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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."

Gail looked over her shoulder, and then, pulling her skirt away from her waist for just a second, down at the spider. In the brief glimpse she got, the central jewel was fading from yellow to pale green.

"It turns yellow when you're turned on," said Jisi helpfully. "Red if you get close."

Nope. Not thinking about that. Definitely not looking to see what color it was right now. It was pinching her, though, and maybe she would just adjust her clothing so that it—Gail crossed her arms firmly and frowned at Jisi.

Jisi wilted, smile gone, ears drooping. "Or we can wait until you're ready," she said, dragging each word out.

"Ugh, fine," said Gail. "But you're paying for dinner. And there's going to be wine."

"Haha!" Jisi cackled, clapping her hands. "Of course! I always buy women food and wine before sealing their vaginas shut with the seminal emissions of trolls!"

"Uh huh." Gail kept her arms crossed and tried to maintain a stern expression. If she laughed it would only encourage Jisi, and the last thing Jisi needed was more encouragement.

Jisi didn't seem fooled. Her ears perked up and her smile was immensely pleased with herself. She patted Gail's head and then scrambled up onto her shoulder, using it as a platform to launch herself up on top of the fridge again.

"Don't you have work?" said Gail.

Jisi nodded. "Very important work. Did you know people will just leave boxes of donuts up here? Got to make sure no one else eats them."

With that, she folded herself back into the cabinet and closed the door behind, and Gail shook her head and went back to her desk, muttering, "Kneecap tax," and not sticking her hand down her panties to check on the spider there.

By the end of the day, Gail had almost forgotten the spider, and the rest of her conversation with Jisi. But it all came back when she got to her car and found Jisi sprawled on the hood, doodling curvy, naked figures in the dust on the windshield.

"My place!" Jisi cried, jumping up.

"Booster seat," said Gail.

With a dramatic sigh, Jisi clambered in through the window and buckled herself into the booster seat that Gail kept in her car for whenever she needed to give Jisi a ride. Then Jisi spent half the trip to her place grousing about how Gail really shouldn't be so stuck up about making sure that Jisi stayed in the booster seat, because yes, maybe she'd get a ticket if she wasn't, but if she wasn't, she could move around the car, and have more fun.

It'd been a bitch of a day at work, and Gail was still deeply uncertain about the whole being glued shut with troll semen thing. But she listened to Jisi rant, and laughed, and felt lighter; Jisi could always make her laugh no matter what else was going on. Gail really liked her. Even if she didn't have Jisi over to her apartment very often.

For one thing, if Jisi saw something she liked, she'd take it. And if she didn't see anything she liked, she assumed it was because Gail was hiding it somewhere.

"If," as Jisi explained it, "you didn't have anything under your floorboards, why did you have floorboards in the first place?" So the more often  Jisi visited, the fewer floorboards Gail had.

Gail had braced herself for it to be a problem, when she'd visited Jisi and then not invited her back to her own place. It was one-sided, and sooner or later Jisi would be bound to get upset about that. She'd promise that this or that would be different, and Gail would give in, and then it wouldn't be different. Then there'd be screaming arguments, and passive-aggressive silences, and texts left on read, and eventually Gail would hear from a friend of a friend that Jisi was dating someone else.

Not that Gail was extrapolating from her past relationships or anything.

Only it hadn't happened like that. The first time Gail had started to make a lame excuse about why she wasn't inviting Jisi over, Jisi had broken out into a peal of laughter. "It's because you want to keep me from taking your treasures!" she said, kicking up her heels gleefully. "Haha!"

And they'd gone to Jisi's place instead. And that was that.

Well, that was more or less that; the problem was that while Jisi's house wasn't infested with anything, it was filled with all sorts of things.

Which was fine for Jisi—goblins loved sleeping in a rat's nest of the various treasures that they found under people's floorboards, or left out in their gardens, or outside next to their recycling. Gail, on the other hand, needed a human-sized bed, and she needed one which wasn't covered with commemorative plates, or acorns, or small figurines of warriors carved out of pewter and painted very poorly.

Jisi compromised by clearing out a guest room. It was still more crowded than Gail would prefer, but at least it had a bed. With a chain bolted to the wall that ended in a shackle.

"It's so that you don't run away," Jisi explained. "When you go mad with lust, I mean."

"Uh huh," said Gail.

"So you don't have to worry! I've thought of everything! All you have to do is get undressed, and we can get that crystal inside you, and then you can have your wonton soup and beef and broccoli, and also drink wine."

Gail sighed.

"Fine, fine," said Jisi. "First you get undressed, then you drink a barrel of wine, and then we start farming your source."

"How about," said Gail, "we eat dinner out on the back deck, and we talk about this."

"You drive a hard bargain, woman," said Jisi. "But only if you get naked first. It's important. For, uh, mystical reasons. I'll go put on my wizard hat and robe!"

Gail shook her head. "You don't have a wizard hat."

"Oh, I have a wizard hat," said Jisi. "And I have a bathrobe, so that's that sorted. Now strip."

"After I've had at least two glasses of wine," said Gail. If she didn't draw some lines, Jisi was going to walk all over her.

As it turned out, Jisi did have a wizard hat. It was tall and conical and it had a wide brim, and it fit her. "It came with my certificate! Proves that I'm the greatest sorcerer in the world."

"Don't they send it to everyone who's completed that course?" asked Gail. "Also, wasn't it a correspondence course, and didn't you cheat?"

"You," said Jisi, "have a lot of very foolish questions."

"Sure," said Gail. "Anyway, let's go out to the deck. I'll go get the takeout."

The deck was just as cluttered as the rest of Jisi's house, stacked with miscellaneous boxes, bicycle tires, those metal traps with the saw-teeth like people used in cartoons, and other things. But there was a nice view of the borderland forest that separated humanlaw from goblinlaw, and enough space for the deck chairs and a table. Gail set the takeout on the table, and Jisi opened the bottle of wine.

Gail's eyes flew open in surprise at her first sip of wine, and then she closed them and took the next sip more slowly, breathing the aroma, letting the taste settle on her tongue before she swallowed. It tasted fancy.  Gail didn't ask where Jisi had gotten it, and whether or not the person she'd taken it from had noticed. Maybe she was full of a lot of foolish questions, but she didn't have to ask questions when she didn't want to know the answers.

She did want answers about what Jisi was going to do to her. Jisi didn't want to give them, but by the time the takeout was gone and Gail was halfway through her second glass, Jisi must have figured out that Gail wasn't going to cooperate until she got them.

"Fine," said Jisi. Gail was standing at the railing of the deck, watching the wind blow through the trees in the forest. "The way it works, the crystal sucks up the energy when you get turned on. Longer you keep it there, the more it can suck up, but if it's there for more than a month, some of the older stuff will curdle, and it won't work properly. If I was able to farm you full time, it'd be a week or so. But since I hate waiting and you're like, super into sex, maybe until Friday? That seems good? Are you bleeding from your cunt?"

"I… it's called a period," said Gail.

"Are you bleeding from your period? If you are, I want to see."

"That was last week," said Gail, still looking out at the forest. "It's kind of gross."

"Of course it is. You're so gross! It'd be great to see you like that, though. Naked and chained and with blood on your thighs…" Jisi sighed happily. "Like a hideous monster in a dungeon. So sexy!"

"Uh huh," said Gail. "I also get cramps and feel bloated and hate things."

"How can something as wide as you feel bloated?" asked Jisi. "That's like…"

"Okay," said Gail. "Anyway, Twim said—"

"Twim said that the crystal would soak up all the blood, and that's true, but that's the way you make your source into a ruby, and the thing is, rubies don't sell for as much, because the other gems mean that they weren't in for as long, so there isn't any chance of the magic curdling. That's just common sense. Anyway, anyway. When you come, you're going to come harder than you have in your life, because the crystal is going to take all that energy."

"Oh," said Gail. Jisi hadn't mentioned that before, and neither had Twim. The part where Gail was going to pass out, sure, but not that it was going to be the best orgasm of her life.

