneath him and her cunt was offered up like a prize. He was so big for a goblin! So strong! She stroked his mossy shoulders. 
 
    “I’ve waited so long for this,” she panted. 
 
    “Wait no longer,” he growled and thrust his fat goblin cock into her quivering quim.  
 
    The rocking of the boat faded. The musty, fish-stench of the fisherman receded. Elenora felt the soft moss of the goblin beneath her fingers. She wailed as his fat cock plundered her nearly virginal cunt. Hilting with each stroke. Filling her with his hot hardness. Like iron inside her. Bollocks slapping against the soft divot of her anus.  
 
    Her pleasure rose to meet his grunting lust. Her plush tits swayed and splashed against her ribcage with the force of his beastly strokes. Fucking her there in the bog. Claiming the pink human cunt he had so easily trapped.  
 
    Her inner walls tightened around his thrusting hardness. She felt the ridge of his cockhead rubbing inside her. Pushing against her cervix. He was getting bigger by the moment. His strokes becoming more ragged. She realized, with a hot thrill, that he was going to spill his seed. 
 
    “Breed me,” she gasped. “Oh, yes, breed me with your goblin cum!” 
 
    “Goblin?” The fisherman was back. His gruff, bearded face looming above her. His smile revealing a hint of gold on one tooth. “I’m a man, you barmy slut!”  
 
    He plunged his cock into her and she wailed with dismay, remembering the reality of her situation. Her orgasm was spoiled. Her pleasure rushing away like the tide before a storm surge. Yosef. The fisherman. Hairy shoulders straining. Face contorted in pleasure. He buried his cock in her tight folds and she felt it jerk inside her. The warm rush of his cum spurted against her slick walls. Coated his cock. Spurted again. Again. Overflowing her stretched cunt as he thrust to his exhausted finish and slumped atop her wheezing against her shoulder. 
 
    “Get off,” she moaned. “Get off me. Get off!” 
 
    She pushed him. Dug her knuckles into his side. Yosef forced a kiss on her before he would roll his smothering weight from her body. She felt his cock slip out and he fell beside her onto his sweat-stinking bed. The boat swayed around them and thumped against the dock. 
 
    “You’re a good lay,” he laughed.  
 
    “Take me there now,” she said.  
 
    “Low tide at night?” he chuckled. “I’ll take you in the morning. When the seas favor us. Or maybe you stay on with me for a while. Yeah?” 
 
    He stroked her hip. Looked at her in the light through the small cabin window. Smiled as he caressed her naked body.  
 
    She turned away from him. He chuckled again and spooned against her so that she felt his wet cock against the cleft of her ass. He began kissing her shoulder. 
 
    “I’ll make ya love me yet,” he whispered and reached around to roughly fondle her breasts. 
 
    He took her again in his cabin. From behind. On her knees and then face down in the filthy bedding. She hated every moment of it. Hated him. Knew, as he pulled out and spurted his disgusting human cum all over her ass that he would never fulfill his part of the bargain. 
 
    “Gonna go for a drink,” he said. “Come and see me over at the Tipping Turtles. I’ll buy you some ale. Somethin’ to eat.” 
 
    She feigned sleep and watched as he dressed. His shoes thumped out of the cabin and onto the deck. She moved quickly and decisively. She cleaned herself as best she could and dressed in the rippling moonlight in the cabin. Then she stole onto the deck and untied the sloop from the dock. She unfurled the mainsail and caught the night wind. The sloop accelerated into the bay. Away from the lantern lights of mankind and into the moonlight and stars reflected upon the endless black of the sea. 
 
    It would take every bit of her half-remembered sailing as a child and her magical ability to navigate the dangerous waters, but she was committed. She would reach Kurandan, where her true adventure awaited, or she would die trying.  
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    The Shores of Kurandan 
 
      
 
    The storms tossed the sloop upon heaving mountains of water. The bow plunged into the waves. Sails tore loose. The mainmast snapped like a dry branch over a man’s knee. The northern sea was not called the Stormwrack without reason.  
 
    Elenora clung to the wheel of her stolen ship, holding the rudder steady through seas that would have tested the finest sailor. It was only her determination that saw her through the worst of it. Then, as if emerging from a tunnel, she was through the storm and beneath clear blue skies. The churning bruise of the tempest behind her.  
 
    The speed of Elenora’s stolen sloop was cut dramatically by the loss of the mainsail. She glided slowly along the placid seas. But she was not helpless.  
 
    “I did not spend years learning magic to surrender to circumstance!”  
 
    She lashed the wheel with a length of rope and moved as far astern as she could without dangling over the water. With her back braced against the gunnel, she extended her arm over the side and splayed her fingers in casting position. The spell was meant for conjuring a simple spirit. Taught to her to extinguish a dangerous fire. She spoke the words and felt the essence gather in her fingertips.  
 
    Water burst from the sea in a roughly humanoid shape. She invested her essence to give the elemental size and strength. It gathered mass with each moment of her conjuration. She continued until she began to feel woozy, then stopped. The elemental remained upright on the surface, slowly following behind the sloop, with two faintly glowing eyes in its featureless face. Fish and other bewildered sea creatures swirled and darted about inside the elemental’s watery body.  
 
    “Spirit of water!” shouted Elenora. “I call upon you to guide my ship upon the sea! Carry me to the island of Kurandan!” 
 
    The elemental melted back into the water. Elenora leaned over the side and she could still see its eyes glowing faintly beneath the surface of the Stormwrack Sea. A wave rose around the sloop, lifting it above the others and propelling it forward. Elenora doubted the elemental knew the name of the island she hoped to find. She had to be close. If the elemental could find land, it would find Kurandan. 
 
    Sure enough, a smudge became visible on the horizon. The elemental bore the sloop towards this destination. A flat-topped volcanic mountain became visible first, its shoulders clad in verdant green. Then the hills and caves. The jungles that became thick, snowy forests at lower elevations, and finally the harsh black rocks of the cliffs facing the sea. The water slammed and foamed against these ancient ramparts. 
 
    Elenora panicked as she realized the elemental was not slowing. It was driving the sloop straight for the cliffs! 
 
    “Spirit of the water!” cried Elenora. “Spirit, hear me! Do not dash my boat upon the rocks! Please! Stop! I will find my own way onto the island from here! Spirit!” 
 
    The elemental did not seem to hear her. If anything, it only moved faster as the water became shallower around the island. Suddenly, the sloop heaved out of the sea. Its keel lifted on a great column of frothing water. The bow climbed above the cliffs, propelled the last few lengths as if thrown by the sea. The keel crashed back down onto the stony cliff, breaking and slumping onto the rocks. Elenora was tossed violently inside the hull, knocked senseless by the impact.  
 
    She lay still but the world went on spinning in her head. No, not all of it just in her head. The ship was moving. Shifting.  
 
    Elenora managed to regain her wits and gather her bag. She climbed out of the wreckage of her ship just as the broken vessel shifted again. The hull creaked and splintered again and the back half of it began to teeter on the edge of a cliff more than a hundred feet above the sea. Carried there by the elemental as it expended its force in a single leap.  
 
    Her ship was destroyed. Snapped almost in half. But she was on dry land. The sea churned and foamed at the base of the cliff as if angry that she had escaped its wrath. But the ship had not. It creaked again and it went sliding over the cliff. Elenora cried out and danced away from the wreckage as it disappeared over the precipice and plunged into the surf.  
 
    Elenora was waterlogged and exhausted after surviving the storm and the unusual shipwreck. Worse, it was quite cold. Her breath steamed from her mouth. Frost began to collect in her hair. She shivered and realized she would never make it to the inner volcanic warmth of the island before cold took her. She had no choice. She had to warm herself first. She gathered smashed wood from the ship and expended some of her dwindling essence to create a bonfire. 
 
    She crowded what damp belongings had tumbled out of the ship – books, spare clothes, a few trinkets from her time with Severinn – and undressed to dry her clothes. The warmth of the flames heated her pale flesh as she leaned as close as she dared to the fire. When one side felt roasted, she would turn to the other, which had grown cold faced away from the fire.  
 
    Crouching naked beside the flames, Elenora wondered if there might be goblins in this cold and inhospitable part of the island. Would they see her? Would they think her vulnerable and creep close to capture her? The thought gave her a thrill that warmed her as much as the flames.  
 
    She grew more comfortable in the fire’s warmth and so began to pose herself sensually. On her hands and knees, back arched. On her side, fingers toying with her bare breasts. On her stomach, her bottom warmed by the flames.  
 
    Each time she repositioned herself, she searched the trees in the hopes a goblin hunter might have noticed her body. Surely if one did, he would not be able to resist her plush bottom or her heaving breasts. Her lips parted in moans. Her fire-warmed nudity growing ever hotter between her thighs. Her fingers caressing the pale golden thatch of hair. The delicate folds of her womanhood. 
 
    Elenora was as aroused as she was exhausted. Her hands stroked her naked body even as she began to slip into a deep, fire-warmed sleep filled with fantasies of goblins. 
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    Nocturnal Visitors 
 
      
 
    Elenora’s fantasies were not far from true. For in the nearby forest lurked a trio of goblins. They were young runts of the Snow Tribe, spindly-limbed and small even for goblins. Their lives consisted of climbing down the cliffs to pry clams and gooseneck barnacles from the stones at low tide. The idea that a ship and a beautiful human might appear atop the frigid cliffs was inconceivable.  
 
    Their names were Uurt, Lerr, and Pongo. It was Pongo who led the trio out from the forest, cautiously across the black rocks, their fishing spears in their hands as they approached the woman dozing beside the fire. They could not believe the bounty before them. A prize if they were to cook her and eat her, but an even greater prize for that sweet golden nest between her creamy thighs. She moaned and turned over in her sleep and the three goblins danced back. She was big, this one. Not some sailor’s slave lost at sea. A shapely human woman.  
 
