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A Day at the Races

"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.

So the next day, Gail put on her running shoes and got into her car. First to pick up Jisi, and then to drive out to Briarview Park and Tracks, where she was going to have to run like she'd never run before, or else lose bets that the gambling commission was going to be extremely dubious about.

When they got there, the parking lot was more crowded than Gail had expected. Some of the cars there had horse trailers or otherwise looked like they belonged to the horse-racing side of things, but more of them didn't.

Well, if Jisi had been the only goblin to have convinced a human that a great way to spend their weekend was to get saddled and ridden around a racetrack, they wouldn't be having traditional goblinlaw races at Briarview. It was a lot, though. Or else a lot of people—human, goblin, or otherwise—who'd come to watch goblins riding humans around a racetrack. Maybe both.

Gail pulled into a spot next to a minivan, and the woman getting buckled into a saddle by a fat little goblin man looked … well, she looked like the sort of woman who'd be driving a minivan. Thirty, thirty-five-ish, with a short haircut, wearing leggings and a t-shirt over a sports bra.

Most people who drove minivans like that didn't wear nose rings, or, for that matter, bridles, but, well. Gail wasn't quite ready for the minivan—she didn't have her life together enough for a minivan, and if she had, she wasn't sure how she'd be able to fit running with Jisi into it. Instead, she drove the sort of car you'd expect of someone with a job that wasn't necessarily great but which was good enough. But she also had that nose ring, and she absolutely couldn't meet the eye of the woman who was also getting buckled into her bridle, and not just because Jisi was having trouble getting the bridle on the right way around. Which … well, maybe Gail would be able to run away from being embarrassed by what was going on, if she ran fast enough.

By the time Jisi got the bridle and the saddle on, the woman and her rider were already gone. So there wasn't anyone watching when Jisi made Gail go through what she'd learned about how to kneel and stand and kneel and bow. The car antenna that Jisi used as a riding crop didn't actually hurt when she tapped Gail with it to signal what position to take, but Gail knew from experience that it'd sting like a son of a bitch if Jisi decided she needed correction or encouragement.

Getting into the racetrack was a little complicated—Jisi had filled out some of the forms, but hadn't filled out other forms, in the hopes of getting some sort of discount, and maybe also because she didn't want to agree to some of the things that everyone who was using the racetrack had to agree to, and maybe also just because she liked not filling out forms and then getting people mad about that. Which was an odd hobby for an accountant, but not that odd for a goblin. Whatever the reason, Gail had to stand there, arms crossed behind her back and strapped into a goblin saddle, while Jisi argued with an unimpressed woman who wasn't going to let her in until she filled out all the forms.

And then it was time to go through the staff entrance, and up some stairs and down some stairs, and then out to the racetrack.

Gail had been on the track team in high school, but none of her high school track and field meets had ever been this well attended. The stands were full, even though it was like nine in the morning on a Saturday. Could be that the spectators were all interested in goblin culture. Could be that they wanted to make the sort of bets that were strictly forbidden, due to the way that goblins had absolutely no interest in maintaining the integrity of any sport—that wasn't fun, and what was the point of sports, if it wasn't to have fun? And that they were making those bets anyway, regardless of what the gambling commission wanted them to be doing. Could also be that they just wanted to watch goblins riding humans, because it was hot.

Jisi tapped her with the car antenna, and Gail started running. Maybe a little faster than she would've otherwise, but the grandstand only overlooked like, a quarter of the track. The faster she moved, the sooner she'd be out of range of the people who'd come out to Briarview to see Jisi hitting her butt with a car antenna.

It wasn't very much like a high school track and field meet, when you got right down to it. Instead of a running track a few hundred meters around, next to a football field where there'd be stuff laid out for other events, the track Gal was running on was maybe two-and-a-half kilometers around, and there was another track inside it, and shorter tracks in the middle of that one.

Also, the tracks Gail was used to had a sort of pebbly rubber surface. The outermost track at Briarview was grass, which was harder to run on—though it still looked easier than the next track over, which was dirt.

Probably the biggest difference was that, when she'd done track in school, there hadn't been a random assortment of people on the track with her, some just jogging, others being whipped to run as fast as possible, by goblins who were looking like they were having the time of their lives.

On the dirt track beside her, people were running while pulling little carts—sometimes it was two people pulling a single cart, sometimes it was one person pulling a cart filled with a half-dozen goblins who were screaming at the human and each other. It wasn't quite as disorganized as the track that Gail was on—they had lanes, and there was usually just the one cart in each lane, but there were definitely some goblins who were taking it all more seriously than others.

"It's harness racing!" said Jisi happily, before giving a jerk on Gail's reins that turned her head back toward the track ahead of them. "It's good practice for when you have to pull a cart or something. Like if we move to goblinlaw and you have to pull my carriage when I'm going to see the king! Maybe with a team of other girls, each prettier than the next! Or if you lose all our money on one of your harebrained schemes and we have to become garbage collectors; I would be sitting up on the cart, singing a mournful song, and—"

Gail had a bridle buckled to her face, which made it hard for her to respond in words. On the other hand, she also had Jisi on a saddle strapped to her back. So, as Gail ran, she leaned forward, which pitched Jisi forward, and gave an annoyed snort, which made Jisi laugh and pull on the reins and then hit her harder with the car antenna. Which Gail took as a signal to go faster, which made Jisi pull up on the reins.

"Yes, fine okay," said Jisi, when they were back to jogging. "Don't run too fast, I need you to be able to win a race or two, easy there. Besides, once you spend all our money on something stupid like rent or bills or whatever other crazy nonsense you come up with, we won't have to become garbage collectors. I'll just have you fuck people for money! It's a brilliant idea, Gail, and—no, don't try to shake me off—agggaahahaahah!"

Like with a lot of Jisi's ideas, Gail had agreed to come to the racetrack because she thought it'd be fun. That was definitely fun, except for the way that Jisi managed to hang on to the bridle when she was half out of the saddle, which put more weight on Gail's neck than she would've wanted. But it was fine, more or less. She wasn't the only one on the track who was having that sort of fun, either—one young guy was sprinting flat-out while a spindly little goblin woman hung onto his saddle for dear life, and a cart that was going around the inner track veered wildly as the two people pulling it ran at different speeds.

But most people who were there to run were running, and it wasn't long before Gail fell into the rhythm of it. Or before she got back around to the grandstand, and then to the stables a little past the grandstand. Jisi had Gail kneel to let her dismount, then took off the bridle and put a bowl of water on the ground in front of her. When Gail bent down to take a drink—a little tricky, while she was still strapped into the saddle—Jisi ran a cord through Gail's nose ring and tied it to the fence in front of her, so Gail couldn't get up without pulling it loose.

