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The Vet

Jisi tugged on Gail's hand as they left the office where they both worked. She had a strong grip and pulled hard for someone who only came up to about the height of Gail's thighs. "Come on. We're going to have to hurry to make it to your vet's appointment."

"My what," said Gail. There were things that she still hadn't entirely processed about the weekend she'd spent with Jisi. It'd started with Jisi insisting that she'd needed Gail's help to brew a potion, which somehow meant that Gail had to let Jisi climb on her shoulders to pick apples in a magical forest, which somehow turned into Gail running through the forest at top speed, Jisi bouncing up and down on her shoulders and screaming with delight. It'd all ended up with Gail flat on her back in Jisi's backyard, too blissed-out to remember her name.

So it was theoretically possible that at some point during all that there had been some mention of a vet, and maybe Gail had agreed to it? None of which meant that it was a  good idea to do everything that Jisi wanted. They were drowning in work, and when Gail had suggested that maybe they'd do something, Jisi had been mysterious about her plans, which was… well, there was definitely a chance it was going to be fun. But there was also a chance that it wasn't going to be fun. Vet? What the hell did Jisi mean by that?

"It's very important that you pay attention to your health," said Jisi sententiously.

"Sure. I get a yearly physical, and I go to the dentist regularly, and—"

"What's a dentist?" Jisi looked back up at Gail with a puzzled frown, and then waved it off. "Who cares? Those are human doctors, and what do they know?"

"Humans, mostly," said Gail. She'd been dubious when Jisi had announced that she had plans for the weekend, but at the same time, Gail hadn't made any other plans for the weekend. Not that they were necessarily going to do the same thing they'd done last time, and not that she'd necessarily agree to doing all of the things that she'd agreed to last time, but… well, that didn't mean that she was going to a goblin doctor. Certainly not a goblin doctor who called themselves a vet.

"Well, maybe," said Jisi. "But, first of all, they don't know magic, so how much do they really know, anyway? And second of all, what they know about humans, they learned about when they were living in humanlaw, and there's all sorts of things that doctors aren't allowed to do to their patients in humanlaw, so they don't know how to actually treat humans. No, we're going to have to go to goblinlaw, to take you to a proper veterinarian, who will know what everyone needs to know about humans, and who will be able to do the tests to see if you could charge sources. And then I will be able to show everyone what I have accomplished, working with an untrained beast who barely knows her right from her left, and—"

"Used for a source." Gail was still following where Jisi was pulling, but she wasn't sure how much longer she was going to keep following. "You said that those were people."

"No," said Jisi. "I said that those came from people. Now, a lot of people can't charge the crystals? Or they can charge the crystals, but they don't come hard enough, so the crystals don't get much of a charge in them, and those things are barely a source, and how are the poor, innocent wizards going to get their investment back on the crystals, if they've just got a weak little charge on them?"

"… come hard?" asked Gail, a little weakly.

"Right!" said Jisi. "But last week, when I fucked you? You came so hard I thought that maybe you were going to die. Which is another thing to worry about? Because the crystals do pull a little out of you when they're taking your orgasm. So we have to go to a goblinlaw veterinarian, to make sure that you can take a crystal, and then I have to get a crystal that's right for you, and then I have to put it inside you and make you come, so that I can sell a crystal, or use it for my powerful enchantments."

"Huh," said Gail.

Jisi pulled her over to a bus stop and plopped herself down on the bench. Gail sat down, and Jisi snuggled a little closer. "Here, I brought a source for you to play with, while we wait."

It was one of the crystals that Jisi'd had back in her garage witch's cave. Out in the sunlight of the bus stop, it looked like an amethyst—pretty, but ordinary. It didn't feel like an ordinary amethyst, though. Its surface was faintly warm, and even knowing where that thing had been to get turned into a source, it felt nice to hold it. Gail cupped her hands around it to block out the sunlight, and it glowed like it had back in Jisi's garage.

Jisi propped her chin in the crook of Gail's elbow, watching her play with the crystal. "This one's mostly worn out. Even if it grabbed a really big orgasm to start with, you use bits of it for this spell and that, and eventually it's gone?"

"So I'm feeling someone else's orgasm?"

"Exactly! I mean, only a little bit of it—don't worry, it's not going to set you off or anything, only I do that." Jisi looked at the amethyst suspiciously, though, and then grabbed it and put it back in her purse. "And you don't want to drain that thing completely. Anyway, here's our bus."

It wasn't their bus, it was a different bus. But the bus after that one was, apparently, their bus. "I do have a car, you know," said Gail, as they got into the bus. "I drove it to work today."

Jisi rolled her eyes. "I know that. Why do you think I don't know that? But sometimes after you go to the vet, the vet will be like, 'Oh your pet shouldn't operate heavy machinery.'"

"I'm pretty sure that pets usually aren't supposed to operate heavy machinery," said Gail. "They're like… hamsters? Or cats? Don't let cats operate heavy machinery."

Jisi giggled. "That's humanlaw pets, which are boring. Also, okay, there isn't a bus route that goes into goblinlaw, for some reason, but this one goes close enough to goblinlaw that you can climb there. And—"

"Climb?"

"And," said Jisi severely, "you're allowed to drive your car into goblinlaw, but goblinlaw is a little different than humanlaw when it comes to stealing tires and antennas and windshield wipers and smashing windows for fun and stealing upholstery."

"But if we went near goblinlaw—"

"If we went near goblinlaw, sometimes there will be people from goblinlaw who will sneak into humanlaw and do things that aren't allowed in humanlaw, and then sneak back to goblinlaw and hope that nobody caught them when they were doing those things in humanlaw, and that's bad even though it's fun and profitable and not at all how I got all those car antennas before I moved to humanlaw."

"Ah," said Gail.

"Also," said Jisi, lowering her voice to an excited whisper, "we get to ride the bus!"

"Uh huh." They'd gotten a pair of forward-facing seats—human-sized seats, because while goblins did sometimes move to humanlaw, there weren't necessarily enough of them to get accommodations like that. And Gail had somehow found herself with the window seat, which wasn't what she'd expected, and the reason for that became clear when Jisi tried to subtly sneak her hand into the waistband of Gail's jeans.

"The bus," said Gail. "Where public sex isn't legal."

"Sex?" said Jisi. "I was just going to play with your pussy for a little bit."

"That's—"

"Oh, come on," said Jisi. "I wasn't even going to let you come or anything; the vet said that he wanted to see you when you'd been denied for a while."

Gail opened her mouth, and closed it, and took Jisi's hand back out of her jeans. "First off, that's still not legal on a bus, and second, how would that make it better? That doesn't make it better."

Jisi angrily crossed her arms. "If you can't have sex in public, why do they even call it public transportation?"

Gail could argue with that, but she didn't think that it was going to do much good. "An excellent question. Just the way buses are in humanlaw, I guess."

Jisi shrugged, and then climbed up onto Gail's lap to look out the window. "Ooh! A check-cashing place! Wow!"

"Uh huh," said Gail, a little short of breath from Jisi's butt wiggling against her. She glanced around nervously, but other people on the bus were watching their phones or looking out the windows, doing their best to ignore everyone else on the bus. Truth is, Gail and Jisi might have been able to get away with a little bit of public sex? But no, that was a dumb idea, and also Jisi wasn't even going to let Gail come, because of what that vet had told her. Gail was already uncertain about going to see a medical practitioner in goblinlaw, and that wasn't making her any more certain.

"Give me that source," she said.

"Kay." Jisi fished in her purse and handed it over. It felt nice to hold; a warmth at the tips of Gail's fingers that wasn't just a matter of temperature. "Why do you need—"

"Because I don't know what's going to happen, and this helps,"

Jisi turned around to face her, considered her, and kissed her cheek. "There, there. You're a very good horsey, and everyone will be very impressed by how well you do at the vet."

That wasn't exactly the comfort that Gail had been looking for, and yet… well, it was stupid enough that it was sort of comforting.

"And it's a humanlaw place that goblinlaw bought," said Jisi. "So you'll fit right in."

"What is?"

