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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."

Gail didn't know if all goblins were into weird sex stuff, or if it was just because Jisi was that those were the goblin social circles Gail found herself moving in. Either way, while Amy's girlfriend Cerim had the same natural affinity for magic that all goblins had, Cerim wasn't a trained wizard, and Jisi was.

Well, sort of.

When Jisi described herself as the world's greatest wizard, that was just her natural exuberance. And when she insisted that it was very important for Gail to, say, jump up and down ten times, for magical reasons, it was usually because she liked watching Gail's breasts when she jumped up and down. She got away with it because Gail liked watching Jisi watching Gail's breasts, and because Jisi was adorable when she lied through her pointed little teeth, but also because sometimes there was, very much, real magic involved.

Source crystals, for instance. They were charged with sexual energy—they went in as dull, quartz-looking things, and came out with a glow that could light up a room, and enough magic to power all kinds of enchantments, spells, and potions. The stronger the orgasm that charged them, the more magic they had, so when Jisi had farmed Gail for source, she'd had that thing inside her for five days, and Jisi had teased her and kept her on edge without ever letting her come.

At that point, Gail had come so hard she'd passed out for like fourteen straight hours. Even so, she wasn't sure she'd liked the experience as a whole. Not until she found herself thinking about it, so much that she asked Jisi if they could do it again, just like Jisi had predicted she would. And, just like Jisi had said, Gail had agreed to get her nipples pierced in exchange. After all, she'd been skeptical about the nose ring, and that had turned out okay, so maybe the nipple rings would too?

And it had been. Totally worth it.

So there was that. And that enchanted spider had been part of how Jisi had done it: it sat right above Gail's clit, and the jewel in it changed color depending on how close Gail was to the edge, and when she got too close, it stung her.

"I mean," said Amy, with a rueful little smile, "maybe I should have gotten in touch with you and asked some questions before I agreed to it? But also, it's like, I mean. Kind of fun to see what's going to happen next, you know?"

Amy was blushing, and Gail was pretty sure that she was blushing too. Because, yeah. That was the thing about dating people like Jisi or Cerim: they had all sorts of ideas. It was a good idea to make sure they didn't get to do all of them, because some of them weren't necessarily good ideas, but some of the stuff that Jisi came up with was pretty amazing.

"Speaking of what's going to happen next," said Gail. "You said there was something you needed my help with?"

Amy's blush deepened. "You kind of have to get the spider to bite me a few times before I get back to work?"

"Excuse me? I have to—" Gail didn't have to take orders from Amy. Didn't Amy remember who'd won their last race, anyway?

"Sorry, I only meant—if you don't, Cerim is going to make me have to keep the crystal in for another day. I know it's more my problem than yours, but at the same time, I really don't want to have to have that in me for—"

"Hey." Gail reached across the table and put a hand on Amy's arm. Jisi ws right; sometimes humans did talk a lot when they weren't wearing their bridles. "It's okay, I don't mind helping you out. You'd do the same for me, eh?"

"I—well—sure." Amy was pretty cute when she was flustered, honestly. "But also, I wanted to talk to you about Davis?"

"Davis? Oh, right, the guy in your department." Or, as Jisi put it, the big fat boar human with the enormous human penis who was going to fuck Gail to the amazement of all. That had also been part of the dubiously-legal bet Jisi and Cerim had made at the racetrack.

"Right. The thing is, he's kind of awkward, but he's actually a really good friend. And he doesn't really have much experience with girls, let alone with people like Cerim. I don't want him to get his feelings hurt, you know?"

Gail wanted to reassure Amy, who seemed genuinely anxious, but she wasn't really sure what she was on about. "I won't say anything mean to him? I mean, if it's like the thing Jisi set up with you, I probably won't be able to say anything at all, so—"

Amy sighed. "I know, I know. It's just… at least part of why he agreed is because of me, so I can't help feeling responsible. And also, he's not in the best shape. Like, obviously, you can't not run, everyone would know, but if you could ease up a little, here and there?"

"Ease up?" If Gail had had her tail in, it would have started swishing irritably. Was Amy seriously suggesting she throw a race? To Derek, or Damon, or whatever his name was? "I don't think I could lose a race to a, uh, heavyset sort of guy, and make it convincing."

"Oh, not a race, obviously, but… ah." Amy looked over at Gail with a little frown. "They didn't tell you about the safari?"

"Safari. Because he's in web development?"

"He's a system admin. And the safari is sort of a tourist thing—you haven't heard of it?"

"Not really," said Gail. "I mean, no."

Amy titled her chair back on two legs and gave Gail a long look, like she was reevaluating everything she knew about her. "Huh. But, like, if you weren't into that sort of thing, how'd you meet Jisi?"

"We work in the same department. And then we were friends, and then… well, she'd probably say that she tricked me into learning my true nature. It wasn't really that much of a trick, though. It's just. I mean, it's fun?"

"Yeah," said Amy, grabbing hold of that. "It's fun! Which is why it's something that tourists from goblinlaw like doing, so there's this island, which is in goblinlaw—it's out on Reid Lake, and it's… I mean, it's mostly tourist stuff, but the—"

"The safari," Gail prompted.

"Right. Sometimes they'll get a bunch of humans and let them loose on the island, and the goblins get to hunt them?"

She said it like it was a question, but it didn't really sound like a question. Gail, on the other hand, had enough questions that she just waited, to see if there were any answers forthcoming.

"But, okay," Amy went on. "They're going to have the island for a day, I think? Before I get the source crystal taken out. Cerim is going to be riding me—she's going to be the guide, and Jisi and the tourists are going to be riding guys. Who, um."

