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Staycation

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."

"Or you could not tie my arms up?" said Gail. "I feel like that's something you can do."

"Ugh!" said Jisi. "How can you be so pretty and also so wrong at the same time. Listen, you did a very good job and I'm happy about that crystal, so you're going to have to spend the weekend not being anything other than my clever, pretty little horsey, who keeps her hands tied behind her back and goes for runs and learns all sorts of things."

"I did a good job so I'm going to have to—that sounds backwards?" Gail flopped back down onto the hay. "Also, I'm tired."

"You're tired because you work very hard, and then you spend all your time scrolling on your phone instead of having healthy exercise out of doors, and also you think too much! You did a good job and so you get a prize, even though it's going to be so much work for me, for a girl who doesn't seem to appreciate how much—"

"How much more was that crystal worth over your expenditures?" Gail asked. "I mean, just in terms of your hourly returns on this."

"That," said Jisi, with a sniff, "is just the sort of thinking and doing that makes you tired all the time. Now, lie down on your stomach so that I can tie your hands behind your back, and maybe play with your vagina, now that its cavernous depths are no longer filled!"

Instead of doing that, Gail ran her finger around her nose ring. Her nose ring. It was hard enough to believe that she'd slept through getting her hair cut, let alone an entire piercing. "Don't fresh piercings need, like, to be kept clean, and not to have any strain put on them, and stuff?"

"No, stupid. That's if you don't use magic. With magic, I can run piercings all through you all the time, and then we can use them for all sorts of things. Want me to pierce your nipples!" As soon as she said it, Jisi held her hands up to forestall Gail's objections. "No, no, it's okay, you're going to beg me to pierce your nipples before I let you have another source inside of you and you're not going to want to do that until you get really horny, and that way the new source will be even better than this one!" She shook her head and frowned at Gail. "Why would you even suggest that? See, these are the problems that you get into when you're allowed to talk and think. Now, lie down and let me tie your wrists together, so we can get started with your reward."

"Jisi," said Gail, "I need to go to the bathroom."

A wide grin filled with pointed teeth spread across Jisi's face, and Gail, with a sinking feeling, realized that Jisi had no intention of letting her go to the bathroom. "I know!" said Jisi. "You slept for so long that even your almighty bladder will be straining because of how full of urine it is! It will be like a thunderstorm!"

"I don't just mean that I have to pee." Gail very much did have to pee, but that wasn't the main thing she was worried about.

Jisi waved a hand dismissively. "You don't have to shit. You just think you have to shit, because you have a giant metal plug in your ass, and it's going so deep it feels like it's a shit that wants to come out."

"But—"

"But it's an enchanted metal plug, so if you actually had a shit going through you, it would be destroyed inside of you," said Jisi. "Don't you know anything about magic?"

"Maybe not, but I definitely remember having to poop yesterday, even with a butt plug?"

Jisi rolled her eyes. "Yesterday I didn't have a good source. Now I do, so I made some improvements."

"You made a matter-annihilating device," said Gail. "And then you put it up my butt."

"Also I put your hair on it, so now you have a tail that looks like your hair! I am the world's greatest wizard and lover. And you don't have to worry about it maybe not working and destroying the world, because it's already destroyed like five of your shits while you were asleep and the world is still here, and you don't have to worry about the buyer not getting full value from that source, because what he doesn't know won't hurt him. Now, be a good girl and lie down on your belly."

The sensible thing to do would've been to take the plug out of her butt, and then go home and watch TV and eat cake. But lying down on her belly and letting Jisi tie her hands behind her back seemed like it would be more fun, so that was what Gail did.

Because, yeah, it probably was going to be fun. Also, Gail did kind of need a break. Watching TV and eating cake would be a break, but from Gail's experience it'd just leave her feeling gross and unsatisfied, and she'd spend more time being miserably aware that she had to go back to work on Monday than paying attention to whatever was on the TV.

Whatever Jisi had in mind, Gail doubted she'd spend much of it thinking about work on Monday. Or about anything else. And it wouldn't leave her unsatisfied—not unless Jisi meant it to.

And another reason why lying down on her belly so Jisi could tie her hands behind her back was better than going home was how Jisi reacted. She let out an ear-splitting whoop, jumping up and down, clapping her hands. It took a minute before she calmed down enough to start tying up Gail's wrists, and even then she had to stop and dance a little more before she could keep going.

Only then, instead of taking Gail out to the bathroom, she sat down behind her and started probing at her pussy.

"Jisi," Gail groaned.

"I know!" Jisi drew a finger down the length of Gail's labia, which made her squirm for a couple of different reasons. "Soon you'll have breakfast, and I'll put the be quiet pills in the food, and you won't have to talk anymore, because you won't be able to talk anymore! Until then, you'll just have to—"

"If I don't get to the bathroom right now," Gail interrupted her, "I'm just going to pee here."

Jisi sprang backwards. "Oh no! You're going to flood the garage! Up, out, out out out!"

Out, however, didn't mean out of the garage into the house. It meant out of the garage into the backyard, and Gail wasn't wearing anything beside a strap around her wrists and a butt plug with her hair coming out of it. And Jisi had a car antenna, which she was using to try to drive Gail out back.

"If the police get involved—ow!" That car antenna really stung. Gail hopped from one foot to the other, trying to twist away from it without actually going where Jisi wanted her to go. "This is going to be hard to explain."

"The police will not get involved, because this is an authentic goblin cultural practice," Jisi explained, punctuating the explanation with another swing at the soft spot behind Gail's knee. "Also! Nudity is legal on private property, which this is. I have an expectation of privacy in my backyard, even if sometimes nosy neighbors complain about things that I stole and keep in my backyard. Now out the door so I can watch you piss. Then we shall have a gallop, and I'll bring you your breakfast and be quiet pills and you can look at a mirror and see what you look like and then we can finally properly enjoy your prize!"

Gail wasn't sure about Jisi's understanding of public nudity laws. On the other hand, Jisi did tend to know the things that she needed to know to keep from going to prison. Also, what the hell? Gail was on vacation from thinking too much about things, and the worst trouble she could get in was the kind that college students got for streaking or whatever, right? So she let Jisi drive her into the backyard. It was weird, being out in the open and also being naked, it was weird having a tail that went down to her calves, and it was weird trying to pee without a toilet.

Still. Gail went camping sometimes, so it wasn't like, the first time she'd ever taken a piss outdoors. She squatted, which was harder to do without using her arms for balance. The strap that Jisi had used to tie Gail's wrists together was wide and soft, so it wasn't that uncomfortable, but she'd tied it well enough that Gail wasn't getting loose without help. At least she wasn't awkwardly trying to manage her pants without getting pee on them, but—

"If you don't want the tail smelling like pee," she said over her shoulder to Jisi, "you're going to need to hold it out of the way or something."

Jisi bounded up and grabbed hold of the tail. "Also, I wanna see!"

And that was really weird, because it felt like something was tugging on the end of her butt plug, which she could feel in her butt, and at the same time it felt like something was pulling her hair, which she could feel on the side of her head, where she had an undercut.

And yet, despite all of that, once the tail was up and out of the way, she started to pee because she'd been asleep for a while, and she really had to pee.

"Oh wow," said Jisi behind her, in quiet awe. "That's so much piss."