"Jisi," said Gail calmly.

"Sh, sh, sh." Jisi patted her head. "Have a drink and a little rest. Next you're going to have to run a race, so save your strength."

Clothing was required when on the track or in public view, and the public could get a good view of the stables from the grandstand—in fact, Gail had noticed as she ran past, almost as many people were watching the stables as the races. She hadn't really had a chance to wonder about that at the time. Now that she was at the stables, she couldn't look up or very far to the side without pulling on her nose ring, but she could still hear. And by the sound of it, some people in the stables were doing things—fully clothed—more interesting than being tied up by their nose rings.

Jisi, in the meantime, sat on the fence where she'd attached Gail's nose ring, watching the people run by. Until she spotted what she was waiting for, and gave a piercing whistle.

"Cerim!" she called, and then whistled again just as loud. "Cerim Cerim Cerim, come here, come on, your girl needs a drink or something."

One of the goblins gave a short jerk on the reins of the girl she was riding, and came over toward the stable. Gail didn't have the best view of what was happening, but she could see that much; the goblin looked a little older than Jisi, and the girl she was riding looked a little younger than Gail. She looked Asian, with long black hair, and she had the same simple nose ring that Jisi had put into Gail's nose.

"Look what I got!" said Jisi. "It's the girl I told you about! Isn't she perfect?"

"Up and over," said the goblin—Cerim, presumably. "Come on, you can—no, you can't jump it, that's a bad Sprinkle, no, that's aah—"

The girl stopped short right in front of the fence. It was hard to see because of the angle, and because of the bridle she was wearing, but Gail was pretty sure that the girl was grinning. Then the girl got a foot on the fence, and another one, and Gail really couldn't see what was going on, because it was right over her head, but it seemed like she'd climbed over the fence, which was pretty impressive. Gail didn't think she'd be able to do that with her hands buckled into one of those goblin saddles, anyway.

"Don't you see?" said Jisi. "She's the fastest and prettiest and she has a wild indomitable spirit, not like your broken-down nag?"

The Asian woman knelt next to Gail, and Cerim got out of the saddle. She pulled back Gail's lip to look at her teeth, and then she put her hand up Gail's shirt, and gave her breast a squeeze. "She's fine," said Cerim. "I mean, nothing like Sprinkle, but fine. And she's the right height, so if you're ready to sell—"

"I'm not going to sell," said Jisi. "I'm also not going to buy, even though yours is the right height and everything. But look how pretty!"

Cerim scrunched up her face skeptically. "I don't know. I mean, she does have big floppy breasts, so that's nice, but blonde hair? And why does she have that stupid haircut?"

"Aha! That's—what's your girl's name?"

"Well," said Cerim, petting the woman's flank, "her name is Amy, but I call her Sprinkle, because when she pees, it sprays everywhere, instead of just going in a stream? I think it's because her labia are so long."

"Hahaha," said Jisi.

"Hahaha," agreed Cerim.

"Mine is named Gail, but I call her Apples, because she likes to eat apples. Say hello to Apples, Sprinkle."

Amy did her best to say hello around the bridle in her mouth.

"No, stupid," Jisi snickered. "Say hello the way people say hello to each other when we're not watching."

Cerim rolled her eyes and said, "She means that you have to sniff her crotch. We've been through this lots of times, Sprinkle. When she's presenting like that, you sniff her butt, and then you sniff her crotch. How are you supposed to make friends if you don't put your face into their crotch?"

"Oh," said Jisi. "You have a stupid one! Mine is stupid too. It's great."

"I know, right? Like, she's a project manager, and she's always getting mad at the developers because she used to be a developer before she got a promotion, and she got a promotion because she can write code better than they can, only now she's not supposed to! It's amazing. Her nose gets all wrinkled up when she's trying not to just do it herself? It's hilarious."

"Hahaha," said Jisi, as Amy's nose touched Gail's shorts. Nobody had taken any clothes off, so it wasn't breaking the rules, but it was still more sexual than anything Gail had ever done in public before. At least—in public, with a stranger, while a crowd who'd come to watch that sort of thing was watching her. It was uncomfortable and embarrassing, and exciting enough to make Gail wriggle when Amy switched from sniffing her butt to putting her face a little lower down.

Jisi and Cerim both broke out into delighted cackles. It was a little while before Jisi recovered her breath enough to say, "Okay! But you stay there, so that people don't see us breaking the rules. That's a girl! Good girl, Sprinkle, staying still."

Jisi was going to do something that was going to get them thrown out. Gail wasn't exactly surprised, and she wasn't sure whether to be disappointed or not. Jisi had paid for their entry, after all, and at least she hadn't made any illegal bets yet—and Gail felt a sudden draft of cool air, as Jisi cut through the seat of her shorts.

"Ohhh," said Cerim. "She has a butthole!"

"I know, right? It's so big and wrinkly. You have no idea how much stuff I can put up there. For instance…" Jisi climbed up onto Gail's back and started rummaging through her saddle.

They were going to get thrown out, and Gail was going to get thrown out with a hole in her shorts that let everyone see her wrinkly butthole.

"Here, put this inside her," said Jisi, tossing something down to Cerim. Then there were fingers on Gail's butt and in it, slick and wet and cold, and Jisi added, "Little more than that. You know how humans love having sex up their butts? But they don't make any sex juices there."

"Haha, yeah," said Cerim. "I like how Sprinkle wants it and then gets whiny when it hurts a little."

"Uh-huh, uh-huh," said Jisi, hopping down off of Gail's back. "It's even better when you don't let them come. Then they want all sorts of crazy things, and you can farm them for a source. Like the one I used to make this!"

Cerim's fingers had been cold, but the plug that Jisi was pushing up her ass was a lot colder than that. Gail inched forward, trying to get out of the way, but there wasn't a lot of cord between the fence and her nose ring, so she couldn't get very far away from the tail.

"Ohhh," said Cerim, as Jisi kept pushing the thing into Gail's butt, and it seemed to keep getting wider and wider until it was going to split her in half. "So that's why she has a stupid haircut."

"Yes! Also it means that everyone knows that she has a tail, even when she isn't wearing it." Jisi gave one more push, and Gail's breath caught, and the tail lodged firmly in place. "There you go, pretty! What do you think?"

Gail squeaked as Cerim pulled the tail, hard, and said, "How does she poop?"

"The butt plug is magical!" said Jisi proudly. "It takes care of all of that. I only have to take it out because I want to be able to fuck her ass while I'm farming her for source." She patted Gail's ass. "This girl comes so hard, it's amazing. I'll show you later."

"Mhm, mhm," said Cerim. "So you're a wizard now."