"Oh, yeah, it's a stables that the vet set up in an abandoned mental asylum that he bought. They've got a whole wing for kenneling people when their owners are busy, and they do all sorts of crazy surgeries there—it's great!"

That was less comforting.

"An abandoned—"

"I know, it's great! Anyway, our stop!"

Jisi tried to take the source crystal away from Gail, and Gail didn't let her. The bus stop was out in the middle of nowhere—apartment buildings on one side of the street, and a little stone fence on the other side, with a park beyond the fence that reminded Gail of the borderland forest out behind Jisi's house. And yeah, there were cars parked on the street, and one of them was missing its front tires, so maybe it wouldn't have been a great idea to take her car there.

"Kneel," said Jisi.

Gail hesitated.

Jisi made an annoyed noise, tapping her foot. "Come on. You love it as much as I do, and also it'd take three times as long if I have to walk up those hills like that, which you can climb with your giant elephant feet with no problem, and also it's been a whole week since the last time I had a ride, and I want a ride, Gail."

So Gail knelt, and Jisi clambered up to sit on her shoulders, gathering a bunch of her hair in either hand.

"Cross the street!" Jisi hollered. "Giddyup!"

Gail was tempted to take Jisi off of her shoulders and drop-kick her like a football, just to see how far she would fly. Instead, she took off running, exhilaration building in her chest.

After college, Gail had sort of stopped running—it took much time, and she always had other things to do.  She hadn't realized how much she'd missed it until she started again with Jisi. But running with Jisi was better than it had ever been when Gail was just doing it for exercise, or on the track team in high school.

Coach had been interested in Gail's running, sure. Interested in how she could improve her form and shave a few seconds from her time here and there. Jisi wasn't keeping track of Gail's time—she just absolutely loved it when Gail was running. Even a quick dash across the street was enough to make her bounce a little and clench her hands in Gail's hair. And when Gail jumped over the fence into the park, Jisi gave a delighted whoop, digging her heels into Gail's chest and laughing her little green head off in her joy.

A little ways into the park, though, Gail had to slow down, and Jisi made a disappointed noise and slumped forward, resting her chin on Gail's head. According to Jisi, it was another borderland region, so both humanlaw and goblinlaw applied. Unlike the borderland forest, there wasn't much in it to attract people from humanlaw, whereas people from goblinlaw were there pretty often, both because it was somewhere to go hide after stealing someone's car antenna, and because there were a lot of rats, so it was fun for hunting.

So the goblinlaw side was responsible for maintaining the pavements and the trails. Which meant that they weren't really maintained—definitely not enough to make them safe to run on. Also, the park was situated on a steep slope. Yes, maybe it'd been a mistake for Gail to give up on running once she had a job and didn't have enough free time to both run and sit on a couch and watch TV. But even when she'd been at her peak physical condition, even if the trails had been perfect running surfaces, running up that hill would've been punishing.

As it was, there was a lot of walking, and some climbing stairs, and then some places where the staircases had crumbled, that were more like rock-climbing. Fortunately, Jisi liked that nearly as much as she liked it when Gail was running. "It's perfect! This is really how you should climb stairs all the time."

"Deal," Gail panted, reaching for the next handhold. "When do we switch?"

Jisi giggled. "No, I mean, you should climb stairs with someone sitting on you, so that you don't get lazy and stop climbing."

"Uh-huh."

"No, no, it's very good for you," Jisi said, still giggling. "Lots of healthy exercise out of doors. Don't worry, the veterinarian will explain it. I'll make a run for you in the backyard, and give you treats and play games—"

"Uh-huh," said Gail.

"You know, you talk too much. And you aren't getting us there as quickly as you could." Jisi patted the top of Gail's head. "Actually, though, this really is nice. Because there's no way I'd be able to go this far up, and also you can see so much from up here. We should go shopping together! I could get the things off of the high shelves, and you can pay for everything. And also maybe I wouldn't need to open up quite so many bags of candy if it means climbing down to the cart."

"If I'm the one who's doing all the work," said Gail, "surely you should be the one who pays for everything."

"Oh, no," said Jisi. "No, that doesn't sound right at all. Anyway, here we are. Up and over the fence!"

"The fence that says 'warning', and 'keep out' and has all those radioactivity and poison—"

"That's just for show."

"How about we just go around, and through the front gate?"

Jisi sighed. "Fine. If you want to be boring."

"Also I'm pretty sure that there's poison ivy there," said Gail.

"Ugh, fine," said Jisi. "But run! Run like the wind!"

After that climb, the best that Gail was able to manage was a desultory trot. But it got them to the front door, which was somewhere she wouldn't have gone if it wasn't for Jisi.

Whether or not it was an abandoned mental asylum, it was definitely a big old brick building, forbidding and run-down, with most of the windows boarded over and grass growing between the cracks in the pavement that led up to the front stairs.

Extremely dubiously, Gail tried the doorknob. It was locked. "Are you sure that this isn't just an abandoned mental hospital?"

"Mental asylum," Jisi corrected. "And it's not abandoned any more. Kneel!"

Gail could've argued some more, but her shoulders were sore, and Jisi weighed a lot more at the end of a run than she did at the beginning. Gail knelt, and Jisi hopped down and patted her cheek. "Good girl! That was a very nice ride. But now it is my time!" She strode up to the door—which was only possible because her legs were so short—threw her arms out to the sides, and declaimed, "Open, gates! I am the wizard Jisi Anberalion the Black, master of all sorceries, and I am here for my six o'clock appointment!"

Gail stood, brushing gravel off her knees. "Anberalion the Black?"

"Yes," said Jisi, arms still outflung. "It's something I'm trying out. It's good, right? You think it's good?"

"Uh huh. Very impressive."

"Yes!" said Jisi.

"I mean, the door isn't open, but—"

"Hush!"

Gail laughed, and she could see Jisi shaking a little, trying to keep her pose instead of breaking down into giggles. And then the door opened. Standing behind it was a goblin with green hair almost dark enough to be black, wearing a doctor's coat which was much too large. His hands barely poked out beneath the cuffs, and the hem trailed on the floor. He looked at Jisi, who was still posing, and then up at Gail. "Jisi, eh?"

"No, that's the human," said Jisi. "I'm Jisi."

The goblin doctor cackled. "Never would've guessed. And I am Doctor Twim. You got a pretty one there. Good size on her, nice meaty thighs. Why's she wearing clothing?"

"She's humanlaw." Jisi crossed her arms and wrinkled her nose pugnaciously. "I told you that on the phone."

"So?" said the doctor. "We're in goblinlaw."

"So?" said Jisi. "What do you want? That I should get her undressed and carry her clothing myself? Why should I carry clothing. She can carry clothing. Also, if she doesn't have shoes on, she's going to be all, 'Wah wah wah, my feet hurt, I got cut on some glass and then some rats found the blood and started chasing me and ate up my toes and now I don't have toes.'"

Twim nodded. "I understand. Get undressed."

Gail looked at him, and then at Jisi.

"Ohhh," said Twim. "Now I understand how you caught a humanlaw. She's stupid! Clothing? You know clothing, humanlaw? You take it off and leave it here."

"My name is Gail," said Gail. She knew perfectly well that going to the vet with Jisi was going to mean getting undressed at some point. And yet. "And if I get undressed here, someone is going to steal my clothing."

Twim snorted a laugh. "Gail. Okay, sure. 'Gail.' That's your name." He turned to Jisi. "You need to pick something better. Maybe 'buttnose,' because she's got a funny looking nose?"

"I am Jisi Anberalion the Black, master of all sorceries, and my thrall shall be called what it pleases me to call her!"

"Which is—" Twim pressed his lips together like he was trying to contain more laughter. Unsuccessfully. He took a deep breath, and with a supreme effort, said, "Gail."

"For now. I'm thinking maybe Apples?  Because she likes apples."

"Mhm, mhm. Okay, 'Gail,'" said the doctor, making little quote marks in the air. "Come inside, and get undressed. It's time to get started."