It was a lot, and it kept going. It wasn't the first time she'd ever taken a piss outdoors, but it was the first time she'd done it naked, and it was definitely the first time she'd had a goblin holding up the end of her tail and comparing her urine to a river that never ended, and so on.

She'd had to pee badly enough that she felt lighter when she was done. And she felt like she needed some toilet paper or something, but she wasn't going to be getting that.

"We'll run!" said Jisi. "It will shake it off, and some of it will dry, and that way if you meet another human, they can smell the urine on your thighs and know that you're in good health, and recognize you later."

"That's not how humans work," said Gail. "Also, I'm not running anywhere without shoes."

Jisi sighed. "I know, I know. Here. Stay squatting, that's a pretty girl, lemme just—"

If Jisi had explained exactly what it was that she was going to just, Gail might not have let her. But she was still a little bleary, and goblins could move pretty fast when they wanted to. A string went through the ring in Gail's nose, and then through a ring in the ground before Gail realized what it meant. Then Jisi stepped back to get a good look at what she'd done, and clapped delightedly.

Gail pulled her head back, and then stopped pulling her head back when the string went taut—that hurt!

"I know, right!" said Jisi. "It means that I can keep you places!"

Gail scowled, which made Jisi laugh.

"Oh, it's fine," she said. "Have a nice little lie-down, I'll get you your sneakers because you don't like hurting your feet, like a big baby, and then we'll have a nice little run! Bareback!"

Bareback meant no saddle, which meant that Gail wasn't going to get her arms free to put them in the saddle. Which… well, whatever. She was tired, and she was naked and pinned in place by a string through her nose ring, and maybe lying down wasn't so bad. There wasn't much else she could do.

The string was long enough to give Gail a pretty good look at that ring she was tied to. It was a tent peg with a carabiner on the end, and if her hands were free, she could've pulled it up in a second. She wasn't going to try pulling it up with her nose piercing, though—not unless she really had to.

Jisi didn't come across as a meticulous planner. Her accounting work looked slapdash—and the work she did for their company was slapdash, because Jisi never put in any more work than she had to in order to keep from getting fired, and goblinlaw-trained accountants were rare enough in humanlaw that Jisi's job was pretty secure. But figuring out exactly where that line was, and staying on the right side of it, was an impressive feat of calculation in itself, and Jisi, working on her own behalf, was very precise.

Just now, while Gail was sleeping, Jisi had not only pierced Gail's nose and cut her hair—and created a matter-annihilating device—she'd worked out where Gail would go when she needed to pee and set up the tent peg there, and she'd made sure Gail's hands were tied up and had had the string ready when Gail was there.

Which was reassuring, in a way? If Gail was going to eat whatever breakfast Jisi had gotten ready for her, she wasn't going to be able to say anything afterward. She had to trust that Jisi had everything under control, and wasn't going to need Gail to tell her things. And while Jisi didn't come across as a meticulous planner, she had Gail right where she wanted her, and none of that had happened by accident. So hopefully everything would work out.

Sadly, during the process of putting Gail's shoes on her feet, Gail lost some of her faith in Jisi's skills and foresight. First Jisi got distracted by biting Gail's toes. When Jisi's sharp little teeth chomped down, Gail tried to kick her away, which was part of the fun, judging by the way Jisi whooped, dodging and jumping over Gail's legs, and by her peals of laughter when Gail managed to land a blow. After that, Jisi moved on to tickling the soles of Gail's feet, for a very similar reason, and also because she liked it when Gail laughed, even if it was scream-laughing when she was trying to get Jisi to stop tickling her. And that was just getting Gail's socks on. Jisi's method of putting sneakers on Gail involved taking the shoelaces out, and then trying to put them back in, and somehow tying her hand to Gail's shoe and then trying to get loose and screaming and pulling at Gail's leg before she realized what she'd done. And then tying Gail's shoes together, which might have been an accident, but which probably wasn't.

Gail pointed out that her shoes were tied together and that she wasn't going to be able to run far unless they were untied. Jisi gave a gusty sigh, grumbled about Gail being able to talk, and retied them properly. And then she mounted up, and they ran.

The first time Jisi had taken a ride on Gail's shoulders, it'd been… well, Jisi had done her best to give the impression that it'd been a spur-of-the-moment thing. That it was just the most convenient way for Jisi to pick apples that were otherwise beyond her reach, and that once she was up she might as well stay, rather than come down only to climb back up once they got to the next tree. Having tasted those apples, Gail couldn't deny that there was something magical about them, so maybe Jisi was telling the truth about the part where they had to be picked by a wizard's hand. The part where that was the main thing that Jisi was after was definitely a lie, though. Gail had thought so at the time, and later Jisi had removed all doubt by buying Gail a saddle.

She called it a saddle, but it looked more like a backpack, and it let Jisi sit behind Gail's head, her legs over Gail's shoulders, Gail's arms strapped into the backpack. It wasn't that different from riding on Gail's shoulders, but it was a little easier for both of them—the saddle came with a strap that went around Gail's waist and distributed the weight a little better, and Jisi could just relax into her saddle, instead of having to cling to Gail's back.

This time, though, Jisi was up on Gail's shoulders, pressed tightly against the back of Gail's neck, just like she'd been that first day in the forest, when they'd been gathering components for her potions. Unlike that time, though, it was only one of Jisi's hands in her hair, because the other one was holding a broken-off car antenna that she used as a whip. Also unlike the other time, Gail's hands were tied behind her back, which she'd kind of gotten used to after running with that saddle for a while. But while the whip and the hands behind her back were things that Jisi had done before, this time Gail wasn't wearing anything besides her sneakers and socks. Gail had been worried about the police writing her up for public nudity, but what she should have been worried about was running without a sports bra to keep her boobs from flapping around, because flapping around kind of hurt.

Under the circumstances, Gail didn't really want to run as fast as she could. Which wasn't the only reason Jisi had brought the car antenna—she liked hitting Gail whether or not it made Gail run faster. But she had brought the car antenna, and it definitely stung, and Jisi had spent enough time riding while Gail ran to know when Gail was holding back, and she knew how to hit her until she stopped holding back. So Gail ran, fast as she could, knowing perfectly well that she wasn't going to get away from those stings on her butt no matter how fast she ran, but… .

Well. It was kind of fun, was the thing. Running like that. Normally, she couldn't always go all out—if she was running a course and wanted to hit a certain time, she had to pace herself, and if she had stuff to get done after a run, running hard enough to turn her legs to jelly wasn't the way to do it. Some of those reasons to hold back were reasons, and some of them were excuses, but none of them applied now. She ran, and when the antenna stung her, she ran faster, up until the point that she couldn't.

Part of the joy of running was giving up on other things, and just running. Having Jisi on her shoulders made it harder to run, but it also made it easier to give up on everything else and just run. Also, Jisi really did love it when Gail was running full out. In the saddle or out of it, she'd lean forward, her belly against Gail's head, her breath fast, her whole body tensed and relaxed and tense and relaxed, moving in concert with Gail's.

Also, she had set up some things for Gail to jump over, and if Gail slowed down, she wasn't going to be able to clear them.

It was another of those things that showed that Jisi had actually been paying attention, for all that she liked to give the impression that she wasn't. Because while it was chairs that people had left out in the garbage, or children's toys made out of brightly colored plastic that Jisi had stolen from people's backyards or whatever, Jisi had chosen things that would break away or knock over if Gail hit them, rather than something that'd break her knees if she couldn't manage to make the jump.

