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The Big Race

"It's not that naked feet aren't fun," Jisi explained, grunting a little as she pulled Gail's left sock up over her ankle. "Sometimes you can tickle them! But if you're going to run a race, you need to take every possible competitive advantage!"

Then she tickled Gail's naked right foot, which made Gail jerk it back with an angry snort.

Jisi hadn't given Gail a be-quiet pill, so she could have said something, but talking seemed like a lot of effort just then. Anyway, Jisi had given Gail be-quiet pills often enough that she was pretty good at expressing herself with snorts. This particular snort meant that she was way too worn out after being worked over the whole morning to enjoy having her feet tickled. And that what she really wanted was to lie in the sun on the front step of Dr. Twim's human veterinary clinic for another couple of hours, and ideally someone would bring her a family-sized bag of corn chips, she could really go for some corn chips right now.

Instead, Jisi giggled and hugged Gail, wrapping her green arms around Gail's head and kissing the very top of her head with all the enthusiasm that she could fit into her little goblin body.

"Hahaha!" she said. "Oh, you're the best. And soon you shall be the best at a race, against the greatest steeds the world has ever known!" Then she pulled Gail's sneaker on up over her sock and got to work on the laces.

If Jisi had wanted Gail to be fresh and in top running form when competing against the greatest steeds the world had ever known, maybe she shouldn't have had Twim's creepy nurse push Gail way past the breaking point with an industrial-strength vibrator first thing in the morning. But then, Jisi usually knew what she was doing with stuff like that. Gail never had any complaints, anyway.

Really, she could have gotten dressed herself. But Jisi wanted to take care of her, and it was nice, having Jisi take care of her like that. Even when she got tangled in Gail's shoelaces, or made deeply uncalled-for comments about the incredible girth of Gail's thighs—other people taking care of her was fine as far as that went, but Jisi was the one who Gail wanted to be taking care of her.

And, okay, the way Jisi's clever little fingers lingered over Gail's skin as she pulled on her sports bra didn't exactly hurt, either.

Then Jisi pulled a t-shirt out of her bag, and Gail scowled at her.

"I know!" said Jisi. "But the problem is that if you don't wear a sports bra, the bouncing of your soft and luscious breasts will slow you down. So you might as well put a shirt on too, so that people will not be distracted by the perfection of your body until the time is ripe."

The downside of not talking was that Jisi liked putting words (as well as other things) in Gail's mouth, and they were seldom the right words. "Jisi," said Gail, "that's the shirt you had me wear back from goblinlaw, and—"

"It's clean! I know how to operate a filth removal device!"

"It's called a washing machine," said Gail. "And if I'm wearing a shirt that says, 'troll jizz on board,' people are going to wonder if I have troll jizz inside me."

"No they won't," said Jisi. "Left hand first, that's a girl, then the right. Good girl! First of all, the shirt says 'baby on board,' only I crossed out the word 'baby' and put in the words 'troll jizz,' because that was what made your stomach swell up like a balloon! Also, they won't wonder. They'll know you have troll jizz inside you, because that's what your shirt says. Okay, now the head goes through the hole, there you go!"

Gail blew her hair out of her mouth. "But if racing with troll jizz inside you is illegal, they're going to—"

"Haha!" said Jisi. "I get it! You think I'm doing this as a favor to you, because you want them to inspect you really well. And they will! Because of your shirt! It's a favor to you! But Dr. Twim is a professional, so I'm sure he got all the jizz out of you, and also I'm going to ride you down to the bus stop, so if there's any left, it will dribble down your thighs well before it's time to register. And this way, all those who oppose us shall know how impossible their task is, and their very hearts shall quail within their chests."

Gail sighed. "Okay, but—the thing about cheating is—"

"Is that it's more fun when everyone knows exactly how you cheated, and then they still can't stop you, and then they get all mad and stamp their feet and scowl and threaten that next time, they shall be the ones who shall cheat better than you, but they won't because of how expert and intelligent I am!" said Jisi, all in one breath. "Now, left foot up, there you go."

"You know," said Gail. "I generally put my underwear on before I put my shoes on."

"I know! There are all sorts of things that you do wrong. Why would you make it hard to see your butt until you can't avoid it anymore?" Jisi leaned over and kissed Gail's thigh. "It's so pretty and round and big! Anyway. Left foot up, that's a girl! So clever."

Gail lifted her hips as Jisi pulled the underwear on. And then she felt a tug on her scalp and against her asshole at the same time, as Jisi pulled Gail's tail through a hole in the underwear.

In goblinlaw, Gail had gotten used to wearing the tail and the enchanted butt plug it was attached to. The magic on it meant that, while she never completely forgot that it was there, it didn't strain her muscles or fall out. Also, the magic on it wasn't necessarily more comfortable than having to use the bathroom, but it was more convenient than having to use the bathroom. It was made with hair from Gail's head, and she could still feel it like it was attached to her head, but she could also move it like a real tail.

For instance, she could swish it and hit Jisi in the face, where the ends of it got up Jisi's nose and made her cough. Which made Jisi swat Gail on the butt.

"We're going to have to take the bus to the racetrack, aren't we?" said Gail. "That's humanlaw—like, humanlaw-humanlaw. There's indecent exposure laws and stuff."

Technically, the racetrack was also in humanlaw, but on goblin race days, when they celebrated the peace and amity between humanlaw and goblinlaw, they were a bit more relaxed about things. It wasn't like trying to sit on a bus with a tail in her ass, a saddle on her back, and a t-shirt that said 'troll jizz on board.'

"First of all," said Jisi, pulling Gail's shorts up and pulling the tail through the hole that she'd made in them, "we're in goblinlaw now, anyway. Second of all, it's not like we're doing anything that's against the rules of humanlaw, strictly speaking, you will be wearing clothing and so on, that's all legal. Third of all, this way, people will see me and they will think, 'That mighty sorceress has tamed a beautiful and powerful steed, the likes of which the world has never seen! And also commanded the procreative forces of a troll, to do her bidding! Surely I should not complain if I think that perhaps I saw her shoplifting a candy bar. Maybe I didn't see it!'"

"You shouldn't shoplift candy bars," said Gail.

Jisi patted Gail's butt. "There, there. Nobody sees me do it. And candy is sweet and delicious."

Then she tapped Gail's thigh with her car antenna. Jisi had spent a lot of time training Gail with the car antenna, so Gail responded to the signal without even thinking about it—pushing up to her knees and holding out her arms so that Jisi could get the straps of her saddle-backpack on over Gail's shoulders, and then buckle her arms into it behind her back. Then Jisi slid the bit into Gail's mouth, fastened her bridle, mounted up in the saddle, and tapped Gail with the antenna again, telling her to stand up, and giving her permission to run.

Gail hadn't been at Twim's clinic for that long, really. But it'd been long enough that she'd missed running. Stumping around on her elbows and knees just wasn't the same.

Now she could stretch her legs and really work up speed. And there was the comforting weight of Jisi up in the saddle, leaning forward against the back of Gail's head. One hand on the reins, the other working the car antenna, telling Gail where to go and how fast.

And whether or not Gail had enough troll jizz left on board to disqualify her from the race, she definitely felt an extra bounce in her step.

Twim's clinic was up on top of a hill, overlooking a humanlaw street down at the bottom. There was a park between the clinic and the street, with paths that led directly down to the street, and a paved road that wound up around the hill to get up to the clinic. The last time they'd gone there for a visit, they'd gone up through the park, and then back down on the road. This time, there was a pull on the reins that told Gail to head straight down the hill, and a thwack on her butt with the car antenna that told her that Jisi wanted her to take it fast.

Which… Gail hesitated, looking down. She could see the humanlaw street down below, but it was pretty far down below. Through the trees of what had been a park before it was ceded to goblinlaw, she could see the paths that led down to the humanlaw street. But she could also see a few places where the path had washed out and hadn't been repaired, and she knew there were a couple of staircases that weren't completely functional anymore from when she'd had to climb that slope with Jisi on her back.

"C'mon," said Jisi, with a little jerk on the reins. Then she leaned forward and patted Gail's hair. "There, there. I know it looks scary! But you're such a good runner, and we've been practicing so long, and also you have the troll ejaculate in your system, pulsing through you like a raging tide. You can do it! It will be fun." Then she thwacked Gail's ass again, hard enough that it really stung.

And, like, all that was true. But at the same time, it was really steep, and Gail was going to be running with a goblin in her saddle and her hands fastened into the saddle behind her. She looked at the hill, and tried to look at Jisi, which wasn't easy to do, because of how Jisi was sitting on a saddle on her back.