"That's why we had to find out if your heart could handle it. Anyway. You'll pass out, so I'm going to have to make sure that it's somewhere I can store you for a little while, and then I'll see the source, and—"

"And how much money do I get when you sell the source?" asked Gail. "I mean, since I'm the one who's going to be carrying it—"

"You get an orgasm," said Jisi. "I get the money."

"But I also get a week of not having any orgasms, so—"

"Four days!" said Jisi. "I mean, four days of you not having orgasms. You're going to give me a ton of orgasms."

"That's not really a point in your favor, Jisi."

"It's not? All that time, I have to keep you entertained, and stick things up your butt, and also I'm the one who's casting all the spells, and I had to pay for the vet—"

"With the apples that you couldn't have picked without me, and the potions that you made out of the apples that you couldn't have picked without me!"

"With apples that were mine, and with potions that were mine, and with other things that were probably mine! In a sense!"

"Well, since we can't do this without both of us, it seems like it'd be only fair to split things fifty-fifty."

"What! That! What! Never! I will not split the proceeds with anyone on earth, because they proceed from other people into my pockets! That's what the word proceed means. I thought you were supposed to be an accountant, Gail, how are you accounting that, it is—"

"Or," said Gail. "Or you never take any of my stuff ever again."

"Oh, sure, no problem that's a good deal," said Jisi. "Absolutely agreed!"

"Good." Gail took a folded piece of parchment from her wallet and passed it to Jisi. "So you just have to sign there, and—"

"This is treachery!"

Gail turned away from the sunset to look at Jisi, who was hopping from one foot to the other. "What?" A snicker escaped Gail even as she tried to put on her best innocently puzzled look. "you just agreed to that."

"I agreed to that, in a strictly non-enforceable manner. This ties my magic to not stealing your stuff, and I love stealing your stuff!"

"I'm giving over literally all my interest in your profits, Jisi," said Gail. "I just don't want to lose my security deposit because you drilled a hole in the wall looking for a safe."

"You had a picture on the wall. Why would you have a picture on the wall if it wasn't hiding a safe?" Jisi slapped the parchment down on the railing of the deck and grabbed a pen from one of her boxes of junk. It had a green alien head attached to the end of it with a spring, which jiggled angrily as Jisi signed.

"It seemed like a good idea at the time?" Gail took the parchment back and checked to make sure that Jisi had signed it where she was supposed to and hadn't made any other alterations. Then she took off her shirt, which changed the subject pretty well.

Jisi wasn't exactly a sweet talker. She was more likely to tell Gail, "Wow, your butt is enormous," than anything that any normal person would consider a compliment. But she looked at Gail's body with  genuine awe, in a way that people who'd said all sorts of nice things never seemed to.

Now Jisi's eyes were practically bugging out of her face watching Gail pulling her sports bra over her head and wriggling out of her skirt and underpants. Jisi's mouth opened and closed a few times before any words came out, and when they did, they were kind of strangled. "That's a good girl. Okay, now, you need to get down on your hands and knees, and I've got to. Um, okay—"

Jisi cut herself off in a shriek, half outrage, half delight, when, instead of getting down on her hands and knees, Gail picked her up and hugged her. Which made Jisi wriggle a little, and then a little more as she took advantage of the fact that Gail wasn't swearing a shirt, and she was being pressed into her chest.

"You are a good girl, you know," said Jisi. "And really, I only stole your things because I wanted them. Because they were yours, and I want everything you have!"

"Uh huh," said Gail.

"I turned one of your shirts into a tent!" said Jisi.

"Ah," said Gail.

"Because it was so very big," Jisi explained. "That's how I could make it into a tent."

"I see," said Gail.

"Now, put me down and get on your hands and knees, because I'm going to have to stretch you out a bit before I put the crystal in."

"Stretch," said Gail.

Jisi squirmed out of Gail's arms and jumped down. Because she had a handful of Gail's hair when she did, and because an armful of wriggling goblin wasn't helping Gail's balance, and, maybe, because Gail wasn't really trying to fight, Gail went down too. She threw her hands out to catch herself before she faceplanted onto the boards of the deck. Which left her, more or less, on her hands and knees like Jisi wanted.

"Good girl!" said Jisi. "I mean, not stretch exactly, necessarily. But you see, human ladies can push a whole human baby through their pussies, which is insane, and they get a little stretchier when you get turned on? So I'm going to be getting you ready, and the spider will help keep you from losing it before we even get started."

Gail tensed up. "That crystal—"

"It's smaller than a human baby! But you should get really turned on, or I'm going to have to use a mallet to make sure it gets lodged into—shh, easy there, horsey, it's a mallet with a rubber head, you don't have to worry about the crystal getting damaged, no, shhh. Imagine that you're about to be fucked by a giant boar human, who smells bad and is bald and has a beard!"

"What—" Gail's breath caught as Jisi's soothing pats drifted higher up the inside of her thigh. "What makes you think that—"

"It's the sort of thing that I like to imagine you doing," said Jisi. "And obviously, you like the sort of things that I like. Look, you're wet already; the imaginary gross boar is just that sexy."

Gail sighed and let Jisi's fingers work on her. They were long and thin and strong, and pretty good at finding the places where Gail wanted to be touched. Even if just now she was being slow enough about it to make Gail whine in frustration.

"So Doctor Twim said that some sow humans could take a whole hand in there," Jisi said thoughtfully. "And then I can wear you like a hand puppet!  If anyone can do it, you can, you're the best. So…"

"Jisi," said Gail warningly. There were… three fingers in there? Four? But that wasn't a hand, and a hand wasn't an arm.

"Shh, easy," said Jisi. "I believe in you. Want a be quiet pill, so you don't have to keep complaining?"

"I… ah!"

Jisi's hand was smaller than a human's hand, but it was still a lot bigger than… breath whistled in through Gail's teeth, as Jisi's wrist slipped inside of her.

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

"It's a lot," said Gail. "Just—"

"Oh, wow," Jisi repeated, a little firmer. "It's so soft in there, and so… oh, you have been looking forward to this, I'll get a boar's penis inside of you eventually, but the crystal will be almost as good, you'll see, you'll love—"

Gail gasped, no longer able to articulate any sort of objections. Jisi's hand was sliding back and forth inside her, and her other hand found Gail's clit, and stroked, gently, just the right amount of—

"Ah! Shit, ow!"

Jisi cackled. "That's the spider! I was giving it to you pretty good, wasn't I? Guess I'm even better at sex than anyone thought."

"It fucking bit me!" said Gail.

"Oh, it just feels like that." Jisi patted Gail's butt comfortingly. "Actually, it injected you with poison."

"Jisi," said Gail, breathing hard. "I don't—"

"It's not a bad poison, it's just like a mosquito bite, don't worry about it."

"How much fucking poison do you—ahh…"

Jisi's hand had shifted, deep inside of her, and Gail pushed back against it; she was so full, it felt good, but she couldn't actually fuck it properly, because she'd get more poison from that spider, and it hurt so much.

Gail laughed, but it came out like a weird, broken sort of gasp. "It really is a lot. Can you—"

"It really is a lot," echoed Jisi, trying to make her voice sound deeper. "Next time, you're going to have to say that while drinking a glass of water."

Gail laughed. She couldn't help it.

Jisi kissed her thigh, though, and then slid her hand out. "Okay. I think you're open enough now."

Then there was a pressure at the opening of Gail's pussy, hard and blunt. At the opening, and then in.

It wasn't as big as Jisi's hand, but it also wasn't as flexible; Gail gasped, tried to wriggle away, but Jisi's hand held her there, and Jisi made calming little noises. It was big, and it was cold, and she couldn't—it pushed all the way in, and then there was something warm—Jisi's finger, but also something soft and wet up from the bottom of her opening and—

"And there you go!" said Jisi. "Fastened tight. Good girl! I would never be able to do something like that, and certainly wouldn't be able to do something like that for free."

Gail collapsed onto the boards of the deck, her hands and knees too shaky to hold her up any longer.