"Who are going to fuck me when they catch me," said Gail. She had questions, but she also had some guesses about the answers.

"Well, not catch you, exactly? I mean, Jisi is the greatest wizard living in humanlaw, so—"

"Amy," said Gail, cutting through the explanation Amy was about to give. "Jisi did a correspondence course in magic and she cheated on all the tests. The stuff she makes works—I mean, mostly. I haven't seen any of it fail in a really dramatic way, but there's definitely stuff that doesn't work the way it's supposed to. She says she's the greatest, but—"

The look on Amy's face wasn't encouraging.

"She's pretty good," said Gail. "The source is going to work fine. It worked great when she did it to me. Both times. I'm just saying."

"Uh," said Amy. "Right. I mean, the source… okay. But also the goblins are going to have crossbows."

"Crossbows."

"Magic crossbows! They're not going to kill you, they're just going to slow you down, so that people like Davis can catch you. And the aphrodisiacs that those guys get are also going to work properly."

Right. That was all true. Gail had to trust that sort of thing was going to work out the way that Jisi meant it to, or she'd panic every time Jisi fed her a be-quiet pill. Still, getting shot with crossbows was more worrying, and Gail's voice came out a bit weak when she said, "Tourists? Guys like…?"

Amy smiled. "Yeah, I mean—" Then she checked her phone and gave a startled jump. "Oh, gosh, it's later than I thought."

"Easy," said Gail. "Go to the bathroom. I'll be there in a minute."

"The bathroom… oh! Right, getting stung, shit, I—"

If she was running late, she really needed to start moving. Gail looked in the direction of the bathrooms, Amy fled there, and Gail sat and looked at the remains of her lunch.

Safari? she texted to Jisi.

After a pause of nearly thirty seconds, Jisi texted back: Because he's a web developer? followed by an incomprehensible string of emojis.

He's a system administrator, Gail replied. Safari, as in an island.

Hahaha. Then Jisi sent a string of eggplant emojis that just kept going until Gail put her phone away and got up to go to the bathroom.

Where Amy was waiting for her, with her pants off. And yeah, Gail had seen Amy naked before, but the first time she'd seen Amy naked, Gail had been held in a kneeling position by her nose ring, and then later she'd been strapped into a fuckbench, so she hadn't really managed to get a good view. Now she could, and she took a few seconds to lean against the stall door and just look Amy up and down.

She was pretty. Peeking out from beneath that button-up and blazer, she had a little triangle of hair over her pussy, and long, muscular legs. She stood with her eyes closed and her legs open, and the spider had already gone orange, which meant that she was pretty excited about… things.

Truth was, maybe Gail was a little excited about things herself. Which was how she had gotten into this kind of trouble in the first place.

Jisi and Cerim liked to pretend that humans said hello by sniffing each other's crotches. Which they knew perfectly well wasn't true, because they'd seen humans saying hello to each other. So, they pretended that it was what humans did when goblins weren't around.

Well, there weren't any goblins around, so… Gail got down on her knees on the floor of the bathroom stall. Amy's eyes were still closed, and when she heard Gail getting closer, Gail could see her breath hitch by the way her breasts and her belly moved, see her thighs trembling with anticipation and the effort of holding still.

Gail breathed in deeply, and the jewel set into the back of the little golden spider right over Amy's pussy deepened into a lustrous orange-red.

Amy didn't smell quite as much like sex as she might have, given how turned on she was. She had a source crystal inside her, and it was sealed in with a sort of glue—according to Jisi, the glue was made from troll semen, which seemed both plausible and gross. It kept the crystal in place, and it kept other things inside, too, but not everything. It was only there to close up the opening to Amy's vagina, not her whole pussy. Gail remembered that seal from the two times that she'd been farmed—it was tight, and it was awful, and poor Amy. But there was a little bit at the bottom which wasn't sealed, and Amy's juices glistened there. Gail leaned forward and licked, just to get a taste, and Amy convulsed and swallowed a curse as the spider went red.

"Huh," said Gail.

"It's not my fault!" said Amy. "Cerim likes taking videos, and she's been making me watch them whenever I've got five minutes free, and they're really hot. Ow, ow ow, what the hell does that spider do? It fucking still burns, I hate it."

Gail sat back on her heels and watched the spider go from red to orange to yellow. "Jisi said that it was poisonous, but not, like deadly poisonous. More like a mosquito?"

"Ow. It's way worse than a mosquito."

"Yeah. Poor Amy." Then Gail leaned forward and licked Amy's clit. She'd been wanting to do that, and Amy responded by bucking her hips and moaning softly, which was gratifying.

The thing about that spider—when you were the one wearing it, it hurt you when you got close to orgasm and prevented you from having an orgasm even if you were really close and really needed to come. From the other side, though, it made it clear just how good you were doing. It wasn't like Gail had that high a body count, really—college, sure, but afterwards she hadn't really had the time for dating, let alone dating lots of different people—but she'd been with enough girls to know that different people liked different things. Different girls like different amounts of pressure, some girls liked it when you actually sucked their clit, and others didn't like that at all, some girls would get really turned on if you… well, not bit them, but they liked little nips at their labia, and others very much did not, and so on.

Without the spider, sometimes you'd get clues, one way or another, but sometimes people would pretend that they were into things in order to be polite, or because they'd seen porn and figured that they were supposed to like those things, or whatever. The spider was magic, so it wasn't fooled by any of that. Gail knew right away whether or not Amy liked what she was doing, and how much she liked it. It was almost unfair. Maybe a minute after the spider first stung Amy, it stung her again, and after that Gail managed to set it off again like thirty seconds later.

