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Object Lesson

Being back at the office was strange. It wasn't like Gail and Jisi had even been away that long—their trip to goblinlaw had only taken a couple of days, and then Gail had been put up at Dr. Twim's human veterinary clinic for a couple more days, and then there'd been the day of the race. Less than a week, in all. But still—

She touched her septum, where she wore a discreet piercing retainer rather than the big gold ring that Jisi liked to use to tie her to things, and then tugged at the collar of her button-down shirt. Less than a week, and it already felt weird to be so covered up. A person, wearing clothes, surrounded by other people wearing clothes.

"Sheer upf!" said Jisi around a mouthful of cookie, which was actually an entire cookie the size of her head. Gail was pretty sure that it was one of Marge's cookies. And, despite Jisi's claims, she wasn't at all sure that Jisi only stole Marge's cookies when Marge brought along an extra cookie in her lunch on purpose for Jisi to steal. When she swallowed, Gail could see the lump of it moving down her throat. "According to the quaint traditions of humanlaw, there shall be bagels at this meeting! Plus, everyone will be astounded by the immense profits we have secured, and they will have no choice but to give us large bonuses, and maybe promotions."

"Yeah," said Gail, because the thing was, they had done pretty well at negotiating that contract in goblinlaw. Or rather, Jisi had. Gail's contribution to the negotiations had consisted of, first, lying on her back with her legs in the air while Jisi sat on her and played with her pussy, and, second, spending all the next day impaled on a troll's giant stone cock. Which, it wasn't like the higher-ups were going to argue with the results. But— "But also, the head of HR is going to be there. You know, the one who made us sign a form that said we weren't going to engage in inappropriate behavior at the workplace?"

"Which we haven't! In fact—"

"In fact?" said a voice from behind them.

Gail whirled around, and it was her—the head of HR, in a pencil skirt and blazer and scarily professional haircut.

"In fact," Jisi went on without missing a beat, "it just proves the need for someone with an insider's knowledge of goblin culture in the corporate structure! You see, there are certain practices that may at first glance appear to be sexual to stupid humans, whereas actually—"

Actually, Gail was pretty sure that getting fucked by a troll had been sexual, and it wasn't just her being a stupid human about it.

She didn't contradict Jisi, though. Just let her talk. It worked about fifty percent of the time in this sort of meeting, and if it didn't, Gail could always stuff a bagel in her mouth to shut her up.

As it turned out, neither the head of HR nor the heads of other various departments and vice presidents and so on at the meeting were entirely convinced that certain goblinlaw practices could be considered professional behavior that ought to be allowed in the main humanlaw offices. On the other hand, like Gail had expected, they were convinced by the contract from Amalgamated Things & Other Things, which delivered everything they'd hoped for. The goblins were going to be selling them something that looked like medium-density fiberboard, and would act like medium density-fiberboard in every respect, but after ten years it would turn into dry leaves and dust, and not much of either of those. It was over a hundred times more biodegradable than MDF, and it meant that anyone who bought their flat-pack furniture would have to replace it every ten years at a minimum, and since the goblins thought they were pulling a prank on the humanlaw company, they were selling it well below market price, and had locked in a contract that would be enforced both by the treaty provisions between goblinlaw and the unquestionable might of Jisi's magic.

Nothing was decided all at once. Over the next couple of days, there were more meetings, in between Gail and Jisi's regular work. But by Friday, Jisi was the director of the goblinlaw division, and Gail was the assistant director of the goblinlaw division. Also, everyone was very impressed that Jisi and Gail had made a personal connection with the goblin queen who had treaty rights, and that they were going to spend some time with that queen's daughter, who was deputized to carry out her mother's work in humanlaw. So, while the higher-ups couldn't necessarily endorse any specific cultural practice that might be considered sexualized by humanlaw standards, they could definitely give Gail and Jisi a couple of days out of the office to work with Princess Reedy, and they very much hoped to see closer cooperation between their company and goblinlaw firms as a result of that connection.

Between that, and the bonuses and raises that had come with the promotions, Jisi walked out of the meeting with a swagger in her hips, an inhumanly wide grin across her face, and a dollop of cream cheese on her nose.

Which didn't stop her from grumbling, of course. "The fools! Well, I'm sure they'll eventually understand how important it is for me to use you as my throne during meetings, in order to command the respect of goblin suppliers and clients."

"Uh huh," said Gail.

The truth was, given how long it usually took between Gail saying 'absolutely not' to some wild idea of Jisi's, and her enthusiastically going for it—Gail wouldn't bet against her.

And while Gail wasn't necessarily a hundred percent sold on the idea yet, she couldn't deny that if she'd had her tail in, it would've been swishing.

"Exactly," said Jisi with a smug little nod, even though Gail hadn't said any of that out loud! "Showers."

After Gail had showered and changed into her running clothes, she met Jisi out in the parking lot, where Jisi tapped her on the thigh with a car antenna, and Gail knelt so that Jisi could fasten on her saddle.

When they'd first started this, wearing professional clothes to the office had felt normal to Gail, and running down the street with her arms strapped behind her back and a goblin sitting on her shoulders, occasionally hitting her with a car antenna, had felt weird. But by now she was used to it, and she opened her mouth without protest so that Jisi could put the bit in and then fasten the bridle behind Gail's head.

The people along their regular route had mostly gotten used to it too, and as for the stares they still got—well, Gail had a bit in her mouth and couldn't talk, so she didn't have to admit that she kind of liked the way she never quite got used to the stares, how they raised a flush of embarrassment and a tingle of excitement on her skin every time.

There was, however, a downside to not being able to talk. It meant that when Jisi announced, "Now, obviously, since you need to be as enthusiastic and as biddable as possible when we're entertaining Princess Reedy on Monday, you won't be allowed to orgasm over the weekend," Gail couldn't do anything other than snort angrily and shrug her shoulders in a threat to pitch Jisi off.

"Ahahah! Steady there, girl!" Jisi yelped, clutching the reins. "Clearly your insatiable desire for sex has been stimulated by these conversations, and by the role you are to play in my grand scheme. I'll have to watch you full time, and tie you up so you don't touch yourself in your sleep!"

Maybe Gail's insatiable desire had been stimulated a little. She definitely got squirmy when Jisi explained that she'd be spending a day when they were out of the office demonstrating to Princess Reedy exactly how a goblin should take care of a human woman who she was going to… not own, because that wasn't legal in humanlaw, but close enough.

"But that doesn't mean—" Gail protested, once they were home and getting ready for bed, which apparently meant Jisi tying Gail's wrists and ankles to the metal bedposts, her little green tongue poking between her teeth in concentration. "It doesn't mean you have to tie me up to sleep."

"See right there? Crazy talk! Mad with lust." Jisi nodded sagely and tightened a rope around one ankle.

Gail snorted. "You're just making things uncomfortable for me because you think it's funny."

"Uh huh," said Jisi, checking the ties one last time before scrambling up onto the bed between Gail's splayed legs. She stroked Gail's pussy with two long, clever fingers, starting at the base and barely brushing against her clit before pulling back.

Gail bucked her hips with a bitten-off moan, and Jisi wriggled up to sit on Gail's chest, pushing her fingers into Gail's mouth. They were pretty wet, even though she'd just been touching Gail for like a second.

So maybe part of the fun was in Gail letting Jisi know that she didn't like what Jisi was doing, but at the same time… there was something about half waking up when she tried to turn over, and discovering that she couldn't turn over because her wrists were fastened to the bedframe, and having the reasons why her wrists were tied to the bedframe carry over into her dreams.

And whether or not Gail had been filled with an insatiable desire for sex before the weekend, she was certainly ready for it when it came time to teach a goblin princess about how to handle a human mount, anyway.

Jisi was supposed to teach the princess those things because Jisi and Gail had won the royal race marking the occasion of the goblin queen granting Princess Reedy treaty powers in humanlaw, narrowly beating out Jisi's friend Cerim and Gail's friend Amy. Which apparently meant that Amy was going to help with the lessons, and, apparently, that Cerim was not. When Amy drove by to pick them up on Monday morning, Cerim was with her, and she was not happy with how that turned out.