It would've been better if it was actual hurdles, rather than stuff that Jisi had acquired in ways that Gail didn't want to know too much about, because she didn't want to be an accessory to anything. But none of them were high enough to really be a problem, and none of them were solid enough that they'd do worse than trip her if she couldn't clear them.

Not that she wanted to trip with someone riding on her shoulders—best case, Jisi was going to wind up pulling out a handful of Gail's hair by the roots, and she'd already cut off a whole chunk to make that tail, which was … which was weird. It'd been weird when Jisi had tugged on it earlier, but now it really did feel like a tail, streaming out behind her when she was in full gallop. She kind of wanted to reach down, touch it, just to see… but all she could do was run, with the car antenna hitting her ass when she slowed down, and those hurdles ready to send her sprawling if she didn't take them at full speed.

Back in high school, most of the kids on the track team had hated hurdles, because when you fucked up, everyone could see that you'd fucked up. Gail, though—maybe she'd been hard to embarrass even back then, or maybe it was that being embarrassed didn't only feel bad. Anyway, it was fun, combining skills like that. Gail had always liked hurdles.

Not as much as Jisi liked hurdles, though. Nobody could like hurdles as much as Jisi did. She was breathing hard as soon as Gail started running, but her breath caught at the first jump, and after that, she was laughing and screaming every time they got close to a hurdle, telling Gail that she was going to have to jump, high and far, slapping her butt with her whip. She'd freeze up tight when Gail was in the air, only to whoop with joy when she landed.

The problem was that if she liked hurdles too much, she was going to try to make Gail jump them when she was out of breath and couldn't do it anymore, and they were both going to regret it. It was Gail who made the decision to pull up; they were coming up to a kid's teeter-totter that Jisi had put on one of the long straightaways on the course around her backyard, and Gail had barked her shin against it on their last pass. She wasn't getting over it, and if Jisi pushed…

There were three swift stings of the car antenna when Gail stopped, but those felt more like an acknowledgment of Gail's decision than an attempt to make her jump.

"Good girl!" said Jisi, as Gail stood in front of the teeter-totter, gulping air in as best as she could. "Steady walk, back to the house, that's a girl, cool it down. So sweaty! if there was a boar here, he'd probably be driven insane by your stench! He would throw you down and fuck you over and over until he was exhausted and crying!"

"That's not—" said Gail, still trying to get her breath back— "how humans work."

"Oh, Gail. It's cute how little you know about humans. But don't worry. I shall teach you. Oh! there's a skill that you should practice. Here! This means that you should kneel."

As Jisi talked, Gail staggered along towards the little patio area under the deck. The house had been built by and for humans before Jisi had bought it, so everything was human scale, and the angles meant that anyone watching what Jisi was doing from the neighboring houses would have a little bit of a harder time seeing it there. Gail didn't quite make it there, though, and if anyone was watching, they'd have seen Jisi bringing her antenna down across Gail's chest. Gail yelped, took a half-step back.

Which made Jisi giggle and then hit her again. "Left breast means you kneel with your left knee first, right with your right knee first!"

"Jisi."

"Aw, come on," said Jisi. "This is if you're a high-class riding person, like if we were doing events. Imagine that I'm bringing you up to a palace, and you're naked and I'm wearing a riding suit and a tiara, and—"

She hit Gail's right breast, and Gail knelt, right knee first.

"Good girl!" Jisi kissed the top of Gail's head. "All eyes would turn to see who it was who had come on the back of a charger like you, with your mane and tail all decorated with ribbons, and your steely gaze fixed straight ahead, perfectly disciplined, all that power under my command. Because that person would be me!" Jisi sighed contentedly. "And that's if I hit the top of your breast. If I do that again, and you're already kneeling, a second hit means drop down to both knees, and a third one means all the way down, so your head is on the ground? Like that, and like that, the best possible girl! Now, the side of your breast means that you get up."

Only it didn't, it meant that she had to go back one step from where she was. So, from bowing to kneeling on both knees, or from kneeling on one knee to standing. And while goblins were pretty good at acrobatics, Jisi wasn't exactly practiced at staying on Gail's shoulders when she put her head on the ground, so she wanted to practice that one a lot. Which meant a lot of going from kneeling on both knees to putting her forehead to the ground and then back up to kneeling, and then back down, and almost as much Jisi falling off of Gail's shoulders and laughing about it and patting Gail's ass before getting back on her shoulders.

It wasn't quite as excessive an amount of exercise as it would've been if she was just kneeling and bowing and standing, over and over, but it was still a lot. Particularly with her hands tied behind her back, because that meant that she couldn't use her arms to help her get up at all. Also she'd just run until she couldn't anymore, and also, until recently—from the time she hadn't made the track team in college until she'd started dating Jisi—Gail had been living a pretty sedentary life. It didn't take long for Jisi to wear Gail out. It took a little longer for her to conclude that she wasn't going to be able to make Gail get up and down despite being worn out.

Gail was pretty damn tired when Jisi finally brought her to that little patio under the deck. Tired, and also thirsty, and also hungry. It was a nice little place—decorative tile floor, about half sun, half-shadow, some lawn furniture. Nicer than she'd expected.

Truth was, Gail hadn't expected… well, she hadn't expected any of it, really. She'd had that source crystal in her and she'd spent most of a week being teased and not being allowed to come, so she'd spent most of a week not thinking clearly. And then she'd come so hard it'd knocked her out, and she hadn't had any thoughts at all about what was going to happen next. So she hadn't expected anything.

But she had expected her hands to be untied when it was time for her to eat, and instead she was faced with a big bowl of water and an equally big bowl of oatmeal, and no move by Jisi to untie her hands.

"Jisi," she said.

"Aw," said Jisi. "You love oatmeal!"

"That's not true," said Gail.

"You love oatmeal when I put golden apples of the sun in it."

Gail had never had oatmeal with golden apples of the sun in it. That seemed plausible, though. Gail would probably love worse things than oatmeal if they had golden apples of the sun in them.

"And I've also put a surprise in it for you!"

"Those pills that mean that I can't talk?"

Jisi pouted. "You're ruining the surprise! Now, get on your hands and knees and have your breakfast. You're going to get two orgasms today, and the first one will be after you're done with breakfast!"

"I can't get on my hands and knees," said Gail. "My knees are on the front of my leg, and my hands are tied behind my back."

"You can bow, though," said Jisi, and Gail couldn't argue with that. They'd spent a while proving it to be true. "So bow your face into the bowl and have a nice drink. And then bow your face into the other bowl, and have some nice oatmeal that I made just for you, and then you can have your first orgasm, and you won't be able to spoil surprises or say ridiculous things like your knees being on the back of your legs, how would that work, you're not making sense."

Gail was pretty sure that she hadn't said that. She was also pretty sure that if she asked Jisi to untie her hands, Jisi would argue and complain, and give the big eyes and droopy ears of disappointment, but she'd do it eventually. And Gail kind of wanted to. But on the other hand, she kind of didn't.