"Of course I am a wizard now, I completed an entire correspondence course. And perhaps I will be convinced to trade a plug with you for your girl, so that she can have a tail as well, and I could farm her for source and use her to fuck my girl when I'm busy, and—"

"Maybe later," said Cerim. "Right now, my girl needs a little water, and then I want to ride."

"Makes sense." Jisi untied the cord from Gail's nose ring and kissed her cheek. "Want to say hello to your new friend?"

It was an awkward position, kneeling with her hands bound behind her back and her head held close to the dirt floor of the stable by the cord through her nose ring. It was really awkward to have held that position as long as Gail had. But instead of stretching out as soon as Jisi released her, Gail stayed like that a little longer, head hanging down, until she was ready to answer.

"I… okay," she said eventually. It was more than she'd been expecting when she'd agreed to run at the track, but on the other hand… while Jisi had been unfastening Gail from the fence, Cerim had tied Amy to the fence in exactly the same way. Gail stood up and stretched—as much as her saddle let her stretch—and then knelt behind Amy and touched her nose to the seat of Amy's shorts.

Mostly she smelled of sweat. It seemed like Amy had been running at least as much as Gail. But when Gail moved her nose a little lower, she caught a bit of the musky scent of arousal, and Amy jerked a little at the contact, and there were those people in the grandstand behind them, some of whom had brought fancy cameras with them.

Gail stayed there just a little longer, pushed her nose in just a little more. When she pulled back, Jisi was there to get the bridle back on while Amy got some water and pets from Cerim. Then it was time for the goblins to mount up, and for Amy and Gail to jog a little bit together.

"The thing is that I was hoping to find a boar to mount her," said Jisi, once they were all out on the track.

"Uh huh," said Cerim. "Makes sense. It's like watching elephants fuck, only the boars don't have prehensile penises."

The idea was for Gail and Amy to keep pace with each other as precisely as they could manage. They were more or less the same height, and maybe at some point JIsi and Cerim would use them to pull a carriage together, or something like that. So when Gail slowed down a little at that, Amy got a step ahead of her, and Cerim hit her chest with her riding crop until they were back on the same footing.

"Do elephants have prehensile penises?" Jisi asked.

"Not sure," said Cerim. "But probably, right? I mean, they do have prehensile noses."

"Makes sense," said Jisi.

"So pick out a boar," said Cerim. "They're here because people want to show them off and all. I mean, a lot of people who ride boars don't let them come, but they'll probably let them fuck."

"I know," said Jisi. "I know. And they keep their cocks in those cages a lot of the time? Have you seen them, they're hilarious."

"I know!" said Cerim. "And then when they see something sexy, the cocks are like, trying to get out of the cage but can't, and they get all purple-y and the boars get all grumpy."

Jisi sighed happily. "The problem is, though, that the boars here are all, like, in shape?"

"Mmm," said Cerim knowingly. "I think it's because it's a racetrack."

"I know!" said Jisi. "And there are the free humans in the grandstand, but you can't trust people like that. What I want is for her to get fucked by a boar human who's all fat and has a beard and maybe is bald and also is ugly and who has someone who can vouch for him."

"Makes sense," said Cerim.

She didn't explain why that made sense, which was probably for the best.

"But!" said Jisi. "Your girl is a project manager, right?"

"Uh-huh," said Cerim.

"Which means that she probably knows all sorts of computer programmers!"

At that point, Amy picked up the pace a little, which left Gail a half-step behind, which made Jisi whack her butt with a car antenna.

"Hahaha," said Jisi.

"Haha!" agreed Cerim. "Yeah, yeah, I mean, I'm also in the same office, so I can probably pick out a boar or two for you. Are you going to be breeding her?"

Jisi sighed, and Cerim sighed too. "Humanlaw," they both said.

"Still," said Jisi. "We can use contraceptives, and also he can put his cock in her butt."

"Right," said Cerim. "Right. We'll try to pick out a big one for you. Ooh, what about Davis? He sometimes has crumbs in his beard."

"Haha!" said Jisi. "Yes!"

Amy didn't seem quite as enthusiastic. She ducked her head, and Cerim clucked at her. "No, it's okay Sprinkle, it's okay. You're not going to be fucking someone from your department! Your best friend will be fucked by someone from your department, we didn't agree about anything about that. And if you really don't want that, all you have to do is win the race."

Gail and Amy were jogging next to each other, and Jisi was on Gail's back, so there absolutely wasn't any possible way that she could see Jisi frowning. But she could feel Jisi frowning. "Ahem," said Jisi.

"Yes, yes," said Cerim. "You were going to get around to suggesting some sort of stupid wager eventually. But here's how it goes. If Sprinkle wins the race, Davis will fuck your girl's ass. And if she loses the race, Davis will fuck my girl in the ass."

At that point, Amy tried to shake Cerim off, which made her laugh hysterically. "Okay, okay," she said, between her laughs, as Amy whirled around and bucked. "Okay. If we win, you get a nice new tail and you get a pat on the head. You'll look so pretty with a tail!"

Amy's whirling slowed, but didn't stop.

"And when Gail wins," said Jisi, "you will arrange for her to be fucked by a gross computer programmer. Or a system administrator!"

Amy shrugged and shook at Cerim, who was clinging on to her reins for dear life. But even though Amy was wearing that bridle, Gail could see that she was smiling. "And you can have two orgasms this week instead of one," said Cerim. "Fine!"

Amy stopped trying to shake Cerim off, and tilted her head to the side. Then, she very deliberately kicked at the turf of the race track. Eight times.

"Ahahaha!" said Jisi. "Yes, it's a deal. And I'll tell you what, I will throw in some be quiet pills, so that you can keep her from complaining when she doesn't have the bit in her mouth."

"It's not agreed!" said Cerim. "That is an outrage! How will she be able to get anything done if she's allowed to indulge herself so often and so profligately! Eight! Never has anyone had that many orgasms in a month, let alone a week."

"Oh, don't worry," said Jisi. "It only matters if she wins, which she isn't going to, so you can promise her whatever you like."

"Don't be silly," said Cerim, "she's obviously going to win. Yours is weighted down by big floppy breasts and a big fat jockey. Eight orgasms? That's nonsense."

"Well," said Jisi. "I could just find some boar to run against. I mean, it wouldn't be as good as if it was a big, greasy system administrator, but I really came here to watch humans fuck, so …"

"Fine," said Cerim. "Fine! Bet is one tail against a big fat boar—"

"With a big penis," said Jisi.

"With a big penis," said Cerim, "against a tail and some be quiet pills and a hair-growth potion."

"Who said anything about a hair growth potion?" said Jisi.

"It was implied," said Cerim.

Gail could feel Jisi's sad shrug.