"You can't run her too hard, Jisi," she said. "Your girl is an insensitive lump, but mine is very high-strung, and she has a fierce temper. So if you push her, she will—"

"I know," said Jisi. "I know everything about how to handle her! I am the superior jockey, so I understand how to handle a wide variety of human sows, and that is what I shall teach the princess."

"If troll come was a little cheaper," Cerim grumbled, "I'd be the one showing the princess how to ride your boring old nag."

"Haha," said Jisi. "There's no way I could've afforded the amount that I needed to get into her system. That's why I made her fuck that troll, all day long!"

"Don't they turn to stone?" asked Amy. "During the day, I mean."

"They do!" said Jisi. "Good girl! You're very clever, and not at all violent and ill-tempered. The troll was stone all day, and your friend Gail spent the whole day impaled on his penis, which was so large that I had to use magic to make it fit inside of her. That's how you get a full dose of troll jizz."

"Oh," said Amy. She was driving, with Cerim sitting in the front seat, and Gail and Jisi were in back, so Gail couldn't see her face. But she definitely sounded impressed. "The dragon blood was unpleasant, but… I mean, we got it from a donor on the internet."

"In exchange for pictures of your feet," said Cerim. "All according to ancient tradition. But his blood wasn't vibrant enough. My trusting nature shall not be taken advantage of a second time! And then we shall see who among us is the better jockey."

"Yes," said Jisi. "Me."

She paused just long enough for Cerim to open her mouth and get half a syllable out, and then added, "You can tell, because I won, and you lost."

And then, after another pause, "That means that I'm better than you."

Pause.

"At racing."

By this point, Cerim had stopped trying to get a word in edgewise, and was reduced to sputtering angrily. Sitting next to Jisi in the back seat, Gail could feel the smugness radiating off her, and Gail sighed, half fond and half exasperated, at exactly the same moment that Amy gave a very similar sigh.

"Yes, yes, yes," said Jisi. "Fine! It was a good race and everyone tried their best and Amy is a very good runner and maybe there will be times when she wins races, but I won this race, so I get to show the princess how to ride and so on, and your girl gets used to demonstrate things, and that's also a connection to royalty even if it isn't good as mine, and nobody is going to be mad or throw any princesses off or try to show anyone that I'm not good at riding, and maybe I will demonstrate how human sows can perform oral sex on each other when they are good friends, and the variations in how they orgasm. Or perhaps there will not be orgasms, hm?"

"Hey!" said Gail, who didn't see why her orgasm should depend on whether or not Amy acted up. It'd been a few days, okay? Not that going a few days between orgasms would've been a big deal before she'd met Jisi, but… it'd been a few really frustrating days.

Amy's hands stayed on the wheel like a responsible driver's, but her shoulders moved—slumping in defeat, or shrugging, or shaking with suppressed laughter. "Fine," she said, and yeah, there was a hint of laughter there. "We'll do the thing."

She didn't sound enthusiastic about doing the thing. But she'd driven here herself, and it wasn't like she didn't know what she was getting into—Gail and Amy had gone on excursions to goblinlaw together before. Based on that experience, Gail didn't think it'd be that long before Amy was really excited about doing the thing. It was true that Princess Reedy didn't know what she was doing, but Jisi was going to teach her, and Jisi knew exactly what she was doing, and she did it very well.

They were getting close to the goblinlaw island enclave where Gail had been hunted for sport once. Last time, Amy had gotten instructions to drop Gail off at the hunting lodge, but this time she hadn't, so she pulled into a parking lot on the humanlaw side, because she had a nice car and knew better than to park it in goblinlaw.

Then Jisi and Cerim got Gail and Amy saddled up, to ride them across the bridge and into goblinlaw.

Caerim was still pretty mad about losing the race, and Jisi rubbing it in her face that she'd lost the race, and probably also about having to leave Amy with Jisi for the day. Gail could tell by the angry set of Cerim's shoulders, and the way she dug her heels into Amy's chest, and the way she pushed to get out in front and cross the bridge first.

Gail could've overtaken them, of course. Gail was faster than Amy, and Jisi was the superior jockey. But Jisi didn't give her the signal to, so she didn't. Jisi's reasons probably had less to do with being a gracious winner and more to do with the view of Amy's butt when she ran… which were reasons Gail couldn't argue with. Amy was really pretty.

Also, it was kind of sweet to watch the tension bleed out of Cerim and Amy both, as they ran. None of them were pushing very hard—it was a gentle jog, and only a few minutes long, but in those minutes Cerim's stiff posture relaxed, and she bounced up and down in the saddle, flowing with Amy's movements. Like they were a single creature, with nothing on its mind but the joy of using its body well. Gail knew that feeling.

Eventually, they reached the other parking lot—the one by the hunting lodge, where the cars were just decoys to convince people it was safe to park their cars there. Gail knelt to let Jisi dismount, and Amy knelt too. Cerim was still scowling slightly when she hopped out of the saddle, but Amy was breathing hard and had a sheen of sweat and a flush on her skin that made her look… well, it seemed like she was a bit more resigned to whatever was going to happen.

Then the two goblins left to go inside without any further instructions, so Amy and Gail stayed kneeling side by side in the parking lot, saddles behind them.

"I mean," said Amy. "You did win the race."

"I did!" Gail hadn't meant that to come out sounding quite so much like bragging as it did. Oops. "I absolutely hated trying to run where those goblins had those trip-lines and so on, and then the river…"

"It was the worst! Like, the official route had a bridge on it? But if we'd stuck to it, we wouldn't even have gotten close…" Amy shook her head. "It was a good race. Next time I'm going to win, though."

Maybe. And if not next time, then probably sooner or later. "If you do, your butt will regret it."

Because—according to the goblins who organized the races they ran in—the humans who ran in goblin races would see getting fucked in the ass as more of a prize than fucking someone else in the ass. And whether or not they saw it as a prize, that was the prize they were going to get.

And maybe Amy should have been cooling down after her run, but her face and the back of her neck only got redder, and she couldn't meet Gail's eyes. So, maybe the goblins weren't entirely wrong about that. Either way, punishment or prize—Gail's time with Jisi had taught her that there were a lot of things that were pretty much both.

And then Jisi came back out of the lodge, and instead of Cerim with her, it was Reedy, the goblin princess who they'd been introduced to after the race. Apparently goblins liked having someone who had supreme authority over them, so they could always know exactly who it was that they were defying, and there were enough goblins living in humanlaw that they felt that they needed a goblin queen to have someone whose authority they could be flouting. Which was going to be Reedy—once she took the throne of humanlaw, she would have treaty rights for the goblins living in humanlaw, which was something they'd definitely be trying to find ways around, but which they'd also follow when necessary.

She'd just come of age—twenty-two, apparently, because goblins would never suffer the authority of someone who wasn't at least twenty-two—but she looked young, eyes wide as she followed behind Jisi, who was strutting importantly.

"But they're so big!" said Reedy as they got closer. "And they're not tied up or anything, and they've got clothing on, and…"

"It's the way they are in humanlaw," said Jisi. "You get used to it. Also, they're so loud all the time, clomping around on their enormous feet and then saying stupid things with their huge mouths."

Reedy stopped walking like ten feet away from where Gail and Amy were kneeling, but she craned her neck to get a better view. "Are they tame? I mean, really tame?"

"Mmm." Jisi was still striding towards Gail and Amy, like she hadn't noticed that Reedy wasn't following anymore. She had her antenna in her hand, and was smacking it idly against her other palm, and Gail wasn't sure whether to lean towards her or flinch away. "Not exactly, no. That's the fun! They'll do what you tell them, because they love you and want to make you happy, but they're also lazy and temperamental and sometimes they think it's funny to pick you up so that you can look you in the eye, and sometimes it is funny when they pick you up and look you in the eye."

"Pick you up? With their hands?" Reedy's eyes went, if possible, even wider, her ears pinned flat against her head, and she fell back a step.

"Well, that's just one of the reasons why you want to get them in the saddle. It can be fun to ride bareback? Like, when they get sweaty enough, you can rub your pussy against the back of their neck, and that feels nice, and maybe if you're working with a girl who doesn't know how to run well enough to go in the forests with her arms behind their back it might make sense not to put her in a saddle, because when you're riding them, if they fall down, you fall down too. But when their hands are fastened right, they can't get you with them. And also, some of them are clever enough to realize that once you've strapped them in, they're going to need you to let them out, so they don't say stupid things or do things like try to get you to fall off so they can run away."