Gail took a long look over her shoulder back at the overgrown park, feeling suddenly wistful for its litter and its sharp rocks and its rats. Then she shrugged and walked into the abandoned mental asylum that was now a veterinary clinic for people. If she was in, she was in. She started peeling out of her clothes before the door finished closing behind her.

The tile floor was cold under her feet, and the long fluorescent light bulbs were anything but friendly. Jisi and Doctor Twim leering up at her. Gail shifted her weight and looked away.

"It's too tall," said Twim. "She's a riding person,right?"

"Well," said Jisi, judiciously. "She's mostly a riding person."

"I'm an accountant," said Gail.

The goblins giggled.

"Okay, okay," said Doctor Twim. "Anyway, for a riding person, it's really a good idea not to let them stand when you're not riding them. That makes them happier about being allowed to stand, and makes it easier to see them. So, down Gail, go on, that's a girl—there you go! Hands and knees! Give Jisi that source, just like that, that's a girl.  You're not nearly as stupid as Jisi said you were."

Gail glared at Jisi, but seeing as how she was naked and on her hands and knees in goblinlaw, the glare might have been less than convincing.

Even so, Jisi spoke up in Gail's defense. "I didn't say she was very stupid! I said that she was big and stupid and clumsy, but they all are."

Okay, maybe not as full-throated a defense as all that.

"And I was right about her tits," Jisi went on, ignoring Gail's continued glare. "They're amazing, aren't they?"

Twim reached over and hefted Gail's left breast. "Oh, yeah, these are great. If you want to rent her as a milker, she'd probably get a good price. Here, come on, let's get her into an exam room. Follow, Apples!"

In general, because goblins were smaller than people and easily distracted, it was pretty easy to keep pace with them when walking. But crawling wasn't as fast as walking, and it Jisi wasn't getting distracted by the dingy tiles of the hallway, so it was a struggle to keep up.

"Do you get more milk from big breasts?" asked Jisi. "Because in humanlaw they sell these implants, and we could—"

"No," said Twim. "It's just that dairy farmers would want someone like that, because it'd be more fun."

"Ohhh," said Jisi. "Yeah, it would."

The exam they went into looked more or less like a real doctor's office. Except that things were sized for a sort of combination of human size and goblin size, and that some of the apparatus looked … there was a glass cube, with tubes going into it that might have been big enough for a person to fit into, and there was an antenna with sparks climbing it and arcing into the air. And there were also dried herbs, like the ones that Jisi had hanging in her garage, and—

"Hey!" said Twim. "You're not here to stare at my stuff. Up on the table."

The table was about ten inches off the floor, but it was enough like a doctor's table that Gail could figure out what he was talking about. She lay down which made him shake his head. "On your hands and knees, Apples. Just like before, when you were crawling? There you go! Dumbass."

She could stay on her hands and knees. Or she could get up and pummel the goblin vet. Who was ignoring her.

"So that's one thing that you have to know," said Twim. "They really respond well to being praised like that. This one is probably getting all wet from being called a dumbass."

"Uh huh," said Jisi, the way that Gail would sometimes say it.

"Anyway," said Twim. "What are your problems with your sow?"

"Well," said Jisi. "First of all, I want to use her for charging sources, and I need to know if that'll kill her or anything."

Twim nodded. "Right. Also she's stupid and smelly and forgets everything you tell her?"

Gail cleared her throat.

"And she talks too much!" said Jisi.

"Oh, yeah, I wasn't going to mention, but whooo," said Twim.

"Talks too much and thinks too much, sometimes," said Jisi judiciously. "I mean, stupid and smelly—"

"That's part of their charm, really. But okay, here you go for talking—" Twim turned to Gail, got one of his hands in her hair. "Open up, Apples."

Gail looked at him, looked at Jisi, who'd come over looking fascinated, eyes wide. Then Twim jerked on her hair, hard. Gail gasped, and Twim tossed a pill in her mouth.

"____" Gail couldn't say anything. She tried again; not trying to say words that time, just screaming. No sound at all came out. She was breathing out, but she couldn't even hear that.

"Ahhh," said Jisi. "So relaxing."

"I know, right?" said Twim. "Anyway, that'll last for an hour or two. I'll write you a prescription when we're done, and you should administer one whenever she's being too chatty. Now, as far as thinking too much, we could do a minor brain—"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah. You always want to do brain surgery."

Twim laughed, let go of Gail's hair. Then he gestured, and leather straps jumped out of the side of the table, grabbed hold of Gail's wrists and ankles and elbows and knees, and tightened hard, locking Gail down onto the table. "Lemme go get some monitors, so we can see about using her to farm source. Are you thinking you're going to breed her? There's a lot of demand these days, and—"

"Humanlaw," said Jisi. "Apparently you're not allowed to sell babies in humanlaw?"

"Weird," said Twim. "How to they get babies, then?"

Jisi shrugged, as Twim came back with a little bag. "You should put her on contraceptives, then. Because you definitely are going to watch two humans fuck. Those things are so big—it's hilarious. Cock like a forearm going in and out, and they're both sweating and grunting. It's like pigs, but the really big ones? Although it's also pretty fun the way that they'll bleed from their pussy when they're not on contraceptives."

"Mhm, mhm," said Jisi. "I definitely know all about that and understand it. Bleeding from the pussy, makes sense."

Twim took what looked like a jewel, or maybe a spider, out of the bag. He held it up so that Gail could see the light going through it—maybe it was made of emerald? Then he dropped it and it scuttled toward Gail. If she hadn't been strapped in, she definitely would've gotten away from that thing. As it was, she did her best shake it loose, as it climbed up her arm, across her chest, and then bit her in her left breast, hanging on with its mouth and its claws.

"Of course," said Twim. "But maybe we'll review one or two things after we see how healthy this thing is. Also, you probably should come over and calm it down; if Apples doesn't like the heart monitor, I'm really not sure that she's going to like the rest of them."

Then he dumped out the bag, and maybe a dozen of those spider-jewel things crawled out toward Gail, moving faster and on more legs than she would've wanted. Gail tried to scream, but there wasn't any noise. At least Jisi was there, awkwardly patting her head, as the spider things crawled all over her, biting and clinging in places where she definitely had not previously wanted magical spider-jewel to crawl or bite or cling.

"Oh wow," said Jisi. "Shiny! I get to keep those?"

Twim shook his head firmly. "You don't even get to buy those. They're mine. And they're all purple—"

"Purple-ish," said Jisi. "The one in her left armpit is more blue than purple?"

"That's because she's got a weak left arm," said Twim. "She should practice masturbating with both hands, not just one, but that's not important. Who cares if her arms work? But if her heart or her liver or whatever have problems, you can't take her strength for a source, because she'll give too much, and she'll die, and people make a fuss about that in humanlaw."

"So we're done!" said Jisi.

"No, that just shows that she's not dying of exhaustion when she hasn't been doing anything. Feeding a source is work, and Apples doesn't look like someone who does a lot of work. Why don't you run her for a bit, and we can see how she does. And since she's your first, maybe also we can see everything you don't know about riding, and how you're—"

"Because she's strapped down." Jisi was still arguing with Twim as if Gail wasn't there, but she was still petting Gail's hair. "They can't run when they're strapped down, Doctor Twim. It's a subtle thing about humans, and you should consult with a real expert, before—"

The straps let go, and Jisi jumped onto Gail's shoulders.

"Up!" she said, unnecessarily, because Gail was already getting to her feet, as soon as she wasn't strapped down. "No! Don't pick at those things, I don't want to pay to replace them!"

Gail was tempted to do it anyway. She didn't, because she didn't want to have to pay for them either. And because Jisi was sounding a little uncertain, and that wasn't right at all. On the other hand, if she could talk, she'd have pointed out that she worked plenty, and also that running without sneakers wasn't great, and also, she wasn't going to be running through those hallways until someone made sure there wasn't any broken glass, or … .

Doctor Twim did something, and the floor under Gail's feet started moving. She started walking so she wouldn't wind up thrown into a wall, and Jisi gave an excited little chirp. "It matches her speed?" she said.

"Absolutely," said Doctor Twim. He pulled a chair out and flopped down into it, watching Gail and Jisi. "Whatever direction you want, too. Make her corner, or jump—whatever you like."