    “Do you think she is fertile?” asked Lerr in the goblin dialect of the Snow Tribe. 
 
    “She has fur on her cunt,” said Uurt. “Golden as the western sky at sunset.” 
 
    “Quiet,” said Pongo, creeping closer to the sleeping girl. He could smell her. A strange scent that did not belong to the island of monsters. She rolled onto her side, her plump breasts colliding in a soft pile. Her pale golden hair tossed across her face and threaded over her parted lips as she snored. The curve of her hip was most enticing to the goblin. He moved closer as the fire warmed Elenora’s sleeping backside. His beady eyes were focused on that small tuft of hair. That intoxicating human scent.  
 
    Oh, yes, thought Pongo, I will be the first to give this human my seed! 
 
    Uurt was poking through one of Elenora’s satchels with his fishing spear when he prodded a small bottle loose. It rolled out and broke open against the rocks. The green liquid within began to bubble, hiss, and let out a rush of flame. Uurt yipped and jumped back. Pongo and Lerr raised their spears defensively. 
 
    The sound of breaking glass and the burst of flames from the igniting petrolla bottle started Elenora awake. Her eyes shot open and she sat up. The three goblins were backlit by the flames of the burning petrolla.  
 
    “Goblins!” she cried, pulling her knees to her breasts and staring at them with a mixture of fear and excitement. So there had been goblins after all. Three of them. Gray green with a mossy mottling on the shoulders and down their chests. All three wore pelts as loincloths and necklaces of pearlescent shells that clattered as they danced fearfully back from the burning petrolla.  
 
    Elenora stood up and readied magic to defend herself. The petrolla flames were dying down. The three goblins finally realized she was awake. Uurt had one look at the standing human and he threw down his fishing spear and ran. Lerr at least had the dignity to back away and held onto his spear. He made it a few paces and then he turned and fled.  
 
    Only Pongo remained. The goblin was only half as tall as the human and scarcely a quarter of her weight, but Pongo judged that the human female was unarmed. She could not be much of a threat. Humans did not have claws or fangs.  
 
    Elenora was not very threatened by the goblin once she got over the shock of being awakened by him and his cowardly comrades. He was so small and his weapon seemed better suited to impaling fish than fending off a human. Her sleep had allowed her to regain some of her essence and she was perfectly able to cast a fire sprite spell that would have ignited the goblin from head to toe. 
 
    “Give up! Me catch you!” Pongo spoke in broken Heimsvakian he had learned from sailors and the rare bold trader that arrived on the island.  
 
    Elenora felt a thrill of desire as she realized she was being captured by the goblin. Her fantasy was coming true. Give up? Of course, she was going to play along with him! 
 
    “Oh, my, yes!” she cried, raising her hands and feigning fear. “Please, don’t hurt me! I don’t have any weapons!” 
 
    “No weapon! No weapon!” Pongo cackled and danced from foot-to-foot. “Me catch big human girl! Me tie up!”  
 
    He scurried forward, prodding her belly and thighs with the tip of his spear as he reached to his belt for a length of hemp twine. Elenora obediently offered him her hands, wrists together. Pongo took the gesture to be fearful submission and cackled again as he wrapped the twine around her wrists and knotted it tightly. With her hands tied, Pongo began to feel more comfortable with the situation. He circled her slowly, tapping her flanks and her round ass with his spear. He teased the shaft of it between her legs. Wood rubbing the crease of her cunt. 
 
    Elenora sucked in a breath. She trembled, not with fear, but with arousal. Pongo took it for fear. 
 
    “No be afraid, girl woman,” he said, running his hands over her hip. Touching the tuft of pale golden hair covering her cunt. “Me not hurt you. Me be nice. Me make feel good. With shank.” 
 
    “Sh-shank?” Elenora’s eyes widened.  
 
    The little goblin was rubbing her cunt with the fingers of one hand. He jabbed the head of his spear into the dirt and drew aside the front of his loincloth, revealing his erect penis. It was no bigger than a man’s thumb, gray green, but pink at its delicate tip. His bollocks were small and hairless. 
 
    It was everything she had fantasized about. She was eager to touch it but did not want to spoil the game with the goblin. Instead of crying out with desire and falling to her knees, she shrank away from him. Raised her bound hands as if to shield herself. 
 
    “Please! No! Stay back from me, you horrible creature!” She cried. 
 
    “Not horrible creature! Pongo! Me Pongo!” Pongo slapped a hand against his chest. “What you called, woman girl?” 
 
    “I am Elenora. B-b-but that is beside the point!” She held her arms against her breasts, covering her stiff nipples and squeezing her soft mounds. “You keep that thing away from me.” 
 
    Elenora. Pongo liked the sound of that. Humans had such strange sounding names to his notched, pointed ears. He crept closer to her again and Elenora trembled. Her arousal a fine approximation of terror. 
 
    Pongo savored his dominance over this much bigger creature. He savored her beauty even more. He stroked her hips and squeezed the plentiful flesh of her ass. So big! He could lose himself in that creamy flesh! Ah, but not as luscious as those huge hanging tits! He wondered how human females could have such big breasts? Elenora moaned as he reached up and cradled her mounds in his clawed hands. His fingers went straight to her stiff nipples. He plucked them and pinched them. He used them to pull her lower. Towards his face. Towards his eager mouth.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” cried Elenora as the goblin’s tongue gleefully lashed her nipples. He kissed and slurped noisily at her breasts. His mouth was almost lipless and yet he still managed to fasten it to her left breast, suckling like a hungry tot as he squeezed both her mounds against his face. He pulled so eagerly at her breasts that Elenora toppled over, nearly crushing him beneath her weight and smothering Pongo’s moaning face under her breasts.  
 
    Far from being concerned, Pongo moaned and sucked and fondled her tits. Wallowing in the warm softness of her body. She smelled so sweet to him. But he wanted to smell more of her. His shank was hurting he wanted her so badly! 
 
    “Move! Off!” he demanded and prodded her ribcage painfully with his fingers. Elenora cried out and rolled off Pongo and onto her back. 
 
    The goblin scurried between her creamy thighs before she knew what was happening. He thrust his long nose to her cunt, sniffing at it and inhaling the scent of her arousal. He sniffed her ass as well, as if he enjoyed the scent of her naughtiest place.  
 
    “No, please, not there,” she cried with embarrassment.  
 
    “Everywhere!” laughed Pongo. “You slave now, Ella Nora!” 
 
    Mmmmmmmm, yesssss, thought Elenora. Make me your slave you little beast. I’ve waited for this moment for seemingly all my life. Conquer me with your goblin cock.  
 
    She did not have long to wait. 
 
    Pongo sampled Elenora’s cunt with a long lick. Her sweetness was as beguiling as her ampleness or her delicate features. She was a goddess, granted to him by the sea. His tongue crept lower and he licked the soft divot of her anus. That made the girl whine and shake with humiliation. He gave her a few more licks there to torture her, the girl’s hands bound above her head and her huge human tits heaving with her desire. 
 
    “You ready,” declared Pongo. He thought of the scrawny female goblins back at his village, with their sagging tits and their hard, beady eyes. This pale beauty was massive and quivering in fear at his strength. He laughed at the thought of Lerr and Uurt realizing what they had missed out on. Oh, yes, those two cowards would be jealous when he returned to the village pulling his new slave bride by her bound wrists.  
 
    “Please,” begged Elenora, lifting her head up as the goblin knelt between her parted thighs. “Please, no, not this! Anything but this! I’ll… I’ll wank you! I will use my mouth to pleasure you!” 
 
    “You do these things?” Pongo cackled with laughter, stroking his cock and imagining the human using her big, soft hands to pleasure him. Her huge mouth engulfing his entire cock and balls. “Yes, good. Not now, Ella Nora! Now I fuck with shank! Now I mate!” 
 
    “Noooo!” cried Elenora. 
 
    Yes, thought Elenora. Oh, yes! Mate me! Use my human cunt! Ravish me! 
 
    Pongo’s eyes narrowed and his long, slender tongue stuck out the corner of his mouth as he stared intently down at Elenora’s blushing vulva. Her delicate cuntlips swollen and parted. Her inner pink revealed to the horny goblin’s gaze. The pink knot of her asshole clenched tightly. 
 
    Pongo held his cock in his hand, moving slowly forward, his heart pounding in his scrawny chest. The greatest dream of a goblin was to mate with and breed a woman like this. To produce half-goblins for his tribe, that rarest and most celebrated of crossbreeds. The pink head of his cock brushed against her downy hair and soft cuntlips. The heat caressed him. The slickness spread against his tip. 
 
    With a yawp of lust, Pongo thrust forward, hilting the length of his cock in Elenora’s quivering cunt. She felt him thrust into her like one of her own fingers, but thicker and strangely bumpy along the shaft. His scrawny body pressed down. His smooth bollocks against her ass and his lean abdomen against her.  
 
    “Ooooohhh, nooooo,” she whimpered. “Please, not this! Ohhhh! It’s inside me!” 
 
    “Inside!” cried Pongo, thrusting furiously into her pussy with explosive need. His skinny hips worked and his cock rutted into her vigorously. Rubbing her. Overheating her quivering cunt. “So tight! You make good slave! So gooooood!” 
 
    Elenora had scarcely experienced more than her fingers in her bed, so this goblin’s thumb-sized cock was enough to satisfy her tight little cunt. Her clit throbbed with his thrusts. Her slick walls clenched against him. His thrusts making her breasts quivering and swing. His hands on her thighs, pushing her legs back, driving his cock faster and faster. 
 
    “Nooooo!” she cried. 
 
    “Yes! Seed cum!” Pongo gripped her legs so tightly it hurt as his thrusts became desperate for his pleasure.  
 
    Elenora was on the very edge of ecstasy when the goblin let out a shrill cry of pleasure and his cock began to pulsate inside her. A moment later, she felt the warm slickness all around his shaft. The flood of his cum pouring into her. Drenching her human womb. Overflowing her pussy to trickle down the crack of her ass. She whimpered as his thrusts slowed.  
 