"Oh," said Reedy.

"And while these two aren't tame, they have been tamed pretty well. I mean, mine better than hers, obviously, that's why we won the race, but Cerim is actually very good at training girls and riding them, and that's why she came so close to beating even me!"

"Mhmmm." Reedy shifted from foot to foot. "I believe you completely."

The extent to which she very much did not believe Jisi completely made Gail snort a little. Just a little, and not quite as much as Amy, but enough to make Jisi frown at them. "But you see what I mean about their enormous mouths and how they always talk too much."

"Yes!" said Reedy, who apparently was willing to believe her on that one. "Isn't there anything you can do about that!"

Jisi grinned, sudden and blinding as a flashlight. She wasn't literally leading Reedy by the nose like she sometimes did to Gail, but she was pretty good at getting the goblin princess to go where she wanted anyway. "There are be-quiet pills," she said. "These two are experienced enough that they can be too loud even when they can't make any sounds out of their mouths, but it's still nice when they've had their be-quiet pills and can't be all 'blah blah blah,' about every silly thing they get mad about. Here, you should learn how to pill them."

"Do the pills go up their butts? They have very big butts. I want to put something up in there." Reedy's ears perked up with interest and she shuffled hesitantly closer.

"Haha," said Jisi. "They have amazing butts! Filled with fat and muscle, and their anal passage is astonishingly capacious. But no. The pills go in their mouths. Unless you've got one who farts really loudly at night, and you want her to fart more quietly, to let you sleep."

"I understand. But all those teeth."

"I know, I know. But we'll give them be-quiet pills, and then I'll show you how to put their tails in. Then you'll see how happy having something like up their butts makes them, and you'll start to understand how to be in charge of one of these sows."

Reedy frowned, thinking about it. Then she strode forward. She was a little shorter than Jisi, so she had to tilt her chin up to look in Amy's eyes even when Amy was kneeling. Which she did, giving her a long, hard look, and then moved along and did the same to Gail.

With her eyes still locked on Gail's, she held out her hand, and Jisi put a pill into it. "I'm going to dose one of them," said Reedy. "That way I'll be able to tell the difference."

"Oh," said Jisi. "Well, if you want to give Sprinkle the pill, she's not quite as mannerly as my Apples. Apples won't talk unless she has permission, most of the—"

Reedy turned and gave Jisi an innocent smile. "But I thought you were a powerful wizard, who has a way with unruly humans."

Jisi scowled.

Then Reedy pinched Gail's nose, and, when Gail opened her mouth to complain about it, popped the be-quiet pill in. "Also, this is the faster one, so obviously I'm going to ride her. You can have the other one."

"Sure!" said Jisi brightly. Reedy still wasn't looking at Jisi, so she didn't see how Jisi's smile got pointy in a way that promised unpleasant things for Reedy later. "Apples is much faster, but she's also a bit lazy, so it will be easier to ride her. Sprinkle is very spirited! And also upset about losing the race."

"Upset at you. But now we were going to put something up their butts?"

"First we're going to get them undressed. It's easier to put things into butts when there aren't shorts in front of the butt hole."

"Ohhhhh. That does make sense! That's why they wear clothing, probably, to keep people from putting things up their butts."

"Probably. If it weren't for that, who'd be able to resist! Anyway. We could tell them to undress, and they'd do it, but you should learn how to manage their shoelaces and so on, because when you get a girl there's going to be a while before you teach her how to do things for herself, and you'll have to do them for her. Also, sometimes they're worn out after a long race or from being mounted roughly and repeatedly, and they're very grateful when you take care of them. Now, here's the secret of shoelaces: they're much too long and complicated, but if you use scissors to open them up, it's hard to get them closed again."

The thing was, goblins wore shoes with shoelaces all the time. And Jisi was extremely good with knots, as Gail had reason to know. But at the same time, when there was a long enough length of string involved, they would get themselves tangled up in them if they weren't careful. And while Jisi was being careful, Reedy wasn't.

Gail was being good and holding her position, on her knees, face forward, so she couldn't see exactly how bad it was. But there was definitely a point where Reedy had managed to tie Gail's sneakers together with one of the laces before tying herself up with the other one tightly enough that Jisi had to extract her. And then she had a certain amount of difficulty getting the shoes off, and getting the laces back through the holes. And then she spent a long time tugging at Gail's socks, but not necessarily in a direction that got the socks closer to coming off of Gail's feet.

Since Gail had been the one who'd gotten the be-quiet pill, she couldn't point out that they didn't actually need to take her sneakers off if they were going to be putting them back on for the ride. And while Amy hadn't gotten a be-quiet pill, Jisi had been the one undressing her, so she was already naked and on her hands and knees while Reedy was still doing battle with shoelaces. And Amy was much more inclined to laugh—or at least snort quietly—than to be helpful when Reedy managed to get Gail's sports bra over her head, and off of one her arms, but then back around her other arm, and then get distracted by her breasts and start batting at them to watch them swing.

And since Gail was the one who got the be-quiet pill, nobody actually heard her sigh about that, but eventually Jisi came over and explained shirts to Reedy, who listened patiently and then got Gail a little more tangled up in her shirt and also her shoelaces, before she finally managed to get everything off.

"Okay, okay," said Jisi.

Reedy did a little bounce on her toes. "Now we put things in their butts?"

"Now we learn about the relevant parts, and see how they respond to things. And then we put things in their butts. First, you see how—"

"Oh! This one has a little frill coming out of her pussy, and that one doesn't!"

"Yes! Those are her inner lips. With some sows, they're visible like that, and with others they're kept under the outer lips, which are fatter and not as soft."

There was a gentle touch on Gail's pussy, which made her shiver just a little. "Why?" asked Reedy. "What are those for?"

"Well," said Jisi, "sometimes when you pinch them it'll make the sows mad, and that's a good way of testing if they're properly restrained, or if they've learned enough not to smack you when you make them mad. Also, if you touch them right, it can make them happy and obedient. They're fun!"

Reedy stroked Gail's pussy again. And then she pinched it, because yes, she was a bit afraid of people, but you couldn't tell a goblin about pinching something and then expect them not to pinch it. And apparently Gail had learned enough not to smack Reedy when she got pinched there. No matter how tempting it was.

Reedy giggled. "That's fun! You should do that with the other one."

"Hm," said Jisi. "On the one hand, everyone should look more like my girl, she's perfect. But on the other hand, people get mad when you do cosmetic magic on their girls, and it's best to avoid feuds unless you think it would be fun. But! In humanlaw, that would be illegal, even if you could reverse it whenever you wanted! That is important to know. Now, okay, another thing—Apples. On your back, legs apart."

Gail had learned enough to follow instructions like that, too. The asphalt was warm under Gail's back, a few clouds scudded by overhead, and she still wasn't completely used to being naked outdoors. Or, for that matter, being used as a teaching aid. Despite the fact that Jisi really liked making her do both those things.

"That's less interesting than her butt," said Reedy. "I mean, you can see her pussy from the back, because it doesn't have any hair."

"They come with hair," said Jisi. "It's better if you make them get rid of that, so that you can see what you're doing. Anyway. Actually… Sprinkle, come here. No, not like that—no, over here, facing that way, still up on your hands and knees. There! Now you can fondle a butt while I explain some things to you."

Gail was still looking up at the sky, but Amy hadn't been given a be-quiet pill, and from the half-strangled little noise that she made, it seemed like Reedy hadn't started off being gentle when it came to fondling her.

Not that Reedy was entirely distracted by Amy's butt. When Jisi explained exactly where Gail's clit was, and how she needed to get warmed up a little before you made direct contact, or she'd find it uncomfortable, Reedy immediately put her finger there and pushed down, and then laughed hysterically when Gail twisted loose. Reedy was also happy to put her fingers up inside Gail to feel how wet she was for them.

And then Reedy was very surprised to find out that humans didn't pee from their clit, so Gail and Amy had to get back up on their hands and knees so that they could demonstrate that, and also why Amy was called Sprinkle. Which led to a discussion of the other differences between different humans. Which involved both Gail and Amy lying face-down on the pavement, while Jisi demonstrated that despite them being more or less the same height, Amy had longer legs than Gail, and a shorter torso.