"Ahahaha!' said Jisi, all uncertainty lost. "Trot! Gallop! Canter! Go fast lady, fast as the wind!"

The floor didn't have any broken glass on it, but the way it moved was disorienting, and running without sneakers still wasn't great. And running with those jeweled spiders hanging off her wasn't great either. Still. If something broke or turned off and she wound up being catapulted into a wall, well, fuck it. It wasn't her fault. She picked up speed, and then picked up a little more. Arms pumping, Jisi clinging to her neck, hands tight in her hair, screaming with delight.

There was some magic in humanlaw. That was why there was trade with goblinlaw, that's why people who lived in goblinlaw were able to get away with things like sneaking out and stealing people's cars; spinning hay into gold had really brought the prices on gold-conductor electronics down, and so on and so forth. But things like that floor were a lot less common in humanlaw. Gail had never had a chance to play with one of them before.

It was better than a treadmill. A lot better than a treadmill; when she slowed down, the floor slowed down with her, same when she sped up. She could take running jumps and land in the same place where she started—Jisi liked that one—and she could stop and reverse and turn corners, and not go anywhere at all.

Maybe if she'd had something like that, she would've kept up with running after she was done with college. As it was, it didn't take too long before she was panting, the jeweled spiders that she could see going from blue to something closer to green.

"Make her run more!" said Twim. "More running!"

Jisi leaned down to whisper in Gail's ear. "Go on. You can do it! You're so strong and fast, you can run forever, all the way to the sky! Run, my pony, run!"

Even if Gail could talk, which she couldn't, she wouldn't have had the breath left to humph at her. She could not run forever, all the way to the sky. She had been running as hard as she could. Running, and jumping, and trying to turn around fast and maybe shake off  those jeweled spiders that were on her. Now her legs hurt and her chest hurt and her pulse was too loud, and she was done. She started to slow down.

"Oh, come on. Do a little more?" Jisi's voice shifted into a sing-song. "I've got an apple for you—you like apples, Gail. Tasty, tasty apple?"

She didn't like apples as such. But the apples that she'd picked last time. Those were something else.  Gail breathed in, hard as she could, and picked up the pace again. Just a little, and then a little more, and then she was done. Done running, done carrying Jisi on her shoulders. She slowed, collapsed down to her knees. Jisi jumped off and kissed her on her cheek. "Good girl! You tried your best!" Then she gave her an apple.

Gail was breathing too hard to eat. Just a few more… Jisi stuffed it into her mouth. "There you go."

Gail made a silent noise of protest, which melted into an equally silent moan of pleasure as her teeth broke the skin of the apple and the ambrosial flavor flooded her mouth. Maybe she could eat after all. She leaned against Jisi, chewing contentedly. Jisi laughed and staggered a little under her weight.

"Easy there girl. Easy." Jisi looked over at Twim. "How'd she do?"

"Eh," said Twim. "It was good when her breasts were flapping around. That was funny. Anyhow. Get her back over to the table, and we'll see."

Gail was done; she was well past done. But she managed to drag herself over to the examination table, where the straps once again reached up and grabbed her and held her in place.

"So," said Twim, standing at her side, leaning on her ass. "She's more or less healthy? So she can probably handle providing source. But she's kind of weak and lazy, so … well, let's see about sexual response. She's been kept from touching herself for a week?"

"Oh, yeah," said Jisi. "Just like you said. I didn't touch her."

"Not what I asked," said Twim. 

Jisi made a dismissive noise. "Of course it is. After she felt the delicate strength of my touch, there isn't any way that she'd be satisfied with anything less. Obviously."

"Hey, Apples," said Twim. "Did you masturbate last week?"

Gail gave him a look. If he wanted her to answer his questions, he shouldn't have given her a magical silence pill.

"Go on," Twim laughed. "Stamp once for yes, twice for no. Front legs."

Gail snorted.

Jisi giggled. "There, you see? No way that she would."

Very deliberately, Gail brought her left hand up, and put it back down on the floor.

Twim laughed, and Jisi frowned at Gail. "She probably isn't finished yet."

Gail shook her head slowly.

"Ugh!" said Jisi. "You could've mentioned."

If Gail could've talked, there were a lot of things that she could have mentioned.

"Were you thinking about me?" asked Jisi.

Well, that was unfair.

"Go on, Apples," said Twim. "Let her know—"

Once more, left hand up, and then down. Jisi laughed, and then she hugged Gail's head. "Good girl! Well, good enough, anyway. But that doesn't matter. Let me show you how she can come, and you'll understand."

"The problem is—"

"Hush," said Jisi. "She's my good girl. Also, you have no idea how much she loves running for me! It's all she can think about. Here you go, sweetie, you did a good job, and you get a treat."

Gail hadn't been entirely sure about any of this, ever since she'd gotten onto that bus with Jisi. But, well. Jisi's hands were warm and strong, and also small and delicate, and fuck if she hadn't … the whole thing, the spiders and the running, and the strangeness of all of it… Gail's leg started twitching.

"That's a girl," said Jisi, behind her. "Hold it; we're going to show him how much you have—look at the way her breasts are moving, when she fucks with her hips like that, it's amazing, right?"

"Oh, yeah," said Twim. "I mean, it's even better if you get a really fat one—they'll jiggle all over the place. It's like an earthquake made of blubber when they come!"

Jisi giggled. "That's not you. You're not an earthquake made of blubber! You come like an earthquake made out of a pretty girl."

"Who's out of shape and lazy," said Twim.

"Well, yes," said Jisi. "But look at how slippery she's getting? That's good, right?"

Gail could feel the weight of another goblin, up against her leg. Then something cold and metal pushed inside of her. She jumped a little in the straps that were holding her down, and Jisi patted her butt. "Easy there, easy. Let the vet look at how wet you get when I play with your massive clitoris."

It wasn't massive. It was normal size. And also Jisi hadn't stopped playing with it. Not pressure on her clit directly, but gliding over it, next to it, the softest touches, with fingers that were wet and silky smooth and so light…Gail wriggled under Jisi's touch, as the metal thing inside her spread her open.

"Oh, wow, yeah," said Twim. "She's really wet in there. Here, feel for yourself."

Jisi didn't stop what she was doing. Gail hung her head down, so she could see Jisi and Twim between her legs, looking up into her pussy, as Jisi kept massaging her clit, slow and sure. And then there were fingers inside her. Clever, slender fingers, that were just as long as a human's. If it wasn't for the silence pill, Gail would've been making noises. As it was, she was silent, except for breathing from her nose. "See? Isn't she great?" said Jisi.

"They get pretty stretchy when they're that wet," said Twim. "You know, if you trained her up, she'd probably stretch enough to take a troll dick?"

Jisi laughed. "No way! Those things are even bigger than human dicks!"

"I know, right?" said Twim. "Anyway, let's get some inside measurements, so we can get the right sized crystals for her, and let's see how she's doing in there. Keep her excited about all this, will you?"

"Sure, sure," said Jisi. "Don't finish up yet, Gail. But you can keep fucking your hips like that, that's cute."

Gail looked forward again, eyes closed. What Jisi was doing felt impossibly good, better than sex ought to feel. But there was that metal thing up in her, and Twim's fingers, and the way he'd make evaluating little noises. Which… maybe that was getting her closer than just being touched would've. Gail didn't know. She didn't have to know; she could just… .

"What about this bit here?" asked Jisi. "It's all bumpy inside. Is that because she's about to die from cancer?"

"No, that's normal enough," said Twim. "Some of them will come if you jiggle them right inside, and that's part of that. Now, okay, take your fingers out—okay, you see where I'm shining that light?"

"Uh-huh."

"Okay, if you push something in deep enough to fuck her there, that can bleed a little, but that's fine. They do get a little whiny about that sort of thing, though, so you should use the silence pills liberally if you're going to be ramming her all the way up inside."

"Mhm, mhm," said Jisi. "Yes, I knew that."