    So close. So close and yet agonizingly unfulfilled.  
 
    Pongo collapsed atop her, face-down in her breasts, panting with exertion. His cock was still inside Elenora. Still hard.  
 
    “So good,” moaned the goblin. “You take so good. I make you… make you woman. Mate. Mmmmm.” 
 
    He drooled into her cleavage, seemingly barely conscious. Elenora, frustrated by his sudden ejaculation, aching for release, squeezed her inner muscles with practiced contractions. His cock was still hard. Still twitching. Pongo lifted his head. Looked at her curiously.  
 
    “Take me again,” she said breathlessly, meeting his gaze. 
 
    Pongo’s head jerked up. “You want? You want sex?”  
 
    “Yes, mate with me,” she moaned.  
 
    Pongo could not resist her willing submission to him. He had never imagined she would surrender so easily. A single rutting was all it took to tame her!  
 
    “Yes! Fuck! I fuck!” He pushed upright once more, his hands on her slender waist as he began to thrust inside her creamy cunt. His cock stirred the cum already filling her pussy. Churned it with each stroke as he built speed.  
 
    The musk of his seed was thick in the air. The heat of it almost boiling inside her steamy human cunt. Each thrust made a lewd, wet sound. Frothy spunk overflowing down her crack as he pumped faster and faster. Her tits shook. Her pleasure grew.  
 
    Elenora finally had what she wanted. Taken by the goblin, filthy and used, she cried out as ecstasy mingled with shame and submission. Her body arched on the ground. Her pussy seized the goblin’s thrusting cock. Pleasure rippled up from her core in powerful waves. Her toes curled. Her mouth hung open in a wordless cry of pleasure.  
 
    In the peak of Elenora’s ecstasy, she felt the goblin stiffen and spurt inside her a second time. She’d been with a few men in her time but had certainly never bedded one who could cum twice in such a short time. Her orgasmic contractions met his twitching eruption and milked his gushing load from his cock. They were united in pleasure and collapsed together panting as their pleasure receded. 
 
    “Oh, Pongo,” moaned Elenora. “It felt so good. It was… everything I wanted.” 
 
    She was in a daze of pleasure. Smiling up at the goblin. Smitten with him. But still she believed she was in control. Secure in the knowledge that her magic could free her whenever she desired.  
 
    “Ella Nora,” said Pongo, stroking her face. “You be good slave.”  
 
    He slid his cock from her pussy and hopped to his feet. He gave her hip a good smack.  
 
    “Ow!” she pouted, sitting up. 
 
    “Stand!” he commanded, retrieving his spear. “You slave girl now. I take prize back to tribe. Show you to others. Make jealous.” 
 
    Alright, thought Elenora as she rose to her feet. I will go along with this ruse for a little longer. Perhaps I can have more goblin fun with his tribe. Let them make me their sex slave for a while. Then I will free myself and continue my adventure.  
 
    Little did Elenora know that things would not be so easy.  
 
    

  

 
   
    5 
 
    The Goblin Chief and His Discovery 
 
      
 
    Pongo marched ahead of his prize with his head held high. Ella Nora he called her. He had already filled her magnificent cunt twice with his potent goblin seed. Was she fertile enough for his seed to take? He grinned, imagining her pale belly growing fat. Her tits swelling. The pups that would drop from her fat cunt.  
 
    Ella, for she had already begun to think of herself by that name, followed obediently behind Pongo. No matter how tired she became, she was elated to be living out her fantasy of being captured by goblins. It had not even taken a single night upon Kurandan and she had fallen into the lusty clutches of a wee goblin. She would serve him and his tribe if need be. Enjoying their plundering cocks and lecherous hands. Until she grew bored and wished to leave. Then, Ella was certain, her magic would allow her to escape.  
 
    “Village close,” said Pongo. “You be quiet, human. I do talking.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” said Ella and Pongo looked back at her and grinned. He liked to be called master by a human woman. 
 
    They trudged through the cold, Pongo occasionally giving a tug to the leather cord he had tied around Ella’s neck to prove his ownership of her. The air grew warmer and their steamy breath began to disappear. They reached the black slopes of a great volcano and ascended towards a group of small dugout huts.  
 
    Ella towered over these structures as goblins emerged from beneath the ground. Scrawny little goblins poured forth from every dugout and yapped and chattered in their strange tongue. Some called out to Pongo and he yapped back at them. A few, warrior types, dared to come closer and prodded at Ella with their fingers or the backs of their spears. She cried out as one poke goosed her thonged bottom particularly hard.  
 
    Huge warg wolves howled from their kennel. These beasts were as big as a man and some said as smart as a goblin. Perhaps smarter. They lived symbiotically with the much smaller goblins and were used as mounts. Ella could see their red eyes and black snouts sticking out from behind the fences surrounding the dugout kennels. 
 
    Pongo and Ella reached a bulbous structure much larger than the others. The entrance was festooned with skulls of beasts (and a few humans) stacked into crude totems. A curtain of hides covered the entrance to this prominent structure.  
 
    Pongo shouted and the crowd of goblins fell silent. The curtain was thrown back and an enormously fat goblin waddled into view. A necklace of teeth and dried ears hung upon his shoulders and chest. His head was broad and he seemed to have no neck at all under his multiple chins. A single tusk stuck up from one corner of his mouth. Though he was shorter than Ella, the top of his head only even with her shoulder, his imposing belly made him seem at least as large.  
 
    Ella knew he had to be the chief. 
 
    “I caught humie!” shouted Pongo, using the tongue of Heimsvak. “My seed inside her and she mine! I claim Ella Nora as mate!”  
 
    The fat goblin chief blinked and waddled slowly closer. He brushed past Pongo, barely looking at him, and approached Ella. The goblin sniffed her with his piggish nose. She cried out as he took hold of her breasts and hefted them in his hands. 
 
    “You pretty,” he said. “Big norks. Much milk for baby. For tribe.” 
 
    “This one mine!” interjected Pongo. 
 
    The chief continued to ignore Pongo and called out to another goblin lurking inside the larger structure. A wizened crone of a goblin shuffled into the evening light. She was one-eyed and had grotesque sagging breasts. She walked with the help of a staff crowned with the skull of a huge bird. Opalescent marbles had been placed into the eye sockets.  
 
    Ella felt the magical power radiating from the staff. Goblins were not very magical, their blood never produced full wizards or witches and their shamans manifested a crude sort of natural magic. They could, however, use magical items with great skill. Ella had read about their shamans using magic stones or crystals that they did not fully understand. This staff must be one such magical fetish. 
 
    The goblin crone stepped forward and the marbles began to glow in the eye sockets of the skull. The goblins chattered excitedly as the crone moved the staff around Ella and made it glow brighter and brighter. Pongo objected to what was happening and the fat goblin chief backhanded him and knocked him to the ground.  
 
    “No baby of Pongo,” laughed the goblin chief. “But fertile. And more. You have magic.” He hefted her breasts again and ran his thumbs over her sensitive nipples. He stared into her eyes, smiling and running his tongue over his wide mouth. Something about him reminded Ella of a frog.  
 
    He shouted in the goblin tongue and the crone reached into a pouch on her hip and took out a crude brass ring with a pearlescent stone affixed to it. The chief took the ring and fitted it onto Ella’s ring finger.  
 
    “What are you—” 
 
    The gem flashed and throbbed with magical energy. Ella gasped as she felt desire rising in her loins. The sensation was so intense it threatened to drive her to her knees. She wanted desperately to touch herself. The gathered goblins saw her reaction and began to hoot and cheer. Ella steadied herself, her breasts heaving. She looked at the goblin chief again and she felt a subservience to him welling from within. 
 
    A slave ring, realized Ella. They seek to enslave my mind as well as my flesh. But… I can fight it. I can resist such crude magic. I won’t reveal that to them yet. 
 
    “Human, you will be mate of me, chief Yorgo! I make babies with you and babies be strong warrior goblins!” He smacked her ass and Ella whimpered and felt a hot twinge in her clit. “You stink of Pongo. We go bathe in hot spring. Then we mate!” 
 
    He put his arm around Ella’s back and led her around the large structure and down into a cave. Only the crone accompanied them here and she shuffled along, lighting torches as they went down into the bowels of the earth. It was hot in the cave and humid when they arrived in a chamber containing a pool of steaming water. It had a strong mineral scent to it but was otherwise completely clear.  
 
    The fat chief handed his necklace to the crone and untied his loincloth. His cock was pitifully small. Even smaller than Pongo’s. Barely half the length of Ella’s pinkie and only a little thicker. Laughable and pathetic. Yet she felt a deep, humiliating desire for that cock and the fat goblin chief. The ring pulsed on her finger. She had to fight the urge to drop to her knees and offer herself to his… magnificent… superior goblin cock. 
 
    She shook off the impulses. Yorgo grunted and stepped into the steaming pool. He groaned as he flopped down into the water and settled back against the edge of the pool. His belly crested the surface. His red eyes drooped with contentment. He motioned for Ella to join him in the water. 
 
    She hastened to obey him. Feeling giddy as she slid into the extremely hot water. For a moment, she thought it was scalding her, but her body adjusted as she slid down to her chin. She made her way across the pool to the fat goblin chief. He embraced her and pulled her against his gluttonous belly. His chest soft. His arm flabby.  
 
    “You prettiest human I see,” he murmured. “Be good mate?” 
 
    “Y-yes, master. Yes, Yorgo.” She said, smiling genuinely as the ring throbbed on her finger. 
 
    “Prove,” he said.  
 
    “What?” asked Ella. 
 
    “Prove you obey,” he said. “Prove you be good mate. Kiss Yorgo.” 
 