"And the usual side bets about who fucks whom in the jockeys' club," said Cerim. "At least that way she's going to use up some of those orgasms she's extorted from me due to her ludicrous size and complete lack of morality."

"Eh," said Jisi. "I mean, sure, they'll both be big and sweaty, but I don't know about watching them fuck the way that—"

"I've got a prosthetic penis with me," said Cerim. "It's called a strap-on!"

"Ah!" said Jisi. "Well then. Steeplechase?"

"Hm, hm," said Cerim. "I mean, the four hundred meter is—"

"They set up a steeplechase!" said Jisi. "I saw it! When we were going around the track. You don't love jumping them? Are you insane? They jump so high and so fast, and—"

"Fine," said Cerim. "Fine. Steeplechase. They don't let you go across the tracks except at the gates, though, so we're going to have to go halfway around, and now my girl's going to be all jumpy because some idiot agreed that she could come eight times in a week. In a week! It's madness."

"Are you farming her?" asked Jisi, as they got back to jogging along the track. Truth was, Amy was moving a little faster than she had been, and it probably had something to do with being promised more orgasms than usual if she won. Which…

"For source?" asked Cerim. "Do I look like a wizard?"

"No," said Jisi. "You look like a hag."

Cerim laughed loud at that one. "Oh, if I was a hag, you'd be cursed so bad."

"For saying you looked like a hag," said Jisi.

"For saying that I look like a hag," said Cerim. "And for other things."

"But you do look like a hag," said Jisi. "And like other things. Anyway. If you're not letting her orgasm much anyway, you could rent her pussy out, and someone could farm a source in it."

"Uh-huh, uh huh," said Cerim. "I understand completely."

"I'll explain!" said Jisi. "You see—"

"I see that you're planning on using my girl for farming source, and on getting the profit from her, and giving us nothing."

"So you do understand completely!" said Jisi. "Okay. You're going to need to take her to a vet, and then—"

And then Amy picked up the pace, and Gail had to match speed to catch up with her.

"No, no," said Jisi. "You'll love it, Sprinkle! Your best friend in the whole world wasn't sure about it, but then she did it, and she loved it so much that pretty soon she's going to be begging me to do it again, and I'm going to make her agree to get pretty little rings on her nipples and another one in her clitoral hood before I do."

Gail picked up the pace just a little, her tail snapping irritably. She was about to run a race, so… well, anything she did, the person she was racing against was also doing, but at the same time…

At the same time, she couldn't run away from Jisi hitting her ass with a car antenna, or from the things Jisi was saying, because Jisi was sitting on a saddle on her back. And yes, maybe she had enjoyed it when she'd finally been allowed to orgasm after Jisi had farmed her for source. The whole process had made that orgasm intense enough it'd knocked her out, and that was… something that maybe someone might want to try again. But the lead-up had been intense and painful, and she wasn't sure that she even wanted to do it again, let alone wanted it badly enough to agree to getting piercings in exchange.

The nose piercing was okay, though. Maybe nipple rings wouldn't be too bad?

They'd gotten to where there was a little bridge over the race track, so they had to climb that, and then find their way to the steeplechase. Jisi had been talking about jumping, so Gail had pictured a hurdle track, but it wasn't exactly the same. There were a lot more corners, for one thing. And instead of normal racing hurdles, there were little fences at intervals along the track, some of which were decorated with flowers. Also there was like, a wading pool after one of them, so if Gail missed her jump there, it wasn't going to be great either for her or for Jisi.

There were a couple of guys running the hurdles when they got there, so they had to wait their turn. Jisi dismounted and massaged Gail's calves and thighs, and in the meantime, Gail got to see what running the track was like. The hurdles were lower than official track and field hurdles, which made sense, because running with someone on your shoulders and your hands behind your back made jumping even harder than it otherwise was. Also, whether it was magic or something else, when one of the guys hit a hurdle, instead of tripping him up and breaking his ankle, the thing just toppled over, and then swayed back upright, so that was pretty good.

Those corners weren't as good, though. Without being able to get a good lead-in to a jump, some of those hurdles were basically just high jumps, and high jumps where you had to land on your feet and running.

Also, the guys had pretty tight shorts on, which made it clear just how uncomfortable running with a cock cage on would be. Which wasn't her problem, so that was fine.

In the meantime, Jisi had gone from massaging to slapping, first one thigh and then the other. And then she started nuzzling the inside of Gail's thigh, and they were close enough to the grandstand that people were getting pretty good pictures of that. And a few pictures from after Jisi decided to stop nuzzling and start biting. Which wasn't specifically prohibited by the rules of the track, but seemed like it might get them in trouble. Also, it kind of hurt, and Gail wasn't entirely sure that it was helping her get ready for the race, except to the extent that when the guys finished, she was ready to get up and start running again, rather than stay on her knees and get bitten.

They'd left the bridles on the whole time, so Gail couldn't ask Amy if Cerim was as bitey as Jisi was, but based on the marks on Amy's legs, it seemed like maybe she was. If, at some point, Gail had to give advice about dating a goblin… well, there'd be an awful lot of ground to cover. But the biting was definitely going to have to make the list.

So was the running. Both the guys were a little wobbly when they finished. The winning guy got a kiss on the cheek and a pat on top of his head, while the loser got to hear some remarks which might not have been a hundred percent complimentary, and then they both got whacks on the butt to get them moving off the steeplechase course. Then it was Gail and Amy's turn.

Gail got the saddle settled right on her shoulders again as Jisi mounted up, then leaned down to whisper in Gail's ear: "I know that Sprinkle is your best friend, but I have a suspicion that she's going to race dirty. So, in order to prevent that, you should try to kick her ankles."

Gail turned her head to throw a skeptical look at Jisi.

Jisi looked back and grinned. "Or if she's going for a jump, like, throw a shoulder or something? You know. To keep her from cheating." She gave Gail the little flick of the car antenna which meant that she had to stand, and then the two of them went to the starting gate, where Cerim was waiting on Amy's shoulders. They hadn't been close enough to hear Cerim's advice about how to run the race, but Gail had a sneaking suspicion that it was at least somewhat similar. Goblins did put in a lot of effort to keep people from cheating.

Gail looked over at Amy, who looked back. They were both smiling, despite the metal bits in their mouths and the leather straps holding those bits in place. Then Jisi gave a jerk on the reins that pointed Gail's head forward, and then it was time to settle in, tail lashing with anticipation, and wait for the signal to run.

It wasn't a starter's pistol, or anything like that—a tinny recording of a bugle sounded, and the closed gate in front of them dropped, and then they were off.

It was the first time that Gail had actually run a race against anyone since high school. She'd run a few heats trying out for the track team in college, but those had all been against the clock, and, honestly, she'd been too far behind the people who were actually going to be making the team for it to really count as a race.