"Of course." Twim used his fingers to spread Gail open, and Jisi continued to work on her clit, her other hand pushing down on her hips, moving her to the same rhythm. Just a little more, and she'd… "Now this is her pee-hole," cutting through the haze around Gail's thoughts, making it a lot harder for her to push through to an orgasm.

"Wait, all the way over there?" asked Jisi. "Why is it under her clit like that?"

"Dunno. It's kind of stupid. Anyway, it's really easy to get her infected there, so if you're going to put anything up there, you have to make sure it's sterile. Also, when you glue her shut to hold the source crystal in, you can't get any of it on the pee-hole, or something's going to rupture, and I feel like humanlaw might get mad about that."

"Yeah," said Jisi. "They'd get all pissy!" Then they both started laughing like lunatics.

She hadn't stopped working on Gail's clit while she'd been talking, but now instead of struggling to get more contact, Gail was trying to escape her touch. Glue her shut?

"Easy there, Apples," said Twim. "Don't worry so much! It's a source crystal, those are perfectly safe to have inside for as long as you need. You won't even bleed when you're carrying one of those—it'll drink the blood for you."

Gail shook her head, tried to talk, even though she absolutely couldn't. Keeping something sealed up inside her was a problem, but it wasn't the main problem.

"Shhh." Jisi let go, came around so that she was nestled in at Gail's shoulder, petting her hair. "Easy there, Gail. Easy. Doctor Twim knows all about girls. He's got like a dozen of them in his stable right now! They're all alive and none of them are infected or anything."

Gail gave her a look, and Jisi grinned at her. Gail couldn't help but smile back, just a little.

Jisi patted her cheek. "That's a good girl! Don't worry! Soon you'll have a nice big orgasm, and Doctor Twim is going to be very impressed, and we'll get the exact right type of glue for you, so that you can keep the crystal inside of you until you're ready to orgasm again, and then, wow, you're going to make such a good source, it's going to be bright enough to light up a whole room! And I'm sure it's going to be a very safe glue to hold it up in there, and it won't—"

"It's troll come," said Twim.

Gail frowned at Jisi, which made her laugh so hard that she would've fallen down if she hadn't been hanging on to Gail's hair.

"Well, post-come," said Twim. "Last few spurts of troll come are an adhesive. That keeps the sperm from getting out before it gets the job done. If you're going to make her fuck trolls, you have to make sure that he doesn't glue her up like that, because it'll clog the pee hole and maybe the rest of her. And don't let her suck a troll dry! I had to unglue this one girl's nose, and  …  I mean, not that she could—"

"She could suck a troll so empty that he'd never be able to fuck again!" said Jisi. "She can do anything! Here, let me show you how hard she comes, already?"

"Sure, sure. And you don't have to worry. Even if she can't come hard enough to fill a charge, once you exercise her a little, she's got the lines of a good ride. Plenty of resale value on a girl like that one!  And like I said, if you want to rent her as a milker, she could—"

Jisi had gone back to playing with Gail's pussy, but she wasn't giving her the pressure that she needed; her fingers would just ghost across the surface of her clit, and then she'd stroke her inner lips, dipping inside of her. In addition to the jeweled spiders hanging off her everywhere, Gail was still held open by that speculum, and she knew both Jisi and Twim were behind her, watching the way she fluttered against it, the way she was moving, trying to find something to push against, trying to get more from Jisi. And getting more, but not enough. Never quite enough, as she tried to push back, and tried to breathe, and—

"Just a little more," crooned Jisi. "That's a pretty animal. Push for it, there you go, a little more, come on, you can do this, just—"

And then Jisi's hand was there, and it stayed there, and Gail bucked against it, desperately seeking release, afraid that it was going to keep fading away in the distance even with Jisi's hand on her pussy, even with the way Jisi was clinging to her… and then it came, and it broke like a wave; she was clenching against that speculum with all the force that she had in her, the orgasm twisting through her, so sharp and so good it almost hurt; she couldn't breathe, she couldn't move, everything pulling and twisting, straining against the bindings that held her down on the table… .then it finally broke, and she could breathe, and she could collapse down to the padded surface of Twim's exam table, maybe ten inches up from the floor.

"Wow," said Twim.

"I know, right?" said Jisi, filled with triumphant pride. "She's going to make amazing sources. But only with me, because I am the only one who can understand her, and tame her! She's like the wind, and I alone can ride the wind."

"Mhmm. Anyhow, want to see something funny? Keep rubbing her clit."

"Oh, I heard that they can come more than once, just like people."

"Yeah, some of the sows can," said Twim. "With the boars, if you keep giving them what they come from, they just get all whiny and sometimes they cry, which can be fun."

Jisi's hand was back, and now Gail was trying to get away from it, instead of trying to push against it, but she was strapped into place, and Jisi wasn't letting up.

"Only if they can't come more than once—and a sow who is finishing that hard probably can't—a lot of time, if you push it, they'll pee themselves."

Jisi giggled. "No, really?"

"Yeah!" said Doctor Twim. "Here, you probably want to get out of the way…"

JIsi shifted her position, not taking her hand off of Gail. "C'mon. Let's see it, Gail. You can—"

There wasn't a lot that Gail could do. She was strapped into that table, and if she tried to talk she didn't make any sounds at all, and Jisi hadn't really been listening when she'd tried snorting at her. As it turned out, there was another thing that she couldn't do, and that was hold back her pee. It wasn't something that had happened before, because she'd always stopped when she was done before. It was weird. Well, everything was weird, but this was weirder than most—it felt weird, like she hadn't realized she was peeing until it started.

And since they hadn't stopped for bathroom breaks since they'd left work, there was kind of a lot of pee.

"Oh, wow," said Jisi.

"I know, right?" said Twim. "I mean, they've got bladders the size of your head, so of course they're full of urine. Anyway. Don't worry about it, I'll have one of the nurses take care of it."

"Nurses?"

"Oh, yeah," said Twim. "I've got about a dozen head that I'm farming for source. So part of making sure that you get a good source is that you keep them worked up for a week or two, and don't let them come, right?"

"Obviously," said Jisi. "That way they come harder when it's done?"

"Sure," said Twim. "The thing is, when they're holding back an orgasm like that one, they get all weird. I mean, about half of the ones that I have in the stable aren't even here because they have an owner who wants the money. They just love all sorts of strange things when they can't come, and I've always got something for them to do, and it's hilarious when they do it.  So, I keep stopping them from orgasm until they love what I'm doing, and then they remember loving what I do to them, so they keep coming back, it's great."

"Huh," said Jisi.

"I know, right?" said Twim. "Anyway. Let me check the monitors." He blew a sharp whistle, and all the jeweled spiders dropped off of Gail at once, which hurt nearly as much as they had going on. "Brightest are greenish yellow, and that's because she's weak and needs to work harder. So. Ongoing care."

Then he climbed up onto Gail's back, squatting down between her shoulders. "She's a little lazy, so you're going to have to whip her when she's running. That's fine." He leaned forward, and started tapping at Gail's lower back. No, drawing; Gail could smell the marker, over the smell of pee. "But you don't want to hit her too hard here, or here—you can damage internal organs there. Also not the spine, but you can see that." He moved down her back, turned around. This time, he drew a circle on her upper back. "There is good." More drawings, this time on her butt. "And they really love it when you beat them there. Now, when one of them is carrying a source crystal, you can't fuck them in the pussy, and if you're making them fuck each other—you really should make them fuck each other, all the time, or at least as often as possible? It's hilarious, honest, you have to see it—anyway. up the butt."

"Really?" said Jisi. "there's no way she could get one of their elephant penises up there."

"Oh?" said Twim, "I thought that she could do anything, and—"

"Yes, obviously, Gail can do it, if anyone can, but—"

"Look, it just takes a little lubricant, and maybe some stretching. You can put all sorts of things up there, though you gotta be careful; they'll suck them in and you'll have to get them extracted if you don't have a handle on them or something.  Like, if she's going to be a riding human, you should get her a tail."

"A tail?"

"Enchanted buttplug," said Twim, happily. "You cut off some of its hair, and attach it to the plug. It stays clean, stretches them out, and she can swish her tail if she's stalled and there are too many flies."