    Ella’s experience with Pongo had not prepared her for Yorgo. The goblin pulled her tightly against him, her plush tits mashing into his chest as he puckered up for a kiss with his wide, thin-lipped mouth. The ring pulsated on her finger. Her clit throbbed in response. 
 
    Yes, of course I will kiss Yorgo. He is my master. My supreme overlord. 
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” crooned the young witch as she leaned her lips down to Yorgo’s.  
 
    The chaste kiss almost instantly descended into passionate smooching. Ella writhed in his arms, lost in the smothering taste of his tongue as it thrust into her mouth. Much fatter than Pongo’s tongue. Warm and bitter. Lips sucking at her lips. Her tongue fencing with the goblin chief’s as she moaned in his embrace.  
 
    He pulled back, leaving her panting and flushed with desire. 
 
    “You want kiss too much,” said the goblin chief. “Tell me you want babies. Swear it.” 
 
    The ring throbbed again on her finger. Her eyes widened and she smiled crazily. 
 
    Yes, I must bear the seed of Yorgo in my womb. I must be his concubine and mother to many goblin sons. I crave the honor of his cum inside me! 
 
    “Yesssss,” hissed Ella, kissing the fat goblin chief again.  
 
    Yorgo was certain the ring was working, but the gloating brute wanted to savor her submission. He wanted to humiliate this human slut and assert his goblin superiority. 
 
    “Head back,” he growled, tugging on her hair. 
 
    Ella obeyed him, her cunt throbbing with need and her expression giddy. She titled her head back until she was looking up at the ceiling of the cavernous hot springs. Yorgo stood in the shallow pool and loomed above her. His big belly in her face. His cock almost close enough to suck. He leaned forward, pursed his lips, and released a long stream of spit that splashed onto her face. 
 
    Ella cried out in surprise and wiped it away. Yorgo growled and slapped her face. 
 
    “Again, head back,” he said, yanking her hair more roughly. “Open mouth, slut. Yes, open. Wide. Tongue out. Now…” 
 
    He spit again, the saliva gathering and elongating. It fell in a long, warm rope that splashed across her tongue and into her mouth. It nearly gagged her with its bitter flavor.  
 
    “Swallow!” he commanded.  
 
    She did. Her face burning with shame as she drank the goblin’s spit. The ring throbbed and the shame was gone. All she had to do was listen to that gentle pulsating lullaby. 
 
    “Goblin is better than human?” asked Yorgo. 
 
    “Yes, master,” she said. “Goblins are better. Especially you, master!” 
 
    Yorgo took hold of Ella’s throat and pulled her to the edge of the pool. He snapped his fingers and motioned to the crone standing nearby. The crone produced a small clay container stoppered with wax. Yorgo tore out the stopper and held the mouth of the container to Ella’s lips. 
 
    “Drink,” he commanded.  
 
    The ring throbbed. Ella opened her mouth and she drank. The strong, burning liquid poured down her throat. It had a hint of a milky taste and was definitely alcoholic. She drained the vessel and Yorgo handed it back to the crone. He smiled and stroked Ella’s face almost affectionately. 
 
    “What,” she stopped to cough a bit. Tried again. “What was that, master?” 
 
    “Oonjapenday,” he said and grinned revealing his many sharp teeth. “Potion of babies. Seed will take. You make baby with Yorgo.” 
 
    “Yes,” she cried, not even waiting for the ring to urge her. “Yes, master! Make a baby inside me!” 
 
    Something rebelled deep in her mind, but at that moment the ring pulsed and quieted her outcry of fear. Yorgo heaved his fat body up onto the shore of the steaming pool and waddled over to a pile of soft leaves that had been heaped up by servants. Ella emerged from the water behind him, her plush tits dripping with the water. Her thighs and ample bottom glistening. Her tufted cunt dewy with the hot spring’s moisture. 
 
    She watched Yorgo flop down atop the bed of leaves. He rolled onto his back, propping himself against the wall of the cave. Smiling toothily as Ella approached him. 
 
    “Pleasure first,” he demanded, reaching a clawed hand under his belly to fumbling with his little fingerling cock.  
 
    “Yes, master,” whimpered Ella, dropping heavily to her knees on the leaves. Yorgo spread his spindly legs wide and bared his fat bollocks dripping with water. The strong mineral scent of the pool filled Ella’s nostril’s as she moved between the goblin’s legs. She grasped his cock and began to stroke. The ring rewarded her for her subservience with a magical ripple of pleasure. 
 
    “Heeee heeee,” giggled Yorgo. “Good slut. Good hand. Feel tits now. Feel.” 
 
    He squeezed her tits, tugging on the nipples like he was milking a cow. Ella let the weight of her mounds swing and drape over Yorgo’s cock. His tip pressed between her breasts. His cock twitching and drooling his pre into her cleavage. She moaned and kissed him as she stroked his cock. Her tongue with his, spit sliding back and forth between their mouths as she squeezed and stroked his wee cock into her plentiful cleavage.  
 
    “Good, good,” he rasped against her lips. “Fuck now. I fuck now!!!” 
 
     She thought he wanted her to climb atop him, but before she could do that, Yorgo shoved Ella onto her back and rolled to his knobby knees. He pushed her creamy thighs apart and grasped the root of his wee goblin cock. Ella trembled with anticipation, watching the fat goblin ponderously guide his pink cockhead to her slick folds. Fully erect, Yorgo’s meager cock had grown to almost the full length of her pinkie. 
 
    She didn’t need the ring to want this. She craved goblin cock. She had since she read about the horny beasts in Severinn’s forbidden books. She wanted this pathetic creature to climb atop her and pound his green and pink prick into her trembling cunt. To claim her. To make her cum. 
 
    “Please, master,” she panted and spread her tight quim. “Fuck me! Breed me!” 
 
    The ring pulsed and rewarded her for her submission with another wave of pleasure that rippled through her body. It was nothing compared to the pleasure that shot through her as Yorgo rubbed the little fingertip of his cockhead against her tender folds. Brushing her clit. Sliding against her inner lips.  
 
    “Ooooooooh!” she cried, tossing her head as pleasure shuddered into her depths. “Yes! Fuck me! I’m your human fuckslave, Yorgo! Your juicy human breeding wife! Fuck meeee!” 
 
    Ella had never craved anything more than the fat goblin’s cock. She hummed with ecstasy as he drew back and thrust forward with all his substantial weight. He sheathed his cock in her snug pussy and pleasure shot through her straight to her core.  
 
    Yorgo grunted and savored her for a moment. He began to vigorously rut his cock into Ella’s tight quim. Short, rapid thrusts that beat his sweaty body down against her. 
 
    She was already cumming. Driven mad by the culmination of her fantasies and the pulsating pleasure of the ring. She was being taken by a goblin chief. His balls jiggling and slapping against her clenched asshole. His little finger of a cock pumping in and out of her tight cunt.  
 
    “So warm! So eager!” Yorgo wheezed, his belly wobbling and slapping against her. He could feel it. Feel the ecstasy of this horny wench. He grabbed her soft tits in his hands and leaned his weight down on her, stretching his tongue out to hers, licking each other as he fucked. Rutted. Pounded her quivering cunt.  
 
    “Yes! Yessss! Oh, I’m cumming!” cried Ella, a second orgasm already rippling up from her depths. Her body clutched at him. Each squeeze upon Yorgo’s cock drew the goblin closer to the brink. She could feel it. Sensed that he was getting near to bursting inside her. Pumping her full of his goblin cum. She stroked his flabby shoulders. Wrapped her legs around his bulk. “Plant your seed, master! Fill my aching human womb with your gushing goblin sperm!” 
 
    “Good slut! Take seed! Mighty goblin seeeeed!” Yorgo screeched with pleasure and humped furiously into Ella’s cunt. His wee cock felt huge inside her as she continued to cum against him, squeezing his twitching cock. Feeling the first hot rush of his seed spurting oily and thick into her aching cunt. 
 
    And Ella knew pleasure like she never had before. The potion worked! The moment Yorgo’s filthy sperm gushed against Ella’s womb, the potent goblin swimmers found Ella’s waiting human eggs. There were five in her womb, each awash in goblin cum and instantly fertilized.  
 
    But the ecstasy of that humiliating conception – a human being bred by a fat goblin - was not the most dramatic transformation in that moment. For as Yorgo was thrusting and pumping his bollocks into Ella’s quivering cunt, flames began to jet from his fingertips. The fire spurted out with each orgasmic contraction and Yorgo shouted with surprise, unable because of the pleasure to stop thrusting and cumming and shooting flames. 
 
    It was only as his orgasm dwindled and he unsheathed his cock that the flames died. He staggered to his feet and looked at his hand, his fingertips still steaming.  
 
    “I feel power,” he grunted, cum dripping from the tip of his wilting cock. He splayed out his fingers and pointed them at a nearby goblin servant. A stream of roaring flames burst from his hand and with a scream of pain the goblin servant was torched to a cinder. Yorgo roared triumphantly. “Magic! Witch give me magic!” 
 
    Ella sat up, looking at the pulsating ring on her finger. She was still in a daze, her womb throbbing with pleasure as the goblin embryos began to form inside her. She held up her hand and realized her magic had diminished. It was harder to resist the ring’s influence.  
 
    The crone shaman shuffled out of the shadows. She cackled and pointed at the ring on Ella’s finger.  
 
    “Yes! The ring gives Yorgo the slut’s magic! Ha ha ha!” He leaned down and kissed Ella. Thrust her tongue into her mouth. “You are more than a breeding slave! You give magic! You give fire!”  
 
    He blasted flames from his fingertips, painting the ceiling of the cave with roaring spurts of fire. But the flames died after a few more bursts and Yorgo felt the magical power drain from his body. The transfer from Ella was only temporary, a few uses before the magic needed to be restored.  
 
    Ella smiled at her master, kneeling beside him. He wrapped his fingers in her hair and grinned. 
 