"C'mon, c'mon, c'mon," said Jisi. "So much fun! Just flying downhill faster than anything, and leaping over obstacles with great, frog-like jumps, powered by your massive thighs!"

Yeah, but.

Jisi gave a long-suffering, gusty sigh, blowing Gail's hair in all directions. "Okay, fine. I'll rub you a little when we get to the bottom. But no orgasm until you win your race."

Well.

Then the antenna came down again, and Gail was off. If it turned out that she wasn't as good at running downhill and keeping her balance as Jisi thought, they were both going to regret it. But on the other hand…

She did have that troll come in her, for whatever it was worth. And she had been training pretty hard with Jisi lately. And also, when she ran, she trusted Jisi to make that sort of decision for her.

And also, it was fun.

It was crazy, but it was fun. Since Jisi had started to take her running, Gail had watched a few tutorial videos, so she knew what she was supposed to do, going downhill. Faster, shorter strides, look six feet ahead to spot any obstacles in her path, and then use them when she could and avoid them when she couldn't.

The whole thing was Jisi's idea, but as soon as Gail started downhill, Jisi started screaming, half delighted, half terrified. She clutched tight to the reins, her body tense against the back of Gail's neck and head.

And if Gail slowed down, even a little, even for very good reasons, the car antenna came down, hard.

Right up until to the point where a bit of the park trail had been washed away, and instead of trying to get down from the trail, into the dirt, and then back up, Gail decided to step on a rock that had fallen into the path, to give her a little more altitude, and jump off of that to the other side.

It would've been easier if her hands were free, and if she didn't have someone sitting on her shoulders. But it was downhill, and when she opened up her stride, she could…

If Jisi had been pulling up on the reins instead of pushing her harder, Gail would've listened. Well, right up until the point that she'd committed to making the jump, because there was a point where she was either going to get to the other side, or eat dirt, no third option. But Jisi didn't pull her back when she opened up her stride and made for the rock, and she didn't try to stop her once there wasn't any other choice. Gail went for the jump, and she jumped, and she was in the air for kind of a long time. Longer than she would've been if she'd been running on level ground—the other side of the trail was a good three, maybe four feet lower than that rock she'd jumped off of, so it was a pretty long jump; Gail landed with both feet, knees buckling.

As soon as they were in the air, Jisi let go of the reins and threw her arms around Gail's head in a death grip. She held her breath, and she didn't start breathing again until after they landed and Gail was running again. She didn't shift her grip, though, not after Gail recovered, not when Gail thundered on downhill from there, headed for humanlaw.

Running because it was fun to run, and running because Jisi had told her to run, and running because, at a certain point, that was the only way she was going to get down the hill without falling down—when the slope was steep enough and she was going fast enough, it was either fly down on her feet, or roll down off of them.

Jisi wasn't giving her any guidance, either—not after that first jump. Just holding tight, the car antenna in her hand pressing into Gail's ear and her chest, locked in place as Gail ran downhill, as fast as she possibly could, just like Jisi had told her to do. If she wanted her to slow down, she could let her know.

In general, running took a lot of Gail's attention. Just making sure that she was hitting her stride right, on a straightaway took a lot of her attention. Running over irregular terrain took more attention than that. Gail had to think a few steps in advance: step there so that the next step would get her over that log, or step there, so that she'd be able to duck under that branch ahead. But when she ran with Jisi—even a Jisi clinging to her head in delighted terror—that was all that she had to think about. Just where her feet went. Not whether she needed to hold back a little to have something left for the end of the race, not whether she was supposed to turn at the next corner or the corner after that. Just running.

So that was what she did. She had to make a few more jumps—none of them were longer than that first jump, but a few were steeper. Before she'd gotten started, she'd been thinking of the staircases with missing stairs she'd seen on the way in from humanlaw as hazards. As it turned out, at the speed she was going, staircases with missing stairs were exactly the same as intact staircases—in both cases, it was a lot simpler to just jump them.

Maybe it was the troll come in her system. Maybe it was just that Gail had been spending a couple of days tied up and without Jisi. Either way, she wanted to run, and she wanted to jump, and maybe she wanted to show off a little bit. So when she got to a staircase, she didn't even slow. Just ran, leapt off the top step, and landed at the bottom, ten feet down, maybe more. And then started running again as soon as she recovered, every time she got to one of those staircases.

And every time, when they hit the bottom, Jisi gave a little gasp. Gail recognized that gasp. They were running, not fucking, but Jisi was really into running. And scared, and maybe more into it because she was scared: that long moment in the air, the speed, then the jolt of the landing. And then there was the run down the pathway, to the next gap, to the next staircase, to the next jump. Or to a downhill section, where there wasn't any way to stop except by running to where the trail flattened out a bit, and going faster and faster until they got there. And then not stopping there, but pushing further, faster, right up until they got to the bottom of the hill.

Some part of her wanted to clear the fence at the bottom and just keep running, through the streets of humanlaw, the bit between her teeth and Jisi tense, up on her shoulders. But instead Gail pulled up next to that fence, breathing hard, sheened with sweat. There was a tentative tap on her thigh, and she went down to her knees. Jisi dropped from the saddle, almost as limp as Gail felt, and sprawled out on the little woodchip verge next to the fence.

"Oh wow," said Jisi. "Oh wow."

Gail tried to mumble something about how that was what Jisi had asked for, wasn't it? But she wasn't thinking clearly enough to fully articulate it, even if she hadn't had a bit in her mouth.

"Shh," said Jisi. "Shh, shh, shh. Easy there, girl. That's a good girl! What a good Apples! You are so fast and so strong, no other human sow could ever have run so fast and jumped so high, it was like you were flying!"

Gail gave an impatient snort and leaned against the stone fence, letting it take a little more of her weight. She was, maybe, winded from her run. The fence had been a bit lower than waist height when she was standing, so it was tall enough to rest her head against, and the stones were cool against her heated skin.

Jisi petted her hair. "There, you see! It all works, you will win this race without any doubt, your agility has been boosted sufficiently, and as I recall…"

There was a tug at her shorts, and they came down, and her underwear with them.

It was what she'd wanted. It was why she'd run downhill like that. At the same time, they were right at the edge of humanlaw. The stone fence wasn't that high, and on the other was a street, with a sidewalk and trees and a few parked cars, because parking next to goblinlaw wasn't a good idea, but sometimes parking was hard to find. And if someone was just like, jogging down that street… or if a bus pulled up to the bus stop right on the other side of the street, they'd be able to see down over the fence.

And even before Jisi started touching her, Gail's hips were moving, rolling forward, looking for something to grind against. Jisi enjoyed doing things to Gail, sure. That part wasn't surprising. What could be surprising was how much Gail liked the things Jisi did.

"There you are." Jisi gave Gail's thigh a pat, and then a kiss. "What a pretty girl! And all drippy, now that you're not glued shut anymore."

Her fingers trailed along the outer lips of Gail's pussy, and Gail's breath caught in her throat at how fast warmth was gathering, how much she needed Jisi. Right there, where a jogger could see them, or people in a passing bus.

"You missed me!" Jisi giggled, as her fingers pushed inside of Gail and spread her open. "It's cute!"

Gail wasn't sure if it was her pussy that was cute or if it was how much she wanted Jisi to fuck her, but she really wanted… just about anything, right then, and if Jisi didn't give it to her soon, she was going to lose her mind.

Only, since she wasn't allowed to come, she was going to lose her mind anyway, but at least… Jisi bit her. Not hard, but it was definitely a bite, and Jisi had sharp little teeth. Gail moaned and rocked her hips against the pressure of Jisi's fingers and her lips. Jisi was staying away from her clit, but Gail didn't even care, because what she was doing felt so…

"Oh no! Up up!" Jisi yanked Gail's shorts up—the tail got jammed down a leg of the shorts, instead of out through the hole that'd been cut for it. Across the street, a bus was heading towards the stop.

As Gail staggered to her feet, disoriented, Jisi swung up into the saddle. She brought the car antenna down hard, and Gail jumped over the fence and dashed across the street. They got to the bus stop before the bus, but not a lot before the bus. Also, Gail was still wearing a saddle, and had the bit in her mouth and tail down the leg of her shorts. The bus door closed behind them, and Gail stood there for a second, breathing hard, as Jisi leaned over in the saddle and tapped Gail's transit card first, and then her own. The bus driver raised an eyebrow, then shook her head and went back to driving.