This time, it was just her and Amy, and however it was that Jisi had decided that Gail was going to be running against Amy, she'd done a pretty good job picking out someone for her to race against—they were pretty close out of the gate, and Amy took the first hurdle a lot better than Gail expected—seemed like she had experience with hurdles at that height, so she didn't have to break stride to clear it the way Gail did.

It was fine, really—the course was something like four hundred, maybe five hundred meters, so Gail wasn't thinking of pushing all out right away, but Jisi very much didn't like being behind Amy. She was up in the saddle, and the antenna was coming down hard on Gail's butt, hitting her with every step she took.

The thing was, if she was running herself, Gail would've chosen a slower pace. But she'd run with Jisi enough times to trust her to set the pace. Jisi wanted to go full out, so Gail went full out. Caught up to Amy after the next hurdle, pulled ahead on the one after that, and nearly fell over trying to make a turn that Amy managed better than she did, because she hadn't taken the hurdle that fast.

Amy knew the track better, and Cerim was a little cannier about knowing where the turns were, and how fast to take them. But Gail was a little faster than Amy.

So they switched the lead between them a few times—first Amy was ahead, then Gail passed her, then they got to a turn where she lost a step or two and Amy caught up.

As they ran, Jisi got better at adjusting speed for corners, but Gail got more tired. And then Cerim was putting the whip in more, because Amy also had spent a lot of her strength early on, and she was lagging until she got those jolts from the riding crop.

There were time penalties for hitting hurdles. Gail had nicked a couple of them, and she was pretty sure that Amy had hit at least one of them when she'd been in the lead, so it could be that she was going to finish ahead of Amy and then lose on penalties. Or behind Amy and win on penalties?

One of the things that her coach had been on her about in high school was that Gail needed to just run, and not think too much about running. It was hard, because running was a little complicated, and you couldn't just not think about things.

Only, as it turned out, she could. If there was someone else who was telling her what to do so she didn't have to think about it. When they were the right distance from the hurdle, Jisi would give a little yank on the reins, and Gail would jump. Not that she needed Jisi to tell her where the hurdles were—she could see just fine—but this way she didn't have to think about timing them. Just run, and jump, and try to run faster when Jisi hit her with that car antenna.

You had to make all sorts of decisions when you ran: when to run hard and when to hold back, where to ease up when going into corners, and so on. Jisi made all those decisions, and Gail did what Jisi wanted. Except for the part where Jisi wanted her to try to hit Amy with a shoulder or something—that wasn't how she was going to run it. But once Jisi stopped trying that, there was nothing else Gail needed to think about. She just ran.

So did Amy. The last turn came right before the hurdle with the wading pool on the other side. They both took that at exactly the same time, same stride, and neither of them tripped in the water and fell, and then they both took the corner, and then they were headed down the homestretch, neck and neck, barely changing their stride for the jumps.

There wasn't anything left to hold back. Gail's legs were burning. Just breathing was hard, let alone running, and Jisi was hitting her hard, every step, pulling out everything that Gail had left and putting it all into those last twenty meters.

Next to her, Cerim was doing the same thing to Amy, and Amy was running just as hard as Gail, straining forward with every step.

Could be that the race was already won or lost, based on penalties. Could be not. The last stretch—there was a white line on the ground, and cameras next to it, and Gail's vision narrowed so that all that she could see was that line.

It was the hardest that she'd ever run, and she came in a step ahead of Amy. A half-step. At most.

"Cheating!" shouted Cerim, as they pulled up after crossing that line, tried to stop, tried to breathe. "Unfair! Steroids! Spikes!"

"Haha," said Jisi amiably. She'd gotten up in the saddle at the very end, and she was still standing, feet in the saddle, her crotch against the back of Gail's neck. She pushed against her, one long thrust—Gail remembered that the brochure had said that dry humping in public areas was also strictly prohibited, but she decided not to make a point of it. For one thing, neither her neck nor Jisi's crotch were in any way dry, and for another, she had a bit in her mouth. Instead, she staggered off to the side and let four other girls take their positions at the starting line, just ahead of them.

"Equal on penalties," said Jisi. "So I win!"

"By cheating," said Cerim.

"Oh, well." Jisi shrugged. "We never said that cheating wasn't allowed."

Cerim scowled, patting Amy's head. "You did your best, Sprinkle. It's not your fault that Jisi cheated or that your ugly friend has freakishly long legs."

Gail snorted, and Amy smiled over the bit in her mouth. They were still walking—there was a hitch in Amy's left leg, and Gail would really have rather sat down for a bit than kept walking, but Jisi and Cerim steered them to the bridge back over the main track, and then off the tracks, where they wouldn't have people taking pictures of them running, and possibly pictures of them being dry humped.

Cerim and Jisi had agreed to a few things before the race, and it seemed like the time for objecting to them had also been before the race, and somehow Gail had missed that chance. What had she agreed to, anyway? There was something there about a system administrator named David, maybe? Whatever it was…

Whatever it was, Gail had won the race, and they were headed for the jockeys' club.

Apparently enough people used the track for goblin racing that they'd gotten themselves some permanent buildings. Not the actual jockeys' club, or anything. Something on the other side of the track, with a door that said that unattended humans were not permitted under any circumstances, and an ogre standing next to the door to make sure that the rule on the sign was followed.

There weren't a lot of ogres in humanlaw—they looked a bit like larger, orange-r goblins, with arms that went all the way down to the floor. If Gail had been unaccompanied, she definitely wouldn't have wanted to try to get past them, but as she was accompanied, all she got was a single, incurious glance, and then they were through. Into the stables, which looked a lot like a shower room, and which had about as many naked people in them as a communal shower might have.

Except that in a communal shower, everyone was naked, both humans and goblins. Naked, and standing up. Whereas in the stables at the jockeys' club, the humans were on their hands and knees and naked, and the goblins were clothed and standing.

"Over here, over here," said Jisi. "They can go together!"

She led Gail over to a pipe running through the middle of the stables. On either side, people on their hands and knees were fastened to it with cords through their nose rings. Some were being scrubbed by goblins with uncomfortable-looking brushes, and others were on their own, but none of them were wearing anything.

Tap with the car antenna on the side of her breast that meant that she was supposed to kneel and let Jisi dismount. Gail stood there, and Jisi tapped her again.

She could go, if she wanted.

Amy was already kneeling, and Cerim was unfastening her saddle. Jisi gave a third tap, this one hard enough to sting.

Gail knelt and let Jisi get her out of the saddle. And then out of her clothes. Jisi came over in front of her, grinning widely. "You won the race! Everyone else in the world doubted you, but I believed in you, because of your wild indomitable spirit! And together we impressed everyone, and won the prize!"