Gail gave Amy's pussy one last kiss. As she pressed her lips against the seal, she could felt the weight of the crystal pulsing behind it. Then she stood up. "There you go. Now you're not in trouble."

"Yeah," said Amy, trying to catch her breath. "Yeah, that's. Yeah."

Gail grinned and headed out, swinging her hips as she left the bathroom stall. She definitely couldn't complain about not getting enough sex, but it was generally sex where she wasn't exactly in charge of what was going on. There was something to really doing someone, whether or not they'd been expecting it.

Amy still sounded pretty breathless when she called out behind Gail, "I'll—pick you up on Friday? After work?"

Friday. That was another thing about being with Jisi. She liked sex just fine during the week, but she'd also want to make sure that Gail's schedule was clear most weekends, because she liked having the sort of sex that took all day, more often than not.

"Sure," said Gail. "Friday."

"And thanks," said Amy, just before the bathroom door closed.

For someone who'd been worried about being late getting back to work, Amy didn't seem to be in a real hurry to move. To be fair, it could be that Gail wasn't going to be precisely on time herself. And then there was the question of how she was going to be able to concentrate on her job until Friday.

Fortunately or otherwise, Gail worked with Jisi, and Jisi knew exactly what was going to be happening on Friday, and then over the weekend. And she was living with Jisi, so she could've gotten answers out of her once they got home—or at least, she could've tried. When she'd just been visiting at Jisi's, she'd made it clear that she got the one human-sized bedroom that hadn't been taken over by junk that Jisi was hoarding, and Jisi had responded by bolting a shackle to the wall to keep her restrained when she was too crazed with lust to be left free. Which… well, could be that if she pushed Jisi about the details she'd get them, could be that Jisi would decide that she needed to be restrained for her own good.

Could be that being restrained for her own good might be kind of fun. But, like Amy said, it was also sometimes fun to go into these things without knowing what to expect. Also, Jisi was absolutely bursting because she knew what was going to happen, and she was clearly ready to taunt Gail about it—unless Gail indicated that maybe she wasn't going to go along with it, at which point she was ready to get droopy-eared and big-eyed until Gail changed her mind. What she wasn't ready for was for Gail not to ask any questions at all.

She did like hearing that Gail had helped Amy out.

"Obviously, she's your best friend, of course you would help her, nobody had any doubt about that." Jisi was sitting on the arm of a couch she'd found in the trash, or possibly stole from someone's patio, and Gail was sitting on the seat, which left Jisi at the right height to prop her chin on Gail's boob and leer up at her. "But did you make a pornography? She was already orange even before you? The thing is, she's probably not as much of a whore as you, because of how often she can come? Like, for you, it's something that only happens occasionally, and also you come so hard that sometimes I think it's going to make your teeth fall out, so you want it so bad you do all sorts of crazy things in order to be allowed a really good orgasm. But with Amy—" Jisi gave a sad little shake of her head. "She's basically on the verge of orgasm all the time, that's why Cerim has had such a hard time managing her."

Gail stuck her tongue out at Jisi. "I feel like Amy's been agreeing to some pretty crazy stuff."

"Oh, sure," said Jisi. "Lately. Because of the magic that I've given to Cerim, like the tail and the source crystal and that guardian spider, which is not easy to make, she hasn't hurt my spider, has she? I'm going to be mad if she hurt my spider."

"It looked fine? I don't—"

"Of course she hasn't damaged my spider! Why would you even bring that up? Nobody could interfere with my enchantments, least of all a human, who has no magic and can't run as fast as you. Yes, Amy has agreed to crazy stuff lately. But nothing near as crazy as the stuff that you have agreed to!"

Gail looked at her, and Jisi waggled her eyebrows suggestively.

"Huh," said Gail. "Wild."

Jisi scowled. "It will be a sexual adventure without parallel, which will push you to ultimate limits!"

"Oh." Gail yawned, stretching her hands above her head, which almost sent Jisi toppling off the arm of the couch. "I should probably get some sleep, then. To be ready for it, I mean."

"You should get some sleep, to be—" Jisi frowned at her again. "I have to work on the darts. Trick is that they have to be strong enough to make you dopey, but not so strong that you can't appreciate the effort we're going to, just so that you can get a human boar cock up you."

"Mm," said Gail. "Well, good luck."

And then she went up to her room, while Jisi stamped and snorted with irritation. Dating a goblin was a lot of things, really. Sometimes too many things. But it was definitely fun. Although actively getting Jisi annoyed might be somewhat more fun than she was necessarily prepared for?

Whatever it was, it involved crossbows and magical darts. Seemed like a lot.

But it wasn't the crossbows and so on that made it hard for Gail to get to sleep. It was the way that instead of being in bed with her, Jisi was down in the garage, brewing her potions or whatever.

It was only when she finally did come to bed, and woke Gail up and demanded oral and then bit her when she was done getting oral which was a very bad habit and which Gail had talked to her about repeatedly, but which she kept doing anyway, that Gail was actually able to settle in to sleep.

Even if she didn't get any oral herself, which didn't seem fair. As far as she could tell, she was the one that they were going to be shooting with crossbows.

As promised, Amy showed up when they were done with work on Friday. It seemed that being an accountant for a company that made flat-pack furniture didn't pay as well as being a project manager for a company that made some sort of fintech software. At least, Amy had a lot more money to spend on cars than Gail did.

So she pulled up in an electric car. As soon as Gail closed the passenger-side door behind her, it was absolutely quiet inside. Which made it even more awkward to sit there and not talk about the fact that at some point over the next couple of days, people were going to shoot Gail with magical darts and then she was going to be fucked by at least one of Amy's coworkers.

