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It was only midafternoon, but Gail had already had a really long day. It had started with her naked except for running shoes and with her hands tied behind her back, while goblins mounted on humanback chased her through the forest. The humans had been dosed with magical aphrodisiacs, and Gail's girlfriend Jisi had chosen one who was really big in all respects, so when he'd caught her, it'd… well, it'd certainly been a thing.

Jisi had clearly enjoyed the show, but she hadn't even let Gail come.

Then Gail had had to run away from goblins again, and this time they'd been riding on little dirtbikes, and they'd shot her with enchanted crossbow darts that really hurt, and then they'd stuffed her into a cage that wasn't really big enough for her, and then they'd loaded up the cage onto the back of a truck and driven it down bumpy dirt roads.

It'd been a lot. So when the truck pulled into the parking lot at the hunting lodge, and Jisi ran out to meet it, Gail was really happy to see her.

"You fools! Careful with my girl!" Jisi was yelling at the other goblins clustered in the truck. "That's a top-quality sow there; you can't just roll her cage off the back of the truck like that!"

At this point, Gail's cage was wobbling on the end of the truck bed while her stomach did dizzy loops, and the only thing keeping it from tumbling off was the strength of a dozen skinny goblin arms, so she wasn't sure if the process that had been set in motion could be easily stopped. But it was nice that someone was looking out for her.

"But," came a goblin voice from somewhere behind Gail, with that little pleading wobble that was a lot cuter when it came from Jisi, "it'd be really funny."

"Hmmm." Jisi scowled, tapping her foot. Then she broke into a wide, pointy-toothed grin. "True! Sure, why not?"

… maybe Gail was a little less happy to see Jisi.

But the truth was—even as the goblins whooped and let the cage fall, and Gail hit the gravel of the parking lot with a jolt that rattled her teeth and scraped her nose—she'd been feeling less than completely safe before, and now she felt safe.

Because if Jisi decided that it was a funny idea… well, maybe it was funny and maybe it wasn't, but Gail had spent enough time doing what Jisi wanted to do that they'd both more or less figured out which of her funny ideas were safe, and which ones weren't. So, yes, kind of unpleasant to be rolled off the back of a truck while inside a cage, and definitely uncomfortable to wind up upside down, while still being tied to the bars of the cage. But not nearly as scared as she would've been if it'd been the goblins who didn't know what they were doing who'd decided that.

When the truck had first pulled in, Gail hadn't gotten a good look at the parking lot, because the sides of the truck bed were blocking her view, and also because she only had eyes for Jisi. Now she still wasn't getting a great view, because of being upside-down, but at least it wasn't being obstructed in any way. And it looked different than it had when her friend Amy had driven her up to the goblinlaw enclave where the hunting lodge was, the evening before.

At the time, it'd looked more or less like an ordinary parking lot. The goblin attendant who'd met them there had tried to convince Amy to park her car there. Amy had a nice car: new, electric, smooth and quiet, leather seats, the whole deal. Fortunately, she'd been dating a goblin for longer than Gail had, and even Gail knew that parking your car in a parking lot in goblinlaw wasn't the same as parking your car in a parking lot in humanlaw, when it came to whether you could expect your car to still be there when you got back, and whether you could expect any law enforcement or insurance company to do anything about it when it wasn't.

(Also, Amy wasn't really a friend in the sense that she and Gail had had more than two or three conversations. But once Amy had wrecked Gail with a strap-on at the track where they both raced, and Gail had gone down on Amy in a cafe bathroom, so they were friends in a way.)

So Amy's car wasn't in the parking lot. Instead, there were hay bales stacked up to make a circle, and goblins sitting on the hay bales: the tourists who'd chased Gail down in the morning, the hunting team with the dirtbikes, the old goblin who'd checked her out when they'd first arrived, and a bunch of others she didn't recognize. There was a scattering of humans, too. The guys the tourists had been riding, and Amy, who was sitting on the ground inside the circle of hay bales, with her goblin girlfriend Cerim on the bale behind her, weaving flowers into her hair.

"And now!" Jisi announced. The assembled goblins didn't stop chattering—as far as Gail could tell, they never did—but Jisi's voice was loud and ringing enough to carry over the chatter, louder than anything that should have been able to come out of her small body. "I shall demonstrate how I have tamed the swiftest and prettiest sow human in the land!"

Gail was deeply uncertain about what the demonstration was going to involve. But her tail gave a pleased little flop at Jisi's praise, as Jisi undid the ropes tying Gail to the bars of the cage and opened the door.

It still took some effort to wriggle out, what with being upside down in a cage that was still pretty small. Jisi hit Gail impatiently with the car antenna she used as a riding crop. "Come on, Apples! Up!"

