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WHEN ZELDA INHERITS a magic castle, it comes with ten half-starved soldiers, empty coffers, and a serious attitude problem. The castle drains her energy like a magical parasite, her half-sister wants her dead, and the local tribes are betting on how long she'll last.

At least the neighboring warlord is handsome... when he's not fighting off her other suitor.

But things get interesting when a monster-breeding cult leader decides to add "castle ownership" to her collection of body modifications. Between training flying squads, managing a clothes-obsessed castle, and keeping her uncle from dying gloriously in battle, Zelda's got her hands full.

Good thing she's got a plan. It might be crazy, but that runs in the family.

The latest novella in the beloved Goblin series delivers dark humor, unconventional romance, and a heroine who refuses to do things the easy way. After all, what's the point of inheriting a magic castle if you can't make it move?

No explicit content, standalone in the Goblin series. For fans of unconventional fantasy who like their magic with a side of snark.

Perfect for readers who enjoy:

* Strong heroines who don't take themselves too seriously

* Fantasy politics with bite

* Magical buildings with personality

* Found family dynamics with a dash of warfare

If you enjoyed the Howl's Moving Castle but wanted more politics and warriors, this is your book. 

Readers are saying:
“My favorite thing was definitely the living castle with the personality, and it had a satisfying violent end as promised.”

"Reminds me of The Goblin Emperor's political maneuvering mixed with Gail Carriger's humor. The castle magic system is unique though - I've never seen anything like it."

"Fans of T. Kingfisher's Clocktaur War will appreciate the blend of practical characters and unconventional magic. It has that same mix of humor and serious stakes."

"It's got the political complexity of Katherine Addison's work but with more action and a dash of Patricia Briggs' tribal dynamics. Perfect for readers who like their fantasy with both brains and brawn."

"If you enjoyed Sarah J. Maas's throne politics but wanted less romance and more strategy, try this. It's like Game of Thrones meets Howl's Moving Castle, but with goblins and a sense of humor."
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Uncle Tank was grumpy. Zelda knew his bones hurt. He was a 75-year-old goblin warrior, and riding a battle ram for days on end wasn't easy. The huge sheep had four horns, sharp hooves, and a bad attitude; perfect for battle, but they weren't the most comfortable for long-distance travel.

At barely twenty, even Zelda's bones ached. The brisk spring wind cut through her coat and made her hands stiff with cold. She took turns curling them inside her leather gloves, holding the reins with one hand as her ram plodded on.

She missed trees. The grassy hills were broken with jagged rocks and shrubs, and the blue sky was speckled with clouds, but not a goblin was in sight.

“She wanted to leave, we left,” Uncle Tank grumbled. “She didn't have to flee so far though. It just made the return trip that much longer.”

“She” was Zelda's mother, long dead. She had fled from her cheating husband, who was also now dead.

Before he died, Zelda's father sent his soldiers to fetch his daughter from her hidey-hole. She was his only legitimate heir. He had remarried but had no legitimate children, and his widow had moved back to her hometown.

Now Zelda was all that remained.

Only the true bloodline could take control of the castle. It was the family legacy, and he was determined to see it live on... even if he had waited until the very last minute to retrieve her.

Probably he had been hoping for a son.

Unfortunately, the search took months. She'd been far away, living quietly, but they found her anyway.

She glanced at the black-clad guards. They had arrived at her uncle's home and had not taken “no” for an answer. She was coming back to serve as Lady of the castle. She was required.

Late that afternoon, they rode up yet another hill and saw a ruined castle.

“It's a lot smaller than I expected,” Zelda said, pulling her coat tighter. The wind had picked up and it stripped all the heat from her bones. The castle didn't look very inviting. It was more of a two-story broken-down tower than a castle. The stories she'd heard made it seem more grand.

Still, it had to be better than sleeping in a tiny tent.

“It shrank when Lord Zxa, your father, died,” the grizzled old captain explained grimly. He said everything in the gloomiest way possible, like a little black rain cloud of death.

She blinked, startled. “Shrank?”

“You've heard of the Goblin City, right? It's like that, but powered by the legitimate Lords and Ladies. It changes shape.” He wiggled his fingers at the castle, trying to illustrate the magic.

“I see.” She'd heard stories about the magic, but she hadn't thought the castle would literally fall to ruin without a keeper.

She frowned at it, slightly concerned. Would it really change shape for her? That was hard to imagine, but she didn't think these soldiers had come to fetch her on a whim.

Unfortunately, the closer they rode, the worse the castle looked. The only encouraging thing was a trickle of smoke coming from a chimney, which hopefully meant heat and food.

A soldier came up and reported grimly, “We've been followed.” All the soldiers became alert, hands on weapons.

“Move smart now!” the sergeant barked. The battle rams broke into a jog.

Zelda saw a head pop up over the rocks. It was a silver-black beast the size of a medium dog but with bigger fangs. In a moment, there was another. And another.

“Run!” the sergeant yelled, sword drawn. The guards surrounded Zelda and raced for the gates.

Chirping eerily, a swarm of beasts popped out of the grass and chased them. They snapped at the rams, trying to hamstring them.

The goblins chopped at them, but the beasts had superior numbers. They were almost at the castle, but the swarm swelled like an ocean wave.