So, what the hell. "So what are you going to be doing during all this?" Gail asked.

"Oh, um," said Amy. "Jisi kind of called and said that you were insanely curious about what was going to happen, and so we shouldn't tell you anything, because she didn't want to ruin the surprise."

"But you're going to be there?" Gail meant it to be a question, but it came out as more of a plea.

Amy nodded. "I'll be there. It's going to be fun. Oh, but you should get undressed and put in this gag, we've got to get you to the livestock processing."

Gail frowned. Amy gestured with the gag. Jisi sometimes put a bridle on Gail when they were racing, but this was a ball gag like Gail had only ever seen in porn before.

And as long as Amy was holding it out like that, she only had one hand on the wheel. She also, presumably, still had that source crystal inside her and that spider right above her pussy, so she was bound to be a little distractable. And apparently, Gail was going to be getting undressed. Better not present Amy with any additional driving challenges. Gail took the gag and buckled it in.

When it was fastened tight enough to stay in, it hurt the sides of her mouth more than the bit that Jisi used. Otherwise, it was too loose. But she finally got it to sit right, even if it wasn't super comfortable, and then she did her best to get undressed without breaking any windows or anything.

Amy's car was roomier than the cars Gail'd had to get undressed in back in high school, for similar reasons to why she was trying to get undressed now. But then, she wasn't in high school anymore, and she didn't have to actually get undressed back then, just… well, give access. Also, generally the cars hadn't been moving. A lot of things had been simpler in high school, including the sex.

Actually getting undressed was complicated enough that Gail counted it as a win that she didn't wind up lodging an elbow in the steering wheel. The gag made her drool on the upholstery a little, but that was Amy's upholstery and Amy's fault, so whatever. The whole process took long enough that the car was slowing down by the time that she was done.

When they'd been at the racetrack, the jockey club had been guarded by ogres. There weren't a lot of those in humanlaw, but there were another two at the gate where Amy stopped. They gave the car a quick once-over and passed them through, and then they were in goblinlaw.

Most of Reid Lake was humanlaw, but the landing, the bridge, and the island were goblinlaw, by treaty. Gail had looked that up. It meant… well, there were limits to what could be done to citizens of humanlaw while they were in goblinlaw. But those limits were a lot broader than they were in humanlaw. And also, well. Leaving humanlaw and going into goblinlaw meant leaving somewhere that was at least marginally safe for somewhere less safe. It was a little frightening, and a little exciting, and also Gail's clothes were strewn around the backseat, and she was wearing a gag. Could be that it wasn't just drool that was getting on Amy's upholstery.

Which was still not Gail's problem, and still Amy's own fault for agreeing to things while she was being farmed for source, when everyone—or at least, everyone who'd heard Jisi hold forth on the subject—knew that it made humans crazy.

Which was why, the second time Jisi had farmed her for source, Gail had made it clear that any attempt to renegotiate anything while she had the source inside her would mean that she'd get all the money that Jisi was going to make from selling the source. She'd made Jisi swear that on her power, which made her extremely upset, because obviously, no, she'd never had any thought of trying to get Gail to agree to anything other than what they'd already agreed on, why would Gail accuse her of trying to be tricky like that, and also, how was it fair that Gail had figured out her trick before she had a chance to trick her?

Gail was much cleverer and more experienced about these things than Amy was. So it was weird that Gail was the one who was naked and gagged and about to be hunted like an animal.

Past the gatehouse, the bridge was a little narrower and less… safety railing-ed than would've been acceptable in humanlaw, but Amy made it across okay. A minute or two later, they pulled up to what looked like it might have been a hotel, before someone had gotten the bright idea of selling their property to make a goblinlaw enclave. There were a couple of other cars in the parking lot, but those were bait.

Gail knew what happened to cars from humanlaw that parked in goblinlaw, because Jisi had explained it to her one time when Gail was complaining about having to take the bus into goblinlaw instead of driving her own car. Gail, in turn, did her best to explain it to Amy, but it was hard to do that with a ball gag in.

Amy grinned at her. "I know. Cerim warned me. You're going to have to wait here. I'll park outside, and be back soon."

Expressing complicated ideas, like, "If you park here, someone is going to steal your catalytic converter and your tires," was difficult, but, "What?" and "You said that you'd be here?" were a little easier, even with the gag. Jisi's be-quiet pills had given Gail practice saying things like that with her eyes.

Whether it was because of that, or something else, Amy seemed to get the message. She leaned forward and kissed Gail on her forehead. "There, there. Just stand still and be good and wait; I'll be back soon."

Then she looked at the car door, and Gail opened it and got out. Amy tossed her sneakers and socks out after her. Then she drove away.

From the relative safety of the inside of Amy's car, the old hotel had looked grim and run down. Now that Gail was standing in the parking lot naked and alone… she wrapped her arms around herself and shivered, looking at the overgrown woods beyond.

It'd been made pretty clear that she was going to be running through those woods, trying to get away from goblins with crossbows, and it'd also been made pretty clear what was going to happen if she didn't get away from them.

Which… could be fun. Assuming everything worked out okay and that guy from Amy's job didn't get a heart attack from trying to run after her. But while Amy had tossed Gail her shoes and socks—at least Gail had known enough about what was going to happen that she'd worn sneakers to work that day—the rest of Gail's clothes were still in Amy's car, and those trees looked close together and likely to be scratchy.