Gail snorted and glared at her. Maybe if Jisi hadn't given her a be-quiet pill just before the last hunt, which stopped her from making any noises at all with her mouth, she would have said something. But then again, maybe she wouldn't have. Jisi had been training her to respond to different taps of the antenna, and that one meant that Gail should kneel and let Jisi strap her into her saddle, so that was what she did.

The saddle fit a bit like a backpack; it was designed to give a goblin a more comfortable seat when riding on a human's shoulders, and to distribute the weight more evenly for the human. It also held the human's arms behind their back, so once Gail was strapped in, she wasn't getting out by herself.

The first part of the demonstration was more of that—taps with the antenna that signaled Gail to stand, kneel, and bow. That was fine. They'd practiced that a lot. But then, Jisi wanted to show off the different gaits Gail could do, and that was a little trickier.

Being paraded naked around a ring to show a bunch of goblins how good a job Jisi had done of training her was uncomfortable, and a little hot. And if Gail was going to do it, she'd like it to be something she was a little better at.

The thing was, when Jisi rode Gail, she mostly wanted her to run. As hard as she could, as fast as she could, because humans could run a lot faster than goblins could, and also it was a lot easier to go fast when you weren't the one who was running, but were, instead, the one who was sitting on the runner's shoulders and hitting them with a car antenna. That wasn't the only sort of running that goblins did with people, though, and Jisi had spent a little while teaching Gail about trotting and prancing. It just hadn't really been a focus.

Still. Trotting was just running a little slower than usual. Gail could do that. But prancing meant getting her knees up so her thighs were parallel to the ground, and that would've tired her out even if she hadn't spent the entire morning trying to run away from horrible little crossbows.

If Jisi hadn't spent so much time getting Gail to run as fast as she could and as far as she could, Gail might not have been able to manage it at all. Because, yes, in theory, she could've exercised by herself. But she hadn't been doing that. It was only after she'd gotten with Jisi that she'd started running a lot, because Jisi really liked riding her. And because Jisi really liked riding her, she knew how hard she could push Gail better than Gail knew that herself. If Jisi thought that she could do a couple of turns around the circle prancing, she could. Whether or not it took a few swats with the car antenna to actually make her do it.

Some of the goblins watching were interested in the technical aspects of teaching a human to prance properly, and how you had to decide how hard you were going to hit them, because if you broke the skin, it could get the human angry at you, and so on. Some were seething with jealousy that Jisi had a human whose skin she could break. Others were a little frightened of Gail—they'd shrink back every time she got close to them, ears flattening back. Some of the goblins who got frightened were the ones who had their arms in slings, or legs in splints, which… well, Jisi had said that was what they'd wanted, when they'd come out to hunt a wild human, and they'd been shooting Gail with crossbows when she'd knocked them around a little. And now they were staring at Jisi with wide-eyed, genuine awe.

If Jisi was feeling proud of herself, it could be, maybe, she was justified. It wasn't like she'd forced Gail to her knees with the sheer force of her personality the first time they'd met. But it was true that, when they'd first met, Gail wouldn't have gotten undressed and put her arms in that saddle, and then followed Jisi's directions about kneeling and prancing and the rest of it. And now she did, so… could be that the rest of the goblins could learn a thing or two from Jisi, and maybe if they did, they'd have someone to ride.

The humans watching weren't quite as interested in the techniques that Jisi was demonstrating, and they weren't quite as frightened of Gail as the goblins were. They were watching a naked woman run around in circles with her arms strapped into a goblin saddle. Unlike Gail, they'd been allowed to finish when they'd caught up with her, but it seemed that they'd had a long enough rest that they'd gotten interested again. Particularly when Jisi finished demonstrating the way that she'd taught Gail to run, and started demonstrating some of the other things that she thought her audience needed to know about human women.

There was that tap to let Jisi dismount, then Gail got her arms released from the saddle so she could get on all fours. And then Jisi started stroking Gail's pussy. While explaining exactly what it was that she was doing. And explaining exactly what Gail's responses meant.

The humans stayed where they were, but the goblins gathered round for closer looks—they weren't going to just trust Jisi when she told them that Gail's nipples were stiffening when she was aroused; they had to see that for themselves. And even though pretty much all of them had seen Gail getting fucked by a human cock, and quite a lot of them had been involved in getting a dildo on a stick up into her, they all wanted to see whether or not it was true that Jisi could actually fit a human-sized dildo inside of Gail, now that she was warmed up.

Which she could, even though it was a pretty big dildo, because Gail was, in fact, pretty well warmed up. It was just… she'd been doing it all day, but still. She was right out in the open, and there was a crowd of goblins there, oohing and aahing as Jisi demonstrated just how cavernous Gail's pussy was, and how incredibly seized with lust she was, moving the dildo in and out, slowly at first, and then faster, loud enough that they could hear how wet Gail was.