There were too many! Discipline broke, and it was every goblin for themselves, save one.

“Ride! I’ll cover you,” Tank roared. His sword was bloody. Zelda yanked her reins and kicked her ram into a run for the castle.

They got close enough to hit it with a rock when Zelda's ram staggered and went down. She was launched from the saddle and managed to land in a roll that sped her toward the castle wall. Staggering to her feet, she raced for the castle door.

As she ran under its shadow, she passed through something that felt like jellied broth. Startled, she staggered and sent a panicked glance behind her.

The beasts bounced off the barrier, but the remaining soldiers and Tank’s rams thundered through as if it were nothing.

A ward, she realized. The castle was protected by a ward!

Realizing she was in danger of being trampled, she dashed for the weathered door. The knocker was oddly shaped and glowing, but she didn't have time to worry about that. She grabbed it and got the shock of her life.

Lightning shot into her fingertips and traveled out through her feet, temporarily paralyzing her and leaving scorched footprints on the ground. Her hair stood on end and smoked with electric fire. Pain lit her nerves on fire and she shivered with vengeful power.

The castle had found her at last, and it was mad.

She had heard stories, speculation that the castle was alive. Now she had no doubt. Anger, frustration, and impatience pounded at her, courtesy of the castle, followed by grumpiness, then satisfaction. Belatedly, a note of concern.

The door opened and admitted her into the courtyard. It felt like the stones moved under her feet, tilting her away from the doorway.

Zelda staggered to the side and face-planted on the stone. Her slack arms caught some of her weight, but her cheek and nose smacked the stone pavers.

“Secure the castle!” Uncle Tank roared, and then pointed at an old goblin who had come to see what the fuss was about. “You! Help her up.”

Zelda whimpered as the old goblin hauled her to her feet. She wanted to throw up, and she'd wet herself, just a little. Everything hurt.

The old goblin stared at her. “Lady Zelda?” he said uncertainly. They'd never met, but he'd probably been expecting her.

Zelda grunted. It was fortunate that she had moved out of the doorway because the rest of her party tumbled in after her. Some still had battle rams, some didn't. Her uncle remained mounted and his sword was wet with black blood.

The door slammed shut behind them.

The sergeant was missing, so Uncle Tank took command. He used to be in charge of the army here, and the soldiers instinctively obeyed as he ordered them to secure the castle.

“How hurt are you?” Uncle Tank demanded of Zelda.

Zelda stared at him blankly for a moment, and then ran for the nearest outhouse as her guts tried to escape all exits at once.

She was doing badly, actually. This was not an auspicious beginning.

It was hardly a triumphant entrance. Men were busy seeing to the wounded and the remaining battle rams. Zelda was hustled inside by the flustered old goblin, out of the wind.

“The wild things have gotten out of control around here; not surprising with only ten men to hold the fort. Rations are short, and as you can see, the castle isn't what it was.” The old goblin was the steward, one of the last of the castle folk. Her dramatic entrance had rattled him, and now he was babbling.

He was also the one who had sent the soldiers to fetch her, as her father had instructed.

She had expected a stern goblin, one who would try to rule her. Instead, the steward seemed glum, defeated. He'd seen the glory days of the castle, and now here was the returned daughter, the promised savior, and the castle had nearly killed her.

The “castle” consisted of a cottage-sized space with a small kitchen at one end and an office at the other. A door led off the sitting room, revealing a bedroom. There didn’t seem to be a second story, or at least there was no way to access it.

It was starting to look like they would have to sleep either on the floor there or in the barracks with the soldiers.

Did they have rats here?

“I didn't know when to expect you,” the steward said uneasily. “I would have sent to the village for food, but the beasts are stirred up. I had some bread this morning... but I ate it. There's some butter left, though.” They looked at the small pot of butter on the table. He lifted the lid to peer doubtfully inside. She saw crumbs littering the smidgen of butter.

“I have an onion somewhere. Maybe we can fry it in butter?” the old steward suggested hopefully.

Zelda hated onions. She wilted a little, before forcing her spine straight. It was food and she was starving. They had eaten all their rations on the way here, and she couldn't afford to be picky.

“Do you have any water?” she croaked. She was thirsty and needed to wash up so she could inspect her scrapes and bruises to see what needed salve. The last thing she needed in this backwater hellhole was an infected cut.

“Er...” He looked around his dirty kitchen, searching in vain for a clean cup.

Zelda opened her mouth to say it was fine, she could wash a cup, and then realized the man probably had no idea where to find any soap. She sank into a kitchen chair, momentarily defeated. She was tired. She needed a minute to come to terms with the situation. She would rally soon.

A cup rose out of the table. It was full of cold, clear water. Zelda stared at it, dazed. The castle had provided water. She didn't bother wondering about it. It tasted great and it refilled itself as soon as she was done.

The steward turned with a dirty cup in his hand and realized what had happened. “The castle...served you?” He stared, slack-jawed, as a wooden bowl of mushrooms appeared on the table. A bowl of eggs followed, and then a series of other bowls in rapid succession: herbs, vegetables still covered in dirt, grain of some kind.

The kitchen stove flared to life. The sink filled with
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