Also, Gail really hadn't spent enough time in forests to know the difference between things that were poison ivy and things that weren't poison ivy, but there were probably some things in there that were poison ivy. Also, there was the question of just how much magic Jisi had used on those crossbow darts, and what would happen if she got the spell wrong. Jisi would be really upset if it turned out that instead of hitting Gail with a magical crossbow dart that slowed her down, she nailed her with a regular crossbow dart that hurt her, but Gail wasn't sure if that would help anything. Also—

"Tomorrow's meat, eh?" came a goblin's voice from behind her. Gail nearly jumped out of her skin.

Fortunately or otherwise, she couldn't answer with a ball gag in her mouth. Instead, she turned around to glare at him, and he looked up at her with an amused smile. He looked smaller than Jisi, and older, and he was holding a stick, which he used to tap Gail on the thigh.

Jisi had spent a while teaching Gail what things like that meant; that one was telling her to kneel, which was something that Jisi would make her do before riding her.

Gail hesitated. She wasn't planning on going on a ride with some goblin she didn't know, not under these circumstances, but, on the other hand, she was alone and naked and gagged, so it wasn't like she had a lot of other options.

He tapped her again, harder. Gail knelt cautiously.

"Trained," he said. "But a little slow. Well, I suppose some people like girls who are easier to catch, eh?"

A light smack on her butt with the stick, and Gail went down to her hands and knees, like she was supposed to. Little slow indeed.

Then she felt a hand on her ass spreading her open, and she startled and considered getting back up and walking herself back to humanlaw. That wasn't—

"Easy there, easy," said the goblin. "If you're that touchy about people playing with you, you're in the wrong place. But calm down! I'm just making sure everything is in order, there aren't any infections, eh? You've got some tourists here for a good hunt tomorrow, wouldn't want to get a bad reputation anywhere that matters, eh? Now, be a girl and let's get a nice look—there you go, that's a girl."

It'd been funny to wind Jisi up by not asking her what was going to happen, when she'd been so clearly bursting to be asked what was going to happen. And it'd been exciting to anticipate the weekend, not knowing what to expect. The only problem was that now it was happening, and Gail didn't know what to expect. One thing she hadn't expected was a strange goblin spreading her open while humming happily to himself.

"Nice and plump," he said, which wasn't the sort of thing that was usually meant as a compliment. Based on where he was poking, the goblin seemed to be talking about her pussy in specific. Gail wasn't sure what was considered a compliment there. Small and tight, generally, but, well. She'd spent enough time with her tongue up a goblin's pussy to know that she wasn't going to be competing on that front with goblins. Plump, though? "Won't look quite so neat after tomorrow, eh?" the goblin added. "Looking forward to getting rammed by all those massive pensises, eh?"

The gag meant that Gail didn't have to come up with a response to that one, either. Honestly, though, maybe a little?

Gail hadn't dated a guy for a while. Mostly, she didn't miss it. There was something about being fucked by a real live cock, though. Not that she had any complaints at all about the quantity, quality, or variety of the sex she'd been having. Keeping up with everything Jisi wanted to do was already a lot. Fun, but a lot. If Jisi got the idea that she needed to step up her game… it didn't even bear thinking about, really.

But, yeah, it had been a while, and it would be kind of nice? At least, one guy with a reasonably sized penis would be kind of nice. It was the 'all those massive pensises' part that Gail was a bit apprehensive about.

"There you are already," said the goblin. At first Gail thought he was still talking to here, even though she'd been there the whole time? But then Amy's legs came into view. "Each one slower than the last. If she's going to spend all day being fucked in the parking lot, I don't know why you bothered to bring her out here."

"Sorry," said Amy unapologetically. "I didn't want to leave my car where you'd steal things from it."

"Why not?" Now the goblin sounded genuinely puzzled. "If you did, then I'd have things."

"Mhm," said Amy.

"Anyway, anyway. She has a tail, huh? Gimme." There was a sudden yank on the side of Gail's head where Jisi had taken out her hair, which meant that someone was handling her tail, and she could feel it, even though it wasn't attached to her. Gail had never gotten used to that. "That'll look good in the pictures, but it's going to be a bit of a pain to take in and take out—you're the attendant, right?"

"Yup."

"Which means that you lost a race to her, which means that you're even slower than she is. Anyway. Done this before?"

"Nope."

"Right, right," said the goblin. "You've been meat—what, four times?"

"Five."

The goblin cackled. "And proud of it! Good girl! We've got your pictures up on the office wall. From those trappers? Oh, they did have a good time with you. Very popular pictures, I'll have to talk to your owner about another hunt. Anyway. There are people who paid for a hunt, and I want them all to have a nice time and to get some really nice trophy pictures, and then I want them to leave positive reviews on every possible website. So. First of all, you make sure that she looks nice—I want her nails cut and polished—no color, but they should be shiny, normal people like shiny things. And I want her hair to be as nice as possible. So you brush her hair and… whatever it is that you people do with hair to make it look nice after sex."

"Mhm." Amy sounded extremely amused by all this.

"Now, your owner has you booked for rodeo training in the afternoon, so—"

"She what!" Amy yelped, a lot less amused all of a sudden.

"Haha!" said the goblin, who was keeping his amusement at a constant level. "So after you're done with the hunting, you're up next. Understand?"

"I didn't—"

The goblin gave a gusty sigh. "She's registered as your owner in goblinlaw. But according to the treaties, since you have citizenship in humanlaw, if you don't—"

"No, I'm not… it's just that I'm being farmed for source, so…"

"Oh!" said the goblin. "Well, let me see. Get down next to tomorrow's meat. Come on, closer, right up next to her—why do you humans wear things with waistbands like that, don't you realize that it makes it hard to get access to where we can fuck you? Disgusting really. Ah, there we go."