    “You be my witch and give me lots of power,” he laughed. “You be my mate.” 
 
    She tried to reply, but he had already pulled her face against his fat gut and thrust his little cock against her lips. Ella answered him with her soft lips and eager tongue. She agreed to serve as she took the goblin chief’s cock into her sucking mouth. 
 
    Yorgo laughed as the human sucked his cock back to hardness. The future was bright for him and for his tribe. Soon, he would unite all the goblins on Kurandan. Then he would invade the human lands! He would claim a hundred mates to bear his seed! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    6 
 
    Morning with the Goblin Chief 
 
      
 
    Ella Nora felt something pushing on her and slowly opened her eyes. She was sore and slightly queasy. What was that taste in her mouth? She ran her tongue over her lips and tasted salt. She saw faint gray light and her eyes opened wider to take in the large dugout hut around her.  
 
    Goblins, she realized. I’m with the goblins. I’m the slave to their fat chief. Yorgo. 
 
    “Get up,” growled the goblin chief and he nudged her again with his foot. 
 
    She sat up, stretched, and yawned, feeling a hot thrill run through her core as she remembered her predicament and the pleasures she had experienced with the goblin chief during the long night. The ring that pulsated on her finger. Dominating her willpower and somehow channeling her magical essence to the goblin chief during sex. She had found so many ways to serve him. She had experienced such pleasure from his fingers, his tongue, and his stunted cock. 
 
    “Master,” she said, rising to her knees and brushing hair from her face. 
 
    “Look at you, fat and pretty,” he grabbed one of her breasts and gave it a rough squeeze. She cried out as he twisted her nipple. “Even after I filled you with a dozen loads, my cock still aches to give you more.” 
 
    He rubbed at the wee bulge in the front of his furry loincloth.  
 
    “I will gladly relieve you of your urges, master,” she said, smiling sweetly and reaching for his cock. 
 
    Yorgo drew back.  
 
    “Not now,” he scolded. “Now have other plan. I talk Reekla.” 
 
    “Who is that?” 
 
    “Shaman. She say you magic. And when fuck your magic go into ring and then into goblin you fuck. Like water flow into bucket.” He prodded a finger against the softness of Ella’s left breast. “You fuck me. I get magic.” 
 
    “Yes, I saw,” she said with a grin. “It was amazing, master.” 
 
    “You fuck whole tribe. You give magic to whole tribe. More fuck, more magic.” 
 
    “Fuck… the whole tribe?” Her eyes widened as she realized what sort of orgy Yorgo was suggesting. “You want me to have sex with everyone?” 
 
    “No, no, too many,” he shook his head. “Want you to have sex with best warriors.” 
 
    “Um, if you wish it,” she said, smiling nervously. “How, um, how many warriors?” 
 
    “Not good with count,” said Yorgo, dismissing further questions with a shrug. “You stand now. Come with me.” 
 
    He brought her out of his yurt and into the harsh morning light. A mist was still in the surrounding hillside, but bonfires had cleared the area in the village. A large group of male goblins stood by the nearest fire. They were naked, their bodies daubed in tribal paints. Their little pricks jutted erect from their loins. Their beady eyes followed Ella as she approached them. The ring on her finger pulsating. Awakening desire in her core. 
 
    The crone shaman was there too. Hunched against her staff and observing with apparent amusement. Yorgo gave Ella a shove towards the crowd of goblin warriors. Her heart raced. Her body ached with unnatural need. Though she was exhausted from her long night of rutting with Yorgo, she craved more. She craved those goblins and their hard little cocks. 
 
    Yorgo stopped her short of the warriors and began to speak. His voice carried well when he raised it. She was impressed by that much about him. He knew how to speak to his people. The only problem was he was speaking in a language she could not understand. All growls and yips. But there was no mistaking what he was telling them as the crowd of warriors parted to reveal a stone slab covered in woven mats.  
 
    A bed. An altar. For her to be taken by the tribe.  
 
    Ella’s breasts heaved as her breathing grew faster and more excited. Her cunt throbbed. Her nipples stood out against the humid air. She was living her dream. Not simply to be fucked, but to be ravished by an entire tribe of goblins.  
 
    She did not wait for Yorgo to finish speaking. She pushed past him, striding among the goblin warriors as they looked on at her brazen nudity with hunger. Even Yorgo stopped speaking and watched as she was drawn to the altar. She crawled upon its surface, offering the gathered goblins a view of her dangling breasts and her plush bottom. 
 
    Feeling their eyes upon her only made Ella hotter. It was finally happening. Her deepest, filthiest fantasy was about to come true. She rolled onto her back, her breasts jiggling and swaying as they settled against her ribcage. Her thighs parted shamelessly. Her body arched upon the slab to present the most enticing view to the goblins. 
 
    When they did not immediately attack her, she lifted her head to see what they were doing. Watching. Stiff-cocked and wide-eyed. Staring at her. More than twenty goblin warriors. 
 
    “I’m ready,” she called out to Yorgo. 
 
    The crone surprised her by stepping towards her and pointing a bony finger at Ella. She spoke in a high-pitched version of the grunting, yipping goblin tongue. A murmur went through the crowd of goblin warriors. 
 
    “What? What is she saying?” 
 
    Yorgo waited for the crone to finish speaking and then offered his translation.  
 
    “Reekla say bones foretold chosen one. You are chosen one. Lead tribe to great victory.” He said something excitedly to the warriors in his language and they cheered. Then added, to Ella, “Be happy, my mate. You will help us conquer humans!” 
 
    It was in that moment that Ella realized that things had gone too far. She was happy to be living out her fantasy but she had no interest in being the answer to some goblin prophecy. She certainly did not want to help this tribe of randy goblins against humans.  
 
    The ring seemed to sense her thoughts becoming clouded with uncertainty. It began to glow and pulsate and sent hot lashes of pleasure through Ella’s body. She moaned and fell back onto the slab. Her hips jerked reflexively. Her thighs spread wide as she began to touch herself. 
 
    Her moans drew the attention of the goblin warriors. Whatever had been holding them back was suddenly overcome. It was as if a dam broke on ever side of Ella. A dam holding back a flood of horny goblins.  
 
    The warriors surged at the altar and Ella atop it from every side. Their hands reaching out to fondle her supple flesh. Squeeze her soft breasts. Fingers groping between her legs and stroking the hot seam of her cunt. Goblin bodies crowded around her. Their cocks rubbed at her and poked at her as they caressed and squeezed her with dozens of hands.  
 
    They jabbered at her and rubbed their cocks against her arms. Her hands. Her face. She turned her head and her mouth was stuffed full of a hard goblin cock. Another goblin climbed onto the altar and thrust into Ella without hesitation. One goblin was smacking his cock against her right breast and rubbing her nipple with his cock while another goblin was hungrily sucking at her left breast like he might get a mouthful of milk.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” she moaned around the cock in her mouth. She did not have to do much of anything for the goblin. It began to feverishly pump its little fingerling prick between her lips. Rubbing her tongue and just managing to tickle her tonsils. One goblin began to cum almost immediately, spattering her abdomen with warm spurts as another shoved it aside.  
 
    The goblin in Ella’s pussy began to cum deep inside her and there was a flash of flame and shrieks of surprise and delight. The goblin was spurting out torrents of fire from his fingertips into the sky above the orgy as he continued to pump his load into Ella’s pussy. As the flames dwindled, so did the flow of his seed. He pulled out, staggered back, and another goblin took his place. 
 
    Soon they were pumping Ella’s mouth and pussy full of cum in almost constant spurts of seed. One goblin would have her and then another would take that goblin’s place. Cumming quickly. Some blasted flames immediately. Others managed to stagger back and controlled their magical flames for minutes afterward.  
 
    Before long, Ella was rolled onto her stomach, sticking with cum and feeling queasy from sucking so much out of the goblin cocks. One goblin climbed atop her ass and squatted atop her to enter her pink pucker. Another grabbed her hips and rammed her dripping cunt from behind. Still more reached for her head and guided her mouth back to goblin cock. 
 
    It was a raunchy, filthy, disgusting, and glorious celebration of carnal lust and magical power. Ella was left with no choice but to give herself over to the desires of so many goblins. Satisfying those that she could and drinking their cum until she could feel her stomach sloshing full of their salty spunk. It decorated her entire body, including her face, and poured in bubbling spills from her frothy cunt and stretched asshole.  
 
    She found ecstasy more than once. Driven to peaks of pleasure that seemed to enhance the magical transfers and rendered half-mad by the constant onslaught of stimulation. Her tongue lolled between mouth-fuckings. Her eyes were nearly crossed. Her mouth hung open as her chin dripped with goblin spunk. 
 
    It was evening when the celebration was finally halted. Yorgo bellowed for it to stop and the exhausted goblin warriors stepped back from the cum-smothered Ella. The ring on her finger pulsated a bright shade of pink. She could feel the magic it contained. Like a static charge but far more potent. 
 
    Yorgo stepped forward and smile down at Ella. He stroked her head as she smiled back weakly. 
 
    “You do good,” he rasped.  
 
    Then he took the ring from Ella’s finger and placed it onto his own. The village fell silent. Ella watched her master hold the ring aloft. She whimpered and Yorgo shouted as long tongues of flame burst from his fingers. He roared triumphantly, shooting fire again and again. He opened his hands and summoned a flame spirit that danced in the air, growing to the size of a dragon, soaring high, and exploding like a festival bomb. Goblin warriors who had taken on some of Ella’s magic began to fire blasts of flame into the air as if saluting Yorgo’s power. 
 
    The goblins crowded around Ella. They cheered at their chief.  
 
    “We conquer tribes!” shouted Yorgo. “We use magic and go to human lands! Take more witches! More power! We raid them and become most powerful tribe of goblins ever!” 
 
    The goblins cheered and yipped. Ella, freed however briefly of the ring, smiled slightly. Her mind almost broken by the day’s long fucking. 
 