Jisi steered Gail to a seat, and then plopped herself down in Gail's lap as soon as she sat down, instead of, for instance, letting her out of the saddle. Or the bridle.

"There, there," said Jisi, patting Gail's cheek. "The race starts and ends at the track, so…"

Gail snorted angrily.

"Fine, fine! You can have the bit out for the bus ride, but only if you promise to be good."

There weren't that many other people on the bus, and they mostly seemed interested in their own business, looking at their phones, or out the windows. But Jisi wasn't being quiet, and an older woman sitting in the seat opposite was frowning at them over her shopping bag full of groceries.

Gail sighed and mumbled something, but Jisi ignored her and swung her feet, heels drumming against Gail's shins with every swing. Not fair! Gail had a bit in her mouth, how was Jisi supposed to make out the words that Gail wasn't saying?

"Fuh!" said Gail. "I fumiff."

"Haha!" said Jisi. "You are a good girl, and you will get a little bit of a handjob when we are registered for the race."

If Gail's hands hadn't been fastened behind her back, she'd show Jisi who was going to be getting what. As it was, she'd fumiffed to be good, apparently.

And when Jisi loosened the bridle, Gail spit out the bit, shaking her head and working her jaw in relief. It didn't make her position any more dignified, but it was more comfortable. Also—"Starts at the track?" she asked.

"Yes!" said Jisi. "And also finishes there. You would think that would mean that we could just find a way to sneak from the starting line to the finish line. But no! It's a royal command performance, and they've got, like, drones, so they're going to be able to watch the whole thing, and if we leave the group at one place and join it at another, they'll catch us, and they'll say that we didn't win. Even if we cross the finish line first!"

"Why not just run at the track? I mean, that's where we've practiced."

Also, it was where humans went to watch goblin racing, and so were unlikely to be shocked if they saw the sort of thing that happened during goblin racing. But Gail would have felt kind of silly making that objection when she was wearing her saddle while crushed into a seat on a bus, and had a tail hanging down out the leg of her shorts. Which gave a constrained little jump when Gail thought about it.

"Because it's a cross-country race, obviously. And also there's the section through the borderland forests, so that there can be the hunters, and also, the winner…" Jisi slapped both hands over her own mouth, trying to keep from saying whatever it was that she was about to say next.

Gail tilted her head toward Jisi, and Jisi looked up at her, mischief dancing in her eyes.

"What," said Gail.

"Well…" said Jisi, drawing it out. "I mean, it might be a nice surprise."

"Okay," said Gail, with as much of a shrug as she could shrug with her arms still fastened to the saddle. She kind of wanted to know, but then, it might be a nice surprise. Plus, Jisi obviously wanted her to keep asking. And Gail liked doing what Jisi wanted, except for those times when it was more fun to do what Jisi didn't want.

Jisi looked up at Gail with a thoughtful little frown. Then she bit her. On the inside of her arm, which hurt. Gail's arm hurt, and she couldn't even swat Jisi with it, because the rest of her arm was still behind her back, strapped into the saddle.

"Ow!" said Gail.

Jisi's long pointed ears flicked up, and she smiled, baring sharp little teeth.

"What does the winner get," asked Gail, who didn't want Jisi to bite her again.

"Weeeeeeeeell… I mean, if you're sure you want to know?" Whatever Jisi saw in Gail's face at that point made her break into delighted cackling, and it was a while before she managed to start talking again. "Okay okay fine. The queen has decided that her daughter shall be made queen of humanlaw!"

She said it like it was exciting news, and explained everything about what the winner of the race was going to get.

"Um," said Gail, when it was clear that there wasn't any more information coming. "I have questions."

Jisi blinked with big, innocent eyes. "What questions could you possibly have?"

"First of all, which queen? I thought that the goblins had dozens of kings and queens and princes, none of whom recognized each other, and sometimes you'd get like a half-dozen of them living in the same palace."

"The rightful queen? I mean, obviously."

"Who is?"

"Um. Aga-something, I think? Maybe Agarallyn? Whatever. She's a queen, and she's sending a princess to rule humanlaw!"

"Okay, follow-up question."

"Okay fine." Jisi waved a hand. "She's not actually going to try to conquer all the humans. She's just going to be in charge of the goblins in humanlaw who want to have a queen who's in charge."

"I… goblins don't usually seem to want anyone to be in charge," said Gail.

Jisi rolled her eyes. "Of course someone has to be in charge! If nobody's in charge, who are you not listening to when you do whatever you want? You need to have a queen, or I guess maybe a king, if you like that sort of thing. And then they can be like, 'I hereby decree that whomsoever steals cookies from other people's lunches in the break room shall henceforth be levied an assay of one-tenth of a cookie to be delivered to my palace, lest they be thrown in durance vile!' and then when you steal a cookie, it's not just that Marge is going to be grumpy because she thought she packed a cookie, but it turned out that she didn't pack a cookie, there is also maybe a chance of durance vile!"

"You shouldn't take Marge's cookies. She did pack them, and she's entitled to a cookie with her lunch."

"But they're so big! And sometimes they have white chocolate, and sometimes they have macadamia nuts, and sometimes they have white chocolate and they have macadamia nuts, and you don't know what you're going to get when you bite the cookie even if you see it, because maybe it's white chocolate and maybe it's macadamia nuts!"

Gail frowned at Jisi, and Jisi wilted.

"Oh, fine," she said. "Fine, I don't steal people's food, even if they have left no wards and no guards upon it. And maybe sometimes she gives me cookies if I ask her for them. But consider! Durance vile!"

Gail considered. "But—"

"Look," said Jisi, twisting around on Gail's lap so that she could face her, and argue better. "It's just a thing. Sometimes you want someone to settle arguments, or whatever, so you need there to be a queen or I guess a king, and if you've got a bunch of them you can try to pick someone who will settle the argument the way that you want them to, and also they're rich, and they have treaty power—well, most of them don't have treaty power, most of them are just weird relatives to people who were a bit weird in the first place, but some of them have treaty power. I mean, who do you think made the treaties between humanlaw and goblinlaw. I ask you!"

"But Marge really looks forward to her cookies."

"I know. And she likes me and I only steal them when she puts an extra one in for me to steal, okay?"

"Okay," said Gail, who wasn't sure if she believed that, and who was going to talk to Marge about it. "And with the treaties—I guess I figured it was some sort of committee thing?"

"There were a lot of committees. Obviously! Committees are all sorts of fun, and sometimes there are bagels. But in the end, it was the queen who had treaty rights who signed it, and since it's better than not having that treaty, we go along with it, and now we're going to have the queen with treaty rights visiting humanlaw! And I shall race for her, and she shall be dazzled by my skills and expertise, and then I will be entrusted with teaching her daughter, who has reached the age of majority, how to handle a wild human sow, and she shall be our queen, and yet she will owe me a debt of gratitude, and when the time is ripe, I shall claim that debt!"

"Uh huh," said Gail.

Jisi grinned and kissed Gail on the nose, then turned back around and wiggled back into a comfortable position on Gail's lap, her back against Gail's stomach and her head squished between Gail's breasts.

"Also," said Gail. "Your queen."

"What?"

"You said our queen. But we don't have queens here. We have, like, elections."

"Sure. But she's going to be the queen for people who live in humanlaw, but also under goblinlaw."

"I don't—" Gail started. Then she stopped. She was still saddled, her arms were still pinned behind her back, and while she didn't have the bit in her mouth, she still had the bridle on her head, and a tail up her butt. Maybe saying that she didn't live under goblinlaw wasn't the most sensible objection.

"Yeah!" said Jisi happily. "Anyway, we're here. Got to go through the whole thing, where they make sure that you're not cheating and all."

"We are cheating, though," said Gail. It was a little tricky getting up and out of the bus with the saddle on, but she'd spent enough time in the saddle that she'd gotten used to that sort of thing.

"Obviously! And they're going to be mad about how good we are at cheating, and they're going to look at you extra close and all, but we're not cheating in a way that's specifically against the rules, is the important thing."

It seemed like Jisi wasn't the only one who'd heard about the royal race and who wanted the new queen of humanlaw to owe them a favor. During the offseason and on weekends, Briarview Park and Tracks held goblinlaw races, and there were a lot of people who liked watching goblin racing where the goblins were riding humans, and were willing to pay to get into the race track during the off-season to do that, even if there were all sorts of laws and regulations that prevented them from betting on the races.

