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The air hung thick and earthy in the goblin tunnels, smelling of damp stone and something vaguely fungal. Kala adjusted the leather straps of her breastplate, feeling the familiar weight settle comfortably against her generous curves. Amazons weren’t built for subtlety; their strength was meant to be seen, felt, and admired. And they expected it to be.

“Honestly,” Lyra drawled, her voice echoing off the low tunnel walls. “You little things barely clear the way for our boots.”

A chorus of amused chuckles rippled through the line of Amazons following close behind. They moved with a practiced grace despite the cramped space, their muscled bodies flowing like water around stalactites and narrow passages. The goblins, by contrast, seemed to melt into the stone itself, scurrying ahead with an efficiency born of generations spent navigating these subterranean veins.

“Do they even see in here?” Brenna asked, her green eyes scanning the dimly lit tunnel. “Or are they just following scent and instinct like... well, like goblins?”

Kala allowed a smile to tug at her lips. Amazons didn’t exactly despise the goblins; coexistence had been necessary for decades. But respect? That was another matter entirely. Goblins were small, quick, and useful for their tunnel network but hardly imposing. Especially compared to women descended from the harem of the Dark Lord, magically enhanced to be both warriors and lovers.

Ahead, the goblin leading this small group – Grolna, they’d learned – paused, her short legs braced against the uneven floor. Kala noticed a subtle tightening in her shoulders, a flicker of annoyance in her brown eyes. Grolna was... striking, for a goblin. Most were gangly and vaguely repulsive, but Grolna possessed a certain delicate beauty. Long, dark hair cascaded down her back, framing a face that wasn’t quite ugly, just... different. And her breasts, even beneath the rough-spun tunic she wore, were undeniably impressive – larger than many human women’s, rivaling even Amazonian ones.

Kala narrowed her own green eyes, letting her gaze travel slowly down Grolna’s form. “Something catching your eye, little one?” She asked, her voice laced with amusement. She began to trace the curve of her hip with a calloused hand, then let it slide lower, circling a particularly full portion of her thigh.

The Amazons erupted in laughter, a rich, booming sound that echoed through the tunnels. Grolna’s lips thinned into a snarl, and she turned to fix Kala with a surprisingly intense gaze. It wasn’t hate, not precisely. More like... simmering resentment.

“Just keep moving,” Grolna grumbled, turning back towards the front of the line, her brown hair whipping around her shoulders.

Kala found herself strangely captivated. There was something undeniably attractive about the little goblin female, a wildness in her eyes that resonated with the primal energy that flowed through all Amazon blood. It wasn’t just physical; it was an attitude, a defiance. Perhaps it was a quirk of their lineage. The story went that their ancestor, the Dark Lord, had favored creatures considered ‘darker’ – lizardfolk, orcs, even goblins – and his magic had subtly imprinted a fondness for those with a touch of the wild in their blood.

She remembered the tales her mother used to tell, passed down through generations. The Dark Lord hadn’t just wanted bodyguards; he’d wanted companions, lovers who could match him in strength and passion. He’d taken women from across his conquered lands, infused them with magic, sculpted them into warriors... and ensured they only bore daughters. A lineage of powerful, beautiful females, eternally needing to prove their worth, eternally seeking pleasure and dominance.

Kala ran a hand through her blonde hair, feeling the silken strands between her fingers. They were bred for beauty as much as battle. And they knew it. It was in the way they carried themselves, the way they moved, the way they looked at possible mates.

The tunnel twisted and turned, forcing them to move single file. The air grew warmer, heavier with a dampness that clung to their skin. Kala focused on the rhythm of her breathing, the steady beat of her heart. She didn’t mind the feeling of being enclosed, surrounded by stone and the scent of earth. It was grounding, primal. 

“We’re here,” Grolna announced abruptly, halting at a wider cavern. “The entrance to the Broken Tooth.”

Kala blinked, refocusing on their surroundings. The cavern opened into a large chamber dominated by a jagged rock formation that resembled a massive, broken tooth. Several tunnels branched off from it, leading deeper into the earth.

“This is where we split,” Grolna explained, gesturing with a small hand. “The lizardmen are massing on the western side of the valley. These tunnels will bring you out behind their main force. A surprise attack should give your sisters the advantage you need.”

Kala surveyed the cavern, her eyes scanning for potential dangers. The Amazons were strong, but even they could be overwhelmed if caught off guard. “Good,” she said, a slow smile spreading across her face. “A little surprise is always appreciated.” 

She glanced back at the leading goblin, who was already turning to lead the way through one of the tunnels. There was something about that female... a quiet strength beneath the snarls and the annoyance. Kala found herself wondering what it would be like to feel those generous breasts pressed against her own, to explore the curves of that small but surprisingly alluring body.