"And!" said Jisi. "That's not the only place!"

"Yeah, but she has a tail in—"

"The tail shall remain in her butthole, because it beautifies it, and because of how she wags her tail when she's happy, it's adorable. But! Apples! Choose one of those boars, and perform an act of fellatio upon him!"

"She's not going to be able to actually get one of those down her throat," said one of the goblins who Gail was pretty sure had been there when she'd been spit-roasted between two guys. "Stands to reason that's not possible. Her head—"

Gail snorted, started to stand up, and got a whack on the side of her thigh which meant that Jisi didn't want her to stand up.

Gail looked at her, and Jisi looked back. She was still in her imperious stance, but her eyes were wide, and her ears were folded back just a little, pleading. Gail sighed, which made Jisi's grin widen. "Good girl, Apples!" she said. "Open."

Gail opened her mouth, expecting another be-quiet pill, because the first one would be wearing off around then. Instead, she got something else—a little dried slice of one of the Golden Apples of the Sun. That was the first bit of magic that Jisi had showed her. They looked like ordinary yellow crabapples, and if Gail picked them, they tasted like ordinary crabapples, but when Jisi picked them, they were incredibly light and sweet, and it was a taste that lasted even though the fruit was dry and leathery and it was just impossibly good.

The taste of human cock was less sweet, but she had to earn her apples somehow. So Gail crawled over to where the guys were watching and picked one out. Davis, the one who Jisi had been riding when she'd hunted Gail down.

In a way, he was the whole reason that Gail was here. Because the first time Gail and Amy had raced, Jisi and Cerim had a bet going, and when Gail won, Cerim had to arrange for a co-worker of Amy's to fuck Gail, and Jisi had insisted on one who was big and fat and had a beard. And that was how the whole thing with the island had started.

So really, Davis hadn't done anything beyond being big and fat and having a beard, and being interested enough to agree to come to the island. At the same time, Gail felt like he deserved it more than the other guys, even if she wasn't necessarily ready to admit that she'd kind of like to give someone credit for what had happened and show them a good time.

Given how many people were watching them, she did want to show him as good a time as she possibly could, because she didn't want to look like she didn't know what she was doing. Because while Jisi had spent a while getting Gail to run while she was sitting on her shoulders, or on one of those goblin saddles, she hadn't necessarily spent that much time getting Gail to practice sucking guys off. Gail had spent at least a little time sucking guys off before she'd met Jisi, but it wasn't like she was particularly expert at it.

Also, Amy liked Davis, and didn't want Gail to hurt his feelings, which she might have done if she'd picked someone else. Unfortunately, though, he did have a somewhat larger cock than the other guys who'd been fucking her that morning.

Still! She was going to do her best. She crawled up to Davis, and he gave a little surprised flinch, like someone at an awards show who'd expected to lose. Only instead of thanking his friends and the academy, he got his shorts down so that Gail could demonstrate her skills and her oral capacity to an appreciative crowd.

Penises didn't taste as good as the golden apples of the sun. They didn't taste good at all, actually. Only… there was something to that faintly acrid saltiness at the end of Davis' cock, with the state that she was in. Seemed like there was something about the state that she was in which Davis found interesting, too—he was fully stiff as soon as he was out of his shorts, and eager.

Could be that was just the leftover effects of the goblin aphrodisiacs. Either way, Davis wasn't taking it slow. Gail managed to get her hands as well as her mouth on his cock, and he did his best to push it down her throat as far as it'd go. She looked up at him, eyes watering, and the look he gave her back—astonished and pleased and consumed with lust—was intense enough that Gail had to look away from him, down at what she was doing. Hands and mouth, taking him as deep as she could, timing her breaths for when he was sliding back, because when he was all the way in, it didn't matter if she tried to breathe with her nose or her mouth—he just filled her up, completely.

Could be that it was more a question of enthusiasm than anything else, or it could be a side effect of the be-quiet pill that she'd been given, but Gail wasn't finding it nearly as hard to take as she would've expected. She was still gagging a little, when she tried to swallow some of the saliva in her mouth, and couldn't, because it was full. But she didn't feel like she was about to throw up. It was just—

It was just that she was naked and sucking off a dude in front of a crowd, and that wasn't something that she'd ever even thought of doing. It was hot as hell, and the fact that Jisi was there, hand on her shoulder, making encouraging little noises, only made it hotter.

Seemed like Davis thought it was pretty hot, too. It didn't take too long before he finished; he was so deep in the back of her throat that she didn't taste it as much as she felt it, hot and thick, hitting the back of her throat, filling her up.