The first time that Gail had been there, there'd been a lot of different races going on at once—steeplechase and sprints and distance running, and humans pulling little racing carts with goblin riders. The whole thing had been pretty complicated. This time, there were even more cars in the parking lot, and instead of just going out to run, Jisi took Gail to the showers and scrubbed her down, and then led her out on her hands and knees into a bare room with a tiled floor.

The last time, Gail had seen about as many human men running as women, and they hadn't separated the men and the women in the showers after. It seemed like this race was women only. More than a dozen other women were lined up, kneeling, each one with a goblin jockey standing next to her. Jisi, meanwhile, was putting on a jockey helmet and fastening it under her chin—it had a cover with a little bobble on top. Jisi had apparently gone with black and yellow as her racing colors, and she was wearing them proudly, just like other goblins along the line, some of whom were patting their girls on the head, or whispering things in their ears.

Gail's friend Amy was about halfway down the line from her, and Jisi's friend Cerim was with her—she'd chosen a bright pink and neon green cover—and was saying something to Amy which was making Cerim laugh and Amy roll her eyes, and Gail kind of wanted to go hang out with them, even though she also kind of wanted to get dressed and start running.

When the last girl showed up, to complete a field of twenty, a trio of goblins strutted in. Or tried to strut in. They were wearing thigh-high rubber boots, and the boots were all a bit too big, which was not exactly conducive to strutting.

"Those are the vets," said Jisi in a stage whisper. "They will try to disqualify you, because they've been bribed."

One of the goblins next to them, who was standing next to a tall black woman with her hair in braids, glared at Jisi.

"I mean, we've all tried to bribe them, obviously, and they took everyone's bribes, so it's not like it was worth spending much," Jisi went on happily. "But they'll try to disqualify at least a few people, so that everyone else will feel like they got a good deal on their bribes, but they will not be able to disqualify you, because I am too clever for them!"

"That's nonsense!" said the goblin that was glaring at Jisi. "I mean, obviously, I got my bribes in, but some of these jockeys are—"

Other goblins started laughing and arguing. Gail looked over at the black woman, who raised an eyebrow back at her, clearly amused. Gail couldn't help smiling and shaking her head. Because, yes, it was all a bit silly, but the goblins were happy about it, anyway.

And then someone jabbed Gail in the butt with a needle, and she jumped.

Jisi patted her on the head. "There, there, it's just the vets, making sure that—"

There was still a needle in Gail's butt, and one of the goblins in the boots was holding it in place, with a blood-sample vial in his other hand, and he interrupted Jisi irritably. "You're the one with the troll semen."

"No, not at all, what could you possibly mean," said Jisi.

"I mean that you're the one who dosed your sow with troll semen to make her run faster." The goblin held up the vial with Gail's blood in it, scowling. Gail couldn't quite see over her shoulder like that, but it wasn't an ordinary blood-sample vial. There was some sort of magic in it, flickering.

"And what would possibly give you that impression?" Jisi asked with an offended sniff.

Another one of the rubber-booted goblin vets looked up from whatever she was scribbling on a clipboard and said, "The fact that the shirt your mount was wearing and will be wearing for the race says 'troll jizz on board.'"

"It says 'baby on board,'" said Jisi.

"You crossed out 'baby,' and replaced it with 'troll jizz,'" said the third goblin vet, who sounded more tired than upset. "Also, the shirt would fit someone who was a lot fatter than your mount is now, and also, the flame over her blood is glowing green."

"Ohh," said Jisi, like she finally understood what they were driving at. "Oh, yeah, I did use her to carry troll semen from goblinlaw to humanlaw and back again. It was a perfect heist, planned in meticulous detail!"

"Was it," said the first goblin vet, who didn't sound nearly as impressed as Jisi had predicted.

"Oh, yes," said Jisi. "If you want, I can tell you harrowing tales of how I arranged this thing."

"You got a troll to fuck her."

"Yes!"

"And as troll semen is forbidden for its performance-enhancing properties—"

"She was fully expressed, and she hated that so much! You see, there are some human sows who can orgasm repeatedly, but when it comes to this one, after she has an orgasm, she needs like a day to recover, but if you let them loose after they have one orgasm, even if it's a really big one, there'd still be some troll sperm in the vaginal canal."

First of all, that wasn't true. Gail could be ready to go again in like, half an hour, maybe, and Jisi knew that. Second of all, not everyone needed to know that to begin with. And third of all, there was something cold pressing up at the entrance of Gail's cunt. Cold, and then it started pushing on the sides. Gail tried to edge away, but Jisi got a hand on her ear and was holding her pretty firmly in place.

"Oh, yeah, you should look inside!" said Jisi. "Isn't she pretty in there? So pink, and so wet. Ever since I started making sure she didn't just have orgasms whenever she wanted, she's gotten this really nice flush to her, and she's just wonderfully wet for me. Oh! If you stick that magical flame in there, you could see—"

Gail snorted warningly.

Jisi patted her hair. "There, there. There, there. They're not really going to burn you up inside, that is not what racetrack officials are supposed to do, they're just going to look around a little, and maybe they will pinch your labia, because they're cute, and sometimes you squeal when someone pinches you there, and that's cute."

Then someone pinched her, and she squealed. Whoever it was who'd pinched her had moved right next to her foot to do it, too, and if kicking racetrack officials was against the rules, Jisi hadn't mentioned it.

"Well!" said the vet, skipping out of the way before Gail could make up her mind to punt him across the room. "You are a cheater. But she's clean, so you get away with it this time."

"Haha," said Jisi agreeably.

"The rules say that you should avoid contact with anything that might improve her performance for up to a month in—"

"I know, I know!" said Jisi. "That's why I didn't start until recently. It's more fun when you tell me that I shouldn't do it. What do you think, should I win the race? Or should I let someone else win?"

The goblin vets didn't say anything. Just went on to the next woman, who had, apparently, eaten a firecracker beetle before showing up at the racetrack, which her goblin argued wasn't one of the fifteen different types of firecracker beetle that was explicitly prohibited by the rules of the race, while the vets argued that it absolutely was. There was some conversation about trying to recover wing casings from the woman's intestinal tract.

"That went well!" said Jisi. "Anyway, we could stay here and find out if they actually catch anyone, or we could get you saddled up and ready to go. They didn't say that we shouldn't win the race, but I think that they hated us in particular and don't think that we should win the race."

Gail was kind of curious to find out whether or not Amy was going to get disqualified. And maybe she also wanted to see Amy get prodded by those vets, because Amy was very pretty. On the other hand, it wasn't as though she'd be able to see what the vets were doing to Amy very well across a crowded room like that. And she'd find out if Amy was disqualified when Amy got to the starting gate or not.

So she let Jisi lead her back to the showers and get her dressed and saddled. Jisi took particular care to make sure that Gail's hair and tail were brushed and combed: "It's going to be a royal reception, so we want to make sure that everyone who sees you is seized with lust for you, and wants to see you orgasm, because that way they will want you to win, and who doesn't want to win a race where everyone wants to see you win!"

And then they headed out to join the other racers who were already waiting to start.

When they'd lined up for inspection, there'd been twenty girls waiting for the vets. Fourteen of them wound up at the starting line, including Amy. It took a while, because lord knew that the goblins who'd gotten caught trying to cheat were not going to go quietly when they were caught trying to cheat, but at the same time…

At the same time, Gail wanted to run. She'd been worn out after she'd been dumped on the pavement outside Dr. Twim's clinic, and she'd gotten pretty winded on the run down to the bus stop, but that'd been a while ago. And while the racetrack officials had certified that Gaill didn't have troll jizz on board anymore, exactly, it did give her a spring in her step. But it wasn't just that. When she'd done track as a kid, she'd liked running; that had gotten a bit lost at some point, but after she'd gotten together with Jisi, she'd gotten back to it. She liked running, and they were setting up for a race, and she wanted to run, regardless of everything else.

Jisi seemed to notice that. She checked the cinches on the saddle, and the way the bit sat in Gail's mouth, and then checked it again, tied Gail's shoelaces, untied them, and tied them again. Not necessarily doing anything, but getting her ready, and there was something calming about Jisi checking her like that, her little fingers against Gail's skin. And then all fourteen of the girls who'd passed their inspection were lined up, and all the goblins were up in their saddles.

They didn't crouch at the starting gate, because their hands were fastened behind their backs in the saddle, and leaning too far forward wasn't a good idea when you had a saddle on and someone riding on your back. But it was dominant leg back, weaker leg forward, little bit of a lean…

And then the rope came down, and they started running.