Amy pressed up against Gail. They were pretty close to the same height, so she was right there, ankle to ankle, cheek to cheek, close enough that Gail could feel it when the goblin managed to get Amy's leggings down. At which point she turned and nuzzled Gail's neck, her breathing getting a little heavy as he examined her.

"Yellow already?" he said, impressed. "You must have had that thing in forever if you're that horny."

"Almost two weeks," said Amy forlornly.

"Haha! I understand! You're just insatiable! That's why you're so disappointed that you're going to be rodeoed instead of fucked all day! There, there. Now, let's see how long it takes for that to go to red—"

Amy whimpered and bit Gail's neck. Not that hard—just enough that Gail could feel that her teeth were small and sharp, and her breath was warm. Then, pretty soon afterward, she bit a little harder, when the poison hit.

"Haha," said the goblin. "Okay, okay. They'll all want a couple of goes with that, I'll let that wizard write an advertisement or two, in case she wants to drum up business."

Amy's teeth were still on Gail's neck, not biting down harder, just holding on. Gail wriggled; she wasn't being farmed, and she didn't have one of those poison spiders on her. If she had, it'd be moving in the direction of yellows and oranges right about then.

Then the goblin's stick hit Amy's butt. Gail could feel it, through where her hip was pressed into hers, and through the way Amy bit down, just a little. And through Amy's hiss of breath—Gail recognized that one. It was what happened when the spider gave a jolt of poison, which got her down from the brink of orgasm.

"So that's why you keep coming back, eh?" the goblin laughed. "Then why the bellyaching about being in a rodeo? They'll hit you plenty! Just make sure that you throw them off a few times before you let them ride, so they're nice and mad. Anyway. You're both giant whores, but you're not diseased, and you're not falling apart, so you're good to go. Take her to the barn, get her ready—she needs to know the escape, eh? And she needs to be well rested, with that day ahead of her, eh? So you give her the sleeping pill as soon as she's ready."

"Sure." Amy got to her feet unsteadily. "C'mon Gail, up and at 'em. It'll be fun."

Well, that was why Gail was there. On the other hand, Amy hadn't specified who it was going to be fun for. There were a number of options there, and some of them weren't going to be getting a makeover and then a sleeping pill.

Too bad for them.

Not that Gail was that much of a makeover enthusiast, but then, it wasn't exactly an elaborate makeover. Clear nail polish, because goblins liked shiny things, and it'd show up well in the pictures they took—"Goblins visiting humanlaw like taking a lot of pictures, because that gives them things they can keep. Also because it annoys people"—a little trim on the edges of her hair. Not her bush, though. The idea was that they were going to be hunting her on humanback, and then letting their mounts fuck her, and they wanted her to look as feral as possible, and it seemed that pubic hair was just the sort of thing.

"I mean, not sure why they think that's more like what people look like when they've been living without the benefits of civilization, but not armpit hair?" Amy shrugged, considering Gail. The hotel room they were in wasn't the nicest that Gail had ever visited, and the large steel cage in the corner was a bit ominous. "Maybe a little bit of eye makeup? But I'll put that on tomorrow, when you're knocked out."

"The sleeping pill," said Gail.

Amy nodded happily. "Yeah, those things are great. You should get Jisi to make you some. Full night's sleep, guaranteed, and you're not groggy or anything when you wake up. Anyway, here's the release." She held her hand up and tapped a pattern on her palm with her fingers. "You'll have a bracelet on. You tap the pattern, and the spell on the bracelet will let everyone know you want out. They'll get a little mad about that, but. Place makes too much money to get shut down for violent assault, you know?"

Which… Gail had kind of known that? But it was good to know for real. And if it turned out that Jisi had gotten enough tourists involved that Gail was going to have to tap out, sure, maybe Jisi would be grumpy about it, but she'd know better for next time.

Gail still had plenty of questions by the time Amy was done, but that sleeping pill worked a hell of a lot better than melatonin. Lie down on the floor, get a pill dropped in her mouth, and the next thing she knew, it was morning, and she was out in the forest. In an uncomfortably tight steel cage. And while she'd gotten a selection of clues as to what was going on, along with a bracelet that apparently had an enchantment that would let people know if she'd had enough, nobody had actually told her what the rules of the game were.

On the other hand, Gail had tried to play board games with Jisi, so she knew that goblins weren't that interested in what the rules of a game were. Still, it would've been nice as a starting point? Many things would've been nicer as a starting point than being wedged into a cage that really wasn't big enough for someone to be wedged into. And also her hands were tied behind her back. If they were expecting her not to be able to run away from a heavyset system administrator, it made sense that they'd give her some handicaps, but if she wasn't going to be let out of the cage, she wasn't sure what the point with the crossbows and the—

The side of the cage suddenly opened, and Gail rolled out, just as a dart whizzed overhead.

She scrambled to her feet, and heard Jisi calling out from behind and to the left, "That was a warning shot!"

The unmistakable sound of Cerim's laughter rang out from the same direction.

"Okay, that wasn't a warning shot," said Jisi. "But it also wasn't a slow-down dart. He just jiggles so much!"

"Because of the aphrodisiacs," said Cerim wisely.

Gail started running a second before the next arrow sent up a puff of dead leaves where she'd been lying on the ground, and she was off, fast, leaving Jisi to swear and Cerim to laugh at her.

The thing was, though. If Jisi was riding that coworker of Amy's—David, Derek… Davis!—and Cerim was keeping pace with Jisi, then Cerim must be riding too. Even if Davis was slow, there wasn't any way he was slow enough for a goblin on foot to keep up with him. Humans had much longer legs.