"But doesn't that make her a better runner?" asked Reedy. "They use their legs to run, and longer ones can go further."

"Well," said Jisi. "It's one of the things that makes a good runner. When you're looking for a sow, you want to pick one with nice clean lines like that, and long legs. But also their butts are very important! Mine has a bigger butt, because she has bigger butt muscles, which help make the legs keep going."

"I see. Can I bite it?"

"A little bit. Not enough to break the skin. Sometimes they like biting, and sometimes they don't."

Gail gave an indignant snort, and Jisi just laughed. Which… okay, maybe Jisi wasn't wrong. But there was a lot of ground between 'a little bit,' and 'not enough to break the skin,' and when Reedy chomped down, it was a lot closer to the breaking skin part of that spectrum. Of course, the be-quiet pill meant that neither of them got to hear her squeal in response, but then they both got to examine her pussy to see if that had made her noticeably wetter, which was more revealing than she would've preferred.

So was the similar investigation they conducted before and after putting the tail into Gail's butt.

Gail didn't even like anal that much! Maybe she liked it more than she used to before Jisi had made that tail for her. Or maybe she was just being turned on by being poked and prodded and having Jisi and Reedy talking about what turned her on like she wasn't even there. Which wasn't actually less embarrassing than being turned on by anal.

But nobody was asking Gail's opinion, and if they did, she'd had a be-quiet pill, so she didn't have to answer them. Either way, by the time the two goblins had finished inserting the tail, Gail was a lot more turned on than she'd been before they'd started, and Jisi made sure that Reedy could see that, and would be able to tell what it looked like when she got to work on a human sow without expert assistance.

"Okay!" said Jisi. "Now you try it on Sprinkle."

Amy was still lying face down, and Jisi sat on Amy's back, crosslegged, with her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands. Reedy straddled Amy's thighs, her little green face scrunched up in concentration as she wiggled Amy's tail back and forth.

Amy was making pained little noises, her hands clenching and opening. Then Reedy gave the tail a particularly vigorous shove, and Amy let out a loud gasp.

"You made the plug too big!" Reedy said with a gleam in her eye that suggested that, despite her words, she wasn't really complaining. "Her butt doesn't want to take it!"

"She likes it, you can tell by the way her hips are moving," Jisi explained. "Anyway, it's got to be like that, so it won't fall out. You need to make sure that the plug doesn't fall out, but also you have to be careful that it doesn't swallow it completely. That's why it's got a flared base where the tail is attached."

"Swallow it? That sounds fake. You're making that up." Reedy gave the plug another jab, and Amy made a punched-out sounding whine, and Reedy's eyes got wide and her ears perked up and she said, "Ohhhhhhh."

"See? Look how greedy she gets once the thickest part is through." Jisi told her any number of things about humans and their butts, while Reedy asked questions and giggled at the way Amy's tail twitched when Reedy pushed it in particularly deeply or when she put her hand inside her, to see if she could feel how much she enjoyed getting that plug up her butt, and also to feel the plug from inside of her.

Nobody was paying attention to Gail, so she just lay there and watched while Jisi explained about how non-magical plugs would need lubricants and couldn't stay in indefinitely inside human's butts, and that yes, those butts were normally filled with poop and farts, but the magic of the plug would destroy those within her, so it was a good thing to have if you didn't want to have to clean up after your girl. All while Amy squirmed and gasped and moaned.

By the time the plug was firmly in and the goblins decided to stop playing with it and have Gail and Amy get back up on their knees so they could be saddled up, Amy was flushed and breathing hard. So was Gail. Jisi made sure to point that out while she was showing Reedy how to cinch the straps on the saddles, and which ones mounts would be lazy about and you needed to pull them tight whether or not they liked it, and which ones would cause chafing if they were on too tightly.

"Now, if you're riding an unfamiliar mount," said Jisi, patting Amy's butt, "you can give them a little treat or two, so that they know you are a friend and that you have their best interests at heart. Orgasms, cheese, that sort of thing. Human sows are very motivated by orgasms and cheese! Now watch me make this one come."

"I understand completely," said Reedy. "So I should make mine—"

"No," Jisi snapped.

"Awwww." Reedy's ears drooped. Gail… wasn't sure how she felt about it. She'd spent days being riled up in preparation for going out to meet the goblin queen of humanlaw, and then they'd had a certain amount of riling up with their tails—hers was still slapping irritably at her thighs—and she really wanted to come. But also, she wanted Jisi. Not someone else.

"First of all," said Jisi, "that's my girl. You're just riding her for now. Also, Apples isn't like some sows who can come repeatedly, both in quick succession and spread out over a while. Her orgasms are intense and earth-shattering! I did not bring enough cheese to keep her on task after one of those, so she'll have to watch her friend orgasm instead. She likes that, too. Everybody likes it, because it's great. C'mon, open up your knees, there's a Sprinkle."

Amy didn't need much encouragement. She scooted her knees apart so that Jisi could slip a hand between her legs, and then Amy's eyes fluttered closed, her breath coming hard through her nose, her teeth clamping down on the bit in her mouth, hips thrusting—

"Steady there!" Jisi grabbed Amy's hip, and Amy whined in protest but obediently went still.

Reedy craned in for a closer look.

"You have to be careful with their hips," said Jisi, the fingers of one hand still working on Amy. Amy's thighs started trembling, with the effort of not moving, or with her climax coming closer, or— "It's because of all the muscles in the butt working them—if you let one of them trap your hand between them and a hard surface, imagine all that weight and muscle just grinding at you! And they think they want it, but they don't need it. You can set a sow off with just a really light kiss, here, watch."

Reedy watched. Gail watched. And Jisi leaned over until her face was in Amy's crotch, and Amy gave a choked-off cry, and then muscles in her stomach tensed up, and for a few seconds she couldn't even breathe. And Reedy and Gail watched the sudden release, afterwards.

Jisi was very good at what she did, and whether or not it was socially acceptable for someone to want the world to know how good their partner was at sex, Gail kind of did, and now Reedy would know that too. But Gail also just… she really wanted to come. She wanted her tail to be as loose and relaxed and as happy as Amy's.

Maybe soon. Probably soon? Before the end of the day, anyway? But it wasn't time for that. It was time for Jisi to climb up into Amy's saddle, and for Reedy to saddle up on Gail. Whether or not she knew what she was doing.

And she didn't.

According to Reedy, she'd been the best at her riding classes back in goblinlaw, and won prizes at steeplechase, and everything. Which… sometimes goblins told the truth about some things.

"It's just that these are wild!" said Reedy, after giving Gail the tap that told her to stand up, and then shrieking and falling off when Gail stood up. "They grew up in humanlaw and you don't know what they're going to do!"

"Yeah, I know!" said Jisi. "That's what makes them fun! I mean, there's like a million things that I could say which would make Sprinkle go crazy and try to throw me off, and I can't say any of them unless I want to see if I can stay on when she's mad!"

"It's just easier when they know what they're supposed to do," said Reedy. "And also I wasn't supposed to do riding lessons because Mom thought I would get hurt or run away and she didn't want me to do that until I was old enough."

Which did suggest that she might not have been the best at her riding classes or won prizes at steeplechase. Another clue was the way she kept giving Gail the tap that meant 'kneel' when Gail was already kneeling, and then getting confused when Gail didn't do anything, and then Jisi had to come down and show the difference, and then Reedy started Gail off toward the trees when Jisi was still getting back into the saddle, and then she pulled on the reins hard enough that Gail thought she was going to pull them both over backwards.

But eventually, Reedy figured it out well enough for them to all head out into the forest, jogging along the paved road. When Gail had been hunted through that forest, she'd hated that road, because the goblins had a really good line of sight when she was on the road, so they could shoot her from all the way away, which meant that she couldn't stay on the road, and going on a road was a lot simpler than running through a forest, so the goblins had been able to go back and forth really quickly on it.