Jisi had said it was going to be a cross-country race, and she tugged on Gail's bridle as they came out of the gate, rather than swatting her with the car antenna, so Gail didn't come out full speed. She'd never been a marathon runner, but since Jisi had started riding her to work most days, she'd gotten used to distance running, and it definitely had a different pace than a sprint. The other girls were all doing the same thing, as they made a loop around the outer track, and Gail fell in near the middle of the pack, watching the other runners ahead of her, getting the occasional glimpse of the field spreading out behind.

It wasn't like Jisi to let someone else take the lead in a race, and after that build-up, Gail was ready to run for as long and as fast as she could, just drive it out and let them all catch up if they could. But with that bit in, tugs on the reins hurt the sides of her mouth. Also, Jisi was the one who made the choices about pace; she wanted Gail to take it easy, so she took it easy. And so she wasn't the first one out of the racetrack and then out and onto the streets: that was the black woman whose rider had gotten into an argument with Jisi at the vets' inspection, followed by two girls who looked like they'd come off an ad for a running club or something: tight shirts, jogging shorts, and short black tails peeking out through holes in those shorts, up in the air as the girls ran.

Nobody had really asked Gail's opinion about just how much goblinlaw culture was allowed in the streets of humanlaw. But even though all the girls who were running had tails, they were all dressed enough that they weren't breaking any sort of indecency laws, and there weren't any laws against being saddled, or running? Or having magical butt-plugs in while being saddled and running? And while nobody had asked her what sort of courtesies should be extended to goblin queens with treaty rights, it seemed that one of those was blocking off a street for a race held in her honor.

There weren't, like, huge crowds, but the sidewalks were lined with people who'd come out to watch the race, and either enjoy it, or be disgusted by it, or whatever. Some of them were pulling disgusted faces as the pack ran past, but if they'd actually been disgusted, they didn't necessarily have to pay attention to it. Wasn't Gail's problem, either way. She was there to run, not to watch people watching her, so she ran, watching the girls ahead of her, straining at her bit when it looked like they were getting too far ahead, but being kept to the pace that Jisi set, still toward the middle of the pack.

Sometimes she was ahead of Amy, but sometimes she was behind her; there wasn't any mistaking Cerim's racing colors, or the straight glossy sweep of Amy's hair and tail, or the long, clean lines of her legs.

When Gail won the race…

If Gail won the race. Those girls at the head of the pack were good, after all—running with long, easy strides, just eating up the street.

Whatever. When the race was over, one way or another. Maybe Gail could talk to Amy about it, and maybe Jisi would set the two of them up so that…

But Gail was there to run, not to daydream about her friends. Running on a street wasn't very complicated; you didn't have to pay attention to it, exactly. Still, it did sort of make you stop thinking about other things. Just running.

It got a little more complicated after they left the street to go through a park, and it got even more complicated than that when they left the park, and were running through the borderland forest.

Before Gail had even met Jisi, Jisi had bought herself a house whose yard came up against the borderland forest. Both because she needed magical ingredients from the forest when she was making potions, and so that she could sell the junk she'd stolen from people's front yards to the goblins who smuggled things through the forest. She'd been doing less theft lately—"Now that I have vast estates and endless treasures within the bounds of humanlaw, I cannot risk them for petty crimes, no matter how amusing," apparently—but she still liked foraging in the borderland forests, and why would she just walk somewhere when she could get there while riding on Gail's shoulders and talking about the vast estates she possessed? Which only meant Gail's ass some of the time.

So Gail had learned to recognize the way the borderland forest looked. Mostly, it looked like a national park, or something like that, but there were differences. Little bell-shaped flowers hung down between the trees of the borderlands, except at nighttime, when they would turn up and spread open. Mushrooms grew wider and taller than in humanlaw forests. More importantly, trail maintenance was a lot worse than in any humanlaw park. Running was pretty simple, really, but it got more complicated when there were tree roots and rocks and then when Jisi had her run through a field of ferns, and there were still tree roots and rocks, but she couldn't see any of them.

The borderland forest was also where Gail lost track of the other racers. They'd all started out on the same track, then they'd all headed out of the racetrack and onto the streets together. Even in the humanlaw park, Gail had been able to see some of the other runners around her, running through the patches of sun and shadow under the trees. But once they crossed into goblinlaw… a couple of times, she passed girls who weren't quite as used to running through forests, but she knew that there were more of them ahead of her. Unless they'd taken a different route through the forests, or unless Jisi had decided to go her own way and leave the race altogether. Which didn't seem like something that Jisi would do? Either way, it wasn't something that Gail had to think about.

Running through a forest was complicated enough. And now that she'd had a chance to stretch her legs a little, Gail wasn't as interested in trying to go faster than Jisi wanted. Instead of getting jerks on the bit in her mouth, she was getting swats on her butt with the car antenna—now, the jerks on the bit in her mouth were to tell her which way to go, rather than to slow her down. She had to trust that Jisi would know how fast Gail could go, and where Gail should go, and Gail would take care of running, and not getting tripped by rocks or tree roots, and not getting hit on the head by tree branches.

And not getting caught by the goblins hunting them.

Jisi had mentioned something about hunters when she'd been explaining why they weren't just doing the whole race at the racetrack, but with everything else that'd happened since then, it'd kind of slipped Gail's mind. But it was brought vividly back when she heard a familiar thwip.

It was really quiet. But pain had burned that sound deep enough into Gail's subconscious that she ducked instinctively, and Jisi bounced in the saddle and gave a startled yelp, and a little dart with red fletching embedded itself in a nearby tree.

The last time Jisi had taken Gail out for a safari to be hunted by goblins, part of the fun was that sooner or later they were going to catch her and do things to her, and she was just trying to get away for as long as possible.

This time, if they got her, she could lose the race. And Gail absolutely did not want to lose the race.

So, while she was trying to keep her pace up as fast as Jisi wanted, and trying to watch out for rocks or sticks or roots that might trip her, she was also keeping an eye out for goblins with crossbows, and when she spotted a couple hiding behind a bush, she put her head down and charged toward them, full speed.

Gail had learned a lot of things on that safari. One of which was that while goblins liked to hunt and fuck humans for sport, they were also scared of them. Particularly the sort of goblins who were part of goblin hunting clubs, who'd seldom seen wild humans in their natural habitat. So when Gail charged, the goblins dropped their little crossbows and fled shrieking, falling over each other as they did.

"Ahahaha! Yes! Take that!" Jisi crowed, and then leaned down to whisper in Gail's ear, "Good girl! There are more where there's a good shortcut. But don't worry! They only use the red-fletched arrows!"

The goblin hunters on the safari had used two types of arrows—well, given that they were small enough for little goblin crossbows, they were more like darts, but Jisi called them arrows. The ones with blue feathers had some sort of muscle relaxant spell on them, so when her leg got hit, her leg stopped working. Getting hit with one of those would definitely have cost Gail the race. On the other hand, the red ones hurt like hell, so it wasn't, like, good news that Jisi was taking her somewhere that there were going to be goblins shooting darts at her.

But then, it probably was a short cut? Given how much Jisi wanted to win the race, she probably wasn't taking Gail somewhere completely random, and given that there were goblins there trying to stop them, there was probably some reason to expect the race to go in that direction. And it wasn't as though Gail knew where they were going, so it wasn't like she could just go back to the route that they were supposed to go without being shot at. So she ran where Jisi steered her. A little faster than she would've, because of the troll semen, and a little faster than that, because of the goblins who were hiding behind trees and bushes, ready to shoot her with their crossbows.

And, as it turned out, it wasn't just goblins with crossbows that she had to worry about. There were ropes strung across trails, and there were goblins up in the branches of the trees who tried dropping nets on them, and also goblins on little ATVs driving around and shouting at her, while also trying to shoot her with crossbows.

Hopefully, it was a pretty good shortcut, because if she got caught by one of those nets, it was going to take a while for Jisi to untangle her, particularly if there happened to be an ATV full of goblins driving around and shouting while she worked. Also, while the goblins were only using the red-fletched darts, those darts hurt, and when they lodged in Gail, they kept hurting, and Jisi wasn't stopping to pull them out or anything.

But that was the call that Jisi was making. And the whole thing could only work if Gail trusted Jisi. When they were running on a track, that was one thing. Even if they were running through a forest, Gail could manage it. But they were running through a forest, and there were goblins shooting arrows at them and trying to catch them with nets, and Gail couldn't run and watch for enemies and keep her footing and think about whether it might be a better idea to take a route that was less filled with goblins. So she ran, and she tried to keep her footing. If she happened to spot a trap or a group of goblins lying in wait, she did her best to avoid the problem, but mostly, she let Jisi handle that, and she just ran.