"Her stench would attract flies," said Jisi, sounding judicious. "I have noticed that, that makes sense."

Gail snorted, which made Jisi laugh and pat her hip.

"There, there," she said. "Maybe we'll get you a nice tail, and you can keep the flies off that way."

"Good, good," said Twim. "Anyway. Just play with her butthole a lot, when it gets close to time for you to harvest a source. You'll see. She'll make all sorts of crazy noises."

"Okay, okay," siad Jisi. "But first—"

"But first, here's what you should get. Vial of troll post ejaculate, to seal the source in her. Next, you're going to want to get some piercings."

"Piercings?"

"Oh, yeah," said Twim. "I can give you about a dozen on her labia? That way you could just lace her up, and you wouldn't need to use the troll semen to keep someone from breeding her when you're not ready, and you could keep the source in like that. It'd come out of her pussy a little, but the lacing would keep it from falling out completely, and that'd let you see how wet she is.  Also, nipples.  You can hang little bells from them, and they'll jingle when she runs, and that's pretty good. Now, you hit her butt when you're riding—"

"Or her breasts," said Jisi. "I want to hit her breasts, so maybe not nipple bells?"

"Obviously you want to hit her breasts." Twim slapped the side of Gail's breast. "They're huge, and so much fun. But humans are very stupid, you have to remember that. So if you hit her butt when you're riding, she's going to be like, 'Oh no, there's something behind me hitting my butt, I should run away from it.' But if you hit her breasts, she'll be like 'Oh no, there's something in front of me, I should stop.'"

"Gail is very clever," said Jisi. "But that does sound like her."

"Right!" said Twim. "And also you need to pierce her nose."

"I understand, I understand," said Jisi.

"I mean, if you need to stable her for a month or two, nobody's going to take her without a tag on her ear and a ring in her nose. A lot of times, humans are like, 'I'm tall, therefore people should listen to me,' so you want a ring in their nose and a chain to it, so you can pull down and they won't be so tall. Also, if you want them to stay, you put a chain on the nose ring, and a chain where you want them to stay, and they'll stay there. It's got to go through the nose cartilage, though, because if it's just the skin, sometimes they'll let you tear the skin so they can get loose. And it's much better to have a licensed veterinarian do the piercings, so you can use them right away. Because if you don't know the spells to make the piercings work properly, you have to wait for them to heal up, and sometimes that doesn't work, and even if it does, it's garbage, waiting."

"Hmm," said Jisi.

Twim snorted. "You're going to ask it if it wants this, and all that, aren't you."

"Humanlaw," said Jisi, with a sigh. "But also, we have a bond that you would never understand. I will ask her, when the moment is right, and she will agree to it."

"Of course," said Twim, "or you're a wimp who—"

"Okay!" said Jisi. "Just the troll semen, recipe for the silence pills, the enchanted buttplug, and the cost of the check up today, thank you."

"Suit yourself," said Twim. "But if you're going to want me to stable her for you—"

"I know, I know," said Jisi. "Pierced nose, ear tag. Now—"

"Oh, and when you harvest the source," said Twim, "it's probably going to knock her out for a little while. So you want to knock her out near a wagon or something, because otherwise you're going to have to carry her to where you want her to be when she wakes up, and that thing is a lot to carry."

Jisi giggled. "Well, yes. Anyway. I have for you three golden apples of the sun, and two hair growth potions, and that is enough to pay for the inspection, the semen and the recipe, as well as the tail, which I may or may not put up her butt when the moment is right."

"That will be fourteen golden apples of the sun, and three of those hair growth potions, and those potions aren't allowed to kill anyone, or—"

"You shall take five and two, and it is a very good deal," said Jisi.

"Seven and three."

"Seven and three!" said Jisi. "Now, have you got an incomprehensible form that I should fill out and then the insurance will argue with me and not pay what they said they would, and then maybe your secretary will send me something incomprehensible because you're going to lie to me about what you've done?"

"No?" said Twim.

"So much less advanced than humanlaw," said Jisi, and the two of them laughed and laughed and laughed.

"Okay, Apples," said Jisi, after she finished paying, and got up on her shoulders. "Uppy!"

The belts that had held her to that table whipped back to the side, and Gail stood up shakily. It had been a lot.

On the way back through the abandoned asylum, Gail caught sight of herself in a mirror, hanging at a crazy angle in one of the empty rooms. There were dotted lines on her back, labeled 'liver' and 'kidneys,' and then circles around her butt, which said, 'ass or butt, hit here!'

At least Jisi climbed down and let her get dressed. Even if the labels were accurate, Gail wasn't exactly ready to walk the streets of goblinlaw labeled like that.

"So," said Jisi as they left. "I think that instead of going downhill back to that bus stop, we shall take a slightly longer route, on a better road. Because I am sensitive to your moods, and I have noticed that you are slightly tired and stressed."

"Uh huh," said Gail, and she was shocked to discover that she was actually able to talk.

"Oh, wow," said Jisi. "That pill wears off, and right away, you're all, talk, talk, talk. Good thing that I got the recipe, because we're going to be running through those like crazy."

"Uh huh," said Gail.

Jisi laughed like a maniac, then hugged Gail's head and kissed her hair. Then she started coughing because she'd gotten some hair in her mouth, and then nearly fell off of Gail's shoulders trying to get it out of her mouth.

"With that said,'' said Jisi, once she'd recovered her composure, "looking forward to spending some time in Twim's stables? If I was going to breed you, I'd have to—"

"Absolutely not."

Jisi sighed, a huge gust of breath that ruffled Gail's hair. "I know, I know. Don't worry, I'm not going to breed you. But it would be fun to see you getting fucked by a boar human. A big fat one! Maybe with a beard? Some sort of gross hair on his head, anyway, and a penis like a firehose."

"I don't think that would be a good idea," said Gail with dignity.

"You know," said Jisi.

"No," said Gail.

"It's just that as far as breeding you, you were all—"

"No," said Gail.

"Absolutely not!" Jisi agreed. "But when it comes to having some giant stick his penis inside of you, it wasn't quite so—"

"No!" said Gail.

Jisi laughed and patted her head. "Not now. Maybe when you get all weird because you've got a source crystal inside you, and I've been playing with your butt… oh!"

Gail sighed.

"No, I'm a genius," said Jisi. "You haven't heard it yet, but … wow, I'm going to win a medal for this, Gail."

"Uh-huh," said Gail.

"If he comes in your butt, I don't think you can get a baby like that! He could do it all the time! I could get a whole bunch of them, and they'd do it one after another, and you wouldn't have any babies, let alone one from each of them!"

"Nobody is fucking my ass, Jisi."

"You don't understand. I'll draw you some pictures later."

Given what had happened when Gail had agreed to go see the vet that Jisi had picked out, it was pretty clear that this was serious, and if she said the wrong thing, she'd win up in a situation which she did not want to be in. And yet, she had to laugh. It was kind of funny.

"Haha!" said Jisi. "That's a good girl, Gail. You get an apple when we get home."

"That wasn't me agreeing," said Gail.

"I know, I know," said Jisi. "And you have to agree while you're conscious before I do things to you, they made me take a whole course on that when I applied for residence in humanlaw. But aren't you curious? Do you think they come as much as when you peed? That was like a waterfall, Gail. A majestic mountain stream that—

"It's a lot less than that," said Gail.

"Sure, normally," said Jisi. "but if a boar human was pushing into your butt, he'd come so hard he'd die. Oh, wait, that's a problem."

Gail sighed.

"There, there," said Jisi. "Give it a while. I'll get one who is dying anyway or something. And I mean, yes, the market for human milk is almost good enough that you could quit and make nearly as much doing full time diary work, but you'll notice that I didn't ask Twim for the shots that would make you start producing? Or any of the other stuff that I'm sure you're never going to do. It's all fun, and soon it's going to be your giant, cow-like tongue on my pussy, and I'm going to come so hard."

Gail wasn't sure what to say to that. So she snorted, like she had when she was under the influence of those pills, and hadn't been able to make any noise besides snorting.