"Good girl!" Jisi plopped herself down next to Gail's head and started playing with her hair. "You have such a big vagina!"

Gail couldn't help but laugh; she nuzzled into Jisi's side, which almost enough to knock Jisi over. "You're a funny lady," said Gail. "I like you."

"Haha, yes!" said Jisi. "Okay. You can go to the guest room."

"Mhmm." The deck wasn't exactly comfortable to lie on, and the night air was cold against Gail's bare skin. On the other hand, changing any of that would require moving. "Any minute now. Just… it was a lot, you know. Really a lot, and now I've got that thing lodged in me, and—"

"And I got this, for you!" Jisi climbed up to the pile of boxes and fished something out from behind something else. "See?"

"That's a car antenna," said Gail, who was pretty sure that was a car antenna.

"It was a car antenna," Jisi corrected her. "Now, it is a riding crop. So light and whippy!"

"Jisi, I—ow!" Gail pulled her foot in under her, too slow to escape a stinging swat to the sole.

"Up," said Jisi. "G'wan, up!" Then she hit Gail's ass.

"Ow, jeez, it was just going to be a few more—ow! I'm getting, I'm getting."

Jisi herded her to bed, and then watched her there for a bit.

It wasn't exactly how Gail expected to spend the night, but it wasn't exactly bad. It was a lot, though, and she had a feeling that the next morning was going to be more.

For one thing, Jisi didn't want her to go use the human bathroom that she'd kept while renovating the house. "Because what if I have guests?" she said. "Also, I want to see. Back yard, and squat!"

"Jisi," said Gail. "My head hurts, and that glue—"

"Troll semen."

"And that troll semen feels weird, and I just… I'm going to the bathroom."

Jisi frowned. Gail patted her head as she went past. "Maybe some other time."

"Yes!" said Jisi. "Some other time, we will—"

"When we're done with this," said Gail, who had some experience with promising things to Jisi. Who frowned at her when she went to the bathroom, which was more crowded than she remembered it. And when she came out, Jisi had another present for her.

"It's a backpack?" said Gail.

"It's your first saddle! We're only a few miles from work. It will be good exercise out of doors."

"I'm going to show up at work sweaty and exhausted and you're going to be riding me," said Gail.

"It'll be great!" said Jisi. "Don't worry about it. They went on and on about how inclusive they are of goblin culture, because they needed someone certified to file goblinlaw reports, and that's goblin culture. It's going to be fun! Although you do have to wear clothing, and apparently humans get really sweaty when they run? I mean, you do, so—"

She pulled out a pair of shorts from under the saddle that were probably too small for Gail, and a t-shirt that was definitely too small.

Gail sighed. "I'm going to wear my bra."

Jisi's ears drooped sadly.

"No. There's a reason I wore a sports bra, and I'm not running without it. Too much—" There wasn't any way to describe what trying to run without a bra on was too much of without Jisi deciding that it was a great idea. "I mean, you've probably watched women's running, right? Women with better times are wearing bras."

"Oh, yes. Very educational material. Careful study!" Jisi considered. Then she made a motion of lordly disdain. "I have chosen what will be best for my steed. Whatever the cost to me." There was a pocket in that saddle, where Jisi had stashed her clothing. She triumphantly pulled out Gail's underwear, frowned at it, put it back, and pulled out her bra. Which Gail put on, after squeezing into those shorts.

The t-shirt, she left behind; the bra would be enough, and it was one less thing to be worried about getting in trouble for shoplifting, or possibly stealing from a small child.

"Now the saddle, now the saddle," said Jisi, jumping from foot to foot. "You've got to put your shoulder through, no not like that, like that, that's a girl. And then your other shoulder, and your arm—there you go!

It turned out that the riding saddle that Jisi had bought—with her own money, even though Gail was going to be the one wearing it, so really, Gail should've had to buy it—also had straps to keep Gail's arms tied up behind her.

"It's not just a fashion thing," said Jisi. "I mean, yes, mostly it's a fashion thing. But this way, you're going to be trained with proper form for goblinlaw races, and oh, I am going to teach you how to run, and we're going to win the big race, Gail. You'll see! Everyone will cheer for me, and you'll get a nice bucket of oats or something, and—" she jerked the last strap tight. "Kneel!"

Well, if Gail wasn't going to kneel, she'd made an odd choice when she'd let Jisi strap her into that thing.

"You could be more polite about it," said Gail.

"Why?" asked Jisi. "You recognize the imperious majesty of my commands, and you—okay, okay, do not go towards your car, instead you should kneel please. That's a girl, there you are."

The way the saddle was set up, Gail just had to go down on one knee, and Jisi could swing herself up, so that was a little easier. On the other hand, Gail hadn't noticed that Jisi had brought her car antenna with her until it was too late.

"Giddyup, my precious steed!" said Jisi. "Run as fast as you ever have, faster!"

"I think," said Gail, "I'll start a little slower, and then warm up. Ow!"

"Yes, fine," said Jisi. "But it is very important to remember! I like hitting you, and I really want to see some stripes on your butt when we get to work! Now slow slower than you have ever slowed before, and warm… warmer up!"

Gail had to smile at that. Which… well, it wasn't the only reason why she kept doing the things Jisi wanted her to do, but it was definitely a reason.

That car antenna also helped, when it came down to it. It stung.

The saddle was pretty light, and it distributed Jisi's weight better than when Jisi sat straight on Gail's shoulders. But the weight was still there, and Gail's arms were tied behind her back, which wasn't ideal running form no matter what goblin culture said. So while Gail might have slowed as slow as she'd ever slowed before, and then warmed up to a reasonable amount of warm, she definitely wasn't going to run faster than she'd ever run before. She did cover the ground a lot quicker than she'd expected, though.

Part of that was because whenever she slowed down, that car antenna would sting her ass, but another part was that when she was going full out, Jisi would stand up in her saddle and lean forward, breathing hard, her thighs clenching around Gail's head, and holler, "Run, run, runrunrun! Run like the wind!"

Even if it was silly, Jisi's sheer joy put a little more spring in Gail's step.

But then, having spent the three years out of college not running took a lot more spring away than Jisi could put in. By the time they got to their office park, Gail was done. She didn't quite collapse, but it was close; she knelt to let Jisi down, and then she stayed kneeling, because she didn't have the strength to stand.

Jisi patted her head, and gave her a drink from a bottle filled with alarmingly bright blue liquid. "It's a vitalizing magic!" she explained.

It was an energy drink. Jisi had probably stolen it. Whatever. It was what Gail needed. She drank thirstily, shivering as the breeze dried the sweat on her body.

With one hand still holding the bottle to Gail's lips, Jisi fumbled her phone into the other. "Fifty-two minutes? No, that's not—" She shoved the phone in Gail's face. "Is that the time?"

"Yes?" Gail had energy drink dribbled down her front, and she was too tired to explain that if she wanted to know the time, she'd look at her phone, same as Jisi.

Jisi took the phone back, scowled at it. "That can't be right. Five miles in fifty-two minutes? That's less than ten minutes a mile!"

"No," said Gail, still catching her breath. "That's more than ten minutes a mile."

Jisi looked around. "We're early to work? What happens when you're early to work? Do we have to go to jail? Do they give you the company?" Since Gail was kneeling, Jisi could stand on her tiptoes and kiss her cheek. "Are you the fastest woman who ever lived? Fifty-two minutes? That's as fast as a bus!"

Gail's stomach hurt when she laughed. It wasn't fair. "You're an accountant, Jisi. Fifty-two divided by five is—"

"Shh," said Jisi. "Don't tire yourself out. What a good run, though! If you didn't have that source in you, I'd let you come right here in the parking lot after a run like that."