Mostly, it worked. She lost her footing a couple of times, thanks to irregular terrain or to tripwires, but she never went completely end over ass. She fell, she got up, she kept running. Even if it did involve a red-fletched little dart in her shoulder, and two more in her butt, which hurt exactly as much as she remembered them hurting.

Gail and Jisi weren't the only ones taking the shortcut. Gail was pretty sure that she saw Amy running between the trees, as well as one of the really fit-looking girls she'd seen in the showers. Whatever that girl's goblin had done to cheat didn't seem to be working that well. She seemed kind of winded, though that might have had to do with whatever she'd run into in the forest; there were dried leaves and dirt on the side of her face, and if Gail didn't watch the ground in front of her instead of the people she was racing against, she could just as easily take a similar fall.

Jisi was enjoying herself, though. It wasn't just the run, though she was very clearly enjoying the run—the way that Jisi clung to Gail's neck when she was running hard was… distinctive. But it was also the way that the goblins who were trying to stop them were falling behind, the stuff that they dropped from the treetops landing behind them, because they underestimated just how fast Gail was running.

The problem was, Jisi might have been overestimating just what Gail was capable of. They were running, and they were running fine, but Jisi had switched from trying to get Gail to hold back a little to smacking her butt with every other stride, and she wanted her to take longer and longer jumps, which… well, if Jisi misjudged them, she was going to regret it just as much as Gail.

Mostly what Gail heard was her own breath, the sound of underbrush crunching under her feet, Jisi's excited cries in her ear. There was the occasional thwip of darts, and the motors of those little ATVs, and the shouts of their goblin riders. And then another sound—rushing water.

In another minute—less than a minute—Gail burst out from between the trees. She was coming up to a bluff about five feet above a river. There wasn't any time to admire the view, though, because there was a half-dozen goblins right behind them, buzzing along in those little ATVs, and the crossbow darts were flying distressingly close to Gail's ears.

And instead of turning away from it, Jisi set Gail's head directly toward the river. There was no way Gail could swim with her hands fastened behind her back and Jisi riding on her shoulders. But her head was forward, and there was a rock in the stream, and she wasn't going to get out to it, but if she broke stride, she definitely wasn't going to get out to it. A swat landed on her ass, and Gail just went for it, up in the air, legs windmilling.

She landed on the rock, hard enough that it knocked the breath out of her. Behind her, one of the ATVs splashed into the water, to the delight and distress of the goblins riding it, but the other ones hadn't stopped shooting at her, and it wasn't like there were other rocks ahead for her to jump to, so she went into the river.

It was cold. It was cold, and it was deep enough that she couldn't see the bottom, so she didn't know if she was going to step into water too deep for her to keep wading. Jisi was splashing in the water with her car antenna, trying to hit Gail's butt, which was already underwater. Wading through the water wasn't running, really—it was a lot slower than running, and a lot harder than running, because the water pushed against her and the rocks at the bottom were just as likely to trip her as rocks in the forest, and also they were slippery.

She wasn't the only one who'd made it that far, either. It seemed like the girl that she'd seen had taken a different route, but by the time she got to the other side, Amy and Cerim were already halfway across. Which meant that Jisi didn't give her any time to catch her breath, even though wading through the river had been a lot harder than running had been, for any distance.

Jisi didn't even stop to pull the darts out of her butt. Just tapped her with her car antenna, and when Gail snorted at her, she hit her a little harder, and they were off again. At least there weren't any more goblins on the other side of the river. It was still a forest, but it wasn't the borderland any more, and there were probably laws there about riding around on ATVs and shooting people with magical darts.

After a bit more forest, Gail jumped over a fence, and then they were back on a road, along with the other girls who'd gotten through the goblinlaw part of the run, and who were trying to beat her back to the racetrack.

Amy and Cerim, who'd pulled ahead while Gail was getting over that fence, and three other pairs of goblins and human women. There were probably more, but those were the only ones that Gail could see. One of them had been ahead of them, but that girl was fading fast, dropping behind Amy, and then Gail, and then the other pair. Just the three of them, and they all had scratches on their shoulders and dry leaves on their shorts, and while the other pair didn't seem to have come through the river, they looked about as tired as Gail felt. This was it.

Gail liked winning races fine. Everyone liked winning. Maybe Gail didn't like winning as much as Jisi did—she didn't think it was possible to like winning as much as Jisi did—but the point was that Jisi really wanted to win, and she'd been looking forward to winning this particular race for a long time, and Gail was going to win it for her. Also, she was like two steps behind Cerim and Amy, and she wasn't going to let Amy beat her in a race, because if she did she'd never hear the end of it.

But she was as worn down as she'd ever been. Back in high school track, Gail's coach had sometimes tried to push people hard enough to make them throw up, and some of Gail's teammates had, but Gail had never actually given enough to get to that point. Just to where she'd stop running and try to figure out how to breathe again. And back then, they'd been training for sprints, not marathons. Now, Gail didn't know how long she'd been running. Hours, anyway. Two, maybe three hours? She had no idea what sort of time she'd been making. Pretty good time, up until that river. Afterward, not as good.

They were running on a street, anyway. Which wasn't as easy on the joints as running on a track, but which was a lot more comfortable than trying to run through a forest, or a river that had gotten up over her waist. Right then, she was running. Because she had some run left in her, because she wanted to win, because Jisi wanted to win, because Jisi was giving her the pace, slapping that car antenna on her butt every step. That was it. One foot in front of the other.

If Jisi had given Gail her head at the start of the race, it wouldn't have been possible. When there wasn't anything left, there wasn't anything left. But since she'd held back earlier on, there was something left, and Jisi was going to get it out of her, whether or not Gail wanted to win. Which she did. She really did.

So did Amy. So did the other girls who were running against them. None of them were running anywhere near as fast as they'd done at the start, and all of them were running like they meant it. Only… well, it seemed that just about everyone who'd entered the race had come up with some way to cheat, and it seemed like Jisi's method worked better than just about all of them.

As the racetrack loomed up ahead of them, the other girls fell behind. It was just Gail and Amy, neck-and-neck as they ran through the parking lot to the service entrance.

Everything narrowed to just running. Before, Gail had been jumping over rocks and scaring goblins off of their ATVs and so on. Now, if someone had left a broom on the floor, it probably would've tripped them both, and if she tripped, Gail wasn't sure she'd be able to get back up. But there wasn't a broom, or if there was, Jisi got Gail over it.

It seemed like a million years ago that she'd been worried about being out where everyone could see her and she was wearing a tail and a bridle on the bus. She'd been aware of the spectators at the beginning of the race, but ever since Jisi had let her cut loose and run, she hadn't paid attention to anything but the other runners, the path, and the obstacles. Now, there wasn't even that. Just one foot in front of the other.

There was a finish line with a ribbon across it, and Amy was still keeping pace. Gail really didn't have anything left. Not anything at all. But when she was stung by Jisi's car antenna, she jumped, and she ran. And Amy was running too.

Sometimes Amy was a step ahead of her, sometimes she was a step ahead of Amy. Never more than that. There were other girls behind them, probably, but… it didn't matter. Gail ran and Amy ran and when they got to the finish line, Gail was maybe a tenth of a second ahead of Amy. But she was ahead of Amy! The ribbon broke across her chest, not Amy's.

And there wasn't any doubt about Jisi's victory whoops or Cerim's angry swearing.

Gail staggered, went down on a knee, and then on both, right in the middle of the track, completely emptied out.

Then Jisi was out of the saddle, unbuckling straps and massaging Gail's stiff arms, and Gail was vaguely aware of Cerim doing the same for Amy, but she couldn't even turn her head to look, no matter how pretty Amy must have been, worn out and boneless. Once the saddle was off, Gail just collapsed onto the dirt.

Someone put a foil blanket over her, and they gave Jisi a water bottle. She held it, and Gail drank from it. And Jisi pushed sweaty locks of hair out of Gail's eyes and told her that she was the bravest and strongest and cleverest human girl there ever was, and that her massive thighs had once again impressed the entire world, and that soon she would get the orgasm that Jisi had promised, and that would impress even more people, to see such a wonderful steed being seen to by such a profoundly sexual owner.

Gail drank her water and shivered under her blanket and looked at Jisi, who looked back at her, proud and delighted and amused and all the rest of it. That was pretty good, really.