    “All hail Yorgo!” cheered the goblins. 
 
    “All hail Yorgo,” murmured Ella. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    7 
 
    Escape from the Goblins 
 
      
 
    Many days had passed since that orgy in the goblin village. Great battles and victories won. Another celebration for Yorgo’s triumph. At last, the goblin village was quiet. It had taken many hours of celebration, with drinking, singing, and gruesome public executions of prisoners.  
 
    Ella had learned that she could stand the sight of goblin blood being spilled no better than if it were human blood. Watching her master, Chief Yorgo, exact vengeance on the various chieftains of the rival goblin tribes of Kurandan had been disturbing. The fact that he had used her magic in most of these brutal executions only made the matter worse. 
 
    It had been that last defeated goblin chief, earlier in the day, that had finally made up her mind. Scaboor was small for a chief and soft spoken. Unlike the others, this chief of the swamp goblins had not spit curses at Yorgo nor begged for his life, but Scaboor had pleaded with Yorgo to be merciful to the rest of his tribe. Altruism was not a common trait with goblins. Yorgo had laughed and incinerated Scaboor with a blast of magical flame, the poor scrawny swamp chief finally screaming in agony as he was burned to ashes.  
 
    Ella had decided it was past time for her game of pleasure to come to an end. She would wait until the goblins were drunk and exhausted from their celebration and she would escape. She had watched Yorgo use her power to unite the various goblin tribes of Kurandan to form a massive goblin army. They had begun building boats and rafts to cross the sea and attack the human lands. She could not allow Yorgo’s cruelty to extend to mankind. She could not abide his plan to find witches and enslave them like she had been enslaved. To use their rings and curses to feed magic to Yorgo and his lieutenants.  
 
    No, thought Ella. She had wallowed in her fantasies of being a plaything to goblins for too long. They had tattooed her and branded her. She had even, she suspected, been impregnated by the fat goblin chief. But most human women would not enjoy such treatment. For the sake of all those women, she had to escape.  
 
    Yorgo snored beside her in the dugout, one fat arm draped across her with the ring still on his pudgy fingers. His huge green belly rose and fell as he snored. His cock was barely more than an acorn, retreated into his foreskin, shriveled in his sleep and crusty with his dried cum. He had been insatiable after the celebration of his great victory. His cock had seemed huge. Ella could still feel his cum gurgling in her belly and slimy inside her cunt and ass. The stink of him coating her like the spray of a skunk. It was humiliating. It made her ache for more mistreatment at his touch. She looked away from his cock, lest she be overcome with her usual desires.  
 
    She slid out from under Yorgo’s meaty arm and rolled off the mound of pelts they shared as their bed. She tied on her loincloth and crawled out from the hut. The fires had burned low and all around her goblins were sleeping or passed out with drink under the stars. She waited to be sure none was awake and then got to her feet. There were no goblins standing watch. Why should there be? All rivals had been defeated and incorporated into the single massive tribe under Yorgo. 
 
    That made escaping much easier than she had expected. She crept barefoot past the sleeping goblins. In one case, stepping over their snoring, mumbling bodies and dancing lightly on her feet as she escaped the maze of huts, tents, and yurts. The moonlight was bright and silvery on her nearly naked body. She had one stop to make before she intended to go to the beach and steal one of the boats the goblins had been building.  
 
    The journey seemed so much shorter than the first time she had made it. 
 
    The lagoon. Steaming in the night air. She remembered how it had refreshed her and cleaned away Yorgo’s filth on several occasions. She untied her loincloth and dipped a toe into the water. She suppressed a groan as she stepped deeper. The water was so hot and wonderful. Her many days of corruption and submission were washed away. She felt her essence being restored. Her magic growing stronger.  
 
    “He’ll never put that ring on me again,” she murmured, a smile spreading on her face as she ran her hands over her breasts. “Never dominate me. Never spit on me or make me lick his piss clean. Never smother me under that belly and pump me full of… full of…” 
 
    Ella felt something moving beneath the dark waters of the lagoon. Slithering over one foot and then between her legs. Slimy and slippery, but with a roughness as though its body was covered in delicate bristles. She resisted the urge to scream or bolt from the water. She held her breath and felt the creature move between her legs again. This time its back pressed against her cunt and she fought to suppress a horrified moan as that slippery, yet raspy sensation dragged beneath her tender cuntlips and the bud of her clit. 
 
    Worse than that sensation was what it told her. As it moved between her thighs, she had a better sense of the creature’s scale. It touched both of her thighs at the same time and her feet were planted wide apart in the mud at the bottom of the lagoon. It was as wide as a man and who knew how long. A serpent? No, it would be scaly. An eel? No, that would not have that bristly feel to its flesh. 
 
    She shook with terror as she realized it could be only one thing: a voralok worm. Huge and ugly, she had never seen one of the creatures but she had heard them described numerous times by the goblins. They feared them and would check bodies of water with long poles to make sure none were about. Voralok worms could grow to be five or six times the length of a human and could swallow multiple goblins whole when feeding. They were also very tough, with only a few small weak places around their heads.  
 
    She could sense the worm moving in the water. Circling her. Perhaps scenting her. But the worm was blind and struggled to find its prey.  
 
    Trying to remain calm, Ella crept towards the edge of the lagoon. The water became shallower with each step. The mud sucked at her toes. Her heart beat a terrified rhythm in her chest. 
 
    She stepped one foot out of the lagoon and the water rippled around her feet. She stayed like that for a moment, naked and dripping, trying to be sure the voralok had not felt the ripples. Then she took another step out of the water and let out the breath she had been holding. 
 
    She never saw the voralok before it attacked. It had moved behind her, reaching up out of the water, scenting her in the air as its pale red body emerged like some phallus from the lagoon. Its mouth opened and it descended upon her.  
 
    She managed one cry before the voralok’s mouth had engulfed her head. Slimy and foul smelling in the dark prison of its gullet. She reached out desperately, trying to push it from her even as it slid lower. Its wet mouth stretching over her shoulders. Gravity carrying it down over her body as it swallowed her into the tight, soft passage of its throat.  
 
    She toppled back into the lagoon, the mouth of the voralok already work its way down over her breasts and towards her waist. Trapping her and drawing her deeper as she kicked and fought against it. It dragged her into the lagoon. She could feel the water splashing around her legs. The voralok slithering deeper into the water. 
 
    Horror struck her as it passed her hips and began to draw her deeper into its body. She could hear the gurgling of its stomach. Knew she would suffocate long before she digested. But that was little comfort.  
 
    She tried to splay her fingers into a casting posture, but one arm was pinned behind her back and the other was squeezed against her face. Worse still, the throat of the voralok was secreting some sort of venomous mucus that coated her naked body and began to numb and relax her. She stopped fighting as the worm slurped her legs into its mouth and descended into the waters of the lagoon. 
 
    Death was certain. She could only smile faintly at what a dumb way she had found to die. There in the darkness. Sliding deeper and deeper into the worm, towards the warm pool of its digestion. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered closed as she surrendered herself to the death that she knew was inevitable. She could feel the air dwindling with her breaths. The tingling of the acid as she began to digest.  
 
    Then, against all odds, her doom became less certain. The worm began to thrash and fight, its muscles constricting around her. Its body growing tense. She could hear grunting through the walls of its disgusting hide. 
 
    “Help me!” she cried. “Help me! Get me out of here!” 
 
    The worm suddenly stiffened around her. Ella jerked and pushed on the lining of its stomach, shouting as loud as she could, “Hellllp meeeee!” 
 
    A knife blade pierced the flesh of the voralok. It split open the thick hide and sliced into the stomach and Ella, along with the contents of its guts, poured out into the lagoon. She plunged into the water and resurfaced, gasping, to see a scrawny goblin covered in red voralok blood. 
 
    “Pongo? Is that you Pongo?” she gasped, swimming closer to the goblin as the voralok’s corpse slid beneath the surface of the water. 
 
    “I watch you,” he said, helping her to the edge of the lagoon. “All the time. You with Yorgo but you with Pongo first. I not tough warrior but I like Ella. I help her.” 
 
    “You saved me,” she said, wrapping her arms around his scrawny shoulders. She hugged him tightly, drawing his face against her wet breasts.  
 
    The horror of being swallowed by the voralok had suddenly become relief bordering on elation. She felt giddy, like she could fly, and without thinking about it she pressed a kiss to Pongo’s thin lips.  
 
    “Oh, Pongo,” she moaned, the ring pulsing on her finger to reward her submission to her desire. The goblin seemed taken aback by her kiss, almost offended, but only for a moment. She knelt in the lagoon as he sat upon the mossy bank. She pulled aside his loincloth and took his cock in her hand. Small, certainly, but seeming so much bigger than Yorgo’s meager prick. 
 
    “This bad,” he growled. “I get killed if caught.” 
 
    “Then we must be quick about it,” she said. “Let me… let me thank you, Pongo.” 
 
    Her breasts were glistening as they emerged from the waters of the lagoon. She let Pongo’s green cock fall between them and then cupped her mounds in her hands and pressed in around his little goblin prick.  
 
    Pongo sighed with pleasure and began to thrust his hips and fuck his cock between her bouncing breasts. She moved faster to try to match the pace of his feverish thrusts. She couldn’t keep up with him. Soon he was doing most of the work, rutting into her cleavage and smacking his hips against the soft underside of her squeezed tits. His cock began to ooze with pre and his breathing grew heavier by the moment. 
 
    “Ella,” he panted. “Try to be near you. Try to watch you always. Ohhhh. Would take care of Ella. Would make feel good. Not use you like Yorgo. For power. Only for pleasure. OooOHHHHHHH!” 
 
    “Yes? Oh, yes, Pongo,” panted Ella, pressing her breasts together tightly and offering his slippery green prick a luscious valley to plunder. “I feel the same way. I want to… want to get away from Yorgo. Will you take me away from him?” 
 