So she knelt and put her face into the bowl, and had a nice drink of water. It was even more awkward than bowing with her hands tied behind her back, because she couldn't rest any of her weight on her head. But even though it was straining muscles that she'd already strained, and which she honestly hadn't known could be strained, the water was cold and refreshing, and the oatmeal was warm and delicious. Which was weird, because it had to have been sitting out the whole time they were running, but…

But when Gail tried to ask Jisi about it, she couldn't make any noise at all. It wasn't a surprise in the sense that she hadn't expected it. It wasn't the first time it had happened, either, so it wasn't like she didn't know what to expect. But it was somehow still a surprise when she did everything that she did when she talked, and no sounds came out.

Magic was like that. Both in the way that it didn't let her talk, and in the way that it'd kept that bowl of oatmeal warm.

While she ate, Jisi sat next to her and drank a bottle of sports drink—exercise really took things out of you, and she'd spent the whole morning doing bareback riding, she'd been working so hard, just to keep Gail happy—and ate an extremely sugary microwave pastry, which she microwaved while Gail was wallowing on the ground trying to get the last little chunks of golden apples out of the bowl.

And then she mounted up again. Which wasn't what she'd said was going to happen after breakfast.

Gail shifted her weight when Jisi got on her shoulders, but she didn't get up, even when Jisi hit her breasts with the car antenna. That wasn't what Jisi had said, and she wasn't going to move until—

"Ha! Your tail swishes when you're angry!" Jisi cackled. "That's adorable."

Gail was angry, and her tail was swishing. She hadn't realized that until Jisi had said it, but it felt completely natural for her tail to respond to her mood.

Jisi giggled, as Gail tried to turn around to see it. "Adorable! Now, get up, and we can go—"

Gail looked forward, absolutely not getting up, and swished her tail.

"Fine," said Jisi. "three orgasms today, each more powerful than the last, provided that you are a good girl all day and do what I tell you."

Gail hesitated. Then the car antenna tapped the top of her breast, and she stood up, her tail still angry.

As it turned out, though, Jisi wasn't going to try to take her for another run. Just over to the side, where she'd set up a full-length mirror.

"There you go!" she said, when Gail spotted it. "Get a good look, see how pretty!"

Gail got a good look.

She was naked. Naked and sweaty, with her hands tied behind her back and a grinning little goblin lady sitting on her shoulders, holding a car antenna.

Also, she'd gotten oatmeal all over her face, and a bit in her hair, because she'd been eating it from a bowl, and she hadn't been able to use her hands, and the little flecks of golden apples had made her really enthusiastic about it. So there was oatmeal on her cheeks and her forehead, and a lot of oatmeal on her nose ring.

The nose ring had been there when Gail was running, bumping against her upper lip with every step. She'd barely noticed it, though—most of her attention had been occupied with running, and jumping, and then doing those stand-kneel-bow repetitions, and of course the car antenna. It'd been harder to ignore the nose ring during breakfast, when she'd been face-down in her bowls, with the nose ring dangling into her food and her water.

Now, seeing it in the mirror—it was gold, and it was big, and it was a ring. It meant that Jisi could keep Gail in place just by clipping it to something. Or lead her around by the nose. It meant a lot of things.

Her tail was behind her, mostly out of sight but definitely there, hanging down between her legs. She spread her legs a little wider to get a better view. It was blonde, like the hair on her head. Less caked in oatmeal. Longer—at least, longer than her hair used to be before Jisi gave her that hair growth potion. Now the rest of her hair was just as long. But unlike the rest of her hair, Gail could move her tail just by thinking about it.

She flicked her tail up, felt it swish across the small of her back. There was something soothing about it. The weirdest part was how it didn't feel weird—it felt like a part of her body that had always been there, was supposed to be there.

So, she was who she was: covered in oatmeal, with a too-big nose ring and a tail. Also, maybe all the running she'd been doing recently was starting to show? Stomach a little flatter, little more muscle in her legs, maybe?

Definitely more car antenna marks, though. On her breasts, on her hips…

"Haha, yes!" Jisi'd delighted voice broke into Gail's thoughts. "Turn around, that's right, look at your massive, scarred ass, it's the loveliest thing in the world!"

Twisting around to see her own butt in a mirror by looking over her shoulder was a bit of a challenge, and having a goblin clinging to her shoulders didn't make it any easier. Still, she managed to get a look at the raised red lines that the antenna had left across her butt and upper thighs, at the tail hanging down from inside her, and at Jisi, perched on her other shoulder and grinning like a loon.

"See!" she said. "See how happy and pretty you look like that! From now on I won't have to trick you into agreeing to anything. Whenever you're sad or want to feel pretty you shall be the one to ask me for all of this, and I shall have the power to decide whether to indulge you, or to withhold my favors!"

Gail frowned at Jisi's reflection in the mirror, her tail twitching with annoyance.

Jisi giggled, and tugged her ears down in an exaggerated show of capitulation. "Ugh, even when you can't talk you talk too much. Okay, yes, fine! I'm not going to withhold my favors, because I like this almost as much as you do. But now… " She tapped Gail's breast with the car antenna, and Gail knelt. Then Jisi tapped her again, and made her stand up, and then had her turn around, and then had her kneel again, because why didn't Gail know that she was supposed to be facing the mirror, that was just common sense.

"Spread your knees. Just a little." Jisi scrambled down from Gail's shoulders to nudge her into the position she wanted: up on her knees, legs slightly apart, back straight, her tail pooling on the floor between her ankles. Once she was satisfied, she circled around behind Gail and said, "There you go. Now, keep watching—"

And her hand was between Gail's thighs.

The night before, Gail had come so hard it had lit up a magic crystal. She was still feeling a little sore from that. And yet, looking at herself in the mirror, her hands tied behind her back and those marks on her breast, the oatmeal on her face, the nose ring and everything… she moaned, hips rocking against Jisi's fingers, eyes fluttering closed.

They snapped open when Jisi brought the car antenna down on her back. "No!" said Jisi, her fingers not stopping. "Eyes open! Watch! It's amazing, you have to watch."

Even with Gail kneeling and Jisi standing, Jisi's head only came up to the height of Gail's stomach as she craned around Gail's side, watching, eyes round and avid.

"First you're all pretty and flushed and biting your lip, and then you make some hilarious faces and you look like you're dying."

Gail slapped Jisi in her face with her tail, which made Jisi laugh. She stopped insulting Gail, but she didn't stop hitting Gail with the antenna whenever she closed her eyes. So she watched herself get flushed and watched herself moan.

Gail had never watched herself have sex before. She'd never really been interested in it. But, yeah—it was hot, seeing the effect that Jisi was having on her. Watching her body move in time with Jisi's fingers while also moving and feeling her moving, seeing it and being it, all at once.

There was no way Gail was going to come as hard as she had the night before—not without days of preparation and magical assistance. Still, when the orgasm hit, Gail's eyes closed, despite repeated smacks with the car antenna. The sting of it only heightened her sensations, and her knees got too shaky to hold her up. She pitched forward to the ground, Jisi's fingers still pushing against her clit, the car antenna still hitting her back in time with her convulsions, pushing the orgasm further, harder.

When she was done, when she was finally done, trying to escape from Jisi's touch instead of pushing back against it, Jisi gave her a satisfied little pat on her butt. "Good girl! And now you can rest, while I get some important adult work done inside. There's some toys out here for you to play with if you get bored."

Gail couldn't even groan out loud. She tried to convey a combination of exhaustion, satisfaction, and mild annoyance with the tone of her sniff.