"A guy named Derek," said Gail.

"A fat guy named Davis! Sometimes he gets crumbs in his beard!" Jisi danced back and forth from one leg to another. "Oh, I am looking forward to this so much, I don't believe that human penises can even fit into human vaginas and buttholes—"

Cerim looked up from fastening Amy to the pipe, and added, "And mouths!"

"No," said Jisi, "I believed that humans could fit human penises in their mouths, they have enormous mouths, which they use for talking all the time, just look at this one."

"Haha," said Cerim. She'd gotten a bucket of soapy water and a long-handled brush, and Amy winced as Cerim worked the brush along her side. She had a nice side, anyway. Long and lean, with muscular legs—there were some bruises here and there, particularly on her butt. Cerim had an actual riding crop, instead of a repurposed car antenna, and a lot of those bruises were shaped like the leather bit at the end of the riding crop. Not all of them, though.

Gail was absorbed enough in watching Amy and Cerim that she didn't notice Jisi coming over with a bucket of water of her own until she dumped half of it over her. Gail yelped and jolted and sputtered, and Jisi laughed so hard that she had to cling to the pipe to keep upright. It was warm water, anyway, and after the shock, it sort of felt good?

The sharp, stiff bristles of the scrub brush didn't. When Jisi started scrubbing her ribs, it hurt and it tickled at once, and Gail squirmed instinctively away from both sensations. She couldn't move much, because of the cord through her nose ring which was tied to a loop in the pipe, but she twisted away as much as she could, which brought her right up against Amy's side. Amy was warm and wet and breathing hard, a tension and slight tremor in her muscles that meant she was holding very deliberately still. When Jisi dipped the brush back in the bucket, Gail managed to turn her head enough to get a good look at Amy.

Cerim had put her own brush away and moved onto washing Amy by hand. And Amy was doing her very best not to come; Gail could see that by the way the muscles were standing out in her arms, and by the way that she was trying not to move with Cerim's hand, not even a little.

They weren't on the track or in public view. But at the same time, there were a lot of people there. Six, maybe eight other humans, four or five goblins—it wasn't like Gail could turn around and count, but there was definitely a human guy watching them—he was maybe twenty, twenty-two, with red hair and pale skin and freckles. The cord through his nose ring was tied to the pipe less than a meter from Amy, and the steel cage on his cock was definitely giving him some difficulty; his legs were spread pretty far apart, and it was pulsing a little between his legs.

Maybe it would make Amy's life easier if Gail wasn't leaning against her the way she was. It felt nice to lean against Amy, so it could be that Amy was also thinking it was nice to lean against Gail, and there'd definitely been some conversation about Amy not being allowed to come very often. If Gail had been in her position—when Gail had been in her position, she probably would have found that sort of thing very frustrating. At the same time, it did feel kind of nice to lean against Amy. Also, the position Gail was in gave her a clear view of that guy's cock, and if he was going to rupture something, she wanted to watch.

And then Jisi decided to use the bristly brush on the bottoms of Gail's feet, and every single concern other than getting away from that brush vanished from Gail's mind. She'd run a really good race! On grass! Her feet hurt, and that brush hurt and tickled, and apparently Jisi thought that was hilarious. If that little goblin lady wasn't careful, Gail was going to kick her all the way across the showers and serve her right.

After a few angry warning kicks in her direction, Jisi seemed to realize that the next one might just connect, and decided not to push it. She put down the brush and started rubbing with a washcloth, first Gail's feet, and then up the insides of her legs. It was a particularly soft washcloth, and Jisi's fingers were small and strong and precise, even through the washcloth.

And Gail didn't have any rule about not being able to have as many orgasms as necessary, over the course of a week.

If Jisi had told Gail that this was what they were going to do over the weekend, it didn't seem entirely likely that Gail would've agreed to it. She still hadn't exchanged a single word with Amy, and now she was rubbing up against her as Jisi fingered her through a washcloth, under the heated gaze of a redheaded guy wearing nothing but a steel cage which kept him from getting a full erection. Gail whimpered and ground back against Jisi's fingers.

"There you go," Jisi crooned softly. She had one hand on the washcloth over Gail's pussy, and the other one stroked the small of Gail's back in time with the movements of Gail's hips. "That's a girl. That's how you do it. You should watch this, Cerim, this is how a girl who is properly treated will come."

"I know how they come," said Cerim. "That's why we had to limit how often Sprinkle can come, because otherwise she'll just be lazing around the house all day and not paying attention to me, because she can come like five times in a row, and that makes her much stupider and lazier than usual."

"Uh huh, uh huh," said Jisi. "That is how it is with them. They do become stupid and lazy when they orgasm! Even more than usual! Once I made Gail come so hard that she passed out for like fourteen hours."

"Well that's not true," said Cerim, nettled.

"Is so! It was when I farmed her for essence. Like you've agreed to let me do with your girl. It's not going to be as good, because Sprinkle isn't as good as Apples, but—"

She hadn't stopped moving her fingers while she was talking. And while Gail was curious to see how far Jisi was going to push things, she wasn't entirely sure if she wanted … it was just that there were people there watching. Not just Amy, who could feel the shudders running through Gail's muscles the whole time that Jisi was touching her; not just the guy across the way from them who was getting a little flushed—which made sense, given that the blood that would usually be going somewhere else couldn't get there in quite the usual amounts. Also the other humans there, and the other goblins.

It was kind of hot. But it wasn't something that Gail had thought she'd do. If she'd had to make up her mind to do it, she probably would've chickened. Now, it was happening, and she just had to decide if she was going to let it happen, or whether she was going to tell Jisi to stop. And… it felt good, and she didn't want it to stop. And she kind of wanted to see if she was going to make that red-headed guy explode, or whatever it was that happened when someone got too turned on while wearing a cock cage.

Gail didn't really do anything or say anything that let Jisi know that she'd been thinking about objecting and then decided against, but it seemed like Jisi had figured it out anyway. A little pat on her side, and then Jisi's hand pushing down on the small of Gail's back, in time with her hand moving against her pussy, warm and wet and small and strong.

Gail gasped, pushed back, felt her eyes fluttering closed and opened them again, to see the look in that stranger's face as Jisi pushed her to orgasm right in front of him, close enough that they could touch. And then she was coming, and her eyes were closed whether she wanted to close them or not, and she was shuddering and making noises that were somewhere between breathing and grunting, and everyone could see, and it felt so good, and it didn't stop, it didn't stop until she was done, wrung out, leaning heavily against Amy, who was still on her hands and knees, stiff, trying to look straight ahead.

"Yeah, okay," said Cerim. "That is pretty good. But can she do it again? Right away?"