Which meant that Gail wasn't just running away from some guy with a goblin on his back. She was also running away from Amy, and when she'd run against Amy, she'd won by, like, a fraction of a second.

There was other stuff to think about, definitely—aphrodisiacs, crossbows that shot darts that were supposed to do something other than slow her down—but the fact that she wasn't just running away from one fat man who didn't run very often was the main one.

Gail had decided that not knowing what she was getting into would be more fun than actually knowing about all those things. The part where it'd annoyed Jisi was fun, but the part where she was running naked through the woods, not entirely sure what was going on, and with her hands tied behind her back… well, maybe it was fun. In a terrifying sort of way.

Anyway, the rules of the game didn't seem to be particularly complicated. Run away and don't get hit with darts, basically.

A few different roads and trails branched and crossed and joined together, with wooded areas in between. Sticking to the trails made it easier to run, but also to get hit with darts; when Gail cut through the forests, there were a lot of roots and branches and things to trip on, but also a lot of tree trunks and branches to catch darts. Some trees already had a half a dozen of those horrible little crossbow darts embedded in them, and Jisi and Cerim certainly contributed to that. Because like she'd thought, they were both chasing after her, and they both had crossbows.

Gail had never gotten hit with a dart before, so she didn't know if magical darts hurt more or less than non-magical darts, but they definitely hurt enough. There were two types—one with red feathers, like the one that Cerim had put into her ass when she'd stopped to catch her breath for a few seconds, and ones with blue feathers, like the one that Jisi clipped her shoulder with. the red ones hurt a lot more—it was like a wasp sting, if the wasp just stayed in your ass and kept stinging you—but the blue ones… Gail wasn't sure why they'd started her off with her hands tied behind her back. Maybe it was to keep her from pulling out the darts after she'd been hit? But after having that blue feathered dart in her shoulder for a few minutes, Gail wasn't sure if her arm would work well enough to let her pull anything loose. She could still tap her fingers, if she wanted, but everything over that bracelet… it wasn't that her arm was numb. She felt it just fine when she bumped into a branch. It just wasn't doing what she wanted it to do.

Like Amy had said, Daivs wasn't much of a runner—he'd been chosen for his size, not his speed, because Jisi really liked the idea of Gail getting fucked by an enormous sweaty boar human. So in terms of just outrunning them, Gail could count on being faster than him. And while she wasn't that much faster than Amy, Amy was saddled with Cerim on her back, complaining if she jounced too much, because that was the only reason why she'd miss, even if she was shooting her crossbow at vagrant leaves and sometimes chipmunks.

It wasn't just running, though. If it was a bigger island, sure, she could've just run away from them. But whenever she got far enough away to catch her breath, she'd run out of island, and if being out on the roads gave the goblins a clear shot at her, standing knee-deep in cold water would make it even easier.

Also, while Jisi was doing her best to keep Davis running towards her, Cerim was using Amy to herd her toward Jisi. She was using those red-feathered darts, and Gail got another one in her ribs when she tried to duck around Jisi and Davis and maybe get back to that old hotel, and hide in one of the rooms? So she couldn't go where Cerim was expecting her to go, and she couldn't get away, and Davis… as advertised, he was a big guy. His belly slumped out over his shorts, and sometimes he'd have to stop running, and just huff a bit while Jisi tried to convince him to get moving again. But he wasn't just fat—he was six-four, six-five, something like that, so when he did get a head of steam up, he could cover a lot of ground. Also, it made it harder to hide, because Jisi had a view from way up high.

If the island was a little bigger, Gail might have been able to outrun them, and if the island was a little flatter, they would've caught her sooner. But there was a slope near the middle of the island that got pretty steep, and Gail had learned, from having Jisi ride her, that going uphill with someone on your back was harder than when it was flat. And hills were never easy for heavier runners; they had to haul that weight uphill, after all.

So, she'd try to get to a place where she could go up that hill and leave Jisi behind, only sometimes Cerim had gotten Amy up there, and then she'd hit Gail with one of those red-feathered wasp darts, which hurt and kept hurting, and she'd gotten one in her shoulder that shifted with every step and which was the worst thing. The other blue dart that Jisi hit her with was much more pleasant, really—just a thing hanging from her side, which didn't do much.

Except when it made her miss a step and skid back down the hill that she'd been climbing, right down to where Jisi was sitting on Davis' back. Gail got up, turned to run, and then Davis got hold of her ankle and yanked her back. He was a big, heavyset guy, and he was a lot stronger than Gail expected. The breath whoofed out of her as she hit the ground, and Jisi barely had time to get out of the saddle before Davis was on top of Gail.

Gail had promised Amy that she wouldn't say anything mean to Davis, who was a sweet guy who Amy felt responsible for and whose feelings Amy didn't want to get hurt. And she wasn't saying anything mean, but that didn't seem like a major concern at the moment either. She wasn't sure he would have heard her if she did. Maybe it was the aphrodisiacs; there was a definite urgency in the way that he pulled his shorts down and spread her open.

Maybe it was something in the darts. Maybe it was just the running and chasing and getting caught. Either way, Gail was feeling a little bit of that urgency herself. He picked her up and he pushed in, and she was open for him when he did.

Jisi scrambled around from behind Davis to stand next to Gail and watch, her eyes wide and round as saucers. "Oh, wow," she said, as Davis' cock pushed all the way up inside Gail, wide and strong and she could feel it, all the way in. "Oh, wow."