Jisi hugged her a little tighter.

"Fine," said Gail. "Maybe the nose piercing. At some point, if it's a small ring.  Maybe. But that's it!"

Jisi whooped triumphantly, like she'd been holding it in for hours, and only was able to say what she was feeling after that.

"Yes!" she said. "Absolutely yes! You are going to look so fucking pretty with a tag in your ear and a ring in your nose in my stable! Holy shit! Okay, okay, okay. We're still in goblinlaw, I'm pretty sure, and there aren't any stupid laws here about public sex. Down and on your back. Now, Gail. Please! If I do not fuck you soon, I will die, and you'll be guilty of manslaughter, and you don't want to get in trouble, ohhh, that's a good girl, so good, so pretty, such a giant tongue it's like fucking a python… oh, fuck!"

She hadn't said that she was going to get the nose piercing. But Gail had to admit that Jisi was doing a pretty good job of convincing her that maybe she should. At some point.


Source – Excerpt

Gail buried her head in her hands, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and counted slowly to ten. Then she raised her head and looked back at her computer screen, hoping it would make more sense than it had ten seconds ago. It didn't. She'd been staring at spreadsheets until her vision had started to swim, but that wasn't the problem.

The problem was that expenses over two hundred dollars had to be approved by accounting. Or, well, that wasn't a problem exactly. Even if most people were more interested in their paychecks than in chiseling at expense reports, and even if the people who did chisel at expense reports were creative enough that it was hard to prove anything. Having a paper trail was a good idea, when it came down to it.

The problem was that Gail worked in accounting, which meant that she was the one who had to approve those expenses, or flag them for further review. Obviously, Gail didn't want to do her job. Nobody wanted to do their job. But that wasn't the real problem either. The problem was that some of those reports were from goblinlaw, and goblinlaw expenses were insane.

On the other hand, Jisi was the accounting department's expert in goblinlaw, and bothering Jisi sounded a lot more fun than staring at spreadsheets.

Jisi was a little hard to track down. She wasn't at her desk, which made sense—she didn't want to do her job any more than Gail wanted to do hers, and Jisi was better at avoiding work than Gail. She wasn't in the break room. She didn't answer Gail's text. Gail looked everywhere in the office she thought Jisi might be, then swung back around to the break room. Jisi still wasn't there, and neither was the box of donuts that had been on top of the fridge last time.

"Jisi?" Gail called. When she didn't get an answer, she climbed up on a chair and found a trail of crumbs leading to the cabinet above the fridge. "I think those were for a birthday."

A muffled chewing noise came from behind the cabinet door.

"Anyway," said Gail, "what's a knee tax?"

"No such thing." Jisi's voice was distorted both by the cabinet door and a mouthful of, presumably, donuts.

"So someone lied when they claimed a hundred and fifteen dollars for a knee tax?"

"Yes." Jisi chewed for a few more seconds before adding, "Unless they meant a kneecap tax. That's a tariff imposed on every functional kneecap in a region. Easy to avoid paying that one! But not always easy to walk away after avoiding it."

"Uh huh," said Gail. "But why a hundred and fifteen? If it's a tax on kneecaps, it should be an even number."

"Maybe they fucked up one of that guy's knees. That's a reasonable compromise, when you don't want to overdraw your expenses. Aha!" That last bit was loud, and Jisi burst out of the cabinet, triumphant.

Gail looked up at her. Jisi smiled, as wide as only a goblin could smile, scuttled to the end of the fridge, and kissed Gail.

For a little lady, Jisi had a lot of force in her kisses. Gail was a little breathless by the time Jisi broke away and patted her cheek.

What had they been talking about? The kneecap tax. "He was walking fine when he came in to submit his expense report, though," said Gail. "I'm not sure that's your aha moment."

"Eh, who cares," said Jisi. She scrambled down the front of the fridge, to the table and then up the table. "You know how Doctor Twim thinks that he's so smart, and he wasn't going to sell me spiders?"

"Yes?" Gail still wasn't sure about how she felt about her visit to Doctor Twim; he was a goblinlaw vet who treated humans. By the time they'd left, Gail had dotted lines on her back showing Jisi where Gail's kidneys and liver were, so that she wouldn't injure them when she hit her. And also, "I hated those spiders."

"No you didn't," said Jisi. "You loved them! Anyway, they're monitors, not spiders, and I, Jisi of the Hidden Ward, have crafted one myself, using magic held—"

"Jisi," said Gail.

"Oh, come on. It's pretty. See?" Jisi held a jeweled spider up in both hands. It was smaller than the one that Doctor Twim had used, and it was pretty—gold jointed limbs around a central gem as clear as a diamond.

Not that Gail was going to admit that out loud. "I thought you were Jisi Anberalion the Black. Also, those things bit me. After I got home I was still bleeding from some of those spider bites."

"Aww." Jisi craned over Gail, her already-wide goblin eyes going wider, and Gail crossed her arms over her chest and pulled her jacket closed. Not that there were any marks left to see or anything. Definitely not anywhere that would show in clothes Gail would wear to the office. Undeterred, Jisi went on, "A few little scrapes and bruises gives your skin character, though. They show that I'm treating you right, and make you look even more beautiful than ever. And this one is important."

She breathed out on the spider, and it whirred into life, jumping onto Gail's arm before she could react. Onto her arm, and then down her shirt.

"Hey!" she said. Then, "Ow! Goddamn it Jisi, that—"

Jisi took a quick look around. Then she grabbed the waistband of Gail's skirt and pulled it down just a little. Enough to see where the spider had lodged, just over the top of Gail's pussy.

"See," said Jisi. "Pretty! Also, this way, if you get close to orgasm, it will remind you that you're not allowed."

Blushing furiously, Gail grabbed her waistband back and pulled it up. They were at work! Someone could see! Which was why she was making sure she was covered up instead of getting that damn spider thing off her. No other reason, for sure.

When her heart settled down enough for Gail to actually process Jisi's words, the heat in Gail's face and belly only intensified, and she said in a strangled voice, "Not allowed?"

Jisi gave a happy nod. "I finally got your crystal. Doctor Twim took your measurements, and it was tricky to find one the right size, but now we've got a crystal, so I can put it in and glue you shut, and soon you're going to start agreeing to do things that are fun. You'll come over tonight, and I'll put it in."

Read the rest
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The Goblin's Ponygirl

First Ride

Jisi is a goblin. What she lacks in height she makes up for in self-confidence and a penchant for exuberant chaos. Jisi's co-worker Gail is a human. Like all humans, she's big, clumsy, and tragically unable to perform the slightest bit of magic. But she's just the right height for Jisi to climb on her shoulders and gather ingredients for her potions… or to ride her like a pony through the trees of the enchanted forest… or to ride her in a different way once they get home.

The Vet

Gail likes to run and Jisi likes to ride, and if Jisi sometimes treats Gail like a horse, that's part of the fun. But Gail isn't really a horse, and she doesn't need to be examined by a goblin veterinarian. At least, that's what she thinks at first. But Jisi has ways of making the strangest things seem fun, even being poked and prodded and humiliated by Dr. Twim, the goblin vet.

Source

Even when she's skeptical about Jisi's wild ideas, from brewing dodgy potions to riding Gail's shoulders and treating her like a pony, Gail always ends up having fun. Which is why she agrees to help Jisi produce a source, a magical crystal charged by Gail's own pleasure. But as days go by and Jisi keeps delaying Gail's pleasure to build up the magical charge, Gail finds herself enjoying things she never thought she would… and maybe having a few wild ideas of her own.

Staycation

Gail's girlfriend Jisi thinks that Gail needs a vacation. But Jisi is a goblin, as well as the world's greatest wizard and lover (according to herself), so her idea of a vacation may be a little unusual. What could be better than a makeover (involving magical piercings and a tail), a romantic walk in the forest (while Jisi rides her like a pony) and absolutely no responsibilities (because Jisi is calling all the shots)? Gail is about to find out!