"No," said Jisi. "When you get one that comes as hard as that they're all wrung out after one. If I push her more, sometimes she'll pee herself!"

Gail couldn't pull her head around to give Jisi a look, because her nose was tied to a pipe. But her legs weren't tied up in any way, and if Jisi tried that, she was going to find out just how far Gail could kick her.

"Oh," said Cerim. "I understand. She's much worse than my girl, that makes sense."

"Runs faster, though," said Jisi, which made Cerim growl angrily, which made Jisi giggle.

Cerim patted Amy consolingly. "It's okay. You're much prettier and smarter than she is. And you did a good job not orgasming without permission! You can come when we're in the members' lounge!"

That made Amy perk up right away. Well, good. She seemed nice.

It seemed like when Jisi had been playing with Gail, Cerim had finished washing Amy off. She unhooked her and led her away—standing, but bent all the way over, because Cerim was holding the cord that went to her nose ring, and it wasn't a long cord.

"Aw," said Jisi. "Miss your friend?"

Gail shrugged. Maybe a little? She and Amy still hadn't exchanged a single word, and maybe Jisi was being disingenuous with all the 'best friend' stuff, but maybe Gail and Amy had become close. In a way.

"Now, if you really want to go home, I guess we can." Jisi leaned against Gail's side, running her fingers down her back. "You ran very fast and were very brave. But you did win your first race on the track, and we won the bet, so when we get to the members' lounge, it's going to be all set up for us."

Gail had sort of been sinking down lower on her hands and knees as Jisi was talking. She was just a little bit higher than someone crouching on the floor by that point. She was tired and she felt good and she was kind of ready to go watch TV while lying in bed and eating ice cream for a while.

"I know, I know," said Jisi. "That's a good girl. Okay, upsy daisy."

She'd untied the string from the pipe, but she didn't let go of it, so when Gail stood up, she didn't stand up all the way. And then she followed Jisi to the members' lounge, where everything was apparently set up for them.

Only not exactly the way that Gail had expected things to be set up for them. When she'd run against Amy, she'd won the race, so she kind of expected to be the one who was doing the fucking? Only, when they got to the lounge, Jisi led her over to a bench that was very clearly for the person who was being fucked, rather than the person who was fucking.

Gail's tail swished uncertainly. She stopped, despite the tug on her nose ring. "Oh, you thought that you were going to have to fuck her! That was why you were being all tired and lazy. But you won the race, and you're a big slut. Obviously you want to get fucked, and you've earned it! Now come along, that's a girl, let's get your ankles in!"

Gail hesitated a little longer. And then she went forward, because it did kinda seem like it would be a little bit fun, maybe? And also there was something a little anxious about the way Jisi was making that argument, and there were people watching, and she could leave, but then Jisi would be a little sad about it. Also, maybe Amy would be a little sad about it too. Cerim had promised her an orgasm in the members' lounge, and while Gail wasn't sure that only applied if she did all the work of fucking Gail for the entertainment and amusement of the assembled goblins, she'd spent enough time bargaining with goblins to know that they weren't likely to give up something if they could come up with an excuse not to give it.

And then there were the assembled goblins and humans. Gail hadn't gotten dressed or anything as they left the showers, and that seemed like the general rule for the humans in the jockeys' club. Some of them were restrained in various ways, others were kneeling next to the goblin-sized chairs, or the single human sized couch where about a dozen goblins were sitting and drinking, but none of them were wearing anything. And they were all watching Jisi tie Gail to the bench where Amy was going to fuck her.

Jisi was careful about it, patting Gail whenever her tail gave a nervous little swish, fastening the straps, then opening them and refastening them, making sure that she was splayed out open and ready. And off to the side, Gail could see Cerim getting a strap-on into Amy—it was a pretty complicated strap-on, built to hold a double-headed dildo in place, and both sides of that dildo were a bit larger than Gail would've picked out.

Then Jisi took Gail's tail out. Gail wasn't quite ready to admit that she liked having it in, but not having it in felt a little empty, and wasn't what she was expecting, and the best she could manage was a puzzled little noise.

"There there! I know you miss it! It means that you don't have to poop! But this way everyone can see the fine workmanship and how it feels like I'm pulling your hair even when the plug isn't in your butt and the fame of Jisi the Masterworker will spread far and wide, across this world and all worlds!" said Jisi cheerfully, holding the tail by the hair and letting the butt plug part swing on the end of it. It did feel a bit like someone was pulling Gail's hair, and she wasn't sure if she cared for that. "Also, I get to see a human fuck another human in the ass, even if it's a pretty girl with a prosthetic penis instead of a big fat ugly man with a big fat penis."

"I—" Gail was going to say something. She wasn't sure what she was going to say, but something. Jisi held something out, in the hand that wasn't holding the tail. A little white pill. The ones that when you took them, you couldn't say anything for the next few hours.

Jisi grinned and waggled her eyebrows. Gail hesitated, and then she opened her mouth. Jisi popped the pill in, and then, after Gail swallowed it, gave her an extremely forceful kiss. "Good girl! Good girl. Now you can have a good time with your friend without having to worry about saying anything, and I'm going to get to see what it looks like when your butthole is just absolutely ravaged."

The pill meant that Gail couldn't say anything, but Jisi had given those pills to her often enough that Gail had gotten better at conveying her emotions without saying things. She gave a resigned sort of snort, which made Jisi laugh and pat her head. And then she went to give the plug to the goblins on the couch, while Cerim positioned Amy behind Gail and between her legs.

There were a lot of things that were magical about that plug—it came out clean, and Gail could feel the way the goblins were playing with her hair at the end of the plug despite them being on their couch and she being tied to a fuckbench, but it was still a butt plug, and she'd still been wearing it for like an hour, so she was a little relaxed when Cerim started putting lube on her ass. Not that relaxed, though—from what she'd seen of it, that strap-on wasn't small, and there were a lot of people watching her—but relaxed enough that Cerim got her lubed up without any trouble. And then she stepped back, and Amy stepped forward, and there was the slap of a riding crop against skin, and the broad, blunt end of that strap-on started prodding her butt.

When Gail had seen her, Amy's hands had been tied behind her back, and it seemed like they still were. So that—it was poking her, but it wasn't going… then the strap-on found where it was trying to go, and the pill meant that Gail's gasp when it slid in was entirely quiet. One of the goblins started clapping, though, and everyone could hear that.

Another slap of the riding crop, and it moved back, not completely out, and then in again, a little deeper.