Jisi giggled, which either meant that Gail hadn't quite succeeded in conveying what she meant to convey, or that she had succeeded, and Jisi thought it was hilarious. Either way, she stroked Gail's tail, which Gail felt just like she'd feel it if someone was stroking her hair. The tail twitched a little in response. Then Jisi left Gail lying on her side in the warm patch of light where the sun slanted beneath the deck. Spent, relaxed, and too tired to try to figure out what Jisi had meant by playing with toys.

Gail had slept for something like fifteen hours the night before, so she probably wouldn't have fallen asleep even if her hands weren't tied behind her back, and she'd been in a bed instead of on an ornamental tile floor. She did rest pretty well, anyway. First, lying there, and eventually, when she recovered enough energy to move, sitting against one of the wooden pillars that held the deck up, looking out into the borderland forest.

Jisi had chosen her house for its proximity to the borderland forest, because there were materials there that she needed for her potions and enchantments that she couldn't get in humanlaw. Mostly, it was just a forest, but Gail had seen magic there—a dragon flying overhead, once, glowing lights moving in the shadows of the trees, and things like that. Always at a distance, just beyond reach, as if those things existed in a world side-by-side with Gail's own, but not part of it. That was how it had been when Gail hiked in the borderlands alone.

It was different with Jisi. Jisi was magic, and when they went together to the borderlands, Jisi pulled Gail into the world of magic with her. The golden apples of the sun… they looked like ordinary yellow-green crabapples, because they were ordinary yellow-green crabapples. Except when Jisi picked them, and then they were sweetness and light.

From Jisi's patio, though, it looked like any ordinary forest. The leaves tossed in the wind, dark green on top, lower green below; it was pretty, and relaxing, and Gail was pretty relaxed, so she sat there and watched the leaves. Not asleep, but maybe drowsing a little, now and then.

Which was why she blinked and jerked awake at the sound of something bumping down the stairs of the deck. It was Gail's saddle, and Jisi was dragging it behind her, the car antenna propped over her shoulder like a fishing rod. "You didn't like the toys?" she asked, peering in at Gail.

Gail tried to say that she'd been too tired to pay attention to anything, let alone whatever it was that Jisi had thought she'd want to play with, but the be quiet pill was still working, and nothing came out.

"Haha," said Jisi with a shrug. "Well, maybe when I keep you like this for a while, when you're farming a source for me or something like that, you'll be bored enough to play with toys, instead of pining hopelessly for my attention and my touch."

Gail's next words didn't come out either. Probably for the best, given that her hands were still tied behind her back, and Jisi still had that car antenna.

"Next," Jisi announced, "we're going to take a walk in the forest. We'll get the last of the golden apples of the sun, unless my rivals have stolen them from me, and a few more things that are needful from my dark and powerful enchantments."

As she spoke, she crouched down next to the saddle and started pulling things out of the saddlebags. Gail had rested enough that taking a walk in the forest sounded fun. And she definitely wanted more golden apples of the sun, even if Jisi wasn't actually more entitled to them than anyone else, and the last of them had more likely been eaten by animals or fallen and rotted on the ground than been stolen by Jisi's rivals.

All of that was fine. The problem was that none of the stuff Jisi was pulling out looked like Gail's clothes. Instead, she'd brought a thing made of leather and wood and steel, which didn't look like something that Gail was going to agree to put on, and also something that was definitely a blindfold, which Gail definitely wasn't going to put on. She scowled at Jisi, tail swishing.

Jisi frowned back up at her. "Okay. First of all, last time we were in the forest we didn't see anyone at all, and you've been in the borderland forests so you know that you're probably not going to see anyone there. So it doesn't matter what you're wearing, because I'm the only person who is going to see it, and I'm already seeing it." She grinned and poked Gail in the breast with her car antenna. "I'm seeing it right now!"

That was true, but it still didn't mean that going naked into the borderland forest was a good idea. Probably not seeing people most of the time wasn't the same as being sure that they weren't going to see anyone. Also—

"Next," said Jisi. "It's the borderland forest, so we're allowed to do goblinlaw things there. Within some limits, sure, I can't steal things from humanlaw people or whatever. But I'm allowed to have a riding human, and that riding human is allowed to be naked and I'm allowed to fuck her all I want if she does a good job and earns it, and there's no law that can stop me, whether or not we've got a whole crowd of people who are watching and being amazed at how good I am at sex and how hard you'll come when I make you come."

That was, as far as Gail knew, technically true. And … well, maybe when combined with the first argument, maybe it wasn't a bad point? But the lack of clothing wasn't even necessarily Gail's main objection to Jisi's plan.

She looked at the blindfold, and looked at Jisi.

Jisi waved the blindfold in the air excitedly. "It's so that you learn to respond to the bridle! You have a wild, untamable spirit, headstrong and beautiful, but if we're going to be winning races, you need to learn to trust my hand on her your bridle, you need to feel my will through your delicate mouth, and—"

Gail snorted, which was one sound she could make even with the be quiet pills.

"I'm not going to steer you into a tree," said Jisi.

She absolutely was.

"Ugh, fine! We're not going to start with the blindfold today. And it's not like I want to use the bridle in general, because of how you say things that make me laugh sometimes. But since today you're practicing to be good, you will get the bridle, and you'll learn to be steered the way I want to steer you, because we're going to win so many races, Gail. I've got such a good scam!"

If Gail could've talked, she'd have asked if the scam was that Jisi was going to hit her so hard that she ran faster than everyone else in the race. She couldn't talk, but she looked at Jisi with that question.

Jisi nodded happily. "Haha! It's going to be great! Also, it's fun for you to wear a bridle, even if you don't have nipple rings for the attachment chains."

Gail had agreed to a lot of the things that Jisi wanted. But she wasn't going to be agreeing to nipple rings. Certainly not now that she'd heard about attachment chains.

"And we're agreed!" said Jisi. "Good girl! Now, let's untie your wrists, so I can buckle you into—"

Gail obligingly turned her back and scooted over to let Jisi undo the strap holding her wrists behind her back. Once her hands were free, instead of sliding them into the saddle and letting Jisi buckle her in, Gail stood up and stretched her arms above her head. The deck was high enough that her fingers didn't quite brush the boards of it when she did that. Then she bent back her wrists, first the right one, then the left, and rolled her shoulders.

The saddle hung loosely in Jisi's hands. Jisi was looking at Gail's breasts, but her ears had folded back a little bit, even though she wasn't objecting to Gail stretching. "Yes, yes. I know. You need to stretch your arms from time to time, very important, good girl, maintaining your body so that it can serve me in all possible ways, well done, but you really have to put your arms back in the saddle's straps so that you can't run off and not do what you're supposed to do, because I want to go to the forest, and what am I going to do, walk there myself like an idiot?"

Gail shook the last of her tension from her arms, grinned, and took a single deliberate step backward.

"What?" Jisi walked towards Gail, holding out the saddle coaxingly. "You have much longer legs than I have. If we want to go to the forest together, it's just logical that I should ride on you, and since I'm the one who is riding, I will have the attention to spare to look out for things and I can help you know when you should walk and when you should run, and also which way to go."

Gail's tail whisked in amusement as she backed up again. Of course. That was it. Nothing more than that. Jisi probably also had some very good reasons why Gail shouldn't be wearing anything besides her sneakers, her socks, and a saddle.