Gail whimpered. The shivers running through her got stronger, her thighs trembling uncontrollably. She'd only been thinking about the run, and how tired she was. Now she was aware of the crystal inside her, and the spider fastened right above her pussy, and how she was kneeling with her hands tied behind her back, and Jisi might—she could—right here in the parking lot—

"Oh God," said Jisi. "You're dying. I demanded too much from you, and you're going to die, and oh, I'm going to have to fill out so many forms and they're not going to let me return that saddle, and I don't want you to die, and they're probably going to hire someone else, and—"

Gail took a deep, ragged breath. By the time she spoke, her voice sounded almost normal. "I'm just cold. I ran a lot, and I got sweaty, which cools me down, but now I'm not running and I'm still getting cold."

"Ohhh." Jisi nodded sagely. Her ears were twitching in relief, but Gail decided not to mention that part. "I understand. You're delirious. Well, work has showers! Maybe a nice warm shower will make you less delirious."

She undid the clasps on the saddle, freeing Gail's arms, and Gail staggered to her feet and let Jisi herd her toward the offices. They were early, but they weren't early enough that Gail wanted to be whipped through a parking lot, so she went, making vague listening noises as Jisi lectured her about the showers.

"They're part of the Unlimited Wellness Program. The costs average out to two hundred and seven dollars per employee per year, but we include one thousand nine hundred and eighteen dollars as the estimated benefits when calculating employee compensation." Those numbers were a lot more complicated than dividing fifty-two by five, but Gail was sure that Jisi had them right. Jisi was always amazed by corporate ingenuity. "This is what we're doing to our own employees! Imagine what we're doing to our enemies!"

Gail had never used the showers before. Or the gym, or the discounts on the foods with the Unlimited Wellness discounts at the caf, except for strawberries when they were in season. Which helped explain why the costs of the program were so low.

As it turned out, the showers were pretty good: fancy shower heads with different settings, warm water that started off warm instead of needing a minute to warm up, actual private shower stalls instead of a room with flimsy curtains. At least, the stalls were private in theory. In practice, Jisi was there too.

The week before, Gail had filled out forms letting HR know that she was involved with a coworker, which meant that Jisi also had to fill out those forms, and boy was she mad about that. "How are we going to heist them if you keep telling all our secrets?" and so on. But beyond that form, the company mostly didn't care—neither of them was in a supervisory position, and neither of them was in charge of making sure that the other one wasn't stealing or anything. It just meant that Gail couldn't approve Jisi's expense reports, which was a plus, because Gail didn't want to be involved in any way with whatever Jisi was doing with her expense reports. They'd also been advised that they shouldn't act inappropriately on company property. When HR advised something like that, they didn't generally mean that it was optional, but either way it didn't look like Jisi was going to follow their advice.

"There's nothing inappropriate," she explained, pushing through the door to the shower stall as Gail started to lather up. "I'm farming you as a source, so I have to tend to my crop." She was naked, and, as a result of the shower, slippery—no way Gail could catch her. She got her hands on Gail's butt. "Pretty! Only broke the skin twice, here, and here," she said, marking the cuts with kisses, "but the bruises are coming in so beautiful! Just enough to give color, not enough that you don't look pink. Very good!"

"And that's your crop," said Gail.

Jisi kissed her again. "That's my crop of bruises." Her hands moved to Gail's pussy. "This is my crop! Of how wet you are, because of how much you love being ridden! You're my whore, and—"

"We're in the shower," said Gail. "That's why I'm wet."

"Hmm," said Jisi skeptically, trailing her fingers across Gail's labia.

Gail gasped, and jumped, and said, "If I was… into it." Trying to imply that she wasn't, which Jisi just answered with a snicker. "If I was. I still wouldn't be wet, because you sealed me up with troll sperm."

Jisi scowled thoughtfully, her wandering fingers brushing up against the base of the crystal. Even when Gail wasn't really paying attention to it, she hadn't lost the sense of fullness that she'd felt since Jisi put it in, or the faint warmth that seemed to spread from it.

"Oh, well," said Jisi. "You are kind of flushed and puffy, though, and that spider is showing orange, which means that you're a whore who loves me. Also, it isn't troll sperm, it's troll semen. Troll sperm is what that sort of semen is supposed to seal inside of people. Well, of trolls. And maybe human women, but they have to be really big whores, because who else would fuck a troll?"

"You're the one who keeps—" Gail started, and then clapped her hand to her mouth to stifle her shriek when Jisi bit her thigh. Not quite hard enough to break her skin, but hard enough that it was going to leave a mark. Gail lowered her hand and hissed, "We're at work. If someone reports—"

"We're at work early," said Jisi. "There aren't any laws if you're at work early."

That wasn't true.

"Anyway, let's get you a dose of spider poison, so that you won't be at your desk late."

Before Gail could ask what she was talking about, Jisi lunged forward, bringing her mouth right up to Gail's pussy. Gail's legs were still wobbly after her run, and she collapsed back into the shower stall's wall. Jisi pushed into her, her small, sharp little face pushing up between Gail's thighs, her eyes filled with mischief, her tongue and mouth sure and so small and so soft.

"Fuck," Gail gasped, trying to hold herself together. "Ah fuck!" The spider lit up bright red, and it bit her, and it hurt like a half dozen mosquito bites at once.

Jisi pulled away. "And you don't make nearly as much of a mess as usual! Maybe I should start exporting troll semen to humanlaw; probably lots of women who'd—"

"Why?" Gail tried to pull the spider loose without thinking about it, but that spider wasn't getting loose. "It hurts."

"It hurts," said Jisi, with the air of someone who'd explained something a dozen times, "so that you don't orgasm. And I have to make you get close to orgasm as often as possible, so that when you're finally able to come, you'll produce a strong source. Now, be a good girl and wash me, because I had a lot more exercise than usual this morning, and I need my hair to look good when we start work."

The rest of the day was… well, it wasn't the easiest day at work that Gail had ever had. There were more expense reports that had to be approved or rejected or sent back for further clarification, and an all-hands meeting for the accounting department which very much could have been an email for five people. And then there were the porn clips that showed up on her phone during the meeting. Which, okay, those weren't bad. Some of the thumbnails looked kind of interesting. But she wasn't going to watch them during an all-hands meeting, and she definitely wasn't going to surreptitiously jerk off until she got close enough to orgasm that the spider bit her during an all-hands meeting. No matter how boring and pointless the meeting was, or how how interesting the clips looked, or how much Jisi complained as they made their way back to Gail's desk.

"I will get fired, Jisi," said Gail. "I can't afford—"

"You can afford to live in my house, and beg piteously for a bowl of gruel," said Jisi. "Twice a day!"

Gail frowned at her, and Jisi wilted.

"Fine," said Jisi. "Three times a… okay, okay, don't pick me up, that's rude. I'm not going to get you fired, it's nice that you have money and are allowed to be here at work because they're really close-minded about having domesticated people to attend me at work, fine."

Gail relaxed, just a little.

"So you should go to the bathroom and jerk off until the spider stings you, and then send me a picture of that spider looking nice and red and I won't bother you until lunchtime."

Gail put Jisi back down on her desk, where she grinned impishly up at her.

"Once a day," said Gail finally.

Jisi swung her legs and cackled, "Eighy-four times a day!"

Which was the problem with opening negotiations with a goblin. In the end, they settled on twice a day, and also that they'd go for lunch to a goblin place that wasn't too far from the office, where they would make brain stew, and also they had a back room, and they didn't ask too many questions about what customers were doing in the back room.

Which was distracting before it happened, because Gail couldn't keep from thinking about it, and which was distracting after it happened, because while brain stew—"It's made with calf brains and lamb brains, come on, there's no way a restaurant would get a B from the health department if it was cooking people's brains, be realistic"—tasted okay, she wasn't exactly thrilled about the texture. And also because the back room had a sort of jungle gym, which Jisi could climb really well, and then use it to tie Gail's hands up over her head, and then hit her butt with that car antenna hard enough to prove that Gail couldn't get loose on her own, because she'd have killed her if she could.

And then, before she untied Gail, Jisi tried to convince her to let her put that plug up her butt, which… it was large and heavy and made of steel with runes on it, and it looked way too big and too cold for her to put inside her. So, no. Or, at least, no on Tuesday, but Jisi was pretty sure that it wasn't going to take her that long to change Gail's mind. Which was just part of what was distracting about the whole thing, because Gail was pretty sure that Jisi was right.