Then a goblin came down from the grandstand. Gail hadn't really noticed at the time, but she'd collapsed right in front of a grandstand, and it was pretty full. Not the entire world, whatever Jisi said, but… a lot of people, for sure. And one particular goblin making her way towards them, who must have been the queen with the treaty rights, given the outrageously blinged-out crown she was wearing and the silver cup she was holding, which was almost as tall as she was.

The queen presented the cup to Jisi, with a bowl of granola for Gail. Then she patted Gail on the head when she started eating from the bowl, and told Jisi that her sow was remarkably strong, and such enormous thighs!

In the meantime, a goblin girl who'd followed the queen down from the grandstand, wearing a tiara only slightly less sparkly than the queen's crown, squatted down to get a closer look at Gail. But the granola was kind of dry and Gail was tired, and she got a bit of oats down the wrong way, so she coughed, which made the girl jump like a cat and hide behind Jisi.

This was, apparently, the new queen of humanlaw. Cerim got a much smaller silver cup, and Amy got a smaller bowl of granola, and that's what they got for losing. When Gail looked over, she could almost see the steam coming off of Cerim, who didn't want to lose any more than Jisi wanted to lose, and Amy…

Amy mainly looked as exhausted as Gail felt. But she smiled, and her tail flopped weakly under her blanket, when Cerim told her that she'd run the best race that anyone could possibly have run and the only reason that she'd lost was the cheating ways of someone nobody in their right mind would ever consider a friend, using troll semen to cheat when Cerim had gone through all that trouble to get liters of dragon blood and did you know how hard it was to find donor dragons these days, they were worse than anything for trying to get as much money as possible for every little thing, ugh.

Cerim wasn't the only one darkly muttering imprecations against the dirty cheaters who'd sold them inferior cheating methods. There were a few other girls and their riders in various stages of collapse on the track, and as Jisi was turning her cup over to track officials, with a mixture of pride and angry threats, another girl staggered over the finish line.

"It's because only racing sows who have proven their abilities were invited to participate in the royal race," Jisi explained to Gail, brushing crumbs from where they'd collected between her breasts. "And if they cannot complete the course in three hours and twenty-eight minutes, they will have proved themselves unworthy of the honor, and be completely disqualified!"

"Disqualified?" Gail mumbled, or tried to. She wasn't sure she was really stringing together coherent words at this point. "But they already lost…"

"Haha! Yes! They are all losers!" Jisi agreed. "But those who complete the course within the allotted time will still be allowed up into the winner's circle, to celebrate the strongest and bravest of racing sows! Also, the ones who are still caught in traps will only be released once they've paid a forfeit to the track officials."

"...Oh," said Gail. She didn't really want to hope for bad things for the other girls that she'd raced against. They hadn't cheated as well as Jisi had, and that was that. But she did kind of hope that more of them were caught in traps, or just too slow, and fewer of them were going to cross the finish line before the time was up. Because the thing about the winner's circle…

Gail had won her last race at Briarview Park and Tracks, so she'd been in the winner's circle before. And while some people might think that the girl who won the race would be the one to fuck the other girls with a strap-on, because she won and they didn't, the way goblins saw things, the sort of girls who were running those races for them were the sort of girls who liked to be fucked, and thus, the one who run the fastest was the one who wanted to get fucked the most, and deserved a prize.

And! They weren't wrong! But at the same time…

At the same time, Gail did sort of feel like after a race like that, she'd kind of like to maybe stretch out in a hot tub or something. And that maybe also, she was supposed to want to be the one who was fucking the other girls rather than getting fucked up the ass by however many girls had finished the race, all of whom would be at least a little mad at her for winning the race.

But it had been a long day, and Jisi had promised to give Gail an orgasm every day that she was carrying the troll jizz. And Gail had been carrying the troll jizz that morning, so Jisi owed her an orgasm. She'd had one–-or like half-a-dozen, depending on how you counted—when she'd had the jizz extracted, but Jisi hadn't given them to her, so really, they didn't count at all.

And while Gail had been running hard for the last couple of hours, she'd gotten pretty worked up before that. And maybe a little bit during that, before she'd gotten too worn out to be thinking about sex. And she was still worn out, but lying there exposed under all those eyes, with Jisi petting and praising and taking care of her… maybe she was starting to think about sex again.

The point was, she didn't object when Jisi managed to prod her enough to get her up from the track and then to the showers. And she really didn't object to a warm shower. And then Jisi took her to the members' lounge, and to the bench that they had up there for the people who won their races.

There were already a lot of goblins in the members' lounge by the time they got there. A lot more goblins than there'd been the last time; more than there were seats, so that goblins had to perch on the backs of couches and the tops of hat-racks. And they all laughed like it was the funniest thing they'd ever seen when Gail lay down on the bench and Jisi started buckling her into place.

But then, Gail had seen goblins laugh uproariously at humans drinking coffee, or eating cheese, so whatever.

Even if the bench wasn't exactly comfortable, it was a lot more comfortable than lying on the bare dirt of the track. The way it spread her out, holding her open to the gaze of everyone in the room, very clearly set up so that other people would have unobstructed access to her… was the opposite of comfortable. It was uncomfortable in a way that made heat gather in her belly, and made her skin feel like it was on fire, so sensitive that she had to bite back a whimper when Jisi's fingers brushed her thigh as she fastened one of the buckles. Achingly empty, so that her hips tilted up, chasing something that wasn't there to chase.

And then Jisi took Gail's tail out, and she shivered. The tail was magic, but it wasn't like there was a spell that made her want that plug up her butt, or made her feel sort of weird and empty when it was out. It was just that it had been in a lot more than it had been out for the last few days, and… and, if she felt empty, it was pretty clear that it wasn't going to be a problem for long.

There was another commotion by the door, almost as loud as it'd been when Jisi had led Gail inside, and Gail couldn't turn her head far enough to see, but it seemed like the queen and princess had arrived. In another few seconds, they stepped up to Gail's side, where she could see them out of the corner of her eye. The princess seemed a lot less hesitant around Gail now that she was fully strapped down.

"She's very nice," Jisi bragged. "Do you want to give her a treat?"

The goblin princess chewed her lip thoughtfully. "I don't want to put one of those dildoes inside of her. They are very large, and it seems like a lot of work."

That made the queen, Jisi, and some of the watching goblins cackle wildly.

"They are enormous," said Jisi. "You're right. But you have to understand: I have trained her to be a sex-crazed whore, so while it requires lubrication to insert penises and penis-shaped objects into her anus, her vaginal canal is very open and welcoming."

Gail looked over her shoulder to frown at Jisi, who winked back and patted her butt. Which made Gail's toes flex. So, maybe Jisi had trained her to be a bit more sex-crazed than she'd been before she'd met the little goblin. That sort of touch meant sex, and she wanted…

"But I meant that you could feed her a treat while the other sows do the work of fucking her ass," said Jisi. "Here, she likes these."

"Oh!" said the princess. "But won't she be distracted?"

"Yes! But she's tied down, so it's not like she's going to go anywhere. And this way you can make friends."

The princess thought about it, then she straightened her shoulders and stepped around so that she was in front of Gail. And she was holding what looked like a lumpy little yellow crabapple. A whole one.

The first time Gail had let Jisi ride on her shoulders, it was to help Jisi pick the golden apples of the sun. Which did look quite a bit like yellow crabapples, but which tasted like sweetness and light and a bit like apples, and which didn't taste like that unless they were picked by a wizard, so it wasn't like Gail could go out and get them on her own. Sometimes Jisi would give her little slices from those apples, dried, and they were still better than anything that wasn't a golden apple of the sun. But a whole, fresh one…

Gail opened her mouth, breathing hard. While she did that, Jisi was slathering lube on her ass, which was making her twitch, and her hips started rocking as much as they could, given the way that she was strapped down to the bench.

"But her teeth are so big!" said the goblin princess. "And they look sharp!"

"They're not really that sharp. Really, they're for tearing more than slicing? But humans do have powerful jaws, so you're right to be a little bit cautious." Jisi wiped a handful of lube off on Gail's thigh and came around to the front. "But don't worry so much! She's really very nice. Let's make friends. Gail this is Princess Reedy, Princess Reedy, this is my girl. Her name is Gail, but we call her Apples, because of how much she likes apples. And now she's going to be fucked in the ass by her friend Amy, who we call Sprinkle, because when Amy pees, it's like a sprinkle instead of a stream!"

Amy had finished the race right behind Gail, so Gail had known that Amy would be fucking her in the winner's circle. But she hadn't seen her, and she hadn't been 100% sure she was there until she heard her make a disapproving little noise at that.