It didn't take long before Reedy decided that jogging back and forth on a little stretch of road within a forest was boring, and it was time to do something else, even if she wasn't necessarily that good at the thing that she was currently doing. While Jisi was using her car antenna with Amy, Reedy had brought along a riding crop, and Gail wasn't sure how she felt about that riding crop. It didn't hurt quite as much as the car antenna did, but it hurt over a wider area. And also, Reedy didn't know exactly what she was doing with it, so she'd hit Gail when she wanted her to go faster, but also when she wanted her to turn, and then she'd get a little flustered when Gail didn't turn.

Thinking back, Jisi hadn't always known exactly what she was doing—not with the car antenna, and certainly not with the bridle. She'd started off just pulling Gail's hair in the direction that she wanted her to go. They'd spent a lot of time learning that stuff together, and now Jisi was really good at it.

Not that Gail could watch Jisi show off her skills at the moment. Gail was too busy running, and trying to figure out what the hell it was that Reedy wanted from her. But from time to time she'd get a good look at Jisi and Amy running. Amy had at least a few reasons to make it look like Jisi didn't actually know what she was doing, but it hadn't taken long before she was running as hard as she could, giving Jisi exactly what she was asking for from her.

Another thing that Jisi had done a few times, back when she and Gail were just starting to run together, was to give Gail signals because she thought they'd be funny, without thinking through what would happen if Gail actually listened to them. Jisi had learned pretty quickly not to do that, though, and it seemed like Reedy needed the same lesson.

So when Reedy sent Gail running along the pier at the end of the road, Gail ran down it, and when, instead of pulling up on the reins when they reached the end of the pier, Reedy slapped her butt with the riding crop, Gail kept running, instead of pulling up. Which was fine, right up until the point when she ran out of pier.

Just like Gail had suspected, the water around the island was pretty cold. And also, swimming with arms strapped into a saddle that she wore on her back wasn't in any way easy. And judging from the noises that Reedy made, sitting in that saddle on her back, she'd reached a similar conclusion about the water being cold, and maybe also a similar conclusion about how well Gail was going to be able to swim with her arms tied behind her back.

But Gail had seen the problem coming from a lot further off than Reedy, so she'd taken a deep breath before jumping off the end of the pier, and she wasn't about to let it out just to shriek about things. Also, Gail had been given a be-quiet pill and Reedy hadn't, so even if she hadn't been more ready for the swim than Reedy, nobody would've heard her shrieking about it. Unlike Princess Reedy, who was probably audible for quite a distance.

A few years back, Gail had taken a scuba diving course, and the instructor had explained that you shouldn't try to swim with your hands when you're underwater, but just to use your legs, because the muscles there are a lot stronger. Of course, at the time Gail had been wearing swimming flippers on her feet and a tank full of compressed air on her back. Whereas now, she had sneakers on her feet and a panicking goblin on her back, who was thrashing about randomly and getting herself tangled while trying to get loose.

Still, even though the situations weren't exactly the same, the advice proved surprisingly applicable. Gail might not have been able to swim properly, but she still managed to propel herself forward through the water by kicking. The pier hadn't been that long, and the water was deep, but not impossibly deep. It took longer than she'd have liked, and once or twice during the process she felt like she was drowning and regretted any number of choices that she'd made, but eventually, her feet found the bottom. And Reedy had gotten through it okay enough to get loose from the saddle and then stand on Gail's head and shout all sorts of things.

Gail was in water right up to her neck, and the bottom was mostly weeds and slippery rocks. Wading was enough of a challenge without a little goblin girl dancing on her head, wet and mad at things. But the first time Gail slipped on one of those rocks and lost her balance, Reedy grabbed hold of Gail's hair and didn't let go again. When Gail regained her footing, Reedy was still on top of Gail's head like a wet and angry hat, but at least she wasn't actively moving around up there.

Over on the shore, Jisi and Amy had pulled up and were watching them; Amy looking sympathetic, or at least as sympathetic as she could with a bit in her mouth, and Jisi looking absolutely delighted by how things had turned out. Which was something of a relief, although it didn't mean that there wasn't going to be any trouble about it. Jisi's delight in things tended to focus on what had happened right at that moment, and not necessarily what was going to happen five minutes later, let alone long-term consequences. But at least Gail got back ashore without falling down again.

"Why did she go off that pier!" Reedy demanded, not loosening her death grip on Gail's hair. "This one is terrible."

"Because you told her to go off the pier," said Jisi, as patiently as Jisi was capable of saying something. "That's what they do."

Reedy gave a disdainful sniff, which sounded less imperious and more wet on account of her being half drowned. "Obviously I didn't want her to actually do it. That's stupid. Is your mount stupid?"

"Well," said Jisi. Gail looked at Amy, and Amy looked back at her, nearly as amused as Jisi sounded. "But no! That's not the thing! The thing is, when you're riding them, they let you tell them where to go. I mean, this one is probably about as smart as mine, and if Cerim had told her to go off the dock, she'd have gone off the dock. But I don't know if she'd have gone if you'd told her to. She's not as well-trained as my girl!"

Amy gave a warning snort.

Jisi tapped her butt with her car antenna, and said, "See! She knows that if she's good and does what she's supposed to, I'll show you what it's like when two humans try to give each other oral sex at the same time! And that if she doesn't do what she's supposed to, I'll tell Cerim about it, and she'll be sad. But she's still thinking about going back up to the road and then running off the pier and what could I do to stop that, really? My girl would also think that, if things were the other way around, but she wouldn't be quite so loud about it—"

"Because she has a be-quiet pill in her." Reedy slid down into the saddle, which was also very wet. It squelched uncomfortably on Gail's back.

"Because she is better trained and also because she has a be-quiet pill in her. When you get a girl—you should pick a good one, there are lots of them so you're going to have to be really careful about which one you pick—she's not going to start off doing what you want her to do all the time. So she has to get used to listening to you, and you have to get used to her listening to you, so that you don't steer her into trees or off of piers."

"Yes, yes. But really, I mean, she's stupid, obviously, they all are, everyone besides me is."

"Uh-huh," said Jisi, who sounded like she was absolutely agreeing with Reedy, and she was, except that she was just as sure that Reedy was stupid as Reedy was sure that Jisi was stupid.

"So why would she run off the end of the pier! Now I'm wet, and the saddle is all squishy."

"That's the thing! She is smart enough to know not to run off the end of a pier. But once she gets used to doing what you tell her to do, she can run faster, because she doesn't pay attention to whether or not she's running off of a pier or anything. That's how I got her to run fast enough to win the race, and also how I could get her to get fucked by a troll!"

"She didn't get fucked by a troll. That's not real. Their penises are too large to fit inside of a human sow's vaginal canal."

"I used magic! Magic and convincing."

There was a long pause as Reedy considered that. "Also I dropped my riding crop. When she jumped into the water. Now how am I supposed to tell her anything?"

"Mm," said Jisi. "Good question. Apples, kneel."

Gail knelt, and Reedy climbed down out of the saddle.

"Up!" said Jisi, and Gail stood up. It was all a bit silly, but she did like doing what Jisi told her to do, was what it came down to. And then Jisi told her to go get the riding crop, which was still floating out there in the lake. And while Jisi did take the bit out of Gail's mouth, so that she could catch the riding crop and bring it back, she didn't unstrap her from the saddle first. Gail wasn't sure that she liked listening to Jisi nearly as much, when she made her do things like that.

Jumping into the water and making directly for shore was one thing, but trying to swim with her hands behind her back, and then trying to catch a riding crop with her mouth and hold it in her mouth the whole way back to shore, was something else entirely. It was true that there wasn't someone dancing angrily on top of her head this time, and if she really ran into trouble, Jisi had already gotten Amy out of her saddle, so she could've sent her in to pull Gail to shore. But it was hard and uncomfortable and kind of scary, and Jisi could've just let Gail out of the saddle.

Gail had spent the morning running around with a rider who didn't know what she was doing, so by the time she finally got back to shore, her legs were trembling and the sides of her mouth were sore, first from being jerked around by someone who didn't know how to use the reins, and then by having to carry a riding crop while slipping on rocks and seaweed.

But Jisi patted Gail's head and plucked the riding crop out of her mouth and handed it to Reedy with a smug grin, and Reedy was impressed, even though she was trying not to show how impressed she actually was, and there was definitely something to that. And then Jisi finally unbuckled Gail from the saddle.

"You're right, though," Jisi said, prodding the saddle distastefully with her toes. "It is all squishy. It needs to dry out in the sun for a bit. I know! In the meantime you can learn how to ride!"