Maybe it was the people watching them. Maybe it was the way the strap-on started vibrating once Amy found her rhythm; it was too deep inside her for it to work like a vibrator should, but at the same time… at the same time, Gail was strapped down to a bench, tightly enough that she couldn't really push up against Amy and she just had to take it. It was inside her, moving, deeper with every thrust. And the only sounds she could make were snorts—no whimpers, no groans, she couldn't say anything about what was happening to her, she couldn't…

What she couldn't do, was think clearly, was what she couldn't do.

At some point, Jisi had given the tail to some of the goblins who were watching—sometimes someone was stroking her hair, and sometimes people were pulling her hair, and goblins being what goblins were, there was a lot more pulling than stroking, and there were very few times when nobody was doing anything to her hair.

It was weird that people could be pulling her hair while being nowhere near her, but that wasn't really the weirdest thing that was happening, either that day, or in general.

"Oh, wow," said Jisi, behind her, as the strap-on went in. "Oh, wow, it's almost all in, I told you that she was a giant slut!"

"Mmhm," said Cerim. "All the way in, now, Sprinkle. Come on, let's hear some slapping."

"Slapping?" said Jisi.

Then Amy did force it all the way in, and her hips did slap against Gail's ass.

"Ohh," said Jisi, sounding more than a little awestruck. "Slapping! Haha, it's so gross!"

"Oh, yeah," said Cerim, "it's even better if you get a boar to do it. Because they get all worked up and sweaty, and you would not believe how much semen they have in their testicles."

"Good thing that I won the race," said Jisi. "Now you have to set that up."

There was a vibrator in that strap-on. It was strong enough that Gail could feel it all the way through her, which meant that Amy was definitely feeling it. Cerim was setting the rhythm with her riding crop, so it wasn't that she could feel the changes in the pace as Amy got closer, but there was an increasing urgency in how deep Amy was thrusting, how hard—her hips were slamming into Gail's ass, and Gail was there and taking it, and everyone was watching, and…

Jisi had given Gail a silence pill, but she hadn't given Amy anything like that; Gail could hear Amy's breathing get tighter, less regular. She felt it when Amy tensed up, and then pushed in and didn't stop pushing, the strap-on buried deep in Gail's ass, despite the slaps of the riding crop trying to convince her to keep thrusting. Then Amy made a strangled little cry, and pulled out.

"Good job!" said Jisi, who was standing next to Gail, her hand in her hair, smiling proudly. "Your anus made a lady come!"

Gail was pretty sure that it had more to do with the vibrator, but at the same time, even if she could talk, she wouldn't have argued the point. Wasn't really feeling up to running tests on the subject.

Jisi looked over Gail's shoulder, nodded. "And now that we've gotten it cleaned up, it's time to try something else," she added. This time, she went around to guide the strap-on into Gail's pussy, and her hand lingered there, feeling it moving inside Gail, delighted by just how big it was.

"I do want to see if your friend can orgasm a bunch of times, like Cerim said," said Jisi. "So do your best to hold off for a minute or two, okay?"

If Gail could've talked, she wasn't sure what she would've said. It didn't really matter. That vibrating strap-on was vibrating pretty hard, and Amy was moving with the right sort of force and rhythm, and everyone was watching.

Could be that Amy was going to be upset that she wasn't able to come as often as she'd have liked, but there really wasn't any way that Gail was going to be able to hold anything back, for any length of time. It was maybe a minute before she was squeezing down on the strap-on and screaming silently with an orgasm, as the assembled goblins pointed out how large she was, and majestic, and also how incredibly gross and dangerous she was, could you imagine putting your penis into something that would shake like that when it came? It would be like trying to fuck an earthquake.

Which, apparently, some network administrator was going to do before too long.


Safari – Excerpt

The bell over the door chimed softly as Gail came into the cafe, and a woman sitting at one of the tables looked up. Gail probably wouldn't have noticed if she hadn't been looking, too—for one thing, the interior was dimly lit, and Amy had chosen a discreet table near the back. For another, Amy didn't look quite the same as she had last time Gail had seen her, at the track where they'd competed against each other in goblin racing.

Goblin racing, meaning, humans running while goblins rode on their shoulders.

Amy was still the same pretty Asian woman, about the same height as Gail, but now she was wearing a blazer over a button-up shirt, and understated, office-appropriate makeup. Her septum piercing was also understated and office-appropriate, unlike the big gold ring she'd worn in her nose on the track. But the biggest change was that, when Gail had first met Amy, her hair had been long, black and glossy. Now it was still long, black, and glossy, except for one side by the temple, where it had been shaved close in an undercut like the one Gail had.

Which meant that somewhere, Amy probably had a tail like the one Gail had, made out of her own hair, which felt like a natural part of her body when it was attached.

Gail slid into the seat opposite Amy, and Amy smiled and said, "Hey."

"Hi," said Gail.

Which was another weird thing—that was the first word Gail had ever spoken to Amy.

They'd texted back and forth once or twice after the day at the track, most recently to arrange to meet for lunch. But the only time they'd seen each other in person, they'd been wearing bridles that made conversation difficult, and then Jisi, Gail's goblin rider who was also her girlfriend, had given her a magic pill that made it impossible to say anything. So, while they'd raced each other, sniffed each others' butts, gotten washed off naked together and leaned up against each other while being felt up by their respective girlfriends, and finally, Amy had fucked Gail in the members' lounge of the jockey club to an audience of appreciative goblins, they'd never actually spoken before.

"So," said Gail.

"So," said Amy.

At that point they were saved from further awkwardness by a server coming over to take their orders. Amy ordered a seared tuna wrap, and Gail ordered a sun-dried tomato and mozzarella salad. The 'salad' part made it sound healthy, but when it arrived, the vegetables turned out to be mostly a vehicle for cheese, garlic dressing, and croutons—not that Gail was complaining.

"Nice place you picked out," Gail offered around a forkful of food. "Quiet. And the waiters don't hover."

The lighting wasn't great, but Gail could still see Amy's face pink up a bit. "Yeah. I mean, the sandwiches are good, and it's close enough to my office and to where you work that we can both get out here for lunch. But it doesn't hurt that there's a bit of privacy to talk about…" Amy rubbed the shaved side of her head self-consciously. "Stuff."

"Yeah, I heard Jisi was going to sell Cerim some stuff. Like… so she could make you a tail."

"Yeah," said Amy. "And that little fucking spider!"

Amy didn't rub the place where the little jeweled spider would be sitting, if it was the same as the one Jisi had used on Gail. They had a bit of privacy, but it was still humanlaw, and not just technically humanlaw, like the racetrack on goblin racing days, or that one goblin restaurant where Gail and Jisi sometimes went for lunch. Practically all the customers and staff were human, and if Amy started jerking off in public, she'd probably get in trouble.

Gail gave a sympathetic wince and said, "I also heard that, in exchange, you and Cerim had agreed to let Jisi farm you for source."

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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