"Haha. Yours is a headstrong nature that I alone can command." The slightest hint of uncertainty crept into Jisi's voice as she set down the saddle and rummaged through the saddlebags again. "Here's a lump of sugar for you, good girl! Now, down on your hands and knees so I can put the bug spray on, and then it's time to saddle up and ride. Yeehaw!"

Gail balanced on the balls of her feet, looking at the thing Jisi was holding up to her. It was, undeniably, a lump. She was less sure about the sugar part. It looked more like whatever lint had collected in the recesses of the saddlebags. But she got down on her hands and knees, and let Jisi put some bug spray on, and she ate the lump, which did turn out to be sugar. The bug spray was going to be even more necessary than usual, because Gail was going to be wearing a lot less than usual. And then it was time to saddle up and ride.

Yeehaw.

Fortunately, Jisi didn't think that it was time to gallop through the woods. Gail had pushed things kind of hard that morning, and while she'd rested a little, she wasn't ready to do another run. Let alone another run out through uncertain terrain, with a contraption buckled to her head that would've kept her from talking intelligibly even it weren't for that be quiet pill.

The saddle was fine, more or less. Comfortable, maybe, in the way that a backpack could be comfortable? Like it would've been more comfortable if she didn't have a saddle on, but once it was there, it felt okay. The bridle had lots of laces and straps to hold the bar in the middle in Gail's mouth, and as a result, the bar in the middle was in Gail's mouth. Which didn't feel great going in, and which felt worse when Jisi yanked it to this side or that, trying to convince Gail to walk into trees.

"Oh, come on," she said, when Gail kept not doing that. "It's the only way that I'll learn."

If Gail didn't have a metal bar in her mouth and a pill that kept her from talking in her system, she might have suggested other ways that Jisi could learn all sorts of things. Instead, she decided to take her at her word. Jisi steered her toward a tree and Gail jogged toward the tree. Jisi laughed, and then, as they got closer, stopped laughing and jerked hard enough on the reins that it felt like it was going to tear the left side of Gail's mouth out. So Gail turned, but by that point it was too late to avoid the tree completely. Gail's right shoulder hit, catching Jisi's left leg between her shoulder and the tree.

"My leg is broken!" Jisi howled. "It's the end of my racing career! They'll have to put me down!"

Gail stumbled to a stop, craning her neck to get a look at Jisi, who was scrambling to hold onto the saddle. Gail had meant to call Jisi's bluff, but she hadn't meant—

"It's only a scratch," said Jisi a little breathlessly, once she regained her seat. "You're so easily spooked! It is a grave responsibility that I have. I must steer your every step, indeed, your entire destiny! A point well made, and now perhaps we shall stop for water, yes?"

They were coming up on a stream, and when they reached the bank, Jisi undid the laces and straps that held the metal bar in Gail's mouth and tapped Gail with the antenna in the way that meant she should kneel and let Jisi dismount. The streams in the borderland forest ran fresher and clearer than any in humanlaw, and Gail had worked up a pretty strong thirst, but she leaned forward cautiously, barely enough to reach the water with her tongue. The stones of the bank were uneven and slippery, and the stream's magic didn't make it easier to drink from with her hands fastened into the saddle than any stream anywhere.

"You'll be fine!" Jisi nudged Gail with the antenna. "I am here to watch over you in all things, and—"

"And if I overbalance and fall in," said Gail, "you're not going to be able to pull me out."

Gail hadn't really expected the words to come out when she said them. From the way Jisi whipped around and sputtered in surprise, neither had she. Gail swished her tail smugly.

"Time for your next pill!" Jisi announced. "What we'll do is take the saddle off, fasten your wrists together with the strap, and then you will lie down on your back here, on the banks of this river?"

Gail did not do that, once the saddle was off. Instead, she got down on her hands and knees and plunged her face into the stream, and drank and drank.

"I mean, or that." Jisi came up behind Gail, running her fingers lightly across her pussy. "You're such a pretty animal, you know? You need the saddle and the discipline, and when I take you to shows, you'll prance the way that I teach you. But there is such raw animal power in you, drinking like that, free and unbound."

Gail finally managed to drink until she wasn't thirsty anymore, but she stayed bent over the stream. It was fast moving and cold, and sometimes the water splashed up on her breasts.

"Next time, I shall invite a rival here, and even my rivals will beg to fuck you. But only I have that right." As Jisi was talking, she pushed her fingers inside Gail. Three, right away, and Gail moved back to meet them, hard. "Only I have the strength to master such a creature! They will not have the right, but I will show them—"

On her next thrust, Jisi added another finger. Gail twitched away just a little, and then pushed back, chasing the twinges of pain, the stretch of Jisi's hand inside her.

Hand, and then wrist, and then the rest of her forearm slid inside of Gail, filling her.

"Last time I opened you up like this," said Jisi, "it was to make space for a crystal. This time, I am going to feel what it's like when you come, from the inside."

She moved her other hand to Gail's clit. It was a lot. The whole thing was a lot, but just the physical sensation was almost too much. Gail whimpered, tried to pull away, but she couldn't; Jisi's hand was anchoring her in place.

Jisi bit her thigh, which made Gail yelp and squirm, and still she couldn't get away. And then Jisi was fucking her with her fist, her other hand moving on Gail's clit, finding the exact spot, the exact pressure, the exact everything.

"And when they see me take you like this," said Jisi, "they will weep! Because they will know that they will never have anything so grand as what I possess! They shall weep, and also they shall masturbate, because of how incredibly hot this is."

Gail couldn't help but laugh. A quiet, broken little noise. It made Jisi giggle, and it didn't make Jisi slow down or stop.

Gail's hands were in the stream, and the water was cold and the rocks were slippery, and she was naked and out in the open, and she was completely full—she could feel Jisi's hand bumping against the base of her tail, through a thin bit of flesh, deep inside of her. Full and being fucked and Jisi's fingers—

Gail pulled back, onto the bank of the stream, into Jisi, who fucked back into her, hard.

And then Gail fell apart.

Jisi had promised three orgasms, each stronger than the last. This was… this was so intense that she couldn't breathe, it was so much pleasure it was pain, so much pain it was pleasure.

Gail was convulsing, gasping, twisting on the bank of the stream like a fish pulled out of water. And Jisi was there the whole way, and pushing her the whole way, until Gail was finally done, and Jisi's hand slipped out of her easily, leaving her empty inside. Her tail managed a faint, helpless little flop. That was all she could do.

"Good job!" said Jisi. "Pity there wasn't anyone nearby—"

"To weep and masturbate," said Gail, weakly.

Jisi grinned, wider than a human could grin. "To weep and masturbate and then pay me for the privilege of having seen so beautiful a climax."

As uneven and slippery as the stones were, Gail wasn't inclined to move. But Jisi found a patch of soft ferns a little ways away, and she poked Gail until she was lying down so that Jisi could lay back nestled into Gail's side. "It'd be your perfect job, Gail!" she said. "Nonstop napping and fucking."

Gail opened her mouth to suggest a job that might suit Jisi, but then Jisi popped a pill in, and Gail said nothing, instead.

Which… well, maybe it suited her and maybe it didn't. But it was nice to lie on the ferns and watch the stream go by, Jisi's body hard and warm against her, both of them feeling pretty good about themselves, if perhaps a bit confused about what had happened and why.