Gail had always thought of herself as someone who liked sex, maybe more than most people. Which was why she had sex pretty often, maybe more than most people. Ideally with partners, but by herself if not.

Which was probably why she'd decided to take Jisi up on her offer when she'd made a pass, and which was definitely why she'd let Jisi stuff a crystal up her vagina and then glue it shut with troll semen, and put a magical spider-gem on her which stung her whenever she got close to orgasm.

What it hadn't done was give her some way of relieving the tension when she was glued up. So Gail really wanted to come, and she couldn't, and constantly getting close to orgasm and then not having one was making it a whole lot worse. She wasn't going to come from Jisi putting a plug up her butt, either, because even if she could come from anal, which she couldn't, she would just get stung by the stupid spider before she did. But after a day of Jisi working her over, it felt like, okay, but maybe getting that plug inside would be something, and maybe that'd help.

So work was distracting. After work was a run back to Jisi's. Gail didn't make quite as good time as she had that morning, because she was more tired and also a little stiff from having already done five miles that day. Then she had to drive back home, because she needed more clothing.

At which point, Jisi came with her, and decided to swim in Gail's bathtub, because while she'd signed something that swore on her power that she wasn't going to steal Gail's stuff, she hadn't signed anything that swore that she wasn't going to flood Gail's bathroom.

Then she drove back to Jisi's house, where Jisi tried to convince her to put the butt plug in, and Gail picked her up and blew a raspberry on her stomach, which made Jisi drop the subject and howl with laughter. And which also convinced her that Gail needed to be more expertly restrained, because she'd obviously gone mad with lust.

Which, well. Maybe a little. Being mad with lust was, perhaps, a reasonable explanation for why she let Jisi tie her to the bed and see how long she could keep Gail's spider in the orange. This involved Jisi eating Gail out, easing up when it got even a little red, and then pushing harder when it started looking yellow, which Jisi thought was so funny that she kept it up for… Gail had no idea how long it was, because she was pretty sure she'd lost her mind at some point.

Which went a long way to explaining some of the decisions that Gail made after that point. They'd finished the quarterly expense reports, and they'd moved onto compliance and external auditing, which was even more of a pain than internal auditing, and the breaks that Gail took to go to the bathroom and masturbate until spider stung her were, in fact, the best parts of the day. Right up until when they took a run to that goblin place. The run helped her blow off steam, and the fried scorpions—"obviously, it's not really scorpions, who can afford scorpions? It's just a type of crayfish that looks like a scorpion, there's a place that raises them for restaurants, I know because they've got a restraining order so I can't go there and eat all their crayfish in a way that's very hard to prove anymore"—were actually really good.

And then there was another session in the jungle-gym back room, which ended with Gail naked, leaning forward because her hands were tied together behind her back, and then hoisted up through the bars overhead, so she either had to lean forward or dislocate her shoulders. Leaning forward into a chair where Jisi was sitting, so that Gail's face was almost in her crotch. Almost, because she wouldn't let Gail eat her out until that enchanted plug was up Gail's butt.

The only possible explanation for why that was any sort of negotiating position was that Gail had gone mad with lust, just like Jisi had predicted. Because, fuck, she needed to come, she needed something touching her, she needed that slow spreading heat from the source to resolve into something and she needed… she needed to eat Jisi's pussy, and she needed to feel the goblin flexing and pulling in the grips of an orgasm, even if she couldn't have one herself.

Gail strained toward Jisi, who pulled back, just a little—she was able to reach her with the tip of her tongue, to taste her, to feel…

She took a long, shuddering breath, and said, "Fine."

Jisi lunged forward, grabbed hold of her hair, hugging her. "You're perfect!" she said, as Gail tried to get her mouth on her cunt. "Now ask politely!"

"Jisi!" Gail whined. If she pulled a muscle or something by pulling on her bonds, trying to get to Jisi, it was going to be Jisi's own fault. "Please!"

"Good girl!" Jisi kissed the center of Gail's forehead, hard, the kiss burning. "You can lick me when you're properly full." Then she hopped down from her chair and rustled around in her backpack, while Gail did her best to relax.

"Now, Doctor Twim said that you'd need lubrication, because apparently humans like having sex with their buttholes, but don't make sex juices for their buttholes, which is weird?"

Gail gave a little gasp and tried to pull herself together, as Jisi's fingers probed gently at her butt, just feeling the edges of her muscles, how they responded when she touched them. And then there was something wet and smooth there, moving in, spreading inside her.

If it wasn't for the fact that she was, just like Jisi had promised, crazed with lust, it wouldn't have felt that good. Probably? Because it did kind of feel good. Jisi's fingers were small and sure, and everything was wet, and it was something moving inside her, finally.

"Okay," said Jisi. "Now, obviously, this would never fit inside anyone, but you've got a gigantic butt, so maybe."

"Jisi," said Gail. She wanted it to be a threat and a plea, but since she was tied up pretty thoroughly there wasn't much of a threat there. Also since she was as into it as it was, there wasn't that much of a threat there. She was just begging.

"I know," said Jisi. "I know! You are helpless before my sexy majesty. Who wouldn't be? But let's get this enormous metal plug into your giant ass, so that you can practice for when I give you your tail."

And then she started pushing something in. It was cold and heavy and slick with lube, and it was also thick and blunt. Too thick. Gail knew that it was too thick, knew that she really should've been trying to get away from it, instead of pushing back toward it. Because it hurt, but it hurt right, it hurt like being fucked by a thick cock could hurt, a pleasant, warming sort of pain.

She needed something, and it was something, and if she hadn't been restrained, it could be she'd have pushed it hard enough to hurt herself. But she was restrained, and Jisi was careful, easing it in, and then letting it slip out, opening her up so that she could take more, and then more, and then more than that, incredibly pleased with herself and impressed with Gail the whole time.

"It's like your ass was made for fucking!" she said. "Could you imagine if I had a boar human fucking your ass, while another one fucked your mouth? Nobody would be able to take that except you, because of how much your body wants to be fucked, now that your cunt is sealed."

Gail decided not to let Jisi know that being double-teamed was something that had been invented already. Because she didn't want to deprive Jisi of her joy in discovery, and because she didn't want Jisi to start watching human porn and start getting ideas, and because she was being fucked well enough that she didn't want to say anything, or think anything.

And then, finally, the widest part of the plug was inside her; the rest slid in quickly after that, to Jisi's amazement.

"It's like your butt just wanted to swallow the plug whole!" she said. "But I shouldn't let it, we'd have to take you back to the vet to extract it, your butthole is too slutty for it to be safe if it's not taken care of, that's why there's the flange at the base, don't worry, I know all about butts."

Gail whimpered. That thing was big and it was still cold, and she was already stuffed full with that crystal that had been glued up inside of her.

Then Jisi pulled the plug out a little, and watched it go back in. "That would probably feel great for a penis. Your butt grabbing it and pulling it in. I mean, not a real penis, obviously, you're way too loose for a penis to get anything from your butt. A human penis, though."

Jisi pulled it out, let it slide back in, making Gail whimper. It was so big, and there just wasn't room inside of her, she was rearranging herself around that plug each time, and it felt… it felt weird, but it also felt good when it was stretching her, and it was… "It's a lot," she said.

Jisi patted her butt, then kissed it. "I know. That's because I'm very good at sex, you say that when I do something that's very good and sexy. And now that you've done such a good job, you can lick me out, with your giant, cow-like tongue!"

And then, finally, Jisi came back up into the chair in front of Gail, and this time she didn't pull away, and she let Gail eat her out. Jisi's pussy was small and it was sweet with desire, and Gail was too full and too focused on sex to have any second thoughts about any of it, even when it felt like Jisi was going to pull all the hair out of her head after the third time she came. It wasn't anything like the same thing as having an orgasm herself, but it was a little bit of a relief, something that marked the end of sex. Gail was able to think a little more clearly when Jisi finally started untying her.