The blonde shook off those thoughts, focusing on the task at hand. Lust could wait; victory demanded precedence. The lizardmen were a relentless tide, their scales gleaming in the sun as they encroached further into the valley. This strike needed to be decisive, a blow that would cripple their advance and ensure the other Amazon warbands could finish them off.

“Sisters,” she called out, her voice ringing with authority despite the lack of formal rank amongst them. Amazons led by example, earning respect through strength and prowess. “Remember your training. Aim for the joints and exploit their sluggishness. Let’s show these scaled beasts what it means to face the daughters of the Dark Lord.”

A chorus of war cries answered her, a primal roar that echoed through the tunnels. The Amazons adjusted their weapons – spears, scimitars, and heavy axes – each honed to a razor edge. They moved with fluid grace, their muscled bodies coiling like springs ready to unleash.

The goblins had worked tirelessly to widen the tunnels, though even at their broadest, they remained constricting for Amazonian frames. It took time, forcing them to move in a somewhat awkward crouch, but finally, they reached the exit – a narrow fissure hidden behind a curtain of thick vines.

Kala was the first through, followed closely by Lyra and Brenna. They emerged onto a small rise overlooking a sprawling clearing where hundreds of lizardmen were engaged in a brutal clash with the main Amazon force. The air vibrated with the sounds of battle – the clang of steel on scale, the guttural roars of the lizardmen, the triumphant cries of their sisters.

Perfect.

The lizardmen were too focused on the front line to notice the newcomers until it was almost too late. Kala raised her scimitar and gestured with it, signaling the Amazons to charge. They descended upon the unsuspecting lizardmen like a whirlwind, striking from behind with devastating force.

Chaos erupted. The lizardmen, caught off guard, scrambled to turn and defend themselves, but the Amazons were relentless. Spears found gaps in their armor, scimitars sliced through flesh, and axes cleaved scales with brutal efficiency.

Kala moved like a predator, her blade dancing in a blur of motion. She felled one lizardman after another, each strike precise and deadly. Her generous curves didn’t hinder her. She relished the feel of warm blood splashing across her skin, the satisfying crunch of bone beneath her blade.

The goblins, who attacked from another opening, having expended their supply of stone-slinged ranged munitions – surprisingly effective against the softer underbellies of the lizardmen – emerged from the tunnels a short while later, adding to the melee. Their small size allowed them to dart between the larger legs of the lizardmen and Amazons, harassing and distracting with poisoned daggers and cleverly placed bites.

The battle raged for what felt like an eternity. The clearing became a sea of green scales, tanned skin, and crimson blood. Kala fought back-to-back with Lyra, their movements synchronized, a deadly dance honed by years of training and shared battles.

Then, it happened. A particularly large lizardman, its hide thick as iron, broke through their defenses. It lunged at Kala, its clawed hand reaching for her throat. She parried the blow, but the creature’s momentum almost knocked her off balance. Its tail swept around, threatening to crush her legs.

Just when she thought she was about to be overwhelmed, a blur of brown hair and surprisingly strong limbs intervened. Grolna, wielding a wickedly curved dagger, leaped onto the lizardman’s back, sinking the blade deep into its neck. The creature roared in pain and stumbled, giving Kala the opening she needed. She brought her scimitar down with all her might, severing the lizardman’s head from its shoulders.

Kala straightened, breathing heavily, and turned to face Grolna. The goblin female was surprisingly graceful for someone so small, her movements fluid and efficient. Her brown eyes met Kala’s, a flicker of something akin to amusement in their depths. 

“You were almost lunch,” Grolna said, her voice surprisingly strong. It wasn’t mocking, just... observant.

Kala found herself strangely flustered. “I had it handled,” she retorted, though the heat creeping up her neck betrayed her composure. She hadn’t expected such a swift and effective rescue from a goblin.

“Clearly,” Grolna replied dryly. Then, without another word, she plunged back into the fray, darting between the legs of larger warriors with ease.

Kala followed suit and kept an eye on Grolna as they fought side-by-side. The goblin was a whirlwind of motion, her dagger flashing like lightning. She seemed to anticipate the lizardmen’s movements, dodging their attacks with uncanny precision.

At one point, a lizardman cornered a small group of goblins, threatening to crush them beneath its massive feet. Kala saw Grolna leading the charge, rallying her kin with sharp barks and expertly placed strikes. She moved to assist, cleaving through the lizardman’s legs with a mighty swing.

“Thank you,” Grolna called out, flashing a rare smile. “You fight well, Amazon.”

Kala returned the















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Julie Law

N

GOBLIN





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