But there were still apples to gather, and after Jisi had discovered that walking Gail into trees wasn't as much fun as she'd thought it'd be, she'd gotten pretty good at using the bridle to let Gail know where she wanted her to go. Mostly they were on trails, so it didn't matter. But sometimes Jisi spotted something useful for her magic, and had Gail go and bring it down. It was actually a little simpler for Jisi to twitch the reins this way or that than to try to explain exactly what it was that she wanted and where it was.

Jisi also tried to get Gail to chase down chipmunks, which was less useful, because chipmunks ran really fast. When Gail was running that fast, and keeping her eyes on the chipmunks, it was hard to see logs covered in ferns. It turned out that tripping when she couldn't use her hands to catch herself hurt, and that got Jisi worried enough that she decided it was time to stop for lunch. She fed one of the sandwiches she'd packed to Gail, bite by bite, and for dessert she gave her a freshly-picked golden apple of the sun. So that was amazing.

After lunch, Jisi decided not to put the bridle back on. If Gail wore it too much, Jisi explained, she would get calluses at the corners of her mouth, and she had such a pretty giant hippopotamus mouth, it would be a shame to see it callused. Also, if she got too used to the bridle, how would she be able to go back to the office and have to talk to people all the time, when she wanted to be running endlessly, feeling nothing but the ground beneath her feet, and the sting of the whip on her ass?

But there wasn't really that much running endlessly after lunch. They were both feeling pretty relaxed, so it was mostly just a nice walk in the forest, except for the part where Gail was walking and Jisi was riding, and also Gail wasn't wearing any clothes. But the second pill had worn off by that point, so they could have a conversation. Which meant Jisi trying to convince Gail that her breasts would look better with golden rings through her nipples, and she would hang bright silver bells from those rings, so that people could hear them from miles away and come running for a chance to see Jisi get her whole hand deep up into Gail's pussy. And Gail explaining that, no, she wasn't going to do that, and also, no, she wasn't going to be wearing the ring that Jisi had put into her nose to work, maybe something smaller and not quite as bright, because yes, nose rings looked cute, maybe, a little, but not something quite so big, just something smaller and thinner and which would be harder to tie Gail up with.

But also they talked about what, exactly, Jisi was planning to use oak leaves for—a potion to make it easier to find the trail of an animal, apparently—and how Jisi was considering taking a vacation in goblinlaw at some point. Because yes, Jisi was the mightiest wizard and lover that the world had ever seen, but at the same time, that didn't mean that she knew everything about magic, just that she was the best at it. So there were tomes and incunabula that only wizards in goblinlaw possessed, which might teach her even more than she had learned from her correspondence course! And those wizards would give those tomes to her, because of how powerful a wizard Jisi was. And, if necessary, she would trade to them some of the dark knowledge she had learned, about how to cut employee benefits while making it seem as though benefits had increased, and by, perhaps, doing enough business in finding new clients for the prefabricated flat pack furniture that their company made to expense the entire trip.

For her part, Gail talked about how she was considering trading in her used car for another, slightly newer used car. She also pointed out how there were all those stories about gifts from the faeries that turned to dried leaves or whatever when the bargain was broken, but if that was what magic did, it might be a good way to make pressboard, because really, that stuff didn't need to last that long. At which point, Jisi went very quiet for about ten minutes. Then she kissed Gail very hard and gave her another apple, which was definitely a sign that everything was fine and nobody was going to regret Jisi getting that idea, why would Gail think that? Gail thought that she'd gotten a kiss and an apple, so she was doing fine, and that people who bought what Jisi wound up making were going to have to look out for themselves. Which was a conclusion that Jisi very much agreed with.

By the time they were headed back home, Gail didn't have very much run left in her, and it was getting on toward sunset. But just because Gail didn't have much run left in her didn't mean that Jisi wasn't going to have one last run. She shifted from sitting back in the saddle to riding up against Gail's neck, her heels digging into the top of Gail's breasts, the car antenna in one hand, her other hand tight in Gail's hair.

Gail didn't have a lot left, but she trusted Jisi. When the car antenna hit, she picked up her pace as best she could, head down, paying attention to her footing and nothing else—when Jisi pulled her hair one way, she went that way, the other way, the other, turning as hard as Jisi was pulling, just like they'd practiced with the bridle.

If Jisi had misjudged things, Gail would run out of gas before they got home. If so, they'd deal with it—the borderland forest wasn't exactly safe, but it was safe enough. And Jisi might not be the mightiest wizard in the whole world, despite her claims, but she did know at least a bit of magic.

And as it turned out, Jisi also had a pretty good idea of how much run Gail had left in her. A better idea than Gail had—she never would've thought that she could run as far as Jisi pushed her to run, or as fast. But that was because she'd have been keeping a little back. By the time they jumped the fence between the borderland forest and the backyards of the houses on Jisi's street, Gail was stumbling. She got back to the garage at a walk. With the last bit of strength she had, she stayed on her knees long enough for Jisi to dismount and get clear before collapsing down onto the pile of hay where she'd woken up, instead of trapping Jisi's leg under her shoulder when she fell.

Gail had done track in high school, and she'd done… okay? A few silvers and bronzes in conference meets, the sort of awards that people would get when they weren't the best, but were good enough that the team counted on them. Enough to help her with getting into college, nowhere near good enough for student-athlete type scholarships or anything like that.

Maybe it was because she'd never pushed herself quite that hard. She was drenched in sweat, panting like a dog on a hot summer day. Jisi went and got her a blanket—one of those foil blankets with the date and logo of a marathon stamped on it. Jisi had probably found it in the trash, or maybe stolen it from someone who'd run a marathon. And when the shakes came, they weren't quite so bad, because Gail wasn't cooling off quite so fast as she would've been.

As Gail lay there and shivered on her pile of straw, Jisi sat petting her hair, and said, "You are pretty, though. It's like, obviously, that thing is way too big to be pretty. But you're pretty!"

"Thanks," said Gail tiredly. Jisi's fingertips stroked the little patch of hair that she'd cut down short, for Gail's undercut. For Gail's tail, which was still filling up her butt, and which flopped a little because Gail liked being petted.

"Also, you're really fun to ride," said Jisi. "I mean, really, really fun to ride. That's why I came to humanlaw, you know? Obviously, it was a genius decision that only the smartest person in the world could make, but I made it because when I went riding in goblinlaw, I was like, 'Okay, these are great, I need to get myself one of these. But she'll have to be the prettiest girl in all of humanlaw!'"

Gail grunted. "Riding in goblinlaw."

Jisi giggled, kissed the patch of her undercut. "Don't be jealous. The humans you get for riding stables in goblinlaw aren't in the best shape, you know? Because better runners go to racing stables, or to, like, princes who want a fancy team pulling their carriage or whatever, and really pretty humans go to the circus."

"The circus," said Gail. The time would come when she wasn't just repeating whatever Jisi said, but that time wasn't going to come until Jisi started saying things that made sense.

"Of course the circus, that's where you go to watch the animal trainers and so on, why wouldn't they go to the circus?" Jisi shook her head. "But then, I did say the prettiest girl in all of humanlaw, and that's you. And now I have you, and you're also the best runner in all the world, and soon we shall go to goblinlaw and win all the races—"

"That's not true, though," said Gail. "I'm not—"

"Well, maybe some of the races, and you'll be the star of some of the circuses. It will be fine! But before then—"

"Before then, I was promised three orgasms, each more intense than the last."