Davis had gotten her down to her hands and knees, and Amy was standing right in front of her, wearing a skimpy t-shirt and shorts. She grinned down at Gail as Davis' thrust rocked her forward, mouth open. Cerim clambered down Amy's side to go stand next to Jisi. If Amy didn't want to fuck her coworkers… well, she wasn't fucking Davis exactly. But she was really close to her coworker fucking, and—he thrust again, just as hard, just as deep, to the oohs and aahs of the watching goblins.

"It's so big!" said Jisi. "Why isn't it coming out of her mouth?"

"I know, I know," said Cerim. "You're lucky that she has such a cavernous vagina, or she'd be dead."

Jisi plucked one of the darts out of Gail's side. Even with everything else going on, that felt pretty good. "She's the biggest slut in the whole world!" she said proudly. "You can put all the penises you want up in there."

Another thrust. Gail looked up at Amy, who was still wearing her bridle and grinning pretty big. Then she closed her eyes and pushed back up into Davis, matching his pace with hers. Jisi's conviction that Gail was the fastest woman in the world was going to cause trouble sooner or later. This claim also seemed like it might at some point cause trouble. But right then, it was working out pretty well. Davis grunted as he pumped into her, and Gail felt her back arching, her toes curling.

"Look at how sweaty!" said Cerim. "And wobbly!"

It was working out about as well as could be hoped, anyway.

But whatever it was that they'd given Davis didn't let Gail focus on Jisi and Cerim's commentary for too long. He wanted to be deep, deep inside her, and unlike a lot of guys who wanted to fuck as badly as Davis wanted to fuck, he wasn't ready to burst right when he started. He found his rhythm and he kept his rhythm and it wasn't long before that was pretty much the only thing that Gail could think about. She didn't notice when Davis had pushed her down to the ground and was more or less on top of her, let alone whatever Jisi had to add about how everything jumped a little when Gail's massive weight hit the dirt, or whatever it was that she came up with.

She finished before he did. It didn't end things, and she hadn't expected it to, but it felt different when she finished because of a cock inside of her than when she finished because of what was happening with her clit. She was finished, either way, no question—she definitely wasn't one of those girls who could finish more than once in a row—but it was a sort of more inside feeling, like there was a dam inside her that she hadn't noticed until it broke, and she broke with it. And it wasn't as unbearable to keep going after finishing like that than it would've been if there'd been something on her clit. But she noticed more; like Jisi pulling the darts out of her, and muttering about them after she did, like the tension in Davis' hands, the way he trembled when he was finally close.

And whether is was whatever weird enchanted aphrodisiacs they'd given him, or whether he was just… pent up, when he did come, he came impossibly hard. His hands locked on her hips, jamming her into him with every thrust, and he came so hard that she thought she could actually feel it: hot and thick and so much that it felt like it was filling her up inside. Davis's hands were big enough that his thumbs nearly met on her back, and his fingers on her stomach. He squeezed convulsively as he came, and Gail half expected come to fly out of her mouth, she was so filled with it.

Then he let Gail go, and he fell back, and Gail fell forward.

"There you go!" said Jisi. "Fucked by a big fat boar human, just like you wanted."

Gail looked up at her, unable to come up with anything coherent to think, let alone say. Which meant that she wasn't paying attention when Cerim fastened something around her ankle.

She paid a little more attention when Cerim released a catch, and Gail was dragged back across the dead leaves and broken branches on the forest floor, to be hoisted up from a tree branch by that ankle.

"Haha!" said Jisi. "Okay, okay, let's get the picture. Sprinkle, you stand behind her, Cerim, make sure that you get the spent boar in the shot. Now we got to… right, right, with the crossbows. Angry face, grr!"

Gail dangled from her ankle, trying to catch her breath as the blood rushed to her head. She still wasn't sure how she felt about what had just happened—being dragged across the forest floor had kind of hurt, and now she'd gotten dried leaves glued to her with come, and that was definitely unpleasant.

And yet.

And yet she had some sort of expression on her face when Jisi and Cerim took pictures as a trophy of their hunt. And another, slightly different expression when they dropped her back down to the forest floor.

"Okay," said Jisi. "Clean her up good, Sprinkle. There are tourists who paid good money for a trophy like that, so she needs to be looking her best. Apple, you may have to suck a goblin or two off, some weirdos like doing that after a hunt, but given the magnitude of what just went up inside you, I don't think that you'll have any problems with a normal sized penis."

Tourists. trophies. Normal sized penis.

Jisi patted the side of Gail's head, making her swing gently. "Oh, don't be like that. When people find out about the sort of hunt you can give, they will come to humanlaw just to shoot you down and make their boars mount you! You will be famous throughout the world."

That didn't seem likely. But, at the same time. Maybe. After she'd had a chance to catch her breath, anyway.
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The Goblin's Ponygirl

First Ride

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

The Vet

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

Source

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

Staycation

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

A Day at the Races

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

Safari

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

Fan Domme

The Mind-Control Moonstone

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

Blackmailed & Bewitched

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

A Test of Trust

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

The Switch Strikes Back

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

Summer School

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

Freshman Five

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

Kita's Adventures in Product Development

Quality Control

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

Limited Release

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

The Concubine Chronicles

Foreign Exchange

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

Domestication

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

Trial by Exposure

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

Tying the Knot

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

The College Pet

Sold to the Mean Girls

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

Collections:

The Femdom Collection: 5 Complete Books

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

Standalones:

Hostage of the Risen Witch

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

The Thief Enthralled

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

A Pitiless Logic

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

Lane’s Lover

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

Taking One for the Team

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

Solstice Spells

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

The Jewel Thief

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