    “Yes,” panted Pongo, his mouth opening and closing as his hips worked desperately. 
 
    “Will you take me back to the mainland and away from this island?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” cried Pongo, slamming his cock between her damp breasts. “Yes! I take you! We go togetherrrrr! AHhhhhhh! Cumming!” 
 
    For the first time in many days, Ella felt relief. She caught Pongo’s stiff prick between her lips and sucked harder as it began to spurt out his strong, salty goblin cum. She had been gulping goblin spunk down since her arrival on the island, it hardly bothered her at all anymore. This time, she savored it. She sucked and squeezed with her breasts, taking each spurt into her mouth, enjoying the surprising sweetness of it, and swallowing it down. She felt full with his seed by the time he was done cumming. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Ella,” he moaned, sinking back onto the mossy shore as his cock slipped from between her breasts.  
 
    “You must go now,” she said, sinking back into the warm lagoon. “Go, Pongo. I can hear the warg hounds now. There must be a search party looking for me.” 
 
    “I will find Ella,” squeaked Pongo, scrambling back from the water’s edge.  
 
    “Toss me your knife,” said Ella. “The one you used to free me from the voralok. I have an idea.” 
 
    Pongo handed over the knife with its blade of chipped obsidian, still smeared with the blood of the voracious worm. The baying of the warg wolves grew louder.  
 
    “Go now, Pongo,” whispered Ella. “Find me tonight. Here. After the brute is asleep.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Pongo. “Yes, my love.” 
 
    He dipped his head and pressed a kiss to his lips. Fleeting but intense. Then he was gone, fled into the dark woods.  
 
    When the hunting party burst from the trees with their brace of warg wolves, they found Ella writhing amid the filthy innards of the voralok. She was covered in mud and blood and gasped with apparent relief as two strong goblins hauled her out still clutching the knife. 
 
    The goblins jabbered excitedly in their tongue. Too fast for Ella to make out what they were saying. Finally, one addressed her in a language she could comprehend.  
 
    “Chief Yorgo thought you run away,” said the goblin. “He big angry. We tell him we save you from voralok. He give us reward.” 
 
    “Y-yes, thank you for saving me,” said Ella, acting appropriately overwhelmed with the horror of being swallowed by the creature. It was no hard to feign such horror after truly experiencing the nightmare of being eaten alive. 
 
    She was taken back to the village, bathed again, and brought before Yorgo as he sat atop his throne. 
 
    “I must punish you,” said Yorgo. “Already branded. Already my breeding slut. Now I give you collar.” 
 
    She knelt before him, tears dropping from her eyes as the crone came forward and secured the iron collar around her neck. As it locked into place, Ella felt an oppressive magical force buzzing against her mind. She resisted it for a moment, grunting softly, until her defenses crumbled and the obedience collar completely dominated her mind. Her will was gone. Her urge to escape evaporated. She stopped crying and knelt before her master. 
 
    “Good,” grunted Yorgo. “I not want to do to Ella. You make me do. Being bad slut.” 
 
    He motioned with his fat fingers and the other goblins left his presence. Yorgo looked almost sadly down at her from his crude throne. 
 
    “Why you try escape? Dumb human. You belong to goblin now.”  
 
    “I belong to goblin now,” repeated Ella, her eyes glass and her mind almost blank. 
 
    “Good, good,” laughed Yorgo. “Come sit in master’s lap.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” replied Ella, dimly climbing onto the throne and settling her firm bottom atop his lap. She was bigger than him, so might have squashed the goblin, but he seemed to relish her sitting in his lap as he reached around her and began to fondle her breasts.  
 
    Ella felt it dully. Like it was happening in a distant dream. She moaned softly as he began to roughly play with and pinch her nipples.  
 
    Soon, Ella was riding atop Yorgo’s cock and whimpering with pleasure. The thought of escaping to her rendezvous with Pongo by the lagoon never entered her mind. She belonged completely to the goblin chief. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    8 
 
    The Raid on the Mainland 
 
      
 
    The mists were heavy on the northern shores as the first of the goblin boats crunched into the sand. The war party scrambled over the bow and onto the land. They were lucky to be ashore. A dozen boats had been lost to the merciless Stormwrack. Yorgo’s boat had been under the witch’s magical protection. Others, like a small dugout canoe belong to a hunter named Pongo, had made it through sheer determination.  
 
    One after another, twenty-three more boats crunched into the coast and goblins piled out. Bowmen and spearmen climbed the nearby cliffs. Hunters and trackers moved inland. Yorgo came ashore last with Ella collared beside him. Two weeks had passed since that humiliating day by the lagoon. Her belly had already begun to show with the chief’s pups. Her submission had been absolute since being fitted with the collar. 
 
    “Find witches,” said Yorgo, shoving Ella. “Use magic.” 
 
    It was a simple scrying spell. The sort used by the guild recruiters and the witch trainers. It allowed Ella to see the light of witch power in the hearts of young women like candles burning in the night.  
 
    “There,” she said, pointing southeast. “And there. Another. In a small village.” 
 
    Yorgo barked orders and the goblins set out. They would not leave until they had at least three more witches and hopefully many more human slaves for their pleasure. Then they would retreat to Kurandan one last time to prepare for what would come next. The real invasion of Heimsvak. The conquest of the northlands that the humans thought they owned. 
 
    The farmhouse where the goblins found the first witch was horrifying for Ella. The goblins had brutally killed the menfolk. A middle-aged woman was on her hands and knees, her big tits swinging as she was fucked from behind by goblin hunters. She whimpered in despair when she saw Ella with her tribal paint and slave collar.  
 
    The witch was a pretty young woman with cornsilk blond hair even lighter than Ella’s and pert breasts that were exposed by her torn bodice. The goblins had refrained from fucking her but had clearly molested her in other ways. She looked at Ella with wide, tear-stained eyes. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered. “Help me.” 
 
    Ella looked away. Yorgo approached her and ran his pudgy hands over her pale flesh. Under her torn bodice. He squeezed her pert breasts and thrust a hand into her torn skirt. He sniffed at his glistening fingertips. 
 
    “Fresh cunt,” he said. “Bring the old one. She be good slave. This one is mine.” 
 
    “No!” cried the young woman.  
 
    Ella stepped forward and slipped a ring on her finger. The woman’s eyelids fluttered. Her expression of fear fell slack. 
 
    “It will be alright,” said Ella, a dreamy smile on her face as she stroked the woman’s slender shoulders. “The goblins will take care of you now. They will teach you the ways of pleasure.” 
 
    The girl nodded slightly as the ring’s dominating power began to take hold. Her name was Keela and she was trained only in simple peasant magic. But Ella was confident she could teach the girl more than the handful of tricks she knew.  
 
    Yorgo was less concerned with her skills. He enjoyed it when they pleasured him with their mouths. He savored Keela on her knees beside Ella, the two girls bent over the countertop of a bakery as the other goblins looted the burning human village. Their cunts trembling as Yorgo moved back and forth between them with his glistening cock. 
 
    “Yes, my slaves,” he laughed, pumping his seed into Keela’s cunt as the ring on her finger began to glow. “You will power triumph! I be like god and I fill your bellies with sons! Ahhhh!” 
 
    He hammered his hips against Keela’s ass, his fat belly wobbling as it overhung her bottom. His cock twitching and spewing his potent sperm against her fertile human womb. Ella laughed as she kissed Keela’s moaning mouth. She had abandoned all guilt. All fear. Her will completely under the power of the goblin chief. 
 
    But it was in that moment of surrender that freedom came to her. Pongo, watching all this time, struck just as Yorgo finished fucking the young witch. The chief staggered back, grabbing a pastry from the ransacked shelf and stuffing it into his fat face.  
 
    Pongo slipped out of the shadows, a newly chiseled knife in hand. He buried the black blade in Yorgo’s throat. The fat goblin fell to his knees and gave Pongo an accusing look.  
 
    “No more,” said Pongo. “Human free. She not yours.” 
 
    He shoved the dying chief over and stepped past him to Ella. He had stolen the key from the shaman before leaving the island and he used this to unlock the collar from her slender neck. Her skin was ringed with red from the tightly fit metal. She gasped and fell against bakery’s countertop as her thoughts and will returned to her. 
 
    “Gods! Forgive me!” she cried, tearing the ring from her finger and tossing it to the ground.  
 
    Pongo held her in his arms for a moment, but she pushed him away, too angry to be comforted. She turned her wrath and her magic on the other goblins. She strode out of the bakery and into the street. The goblins were chasing human women about for sport. Groping them and cackling with glee. 
 
    Anger fueled Ella’s magic. Flames burst from her fingertips and one after another she incinerated every goblin she found rampaging through the village. They died with disbelieving screams, charred to cinders in seconds.  
 
    She could not bring back the humans who had perished because of her foolish desires, but she could make the goblins pay for their own greed and bloodlust. The surviving humans rallied to her and helped her stomp out the last of the goblin invasion. The remaining goblins were hunted down, their boats burned on the shores, until only Pongo survived. 
 
    He had betrayed his own kind and freed the witch, but he was not rewarded for this by the humans. They caged him and jeered at him. After all, he was one of the goblin invaders that had dared to come ashore. 
 
    Ella was seen as a victim who had turned on her captors and saved the north from the goblin threat. Keela, her new friend, even testified on her behalf during a tribunal in Johaak. Severinn attended this tribunal and weighed in on Ella’s behalf. Ella’s pregnant belly earned her additional sympathy.  
 
    She was spared any punishment for her involvement and she retreated into the frozen woods near Johaak. There, along with Keela, she built a cabin to raise her goblin pups. Once they both had given birth to Chief Yorgo’s half-goblin children, Ella set off to free Pongo.  
 
    He was being kept as part of a collection of animals in Tivondale. An amusement for children. Come and see the goblin. He wore trousers so as not to frighten the women. So defeated by his experience as a captive that he stared dully out from his cage when Ella came to visit him. 
 