Reedy crossed her arms. The riding crop dripped a steady trickle of water onto the stones. "How am I supposed to do that without a saddle?"

"I mean riding a sow's face! It's an important skill, if you want to be with a human woman, while you're living in humanlaw. On your back, Apples—"

But just when Gail was about to collapse gratefully onto a nice sun-warmed patch of grass right next to where the road met the pier—

"On the pier," Jisi added. "Honestly! How would I tie you to the grass?"

So Gail lay down on the scratchy, splintery wood instead. She could have pointed out that there wasn't any need to tie her down, but she'd had a be-quiet pill, and also no one was asking her opinion.

"It's because Princess Reedy is still a little scared of H-U-M-A-N-S," Jisi whispered, not at all quietly, into Gail's ear as she secured her wrist.

"Am not! Her teeth are so big! Do all of them have such big teeth?"

"Approximately! Come here, Sprinkle, and show Princess Reedy your teeth."

It turned out not to be an entirely convincing demonstration. Amy's teeth were, apparently, a little smaller? But Reedy didn't want it to be Amy who was giving her oral, because Amy wasn't even well-trained enough to jump off a pier when she was told, Jisi had said so herself.

In the end, what convinced her was having Gail stick her tongue out, which demonstrated just how large and cow-like her tongue was, and also Jisi saying that Gail was well trained enough that she wouldn't bite, not even if someone hit her right in the pussy with a riding crop when she was giving oral.

Which… maybe that was true, and maybe it wasn't. But the only reason that Jisi had said it was to make Reedy want to do it. It was clever, actually, in terms of getting Reedy to do what Jisi wanted, and also in terms of making sure that someone would hit Gail in the pussy with a riding crop.

And it worked. Reedy, who'd been hovering at a distance from Gail and her enormous teeth, wriggled out of her shorts and folded them on the dock, then picked her mostly-dry riding crop back up and stood over Gail, swishing the riding crop back and forth thoughtfully.

"Like I was saying," Jisi explained, "with girls like Sprinkle, you can give them a little orgasm now and then, as a treat. But you can't do that with Apples, which is why it's important to fuck her a lot."

"Okay?" said Reedy uncertainly. "Her whole head is so big, though. How do you even sit on it?"

"You don't so much sit on it as ride it," said Jisi. "Honestly, the real problem is her nose, because she'll get whiny if you push too hard there."

Then both of them threw back their heads and cackled, "But not with the be-quiet pill!"

"But if she can only come some of the time, why do you have to fuck her more?" asked Reedy.

"Oh!" said Jisi. "Because she's a giant whore who likes having sex. And if she can't have the sort of sex where she has an orgasm, she can have the kind of sex where you have an orgasm!"

"Ohhh," said Reedy. "I understand." Then she climbed up onto Gail's face.

Gail wasn't sure what Jisi had meant when she'd said that getting oral from Gail was more like riding her head than sitting on it. Sometimes Jisi would grip with her legs tightly enough that her feet were off the ground, so maybe that was it? But Reedy had apparently decided it meant that she should reach behind her to grab a hank of Gail's hair with one hand, and then smack her breast with the riding crop with the other, and shout, "Giddyup!"

Well, there had been a point to jumping off the pier, beyond it being kind of funny, and that was to show Reedy that Gail was going to do what Reedy told her. So she did. The angle wasn't quite as good as it was with Jisi, who knew what she was doing, and no one could taste as good as Jisi, and Reedy jolted when Gail pushed her tongue up against her, like she wasn't used to getting that sort of attention.

It didn't make her loosen her grip on Gail's hair. Or make her stop smacking her with the riding crop. Kind of the opposite, actually. But when she said "Giddyup?" a second time, she sounded a lot less certain than she had at first.

She was kind of cute. Small and sweet, and it didn't take Gail very long to find the places which made her breath catch. There really wasn't that much point to getting her tongue inside of a human woman—the more interesting places were a little too deep to reach with a tongue. But goblin women were small and tight, and when Gail put her tongue inside of Reedy and swirled it around, Reedy froze. Her hand loosened a little and then tightened, and Gail could feel the orgasm moving through her.

Just like Jisi, she wasn't done after finishing once. After she finished, she pushed forward just a little bit, out of the reach of Gail's tongue, took a few breaths, and then settled back down. And started hitting Gail with the riding crop harder and more erratically. Only Gail didn't get to find out if she was exactly like Jisi, because before she was completely done, Jisi suggested that she stop for a little while to see something cool.

Which was ominous, but it also made Gail's hips move a little, straining against the paracords that held her tied down to the pier.

"So, you know how I was saying that you shouldn't let her come too often?" said Jisi.

Reedy rolled her eyes as she dismounted Gail's head. "Like a million times! Look, I know that I am much more attractive than you are, but you don't have to worry so much. Most of the time people licking me out don't come just from that."

"Uh-huh," said Jisi. "But my point is, the more turned on you make her, the better she is at giving head. Here, watch. Sprinkle! Go and lick Apples for a bit."

Gail was fastened down to the pier pretty tightly, little ropes twisting through the boards and around and over her, but Jisi had left her head free. So she looked up and saw Amy, who had gotten to sit in the soft patch of sun-warmed grass, tilting her head at Jisi and giving her a bright look. Amy hadn't had a be-quiet pill, so she could have said something, but she didn't.

"Oh, come on," said Jisi. "You get to make your friend happy, and she's going to be returning the favor later, when you demonstrate what sex between humans looks like!"

Amy stood up and started walking towards Gail. And then she did that thing, where she moved her head to toss her hair over her shoulder so that it wouldn't get in the way, and Gail responded, completely involuntarily, her hips tilting in the ropes, moving to meet her.

She didn't even know Amy that well! It was just that Jisi and Cerim were friends, and as a result, Amy and Gail spent a lot of time together, and as a result of that, they spent a certain amount of time having sex with each other. Maybe if they'd met without Jisi and Cerim being involved, something similar would have happened; Amy was really smart and pretty and fun. But a lot of people were smart and pretty and fun and Gail hadn't decided to have sex with most of them.

As it was, Amy had spent a lot of time eating Gail out. So, while they might not know each other that well in some ways, Amy definitely knew Gail well enough to have her twisting and moaning silently within seconds of the first teasing flick of her tongue. And the way that Gail was tied to the pier, there wasn't any way for her to grab Amy and hold her down while she fucked her face, no matter how badly she wanted to do that.

Amy was smart and pretty and fun and she knew what she was doing, and Jisi had spent a whole weekend getting Gail frustrated and needy, and also she was tied to a pier with a be-quiet pill in her and there wasn't anything that she could do about it, and she was naked and it was sunny, and when Reedy settled herself down again… well, it could be that the more turned on Gail was, the better she was at giving head, just like Jisi said. Because she needed something. To taste someone, to feel someone.

It didn't take long before Reedy was coming again, and then Amy stopped licking Gail's pussy, and Reedy started hitting it with a riding crop. Which wasn't an improvement. It wasn't even an improvement over being bitten, which was what Jisi did when she was done. Gail couldn't get out of the way, or even protect herself by crossing her legs or anything. And she was very sensitive there, thanks to one thing and another. She screamed up into Reedy's crotch, which made her laugh and hit her again, which was not what someone who was afraid of being bitten should've done.

Jisi was laughing even harder than Reedy. "Right, right. Very good! That way she knows that it hurts to stop having sex with you. That's very important, in case she might be tired or something, and want to stop having sex with you, because then she won't want to stop having sex with you because it hurts! But first you should make sure that she's not going to bite you if you hurt her too much, and then, when you're done, you should say something nice to her, and pat her head, and maybe give her a treat."

"Why?" Reedy stopped hitting her, anyway, and she dropped off of Gail's face, landing wetly on her chest, to look her in the eye. "She is very large and sweaty."

"That's true," said Jisi. "But that's always true. Once you finish using them for sex, you should tell them that they did a good job serving you sexually. That way, they'll know that you're happy with them and won't get mopey. Unless there's something going on with their periods!"

Reedy poked the bottom of Gail's chin. "You have a very large tongue. I liked to fuck it! When I find a girl, I will get one with a softer tongue, but yours was pretty good."