"I mean, we could keep doing this." Jisi's voice came from somewhere up in the jungle gym, where she was busy undoing the ropes holding Gail's wrists back. "This is great. But we should probably get back to work, and I'll give you your haircut tonight."

"I don't need a haircut." Gail's hands dropped free from the jungle gym, and she could finally stand up, but her hands were still tied together behind her back. A second later Jisi dropped down behind her, clever fingers working at the bonds. "If it's any shorter, I won't be able to put it in a ponytail, and it'll get in my face when I run. Unless you're thinking of like, a pixie cut or shorter, but then you won't be able to pull it."

"Obviously I need to be able to pull your hair!" Jisi squawked, outraged. "I know you want me to give you a be quiet pill so you don't have to say such stupid things anymore, but we're going back to work now, so you'll have to—"

While Jisi was talking, she'd finished untying Gail's wrists. Which meant that Gail could turn around to face her, and also work out the stiffness that had gotten into her shoulders while she was tied up. She rolled her shoulders back a few times in slow circles, then stretched her hands over her head, and Jisi broke off in the middle of whatever she'd been saying to stare at Gail's breasts.

Gail couldn't give Jisi a be quiet pill, but that worked just as well.

Still, they were going back to work, so Gail had to get dressed, and when she started putting on her clothes, Jisi started up again.

"So what we'll do, is, first you take a hair growth potion, and then—"

"I'm not taking one of your hair growth potions, Jisi."

"I know! Potions brewed by the greatest wizard in the world are beyond your modest means. But I'll give you the friends and family discount, since you—okay! Fine! You can have the potion free of charge! You see how much I'm investing in this project—"

"With the apples I got for you," said Gail, shrugging into the saddle as easily and automatically as she'd pulled on her shirt, and then going down on one knee.

Jisi strapped Gail's arms into the back of the saddle, then clambered up into it. "With my apples, that I picked. Less talking, more running. Giddyup, my noble steed!" She smacked Gail with the car antenna. "To the office!"

It was a short run, but Gail took it fast, and she was out of breath and shivering when she knelt in the parking lot to let Jisi dismount. Jisi kissed her and ran a hand through Gail's hair, just above her ear.

"I'll make a braid with this part right here," said Jisi. "And then I'll cut the braid off, and I'll use magic to attach it to the plug, and then you'll have a tail that you can use to swat flies away when you're in the stable and you're practicing keeping your hands where they're supposed to go."

"An undercut?" Once Gail's hands were free again, she brought one to the side of her head where Jisi had touched, still skeptical.

"It'll look great! Humans love haircuts like that."

Gail couldn't exactly argue with that. It was fashionable, and their office didn't have a strict dress code, and Gail wasn't in the sort of client-facing position where she had to look super professional. "I don't know. It's a lot of maintenance."

"No?" Jisi squinted up at Gail, talking slowly like she was trying to explain something to someone who was a bit dim. "Your hair grows back if it's cut off."

"You literally just said that you were going to cut my hair off," said Gail. "Repeatedly!"

Jisi tsked. "I'm going to cut the hair off of your head, and I'm going to use magic to put it into your tail, where it's going to keep growing."

"But—"

"But if you don't like it, we'll just cancel the spell until you can be convinced to like it," said Jisi. "Now go and shower, and you have to do it yourself because apparently I was supposed to be in a meeting already, and how am I supposed to be in a meeting after exercise like that?"

Gail decided not to point out that Jisi hadn't actually been doing that much exercise, what with her mostly sitting in the saddle while Gail ran, because she didn't necessarily want to convince Jisi that she needed to be hitting her more often or something. Instead, she went to the shower, because she had to be in a meeting pretty soon, and she was sweaty.

Showering by herself wasn't as fun as showering with Jisi. Gail wouldn't necessarily have thought so if  she wasn't crazed with lust, but it was true, because… well, it just wasn't. But it gave her an opportunity to look at herself in the mirror, which she hadn't really done since the whole thing had started.

Full length mirror, and she could get a pretty good look, front and back.

She was a little bit of a mess. bruises and welts, here and there—not too many, but enough to make it clear that she'd been used. Stripes on her butt from Jisi hitting her, bruises where Jisi had dug her heels into the top of her breasts, when she was clinging to her shoulders instead of resting back in the saddle.

And a plug in her ass, the runes on its base glowing with a faint magical energy. Put all that together… Gail wasn't used to seeing herself like that. But it didn't look bad, exactly. She was wet, because she'd been in the shower, and not for any other reason. Because her vagina was glued shut by troll come. But her pussy was kind of red and puffy, and that spider over her mons was already a dark yellow. When she touched herself, just a little, she could feel just how close she was to orgasm—she didn't need that spider gem turning red and stinging her to make that clear.

Fuck. She wasn't going to be getting an undercut so that she could have a tail, though. That was crazy, and she wasn't quite that crazy.

By the time Friday came around, though… by the time Friday came around, it was for the best that Jisi tied her up as soon as they got back to her place. Because the poison in the spider gem fucking hurt and she hated it, but that pain wasn't going to be enough to stop her from coming if she got enough pressure where she needed pressure, and they both knew it. So if Jisi wanted to do some sort of magic thing before Gail came, it wasn't going to happen unless Gail was restrained—once she got close, if she had her hands free, she was going to finish it, whatever it meant for Jisi's spells.

As it turned out, Jisi had learned enough about Gail to restrain her pretty thoroughly. Gail was on her back on the floor of Jisi's garage, arms and legs spread wide apart and braziers of incense burning over her head and below her feet.

It was for the best, because it meant that Jisi was finally going to finish her off and give her the release she needed. But once she was all set up, Gail was less convinced that it was actually for the best, because Jisi wasn't taking that spider out.

"You have to understand." Jisi was sitting crosslegged next to Gail's head, a scowl of concentration on her face, trying to figure out how to open a tube of lubricant as the smoke from the incense swirled low to the floor around them. "You have to get close and hold back? Like, over and over, because the strength of the source is equal to the strength of the orgasm that it swallows, and the more tightly wound you are, the stronger that orgasm is going to be."

"If you do not get me off," Gail explained, "I am going to kill you."

Jisi laughed, maybe at what Gail had said, maybe at the way the cap of the tube suddenly shot off and released a squirt of lube high into the air. Then she ruffled Gail's hair. "That's the spirit! Now, some enchanters might be satisfied with what you've already got, but I am a master of all arts, especially the arts of love, and I know how good you are. So let's see how long it takes you to get stung again!"

Jisi walked across Gail, her sharp little feet digging into her face and her breasts and her stomach, and then squatted down on her hips and squeezed a little bit of lube out onto Gail's clit. Just the cold slick wetness of it made Gail's breath catch in her throat, and then the pressure of Jisi's fingers—it was maybe thirty seconds before the poison hit. And kept hitting, as Gail's hips kept fucking upward against the air, trying to find the contact that she needed.

"Also," said Jisi, dreamily, "it really doesn't seem fair that you're going to have this lovely orgasm that I've put so much effort into, and I'm not going to get anything out of it."

"Not getting anything—" Gail sputtered, too indignant and too impaired to actually come up with words for a little bit. "You get the source crystal, and you get the—I've been fucking licking you out five times a day, and you've been riding me to work, and—"

"And I think," Jisi went on, as if Gail hadn't spoken, "that you need to agree to a couple of things if you want to finish this today." She ran her finger along the sealed slit of Gail's pussy. "That troll semen could definitely hold for another day. And maybe it would be even stronger if we waited until then!"

"Jisi!" Gail snarled, bucking her hips, trying—

Then Jisi leaned forward, and her lips were on Gail's clit, and Gail couldn't think until there was that sudden horrid burning from the spider's poison, and Jisi stopped what she was doing.

"Jisi, please," said Gail. "I've—please."

At some point during those few seconds when Gail was too dizzy with pleasure to notice anything else, Jisi had moved. Now she was crouched between Gail's thighs. Gail craned her neck and saw Jisi's delighted smile, the glint in her eyes. "Oh, come on," said Jisi. "It's just a little nose-piercing, and a haircut. You'll look so pretty!"