    “Pongo,” she said. “Pongo, can you hear me?” 
 
    She had to ask him several times before he finally blinked and looked at her. 
 
    “Ella… Nora?” He blinked again. He saw her with her hair braided and worn up, her shapely body grown shapelier by pregnancy, wrapped in a rough woolen cloak. “You come to see?” 
 
    “No, Pongo,” she said. “I’ve bought you from the owner. You are free. You will come and stay with me and with Keela in the woods.” 
 
    “Stay with you,” he said and for the first time in many weeks, Pongo smiled. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    9 
 
    Strangely Ever After 
 
      
 
    Pongo had made the crib for the goblings with his own hands and human tools that Keela had brought him from the nearest village. Now it was packed with mewling tots. Nine in all. Each with the fat face of Yorgo combined with Ella or Keela. The babies were huge compared to a pureblooded goblin and tiny for human babies. They grew slowly too. The youngest, Keela’s brood, were already three weeks old and should have been walking. But the human blood slowed down their development and made them fat and lazy. 
 
    And so very needy. Another one of the goblings began crying with hunger and reaching its pale green arms up towards Pongo. 
 
    “Now, now,” whispered the goblin. “You go sleep now, Yingo. Go sleep like good boy. Thaaat’s it. Mamas will feed you soon.” 
 
    The gobling calmed and his eyes drooped closed. Finally, all nine were asleep, and Pongo stepped carefully away from the crib. The nursery had been added to the cabin during the summer months. It had its own little potbellied stove and remained cozy and warm even though winter had come.  
 
    Pongo stepped out and closed the door all but a crack. He had expected to find Keela and Ella knitting or making supper, but there was no sign of them in the kitchen or by the hearth. There was only one other room in the cabin. 
 
    The bedroom. He approached and slowly pushed the door open.  
 
    And his jaw nearly hit the floor.  
 
    Ella and Keela, both young and beautiful, a bit plump from birthing their goblings, were arranged seductively on the bed. They were on their sides, both facing the door, but with their heads at opposite ends of the bed. Swathed from head-to-toe in what looked to be expensive lingerie. Ella wore pale purple, sheer and revealing, while Keela wore virginal white, even though her innocence had been taken by Yorgo. Her pert breasts had grown heavy with milk, though not nearly so heavy as Ella’s. The two women arranged in such a way and in such revealing costumes nearly made Pongo fall over with desire. His cock strained in his trousers. 
 
    “What… what this?” asked Pongo, staring in amazement. 
 
    “We’ve been watching you tend to the children,” said Keela.  
 
    “Listening to you sing them lullabies,” added Ella.  
 
    “We wanted to show our appreciation,” purred Keela, pressing against Ella. 
 
    “For being such a good stepfather to those goblings,” continued Ella, turning and pressing a kiss to Keela’s lips. 
 
    The two women embraced, their soft bodies pressing tightly. Their lips parting and tongues twining. Pongo’s cock throbbed in his loincloth and he began to rub the hardness. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Keela, finally breaking the kiss. “Come on, Pongo. Our goblin hero. Come and let us show you some appreciation.” 
 
    Delight spread across Pongo’s face. A delight that only seemed to grow as the two women crawled to the edge of the bed and worked together to get the scrawny goblin’s pants off. 
 
    He had suffered so long in captivity and had worked so hard to build a home with these two human beauties since being freed. They had rewarded him before, particularly Ella, who had a fondness for him that went back to their time together on the island. Keela was curious but also still suffering from her first encounter with the goblins. She had been to bed with him, but those times had been halting and cautious. Tonight was different. There was a blush of wine in her cheeks and she shucked his trousers off enthusiastically.  
 
    “Oh, Pongo,” moaned Keela. “You are a fine mate for us.” 
 
    “Yessss,” agreed Ella, taking his cock in her skilled hands. “We could not have endured this without you. Oh, my handsome goblin… mmmmmm!” 
 
    Her mouth engulfed his cock down to its root. As she began to suck, drawing on his prick with warmth and wetness, Keela moved lower and began to lick and nuzzle against the dangling weight of his stones. Pongo was in heaven. He cradled the heads of both women as they took turns sucking and licking him. Ella slurping like a slut and Keela softly moaning around his cock. Ella sucking his bollocks and Keela gently tonguing them.  
 
    “So good,” he moaned, his head lolling as two warm mouths pleasured his cock. Saliva dripping from his balls. Tongues twirling around his straining tip. He grunted and shuddered and felt a tremor of ecstasy build into a surging, pumping eruption. Hot cum jetting into their open mouths. Onto their faces. And, finally, shared between their tongues in a slow and raunchy kiss. Strands of his seed connecting their lips. 
 
    The sight of them sharing his cum was enough to stiffen his little green prick once more. But first, he intended to sample the delicacies offered to him. He urged them both back onto the bed as they continued kissing and he fell upon them, tugging panties side, bras down, and running his hands up their toned legs and to their fuzzy cunts. His stiff fingers stroked them. His tongue tasted them. They giggled and swooned as he pleasured them with all his goblin eagerness. He buried his tongue in Keela’s sweet cunt as his fingers plundered Ella’s pussy.  
 
    He made the slender blonde cum hard with his tongue, then turned his full attention on Ella. He rolled her onto her hands and knees and began licking her plump arse from behind. She crooned and thrust back against his face. His long goblin nose stuffed into her crack and his tongue flicking between her clenching hole and her sweet pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes, you naughty goblin,” moaned Ella. “Lick me! Make me cum, you little green devil!” 
 
    Although Keela’s cunny was sweeter, he could not deny he preferred Ella. Her wiggling ass smothering his face. Her tight cunt squeezing at his tongue. This was a woman born to fuck and be fucked by goblins. 
 
    “Yessss! I’m cumming!” she cried, bucking her hips and grinding her ass into his face. Smearing her cunt against his tongue and chin and even up to his nose. Riding him as he licked and gushing her nectar into his eager mouth. 
 
    Finally, she eased forward onto the bed, her face down and her plush bottom raised. 
 
    “So good,” rasped Pongo, licking his lips. “Now I fuck. You both want shank?” 
 
    “Yes, we both want shank, Pongo,” giggled Keela, shifting closer to Ella so that the two women were hip-to-hip, their faces down and their asses raised. 
 
    Ella reached a hand between her thighs and parted her pink pussy with her fingers. 
 
    “Put that green cock right there, Pongo,” she moaned. 
 
    “Ooooh, no, do me first,” sang Keela, wiggling her hips to entice him. 
 
    Pongo’s beady-eyed gaze fixated on Keela’s tight little cunny with its pale blond tuft of hair. He was enchanted by those delicate petals and her juicy pink cove. 
 
    “Forgive me, Ella,” croaked the goblin, grabbing Keela’s firm little bottom with one hand and using his other to grasp his cock and guide it to Keela’s pussy. He whimpered as he felt the warm slickness of her. He let out a triumphant squawk as he thrust home and buried his fingerling cock in Keela’s exquisitely tight cove. 
 
    “Oooooooh! Yesssss!” cried Keela, arching her back and throwing her pert bottom back against him. “Take me, Pongo! Take me, I’m yours!” 
 
    Pongo rutted furiously into her tight folds, stroking her hips and her slender waist. Beside Keela, Ella watched jealously and plundered her pink pussy with glistening fingers. Panting and moving along with them as though she were the one being fucked by Pongo stiff goblin cock. 
 
    Keela howled with ecstasy and Pongo soon felt her inner walls, silky and slick, gripping at his thrusting cock with the rhythm of her pleasure. He drove deep, on the verge of exploding inside her. Every urge in his body was to fill her with his cum and breed her tender cunt. 
 
    “Do you want seed?” he gasped. “Inside? I give inside!” 
 
    “No,” whimpered Keela, pulling away from him and sliding off his cock. “No, please, Pongo. I’m not… not ready for more goblings.” 
 
    Pongo was stunned. His surging desire to breed was denied and he grasped his cock, unsure of what to do with it. 
 
    “I’m readddddy,” teased Ella, wagging her plump bottom back and forth. “Come and give it to me, Pongo. My big, goblin hero. Fuck me. Breeeeed me!” 
 
    For Ella, it was her dreams finally realized. She had wanted to carry the goblin’s pups since he saved her from that terrible worm. Now that he had proven himself to be a caring and nurturing father, she wanted nothing more than to be Pongo’s mate for life. 
 
    “Turn over,” squeaked Pongo, holding his cock tightly. “I look at pretty Ella’s face while I breed.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes,” moaned Ella, rolling onto her back and parting her thighs wide for him. He seemed so small climbing between them. His head barely reached to her breasts. His wee goblin cock rubbed at her aching entrance. “Ohhh, Pongo, my love. My sweet. My hero. Ohhh, do it.” 
 
    “Ella,” he squeaked and thrust his cock into the hot, loose walls of her cunt. So soft and slick. Easily taking him to the hilt after being fucked by the warriors of his old tribe and birthing out a quintet of plump goblings. He grabbed her by her laden breasts, squeezing them until milk sprayed from both as he fucked furiously into her quim. His cock sloshing into her and stirring her pleasure. 
 
    Faster. Faster. Driving in and out and making the bed shake with the force of his lust. Ella crying his name and cradling her breasts to direct the streams of her milk towards his face. He held his mouth open wide, drinking her sweet nectar and fucking her to the brink. Both of them finding ecstasy in the same moment. Ella, tightening around him, arching and spurting from her thick nipples. Pongo, hilting in her dripping cunt and unleashing spurt after spurt of his potent goblin spunk. It gushed against her backwalls. It drenched her fertile womb.  
 
    In that moment, they were united. Not just in pleasure, but in the divine act of creation. 
 
    So what if it was a goblin and a human? Happiness was the only acceptable outcome. 
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