Gail scowled at Reedy, and then lifted her head so that she could scowl at Jisi, who was standing behind Reedy.

Jisi grinned back. "Good luck! I think their tongues are bumpier than our tongues because of how big they are."

Reedy waved that off idly without looking away from Gail. "What's a periods."

"Ah!" said Jisi. "So, the thing about humans is that their enormous genitals are unnecessarily complicated. So, right—this is their pee-hole? Which isn't either in the vaginal canal, or connected to the clitoris? Well, despite that, if they're not pregnant, they bleed from their vaginal canals every month or so!"

"Weird!" Reedy turned around to stretch herself out on Gail's stomach, resting her head on her hands so that her sharp little elbows dug into Gail's hips. "Why do they do that?"

"Something to do with their terrible uterine linings," said Jisi. "I don't know. Anyway, it gives them cramps which hurt, so that's fun, and sometimes it makes them all grumpy when they're having those cramps which is weird, and maybe they'll be emotional before that. And some of them will get really horny at other parts of their cycles. They're different about that, and when you pick a girl out, you should pay attention to what she's like during that cycle, so you can take advantage of her."

While Jisi was talking, Reedy started playing with Gail's clit. Just fiddling with it, like she would with a desk toy or something. It was still slick from Amy's mouth and sensitive from Reedy's riding crop, and Gail found herself squirming as Jisi explained how, since the blood wasn't coming out of the pee-hole, human sows couldn't hold it back, so it would just leak out when the time came, so you would either have to let them wear clothing or keep them outside, or you'd get blood on wherever you were keeping them, and if you were using them to farm source, the crystals would soak up the blood and turn red, and that would reduce the value of the stones, but if you wanted to hold back an orgasm for a really long time, you couldn't avoid it… and Gail's head fell back against the planks of the pier, her toes curling. Reedy kept up that idle touch with the thumb and two fingers of one hand while her chin was propped on the other, occasionally asking Jisi a question, not even looking at Gail.

"Also," said Jisi, "you're getting her pretty close to orgasm like that."

"Haha!" said Reedy. "Yes, women respond to my touch instinctively, whether or not I am interested in their sexual pleasure."

"Of course, of course," said Jisi. "It has nothing to do with anything else! Do you want to set her off a little, or a lot?"

Reedy took her time answering. She wasn't Jisi, but she did have soft, clever little fingers, and her touch was… Gail bit her lip, tried not to move, tried not to respond to Reedy's touch instinctively, whether or not Reedy was interested in her sexual pleasure.

"I thought that this one could only come once and then that was it for like a day," said Reedy finally.

"Well, maybe for like a half an hour or something. Of course, it can be fun to push her past that. But! She can have really big orgasms, where she turns all red, and the vein in her neck pops out, and you think that maybe her head will pop off her body. Or else, if you stop touching her right after she starts, she can have an orgasm that's only partially satisfying, and then she gets all sad and grumpy, so that's fun too. Also, that means that she's more ready to come again after a little while."

"Hmm. If I set her off with a big one, will she die? I mean, you've never made her come hard enough to kill her, but obviously she's not going to respond to you as well as to me, so…"

"Well… we are in goblinlaw, technically. And you are a royal princess. According to the provisions of the treaties, you can't be held responsible if you make a human orgasm so hard that her head pops off."

"Okay, okay, okay. So how do I do that?"

Gail lifted her head, trying to get a look at Jisi's face, but her view was blocked by Reedy, lying flat along Gail's torso. Gail could feel Jisi settling in between her legs, though. And she could see Amy, her eyes bright with interest and amusement, kneeling by Gail's feet, with tan skin and perfect breasts with dark nipples and areolas, and that focused look she got when she was paying attention to something.

Gail was just laid out there for everyone's education and entertainment. She let her head fall back and looked up at the blue sky and clouds, not really hearing what the goblins were saying, but feeling the things that they were making her feel—fingers on her and in her, impossibly soft little tongues, impossibly sharp little teeth.

Then a scrap of conversation cut through the daze of sensations.

"She'll do her best to hold back her orgasm until she has permission," said Jisi.

And Reedy answered, "I thought she did whatever you told her? But I guess she is stupid and I am very good at sex."

It seemed like, what with one thing and another, Reedy had become more confident when it came to dealing with wild humans. Which might cause problems when she wasn't in goblinlaw, but… and then Jisi was showing Reedy how she could get her arm up inside of Gail, and when she did, there were places which would make Gail's leg start shaking, and how that was a good indicator of. . . something. Gail lost track again. At that point, she could focus on one thing at most, and that was trying to hold back her orgasm until she had permission.

Which took a while. Reedy wasn't as good at getting Gail off as Jisi was, obviously, and sometimes she did things that made it easier to hold back. At the same time, there was something about… Reedy's curiosity, how she didn't know what she was doing, and how Gail just had to take whatever she did anyway.

Also, Jisi had made sure that Gail was on edge even before they'd set out for the goblinlaw resort, and there hadn't been anything that had happened since then which had made things easier for her.

And then the be-quiet pill wore off, which was immediately obvious when Gail started moaning. Reedy gave a squeak and a startled jump, which knocked the breath out of Gail, and then she immediately tried to get Gail to moan again. With Jisi's help, it wasn't at all hard for them to do that. After a while, it wasn't that Gail's legs were shaking in response to what Jisi and Reedy were doing, it was that they were shaking constantly, and she needed just… just a little more pressure in the right place, just a little more slickness, just… just permission.

And when she got it, it was a good thing that she was tied up, because being tied up was the only thing keeping her from crushing a goblin or two with a body that was completely out of her control. It was impossibly good. She was ready, and she'd done what Jisi had wanted, and it was just… so much, all those hands and tongues and… Gail twisted in the ropes that held her to the pier while her body jerked and bucked and pulled, as wave after wave of pleasure went through her.

And then she was done. Limp in the ropes, unable to move, trying to remember how to breathe.

"Haha, wow," said Reedy. "Are you sure that she's not going to die from that? I thought her head was pretty close to falling off."

"Not falling off," said Jisi. "But maybe bursting? When they get all flushed like that, it's because there's too much blood wherever is turning red. Sometimes a boar penis is like that!"

"Do they explode?" asked Reedy.

Gail could hear Amy's amused little snort in the silence that followed.

"In a way," said Jisi, finally. "In a way. Anyway. Let's give her a little time to recover, and you can practice getting the other one to stand and kneel and the rest of it."

"Why?" asked Reedy.

"Because it's easier to get into the saddle when they're kneeling. Humans are taller than us! Also, okay, Cerim did a pretty good job with this one—she was doing most of what I wanted her to do. But when you catch one, she's not going to be used to listening to people about things like getting up and kneeling down and the rest of it, and when you practice positions with them like that, they learn how to listen, and you learn how to tell them what to do."

"I know how to tell them what to do. I made one of them jump off a pier!"

Instead of trying to follow the rest of that conversation, Gail just lay there, relaxing in the sun. Maybe it would be good practice for Reedy to work on positions with Amy, and maybe if she had a little more practice she wouldn't pull too hard when the bit was in Gail's mouth. But Gail knew goblins, and she knew it wouldn't be long before they got bored and wanted to do something different. And since she was probably going to be the something different they'd wind up doing, she had to rest when she could.

Sure enough, just as Gail started drifting off, Reedy declared that she knew how to use the riding crop and the reins—Amy's annoyed snort indicated that Reedy did not know how to use the riding crop and the reins—and that it was time to see how feeding humans worked. The way that Jisi saw it, yes, humans could feed themselves, but when you let them do that, they'd mostly drink expensive coffee and eat chips. It was much better for them to eat granola and vegetables, and leave the expensive coffee and chips for goblins, who could appreciate it more.

Since humans were motivated both by food and sex, it worked best to have them eat on their hands and knees from a trough or bucket, and maybe to feel them up a little while they were eating. But also, sometimes you just wanted to watch them eat, because they could eat so much at once, and they could drink like horses! Which apparently drank a lot of water?