Jisi's smile widened. "You're still all worn out from your run. But okay. I can ride you a little more."

"But," said Gail, and Jisi slipped another one of those be quiet pills into her mouth.

"But I didn't specify who was getting those orgasms," said Jisi.

Gail snorted angrily. She was pretty sure that it had been implied.

"And," Jisi giggled, "given how hard you came that second time, it's going to be really hard for you to give me an orgasm more intense than that, so really, you probably should get started."

Gail was still wearing that saddle, so her hands were still tied behind her, so it wasn't like she could get off the pile of hay and do anything about it. But, when Jisi got into position, she did.

It would've been easier if she had her hands free, or if she was lying a little more comfortably, but it was a challenge, and she was willing to give it a go. And in the end, Jisi seemed pretty well satisfied, although, like always, she did get bitey after she'd had her first couple of orgasms.

When Jisi was done with that, though, she pulled herself in under the foil blanket, and cuddled next to Gail's side. It was nice, actually. Not that she was going to tell Jisi that, because she'd just taken a pill that meant that she couldn't say anything, and also because there wasn't any telling what the consequences of admitting something like that to Jisi might be. But it was nice, actually. The whole day had been, really, whether or not she wanted to admit it. Whether or not she could talk and admit anything.

Of course, when she woke up, she'd be able to talk, and eventually she was going to have to go back to work and do accounting like a normal person, while wearing clothing and everything, and she was going to have to be a little careful about admitting anything to Jisi about enjoying the day that she'd had, because if she did, Jisi wasn't going to try to bully her into doing it again, and… well.

The truth was, Jisi was likely to admit it for her, over and over, until she agreed to whatever else it was that the goblin woman came up with.


A Day at the Races—Excerpt

"You'll never believe what we're going to do tomorrow!" Jisi announced.

Gail, startled out of her contemplation of a spreadsheet by Jisi's arrival in her office, looked up from her screen. Then, when that didn't work, she leaned over her desk and looked down.

Jisi grinned back up at her, a wider grin than should have fit on her small, pointed face, and the tips of her ears perked up. From this angle, she had a direct view straight down Gail's shirt, which might have been enough to explain why she looked so pleased with herself. But then, there was also what she'd said.

"Never believe what you want to do tomorrow, or never agree to do what you want to do tomorrow?" Gail asked. Given some of the things she and Jisi had done since they'd started dating, Gail could believe that Jisi had all sorts of deeply implausible plans. But she wasn't going to let Jisi do whatever she wanted and hope it would all work out. The last time she'd tried that, Jisi had steered her into a tree.

Gail had also been pretty much naked, except for her sneakers and the saddle that Jisi used to ride her, and the bridle that Jisi had used to steer her into a tree, so it could be that Jisi's confidence that Gail would agree to whatever it was wasn't entirely misplaced.

"It's a track!" Jisi said. She scrambled up onto a chair so that she could reach Gail's desk, and then slapped a pamphlet down on it. "And yeah, it's a humanlaw track, so we can't do everything that's fun, but it's a racetrack that lets us practice and have friendly races which means that we can go and meet other people who are riding in humanlaw and you can make friends and then I can race against them, and you shall be so fast that I shall ruin all of them!"

At the prospect, Jisi hugged herself with delight, dancing from foot to foot, and Gail, helplessly, found a fond smile spreading on her own face. Gail had never met anyone who had as much fun as her goblin girlfriend, with as little restraint. Which was a big part of why Gail kept agreeing to do the things that Jisi wanted to do. When Jisi was having fun, it was hard not to have fun with her, and besides—some of those things would've been kind of fun even if Jisi hadn't been involved, but Gail never would've found the nerve to try them on her own.

With this, Gail realized as she scanned the pamphlet, she never would have even heard of it without Jisi, and if she had, she definitely wouldn't have dared to show up alone. It seemed that in celebration of the peace and amity between humanlaw and goblinlaw, Briarview Park and Tracks allowed private individuals to practice and perform traditional goblinlaw racing techniques on weekends, during the off-season for horse racing. "It also says," Gail said, pointing at the words so Jisi couldn't weasel out of it, "that due to countless violations of gambling commission rules and regulations, no gambling on these races is permitted under any circumstances."

"Oh, well." Jisi shrugged. "I'm just talking about a friendly wager between me and another rider or two, nothing that the gambling commission needs to pay any attention to, I'm sure—"

"It specifically says that this includes private wagers both those between rider and rider, runner and runner, and between riders and runners."

"I'm sure it doesn't mean—"

"It's underlined, Jisi."

"Let me see that pamphlet." Jisi snatched it back out of Gail's hand and frowned at it. "Well, anyway."

"Also," said Gail, "I'm not actually the fastest runner in the world. I wasn't even a fast enough runner to get onto my college track team. I doubt I'm going to be the fastest runner at Briarview Park and Tracks, and some of those people will have had more practice running on a dirt track with their hands tied behind their backs."

"Right!" said Jisi. "So I'll tie your hands behind your back, and you can practice. It'll be great! And the gambling commission won't have to know—"

"No betting." Gail folded her arms across her chest.

"Some betting! Friendly betting! No money, anyway."

Gail frowned at Jisi. Jisi's ears went back and her eyes went wide, and she gave Gail her most pleading look. Which she immediately ruined by snickering. Gail shook her head.

"Trust me," said Jisi, gesticulating wildly with the pamphlet still clutched in her hand. "You're great at running! And imagine how better you're going to be when you're actually running against someone else, and you can catch up to them and pass them and then I will win and I will get a bottle of champagne, and you'll get… maybe some oats or something?"

Gail took the pamphlet back, looked it over again, and said, "It says that all participants have to be clothed at all times."

Jisi craned over to read it. "At all times when they're on the track or in public view. So as long as you're not both on the track and in public view, it'd be—"

"No, see," said Gail, "You're thinking of 'and.' 'Or' is a completely different word. Easy mistake to make."

Jisi scowled.

"And you have to put funds in an escrow account if you're going to be using the track," Gail went on, reading the fine print. "Any damage to the track facilities, the stables, pastures or lake will be fully investigated, and you'd have to pay for the investigation, as well as the damage that you caused."

"Give me that." Jisi snatched the pamphlet and brought it close to her face, eyes crossing as she studied it. Then she gave a disgusted snort. "Those stables are for horses. Why even keep horses near a racetrack? That's stupid. Also, I said that we can't do everything that's fun. You don't have to tell me all the fun things that we can't do."

"No," said Gail. "But since I'm not the one paying for the—"

"Fine!" said Jisi. "Fine, I shall read all of the clauses and caveats and no-fun-havers and you shall be ready to run tomorrow like you have never run before!"

"I—" Gail wasn't sure when she'd agreed that she was going to let Jisi ride her around a racetrack in front of a whole crowd of people, but it seemed pretty clear that was something that she'd done.

Well, at least there weren't any trees on racetracks, as a rule.

Jisi jumped up on Gail's desk, reached over and kissed her, right on the mouth, long and hard. "We'll win lots of totally legal bets. Just don't lose, and you'll be fine."

Then she was down off of Gail's desk and headed out the door with a flirt of her hips that was, frankly, adorable.

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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