Gail let her head thunk down on the concrete floor of the garage. "Jisi, you can't—"

"I can pierce a nose!" said Jisi. "I've seen three online tutorials, and I have a needle! Don't worry, don't worry, I'll let you wear a spacer that flips up into your nose when you're at work, you don't even need to show people how loved you are."

"That's not…"

"You need a piercing if I'm ever going to take you into goblinlaw," said Jisi. "I mean, seriously. What am I supposed to do? Ride you and not have any way of keeping you on a lead when we're going inside somewhere? People would laugh at me. Why do you want people to laugh at me."

"I—" Gail tried to explain that she wasn't going to be going into goblinlaw with Jisi, because she wasn't going to put up with that sort of thing. And then Jisi started tugging at the plug in Gail's ass, and her eyes rolled back, and she was squirming against the chains that held her wrists and ankles, as blindly as a fish might struggle on land. Ever since she'd agreed to getting that thing up her ass, Jisi had been fascinated by it. She'd take it out to let her use the bathroom, and then she'd put it back in, and then she'd take it out again.

It was out, and Gail was empty. A little empty. Her butt was empty and open, but she was still sealed up by that troll jizz, and there was still the warm weight of the crystal inside of her, spreading outward. And then there was something else pushing at her ass.

She clenched up, reflexively, but the thing kept pushing; Gail strained her neck again, to watch Jisi pushing a dildo in—a human sized dildo, and she was using both hands. "Are boar humans that big?" she asked, wondering. "I mean, really?"

Gail leaned back, feeling the insistent pressure of the dildo filling her up inside. "Some of them. I guess."

"Wow," said Jisi. "Wow, wow, wow. How do you sows take it? Are you hollow inside?"

Right then, Gail felt the exact opposite of hollow inside. The dildo slid in, deeper, filling her, spreading her open—she was spreading open for it, because she hadn't been fucked properly for like a week, but she'd been fucked in all sorts of improper ways ever since she'd let Jisi take her for a ride. Which was somewhere between a terrible mistake and the best decision she'd ever made.

"Haha!" said Jisi. "Your spider's getting red! There was a porno that said that human sows could come from anal, but I thought that was only myths and legend! Look!"

Gail wasn't going to look. She also wasn't going to come from a dildo up her butt, even if she was getting turned on. Could be the spider was going to sting her again? That thing was the worst.

She thought she was going to tell Jisi that, but instead, she just moaned and begged her to fucking let her fucking come already, please, goddamnit. It could be that she added something about agreeing to the nose ring. Maybe. If so, it was very much under duress, and really, she couldn't be held to that, and maybe a nose ring wasn't going to be so bad? A little one, not the ridiculous gold hoop that Jisi was suggesting.

That earned her a kiss from Jisi, and a few minutes where Jisi sat next to her and patted her hair and said that she was pretty and clever. And then she was back at it—this time, trying to see if she could slap Gail's pussy softly enough that it would get her closer to red instead of further away. It turned out that Gail was absolutely ready to finish, and any contact at all was going to get her closer, even if it hurt more than she would've wanted it to hurt when she wasn't quite so far gone. Even the spider-gem's sting was something that she pushed up toward, instead of something that she was trying to escape.

Which got her more kisses, and a longer break. And then Jisi was back at it. Different ways; lighter and lighter touches on her clit, with her fingertips, until there almost wasn't any pressure at all. Just enough to make it clear that there was pressure and that if Jisi just let her, she could come, and she could get some sort of release. And then it was her mouth on Gail's pussy, sharp little teeth and soft little lips and tongue, and…

Again, moans and begging and bargaining. Again, under extreme duress, and Gail knew that she was going to regret it, but at the same time, it could be that an undercut would look okay? Gail liked her hair, so she wasn't really inclined to do anything dramatic with it, but, right then, right there, that seemed a lot less important than telling Jisi that she could do what she wanted as long as she let Gail finally come.

It was enough to get her to take the spider off, anyway. Gail had gotten used to the weight of it, just over her mons. When Jisi pulled it out, there was a little bit of blood where the spider's legs had been embedded in Gail—it hurt, but it was a good hurt. At that point, everything that hurt was a good hurt.

Only instead of just finishing Gail off, Jisi sat there for a little bit, playing with the spider.

"What?" said Gail. She didn't even have the strength to keep looking at Jisi. She lay there, spread out on the concrete floor of the garage, looking up at the bundles of herbs hanging from the rafters and the incense smoke twining around them. "I've agreed—"

"Of course you did!" said Jisi. "Because it's for your own good, and you know that!"

"So why can't you just—"

"Because of how good you are at sex?" said Jisi. "I mean, could push you right over, but…"

"But what!"

"Three more times. So your orgasm will be so powerful that it will produce the most perfect source that the world has ever seen!"

Gail shook her head. "But… why take the spider off, then?"

"Because!" Jisi grinned and tossed the spider up into the air. Then she put out her hand to catch it, but missed, and she had to grab it quickly before it scuttled away across the floor. "I meant to do that. Anyway. I took the spider off because you're mine."

A shiver ran through Gail and she gasped, "Yes. Okay." And yeah, maybe she was kind of glad the spider wasn't attached to her just then because she did not want to see how smug Jisi would look if the spider turned redder just from her saying that. But still— "That's not an answer, though!"

"Shh. I know you're crazy turned on and I know that it's hard for you to understand very simple things even when you're thinking clearly. The spider is fun, and it's a good way of learning, but you need to be able to stop when I tell you to stop. If we're going to be racing together, we can't rely on devices, not even devices made by an exceedingly powerful wizard. It has to be a special bond that we share, where only I can tame your wild impossible strength, and your free spirit!"

"Uh huh," said Gail, which made Jisi laugh. And start touching her. Slow strokes, up over her clit, then down past it, catching it between her fingers, letting it slide through, her fingers slick and strong and warm.

Gail couldn't breathe.

"That's a girl," said Jisi. "Just like that. Don't come—three more times, and you'll finish on the third, that's a girl—"

Gail whimpered. She wanted to come, but at the same time, she didn't want to make Jisi sad, and she'd be sad if she didn't manage her stupid trick the way that she wanted, and if there was just a little more pressure it wasn't going to matter what Gail wanted, because she was about to burst.

One last stroke, which Gail was sure was going to be too much, but which wasn't. And then, finally, Jisi stopped. Gail could hear the pulse in her ears slowing, and Jisi lay back, her head pillowed against one of Gail's thighs, her legs up on the other.

"And when I demonstrate how you don't come without permission, people will see how well I've tamed you," said Jisi, "and then they're going to send me their sows for training. Dozens of them. Hundreds! I'll have a farm bigger than anything that Twim—"

"You aren't going to be showing this to anyone," said Gail.

Jisi was quiet, but Gail could feel her trying to suppress her laughter, as she lay there on her thigh.

"No," said Gail. "It's private."

Jisi turned onto her side and kissed Gail's thigh. "Of course it is. Until you agree to do a little public demonstration."

"No. I'm not—"

"Of course you're not agreeing!" Jisi gave Gail's thigh another kiss. "You don't have to. It's just that next time, when you ask to charge another source, you know it's going to involve agreeing to a couple of things."

Gail groaned. She wasn't going to… maybe she was. No. No, she wasn't.

"Second one!" Jisi bounced up and positioned her face between Gail's legs again. "Breathe deep!"

Gail's breath caught in her throat as Jisi licked her right where she was closed up by that glue.

One good thrust of her hips, maybe two, and Gail would be past the point of no return. She could—

She didn't. She tried to keep still, biting her lip, pulling back as far as the chains would let her.

Jisi kept at it for longer than she should've, if she wanted to make sure that Gail didn't come, but not quite long enough to push her over the edge.

It was a near thing, though. Gail's leg was spasming uncontrollably when Jisi pulled away, which frightened Jisi at first, and then made her unbearably smug.