A Day at the Races

In celebration of the peace and amity between humanlaw and goblinlaw, Briarview Park and Tracks is hosting traditional goblin races—meaning, goblins riding humans like they're ponies. Of course, being in humanlaw, there are some rules: no public nudity, no indecent behavior, and absolutely no gambling. And so, human accountant Gail and her goblin girlfriend Jisi are off to the races, to make new friends, engage in friendly competition, and see how many of the rules they can break.

Safari

Gail is about to have her wildest adventure yet, as she and Jisi leave humanlaw behind for the exuberant chaos of goblinlaw, and an island where goblins on humanback hunt other humans for sport. Gail's going to need to run faster than she ever has. Luckily, Jisi is there with enchanted crossbow darts and home-brewed aphrodisiacs, to make sure everyone has a good time.

Fan Domme

The Mind-Control Moonstone

When Kaitlyn Watson' best friend catches a weird nerdy girl named Wednesday making eyes at Kaitlyn from across the cafeteria and dares Kaitlyn to break her heart, Kaitlyn doesn't think twice. But Wednesday has her revenge. The moonstone necklace she gave Kaitlyn as a present turns out to have mysterious powers, and Kaitlyn finds that she's not in control of her body, as Wednesday makes her humiliate herself in public and love it.

Blackmailed & Bewitched

Kaitlyn Watson's best friend Jessie dared her to play a prank on Wednesday Newland—part-time witch and full-time nerd. The prank backfired, but what started with Wednesday punishing Kaitlyn by using mind control to publicly humiliate her ended with Kaitlyn and Wednesday dating. Kaitlyn is looking forward to being tied up, teased, and tortured some more, but Jessie is back, with blackmail videos.

A Test of Trust

Kaitlyn Watson messed up bad. An old high-school friend of hers took blackmail videos of her and her girlfriend, Wednesday Newland (part-time witch, full-time nerd, and all-around bedroom genius) and Kaitlyn didn't tell Wednesday about it. The whole thing ended with Wednesday almost getting killed by an incubus (she got better). Kaitlyn knows she needs to be punished.

The Switch Strikes Back

Kaitlyn Watson loves it when her girlfriend Wednesday—part-time witch, full-time nerd, and all-around bedroom genius—ties her up, teases, and torments her. But lately Kaitlyn's been wondering what it would be like to be the one swinging the whip. And finally, Wednesday has decided that she trusts Kaitlyn enough to let her give it a try.

Summer School

Spending the summer with your girlfriend's family is a big step when your girlfriend's grandmother is a dead witch who cheats at Words With Friends. But Wednesday is going to her grandma's haunted house to learn magic, and Kaitlyn wants to help, whether that means drawing water from the well wearing nothing but sneakers, or being used as a guinea pig for Wednesday to practice her skills.

Freshman Five

Freshman Five contains the complete books 1-5 of the Fan Domme series, covering Kaitlyn and Wednesday's first year of college.

Kita's Adventures in Product Development

Quality Control

Kita can't afford a flat on her own, and Terra and Gerana aren't bad roommates, but there are disadvantages to living with a mad scientist and a mad entrepreneur. Like when they want her help testing their latest product: a mind-control collar. It turns out Gerana's spent a lot of time thinking about what she'd do to Kita with a mind-control collar. And it turns out Kita really likes it.

Limited Release

Terra is a mad scientist. Gerana is a mad entrepreneur. Kita is their happy pet and lab animal. Now they've come up with a new product: a belt designed to keep its wearer constantly on edge, without ever allowing her release. After a couple days with her new toy, Kita is totally focused on pleasure, and eager to be trained to serve Gerana, Terra, and their prospective buyer in any way they want.

The Concubine Chronicles

Foreign Exchange

Liera—a foreigner in exotic Ralaath—doesn't know what's expected of her when her lover Lady Maash lends her to her friends. Luckily, Lady Jalah is an expert in the art of tormenting young ladies. Liera is decorated and restrained, kept in a constant state of pain and anticipation, as Jalah trains her to serve herself, her husband the Krin, and their friends.

Domestication

In Ralaath, it's common for a married couple to take a secondary wife, and Andera has her eye on the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais. But once Andera convinces Farren and Paathi to agree to a trial marriage, she's in for a surprise—Paathi has had the documents drawn up so that she will be the primary wife in the marriage, with Andera reduced to a secondary role.

Trial by Exposure

When Andera Rowe decided she wanted the beautiful, charming Paathi Rais as a third partner in her marriage, she wasn't expecting to become the secondary wife herself, subject to Paathi's every whim. She certainly wasn't expecting to love it. Now she has a choice to make: will she give up her independence forever—or give up Paathi and all the pleasures she's learned at her hands?

Tying the Knot

Andera Rowe's wedding day is coming up—the day when her position as Paathi Rais' secondary wife, bound to obey her in all things and kept completely at her mercy, will stop being a temporary arrangement. Andera will be put on public display and made available to all of Paathi's friends and servants. Before that, there's a month of torture, as Paathi teases Andera and denies her release.

The College Pet

Sold to the Mean Girls

Mari is broke and looking at a future of working at Walmart and living at her mom's house, until her friend Larissa makes her an offer: Jenn and Rafaela, the two richest girls from their old high school, want to buy her. Mari will get to live out her most twisted fantasies of humiliation, abuse, and being treated like a puppy.

Collections:

The Femdom Collection: 5 Complete Books

From a high society of wizards where vice lurks beneath a genteel surface, to a post-apocalyptic wasteland where men with psychic powers are kept as slaves, these are the stories of five powerful women—alchemists, airship mechanics, and warriors—who know how to get what they want from their men.

Standalones:

Hostage of the Risen Witch

Temis, a soldier in a war against an all-powerful archmage, falls captive to one of the archmage's minons, a witch recently raised from the dead among the ruins of her impossibly ancient civilization. As the isolation of the two women draws them closer together, the witch Sherav begins to teach Temis the secrets of her lost civilization—secrets of pain and pleasure, mastery and surrender.

The Thief Enthralled

Reffia is the bane of Mesil's existence: a talented thief, pushy, presumptuous... beautiful and tempting. But Mesil has always managed to resist that temptation—until Reffia insists Mesil make her a special pair of magical shoes that will allow Reffia to reach the enchanted city of Endaious Above. But such powerful magic commands a powerful price: Reffia will be Mesil's slave.

A Pitiless Logic

Chelle, a devilishly attractive and ruthlessly rational student, wants to know: did the unassuming housewife Reiah really proposition her on on her husband's behalf, or was it because of Reiah’s own attraction? As Chelle insinuates herself ever deeper into Reiah’s life, she subjects Reiah to torture, humiliation, and unbearable pleasure in her quest to answer the riddle of Reiah’s truest desires.

Lane’s Lover

Lane wakes up the day after graduation with a useless degree, a pile of student loan debt, an hour and a half to vacate her dorm room, and no memory of the night before. Just as she’s starting to panic, in walks Vicky, an older woman with a magnetic air of self-confidence and the promise of a solution to all of Lane’s problems.

Taking One for the Team

Raven’s never seen play like when a barnstorming team comes to town. It’s her chance at the big leagues, and she jumps at it. Over the next season, Raven spends her post-game staked out in the playing field, getting to know her new teammates a lot better—especially a mute giant named Born. Big in more ways than one, but surprisingly gentle, Raven finds ways to communicate with Born that go deeper than words.

Solstice Spells

The summer solstice is a time for wizards to make acquaintances, engage in friendly banter with their peers, measure their skills, perhaps make an occasional wager. Naya isn't happy when her husband Reyal comes home with a red-headed sorceress he won on a bet—especially when she finds out that she's the one who'd have had to pay the price if Reyal had lost.

The Jewel Thief

Seren was never one for playing by the rules—she's a thief, and a good one. When a big heist and a botched getaway leave her with a fortune in Carephalan bloodstones and stranded in the isolated cottage of a taciturn woodsman named Rain, the first thing she does is steal his flitter and try to make it back to civilization. But when the flitter crashes, Rain is her only chance for survival. Naked, chained, and collared, Seren learns to play by Rain's rules.

cover.jpeg
THE GOBLIN'S 2 THE

PRNYGIRL VET

y

|






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