Reedy covered her mouth and laughed, eyes dancing.

"Now," Jisi went on, "if you'll cut off a little piece of apple, Apples will eat it right from your fingers, and even though she's got a jaw muscle like a bulldog or a badger, she's not going to bite you at all, and her lips will be soft and warm and pleasant! Go on Apples, stick out your tongue, show her how much you want that apple. Reedy, give her a little bit of apple, show her you want to make friends."

When they'd finished the race, Amy had been just as worn out as Gail was. More, because Gail had run just a little bit faster than she had. But that'd been a while ago. Now, the way that Amy gripped Gail's hips didn't feel like she was tired, or that she was going to be holding back because they were friends or anything like that. The blunt tips of Amy's nails dug in with a sting that made Gail gasp, and the tip of the dildo pressed against the sensitive skin of Gail's asshole, cool and smooth and unyielding.

And at the same moment as the tip pushed in, there was a little slice of golden apple of the sun in Gail's mouth. And then Amy thrust in deeper, and Reedy snatched her fingers out of Gail's mouth and giggled, and Gail wasn't entirely sure when she'd ever been quite so… quite so.

The golden apples of the sun were the best thing in the world that she'd ever tasted, and Jisi's fingers on her pussy were the best thing that she'd ever felt, and, yes, she'd had to put up with some kind of ridiculous stuff to get to that point, but… the ridiculous stuff was really good too, actually.

Amy's hands tightened on her hips and pulled her back onto the strap-on. It was bigger than Gail's tail plug, and it was a lot longer than Gail's tail plug, and it was rearranging her inside. It seemed like Amy wasn't entirely thrilled with having lost the race, and had found an outlet for her frustrations.

Well, fine. She had lost the race, though. And Gail had won, so she got to eat bits of the golden apples of the sun, and she got to get a really nice orgasm from Jisi, and if she didn't get that, there was going to be trouble, but for now, she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out and tried to look as harmless as possible so that Reedy would give her another bite.

Then the vibrator in the strap-on turned on, and, just like last time, it was powerful enough that Gail could feel it, shaking through her.

Amy hadn't been the only one to finish the race, and Gail was pretty sure that after she came, she wasn't going to be quite as happy about getting fucked in the ass as she was right then. But Jisi knew her, and she knew how to pace things for her. Gail moved against Jisi's hand, felt her other hand stroking her side, and despite all the other noises—TVs replaying the race, wild goblin laughter, whether it was at the race or at what was happening in front of them, the slick sound of Amy's strap-on working Gail over, and the rest of it—Gail could hear Jisi's calming little noises, telling Gail that it was all going to be great when it was done, but first she was going to have show everyone her strength and stamina.

Well, if that was what she had to do, it was what she had to do.

It wasn't easy for Gail to come without something on her clit. If she'd had a vibrator in her pussy, that might have been enough; one in her butt wasn't going to be enough. But, for Amy, when she drove the dildo into Gail's butt, the vibrator was pressing right against her clit. Cerim was there, telling her that she was doing great, and that Gail really needed to be treated like that after cheating so shamefully, really, how could anyone condone that sort of behavior, I ask you?

It was kind of cute. Gail knew them well enough to be pretty sure that Amy was, in fact, annoyed that Jisi had been better at cheating than Cerim, and that she did kind of think that fucking Gail's ass was an appropriate punishment. And that she wouldn't be fucking as hard and she wouldn't have come as quickly if Cerim hadn't climbed up onto Gail's back so that she could look Amy in the eye while she fucked, and then gotten distracted by the way Amy's breasts were moving and started playing with them.

When Amy was done, someone else started. And when whoever that was was done, a third woman started. Mostly, Gail was watching Reedy, because she still had most of a golden apple of the sun, and Gail wanted that golden apple of the sun. But she could see the line forming off to the side—at least eight girls had finished the race, and all of them were there, all wearing strap-ons, and none of those strap-ons looked small. Each of them had a cross-looking goblin standing next to her, and when they got to the front of the line, Gail could hear the goblin explaining why their own girl was obviously the best girl there, and obviously should've won the race, and how it was only a conspiracy by their enemies which had allowed this obviously inferior sow to win, whose loose anus and gargantuan thighs were not the marks of a true champion.

And when each of them finished, they were led away, out of the member's lodge. Except for Cerim and Amy. After Amy had finished, she lay down on the floor next to the fuckbench that Gail was strapped to, and—but Gail had other things on her mind.

For one, Reedy kept feeding her slices of that apple. For another, Jisi kept touching her. And for a third, part of that touching her involved working some sort of spell that meant that when each woman pulled out of her, sometimes with an audible pop, Gail found herself clenching up and then relaxing again. If she'd gotten a little numb or something, that went away, so it was like she was being fucked for the first time that day when the next one stepped up.

But, it also wasn't like she'd been fucked for the first time that day. When the apple was gone—Reedy had gotten enough confidence to make Gail eat the core and swallow all the seeds—she shifted to patting Gail's hair and stroking her cheek, and asking Jisi if it was normal for human sows to have fine hairs on their faces like that, and would it grow out into a full beard if they let it, and maybe they could use a hair growth potion? And Gail sort of lost track of what Reedy was saying, and how Jisi was answering her, and anything at all, except for the motion, except for the way that the human women would hold her and the way that Jisi was touching her, getting her impossibly close to orgasm and keeping her there, before letting her stop and breathe for a little, before doing it again, and closer, and…

She lost track of how many women had been inside her, and how many more were left. So, when instead of getting her to the peak and holding her there and then easing her off right before she came, Jisi started pushing harder, Gail felt a spike of panic. She didn't know if she was allowed, but she couldn't possibly stop. And then Jisi told Reedy to watch this, there was a vein on Gail's neck that would look like a python, and go ahead Gail that's a girl, and that was pretty much the last thing that she heard.

It had only been a day since the last time Jisi had made Gail come. A very busy day, during which a lot of women had fucked her. And Gail didn't have a be-quiet pill keeping her from talking. Not that it mattered much—she seized up too hard to say anything at all, even if she'd had enough mind left to think in words, which she didn't. But she did make a strangled noise that was loud enough to make Reedy jump back in alarm.

More than that, it was pleasure. Just absolute, pulsing, white-hot pleasure, rising and cresting and rising higher, too much for her to breathe, too much… Gail felt her eyes bugging out, and the pulse in her jaw, and Jisi's warm little hand, pushing firmly, not letting her stop moving, not letting her finish until she was completely finished, until every last convulsion was wrung out of her, and she collapsed down onto the bench, while the last woman pulled out and staggered back, the vibrator having done what it was there to do.

"Now," said Jisi, "obviously, you're not going to find one who can do that well, or for that long. My girl can run faster than anyone, and her anus can provide pleasure to a vast multitude!"

"She did make a very funny face when she came," said Reedy. "I thought that her head was going to pop off."

Gail gave Reedy a look. She'd been a bit skittish, but the smile that she gave Gail in return reminded her of Jisi, at least a little. She was having fun, and Gail knew that she was having fun, even if she pretended to be mildly amused at best.

Jisi shook her head at her, and turned to Gail, who kissed the tip of Jisi's nose.

"Okay." Jisi's voice rose into a squeak, and her cheeks colored a darker green, as if after everything, Gail kissing her was enough to fluster her. "You can rest a little. Then it's time to get you home. We're going to have to be in the office tomorrow, and then there's the weekend, and then you're going to have to get ready, because you've got an important responsibility!"

"I what," said Gail.

Jisi's grin was, in fact, pretty similar to Princess Reedy's. "I won the race! So I get to teach the princess about the people among whom she shall rule. And you get to help! So does the sow who finished second, whoever that was, I'm sure I didn't notice."

Amy was curled up on the floor next to the fuckbench, while Cerim sat on a chair next to her. At that, both of them gave the same angry little snort, which made Jisi smile wider, and Reedy laugh.

"Yes, yes," said Jisi. "I know. You would've had a good time regardless, because obviously nobody else could run faster than either of you. But this way, I shall be the one to explain everything, so it will all go much better than if I allowed some amateur to get involved."

More angry snorts from Amy and Cerim. But Gail had won the race, so the two of them could snort about it all they wanted. Gail poked her head into Jisi, who patted her hair and said that she was pretty.

Gail wasn't entirely sure that a lecture from Jisi was going to tell Reedy everything she needed to know about the people among whom she would rule. But it would be an education, anyway.
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