"Never have you been so erotically charged!" she said, once it was clear that Gail wasn't having an epileptic fit or a stroke. "That is why you will beg me to charge another source with you, and agree to all my demands!"

"Jisi," said Gail, as clearly as she could manage. "I need to come."

"Aww," said Jisi. "Of course you do! It's your animal nature. But first you have to bring me to orgasm three times, and then I have to whip your breasts with a cord, and then I have to fuck your ass with that dildo again."

"Do you," asked Gail, who was pretty sure that she didn't.

"It's necessary," said Jisi. "Because you have to be brought right to the point of orgasm, and those are things which you find sexually satisfying, but which will not cause a premature orgasm. That is how much I care for you, and your strange and animalistic needs. Now, show me your giant tongue before I ride it."

Gail showed Jisi her tongue. Because… well. Jisi riding it did turn her on, and wouldn't bring her to orgasm. Same with getting her plug back out and the dildo back in. As far as having her breasts whipped… yeah, maybe that too, at that point. Also Jisi biting her when she was done using her mouth.

And then, finally, Jisi was back between her legs, gently stroking her pussy. Gail's hips thrust wildly, trying to find the pressure she needed. She'd done everything Jisi wanted, and she was more turned on than she'd ever been in her entire life, and she could just… she couldn't, until Jisi gave it to her, and Jisi was drawing it out even longer. Gail was sobbing, when finally, finally, Jisi leaned forward, and kissed her, right where Gail needed Jisi's mouth to be.

Kissed her, and hung on, and pushed back as Gail thrust up to meet her.

There was a moment, just a moment, that Gail thought that she'd been pushed to the edge so many times that her body had forgotten how to orgasm, that it was going to be like that, forever.

And then it started, a wave from within her, twisting, burning, her body convulsing, all of her muscles tensing up at once; her head was pushing down on the floor, and her back was arching up, and her hips, just the back of her head and her heels still touching the concrete, every muscle taut, no breath at all, everything locked and frozen as wave after wave of bliss pulsed out from her core.

Out, and back in, redoubled somehow. Gail twisted, convulsed, as the thing inside her pulled her apart, pulled her orgasm up through her, throwing her body around in her chains like she'd been possessed by an evil spirit or something.

She caught a glimpse of Jisi, who'd pulled back, eyes wide and ears back, awestruck, as the wave peaked, and peaked, concentrating everything in her pussy.

Gail felt the force of it, felt the seal on her pussy pull apart—a single little spark of pleasure and pain amidst the bonfire of pain and pleasure that had caught her. It was there, held there, just for a moment, an eternal, endless moment, before the crystal slid out from inside her, leaving her empty and impossibly drained.

Jisi caught it before it hit the ground, and held it up where Gail could see it—bright blue, glowing in the afternoon shadows of the garage.

"It's perfect!" said Jisi. "That's like, twelve point oh-eight times the initial investment, even if I bill my time!"

Gail snorted, too tired to make any response beyond that. Of course it was. Jisi's work wasn't always very good when she was working for their company. When she was working for herself, though, she could be extremely precise.

Jisi heard that snort and laid the crystal down on Gail's stomach. It was warm; it felt nice. "You did a very good job. And don't worry. When you wake up, everything will be taken care of."

That was comforting. Ominous, but also comforting. Gail tried to come up with something to say, but she didn't have it in her. She didn't have anything left in her. Not that crystal, not the plug, not the orgasm that had been building ever since Jisi had put that crystal up inside of her. So, instead of saying anything, she drifted off to sleep.

When she woke up, everything was going to be taken care of. Apparently.


Staycation—Excerpt

Gail woke up on a pile of hay. Which was weird, because she was pretty sure she hadn't gone to sleep on a pile of hay. Also, there was a heavy metal cuff fastened to her ankle, with a chain that snaked back into the depths of the garage.

Right. The garage. She was in Jisi's garage. That explained… pretty much everything, actually.

Dating a goblin came with drawbacks, for sure. But there were also advantages. After last night, Gail was frankly impressed she could remember her own name.

But she was starting to remember. That crystal Jisi had put inside her… Gail had gotten used to its weight, the buzzy pleasant warmth of it. It wasn't there anymore.

She pushed up on one elbow, making the hay beneath her shift and poke her in sensitive places. Different sensitive places than it'd been poking her in before. Gail had been running more over the past few days than she had at any point since high school, and as she woke up, her muscles let her know that they didn't appreciate being treated like that. Other muscles too. Not the running ones. Moving was definitely a mistake, but a smile still spread across Gail's face, remembering how she'd gotten so sore.

Everything was bathed in a cool blue light, which came from a crystal hanging from the rafters, alongside bundles of herbs, and also a raccoon pelt which Jisi had said she'd won in single combat, but which she'd almost certainly bought from a dodgy online auction site.

Gail's clothes were there too, folded up on a corner of the work table. Idly, she considered the angles, the length of the chain on her ankle, the bolt where it was fastened. Yeah, she could reach her clothes. Get her phone, call Jisi. Or even call a locksmith to let her out, if Jisi didn't answer. It'd be a bit embarrassing, sure, but…

But it'd mean getting up. And Gail was tired, and sore, and the hay was—well, it definitely wasn't comfortable. It was scratchy and uneven and it made her nose itch like she was about to sneeze, without ever resolving into a sneeze. It did smell kind of nice, though. Most importantly, it was where she was, and staying there required zero effort on her part. Which, by an amazing coincidence, was exactly the amount of effort Gail was prepared to make at the moment.

How had Jisi managed to get a haystack under her while she was sleeping, anyway? For that matter, where had Jisi stolen a haystack from? Seemed like it would've been simpler to just give Gail a mattress and some blankets. Jisi had a mattress and some blankets in her guest room—Gail knew that, because she'd been sleeping in that guest room for most of the previous week.

Whatever! Gail didn't have to think about it, so she wasn't going to think about it. She pushed the hay around a little so that the sharpest bits weren't poking her in her most sensitive bits, made as comfortable a nest as she could, and snuggled down into it. Then she fell back asleep, beneath the calm glow of the source crystal that she'd held inside her.

The next time she woke up, it was to the sensation of sharp little heels digging into her back, and her arms being wrenched into a position that her abused muscles really didn't appreciate. She groaned and turned over, opening her eyes just in time to see Jisi tumbling down the side of the haystack.

Jisi giggled and blew some hay out of her mouth and into Gail's hair. "No! Bad Gail. Back on your stomach! You need to get your arms tied up, to keep them out of trouble, because otherwise you're going to start trying to take your tail out, and you need to keep your tail in!"

Gail blinked blearily. Sunlight was streaming in through the windows, and her head felt weird. Unbalanced. She brought her hands to her temples, and yelped when she felt the soft fuzzy texture of a buzzcut beneath her left fingers.

Her head felt unbalanced because it was unbalanced. Her hair was a lot longer than it used to be. Except on the left side of her head, where she'd gotten an undercut. And also… she grabbed at her butt, and there was definitely a plug in her butt, and a tail coming out of the plug.

The source crystal was still filling the garage with its rich, deep blue light. It was, according to Jisi, the most perfect source crystal ever made, and she'd made it by giving Gail the strongest, most amazing, mindblowing orgasm that Gail had ever had. Which was great, obviously. The thing was, though, that in order to achieve that, Jisi hadn't let her come for most of a week. And she'd spent that most-of-a-week getting Gail really worked up. And then, the night before, she'd drawn things out for so long that…

Gail's judgment might not have been the best, in the moment, was what. She may have agreed to one or two things. Like the undercut. If undercut was the right word when her hair hadn't been cut off, exactly—the hair was still alive and growing, but in the other end of a butt plug?

She'd also agreed to… Gail went a little cross-eyed, trying to look at her own nose. There was a weight there. When she reached up to touch it, the nose ring was a lot bigger than she'd expected.

Jisi giggled. "First let me tie up your arms, and then you can see a mirror. You're pretty, but really, there's no need to be so vain about it."

Read the rest
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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.
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