With that sort of explanation, Gail was tempted to, perhaps, participate a bit less enthusiastically than Jisi expected. However. Between all the running around and all the sex, Gail was, in fact, extremely hungry. Also Jisi had cut little bits of dried apple into the granola that she'd gotten ready for them, and some of those apples were golden apples of the sun, and the last thing that Gail wanted to do was to give Jisi a reason not to give her golden apples of the sun—even when it was just little dried cubes of golden apples of the sun, those things were delicious.

And perhaps most importantly, Reedy was playing with Amy, which meant that it was Jisi feeling Gail up while she was eating.

It was true that Gail took a little while to recover after an orgasm, but it had been a little while, and Jisi really did know her extremely well. Even if she did sometimes start tickling, rather than stroking, because it was funny to make Gail twitch. It was Jisi, and Gail could feel just how pleased Jisi was with her just by the way she was touching her.

Also, they'd set her and Amy up side by side on their hands and knees, and Amy's shoulder and thigh were pressed against hers. They were almost certainly going to have sex later, but for now they were eating granola from the same plastic plate, trying to get the bits of golden apples of the sun without using their hands. It was hot, but also, it was fun.

A bit more work than other kinds of fun, but Gail couldn't help smiling as she ate her granola, and when Jisi decided that it was time for wind sprints afterward, Gail found herself grinning through the bit in her mouth every time she walked back to the start after the sprint. And Reedy, who was riding her during the sprints, seemed to find them pretty fun as well.

Sprint about a hundred meters, turn around and walk back, then sprint again, over and over. Gail hadn't done a lot of sprints back when she'd been on her high school track team, but Jisi had read something about it and thought it was a good idea. Reedy wasn't that interested in the part where they walked back, but Gail running as fast as she could, along a flat stretch of road? She spent the whole hundred meters screaming and clutching Gail's hair tight enough that it felt like she was going to pull out chunks, or smacking her with the riding crop in a somewhat random fashion, and also laughing her head off.

The problem with wind sprints was that high school football coaches would use them to push kids until they threw up, and goblins were even less well socialized than high school football coaches. Both Amy and Gail were in pretty good shape—dating a goblin who rode you to work every morning would do that for you—but they couldn't do wind sprints forever. And if Jisi was going to push them until they started throwing up… it seemed like Princess Reedy was coming around on it being fun to have a human girl, but that might be a bit much.

Luckily, it seemed like Jisi thought so too. She pushed Gail and Amy until they were more 'wobbling' than 'sprinting' for the last few times. Then they were allowed to walk back to the lodge, with only the occasional lazy flick of the car antenna or riding crop to keep them moving, while Jisi and Reedy talked.

Jisi really liked winning. No matter how trivial a contest was, Jisi would either win it, or she'd plot her revenge against whoever had won it until she was satisfied that, in some sense, she'd won it. So, when Jisi had pushed Gail as hard as she had in the royal race, Gail had figured it was just more of the same.

Also, Jisi liked making Gail uncomfortable, and showing off her mastery over Gail, and in general presenting herself as an expert, and she didn't need any more reason than that to arrange the whole outing with Princess Reedy. But it seemed like maybe she did have another reason. Because while Reedy was a bit skittish around humans, because they were large and had big teeth, she was the goblin nobility who would have treaty rights when it came to goblins living in humanlaw, and Jisi had some ideas about what the treaties involving goblins living in humanlaw should include. Particularly when it came to businesses which operated both within goblinlaw and humanlaw, and which employed both goblins and humans.

So they talked about that as they made their gradual way back to the lodge. Jisi wanted there to be particular advantages for companies with divisions that operated according to the rules of goblinlaw, even when they were physically present in humanlaw. Reedy didn't necessarily care about that, but she did like being disagreeable for the sake of being disagreeable, so she wasn't conceding the point that easily. Also, when it came to the tax implications, she was a lot sharper than when it came to whether she was hitting Gail to make her go faster, or whether she was hitting Gail because Gail had an enormous ass, and you could hit it so many times, it was great.

The last time Gail had been to the island, she and Amy had been the main attraction. There'd been whole crowds of goblins who'd wanted to enjoy the thrill of hunting a wild human, without the risks involved in trying to deal with a human who hadn't come to goblinlaw of her own free will. This time, it was just the four of them, the staff of the lodge, and a handful of goblins who'd come along with Reedy. Some were wearing oversized suits and little glasses which kept falling off, and the rest were wearing what goblins thought of as court attire, which ranged from 'they'd seen a portrait of a king once and decided to go with whatever they could remember from that,' to, 'is that a crown, or a basket from a deep-fryer painted with gold spray-paint and then decorated with strings of new year's beads?' And they were all there to argue about things. Including the staff of the lodge, who didn't have any particular reason to be interested in any of what Jisi was trying to sell them.

But they did have reasons to try to keep tourists coming back to the lodge, particularly tourists who could collect as many bribes as the goblin queen of humanlaw. So they'd set up a little buffet out in the parking lot, with goblins wearing chef's hats that were nearly as tall as they were standing next to chafing dishes filled with the sort of thing that goblins ate, which it wasn't a great idea to ask too many questions about.

Not that either Gail or Amy could ask questions. They'd both had be-quiet pills before they were led out to the middle of the parking lot. The goblins had set up a fire-pit there, as well as some sort of contraption made up of pillows and leather straps secured to a metal framework.

At that point, Jisi and Reedy decided that, since they were the guests of honor, the appropriate thing for them to do would be to sit in little lawn chairs with buckets of something wriggling that they'd gotten from the chafing dishes, and watch while the staff strapped Gail and Amy into the framework. The staff of the lodge had more experience with wild humans than most goblins, but they were still goblins, so strapping Gail and Amy in involved a certain amount of trial and error, as well as pinching, poking, and shrieking.

"Obviously," said Jisi to Reedy as goblins with chef hats argued with goblins with golden deep-fryer baskets on their heads, "humans aren't very good at having sex with each other."

"Obviously," said Reedy. "They're too big. The rolls of fat would get in the way, and then they'd get all sweaty. So why let them?"

"Well," said Jisi. "For one thing, it's sort of majestic. It's like watching hippos fuck! Or maybe moose. Just all that mass of flesh squishing and rolling. But also, the thing about them is that when they get old, they get all depressed and moody if they're not socialized, but they don't always do a great job of keeping in touch with their friends. They're very distractible!"

"I see, I see," said Reedy.

In the meantime, the goblins had managed to get Gail strapped into the bottom position of the framework, on her back with her legs held open and her arms pulled into the air above her. It was more comfortable than it looked like it'd be, actually. But getting Amy suspended in the straps above Gail was proving to be more of a challenge. It was at that point that one goblin in dark glasses and what was probably supposed to be an earpiece loosened the straps a bit too much and dropped Amy onto Gail with a thump and a squish. Gail's face was in Amy's stomach and Amy's legs were wrapped around Gail's head, and Gail missed whatever Jisi said next.

Then, after a few seconds, Amy was lifted up again. Gail gasped, catching her breath. Amy's thighs were still wrapped around Gail's head, but not tightly enough to keep her from hearing what was going on.

"So," said Reedy, sounding like someone who'd just had something explained to her, "she needs to spend time having sex with her friends, so that she doesn't feel lonely?"

"I mean, I assume?" said Jisi. "Anyway, they'll be at it like that for a couple of hours. If you want to take the tails out and put other things in their butts, that can be fun."

"Maybe later. It's not like them doing it to each other really counts as sex, anyway."

"Exactly! Apples can come if she wants, and it's more decorative than anything. Anyway! The thing about companies being able to defer taxes when they've got a full goblinlaw division is that it's nothing like them being able to avoid taxes. And they'll have to pay more bribes to keep deferring those taxes! You see—"

Then Amy started working her tongue on Gail's pussy, and Gail lost interest in whatever scheme it was that Jisi was trying to pull. She did need a while after an orgasm, and Amy knew that, and she'd also demonstrated that she knew how to use her tongue so softly that it wasn't too much, even if it was right after an orgasm. And Gail knew Amy's responses nearly as well.

There were the noises of goblins enjoying a buffet around them—and, occasionally, goblins enjoying the decorations for the buffet. It probably wouldn't be too long before someone decided that it would be fun to take out the tails and put other things into their butts. But, for now… whether or not it really counted as sex, it did feel pretty nice. And whether or not Gail would be depressed and moody if she wasn't socialized, it was a pretty nice way to spend time with her friends.
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