Only then Jisi wanted to demonstrate just how much Gail had taken by having her jerk off the next guy into her face. The goblins found that so remarkable that they wanted to see it again, and then they wanted to confirm that it was actually possible for a human being to swallow that much come all at once, so she had to give another blowjob. It was, in fact, possible that they were just pretending not to believe those things because they wanted to see more public sex, but it wasn't like Gail was in a position to argue with her instruction. She was in a position to alternate sucking dudes off and getting them to come on her, and when it was done, she was pretty sticky, and the back of her throat felt raw, and the guys who'd been brought in to help with the hunt all looked pretty satisfied with how their day had gone.

Then Jisi brought Gail back out into the middle of the ring to show the goblins how good she was at getting Gail to the point of orgasm and holding her there for as long as she wanted. She was pretty good at that. But she was also pretty small, and if she pushed it too far, Gail was going to pick her up, and she was going to put her entire face into her pussy, and she was going to push her in and hold her there until she had about a thousand orgasms.

She couldn't say that, because the be-quiet pill hadn't quite worn off, and also because she didn't want to hurt Jisi's feelings by showing the assembled crowd that she wasn't doing quite as well as she'd told them at taming a giant and ferocious wild human. But one of the things that Jisi had genuinely accomplished was teaching Gail how to express herself with various irritated snorts, and the one that Gail gave at that point definitely let Jisi know that Gail had done an awful lot of things that she wouldn't have done if Jisi hadn't been telling her to do them, but she was running out of patience. And one of the reasons why Gail did a lot of things that she wouldn't have done if Jisi hadn't wanted her to do them was that Jisi didn't ignore noises like that one. She patted Gail's hair, skritched her behind her ear, making Gail lean into her, reflexively. Then she shifted Gail, so that she was facing the crowd of interested goblins, and went back behind her, and got to work.

Amy was sitting with the goblins, with Cerim behind her still braiding her hair, and the look that she gave Gail was half amusement, half longing. Gail hadn't tried to figure out the exact arrangements that Cerim and Jisi had made in order to farm Amy for source, but she was still being farmed for source—there was a crystal sealed up inside her that would become enchanted when Cerim finally let her come. Until then, she had an enchanted bit of jewelry--a golden spider, right over her pussy—which changed color depending on how turned on she was, and which would sting her if she got too close to orgasm. If Gail had been wearing one of those spiders, it would've been pretty red ever since Jisi had decided to start demonstrating exactly how to get a human woman off, and she'd have been stung a lot, all day long. But she wasn't wearing that spider, and Amy was, and Jisi was going to get Gail off, and Amy was still going to have to wait.

It didn't take long at all. It wouldn't have taken long if they'd been at home, and there hadn't been that much warm-up before they'd gotten to that point; Jisi knew her very well, and her fingers were strong and slim and soft. But Gail had spent all morning being warmed up in one way or another, and now she was out in the open, and she had come on her face and she could taste it on her breath, and everyone was watching, and it was way more intense than she'd have expected.

So she was moving, unconsciously, even before Jisi started touching her again. It felt impossibly good where JIsi was touching her. Where she was touching her, and beyond where she was touching her. Heat in the pit of her stomach, in her toes, which were flexing and curling against the asphalt of the parking lot. Heat behind her ears, in the palms of her hands and in the spots that were blooming behind her eyes. It'd been held back so long, there was just a moment when she was grinding helplessly against Jisi's hand, and it felt like the orgasm was fading away instead of coming closer, like her body had gotten so used to not finishing that she'd forgotten how to come and Gail was going to start crying, but then it finally broke over her, and it broke like a wave. Every muscle in her body tensed and twisted. It was so good she couldn't breathe; it was like a separate thing inside of her, twisting and pulling and filling her up.

Jisi didn't ease up. Her hands moved on Gail's pussy, forcing convulsion after convulsion out of her, and somewhere beyond the rush of blood in Gail's ears she could hear Jisi explaining how you had to make sure they were finished completely, because a human who was taken like that would sometimes want to stop before they were done, and you might think that they'd like it better that way, but they actually wanted something like this, and they would be eternally loyal to someone who could provide it.

Which wasn't wrong, exactly. It was enough, it was too much, and maybe she was a little more loyal to Jisi after she was finally done—wrung-out as a limp rag, lying gasping on the asphalt of the parking lot—than she'd been beforehand.

She'd been pretty loyal beforehand, though. And it was very nice when Jisi kissed her when she was finally done, lips as sweet as the golden apples of the sun. Maybe it was that, maybe it was the day that Jisi had set up for her, or the orgasm that she'd just given her, or that kiss, or all sorts of other things, or maybe everything combined. Whatever it was, there wasn't anyone else who would've been able to convince Gail to get up and move after all of that, but when Jisi gave her the signal to follow, Gail managed to drag herself over to the hay bales that marked the edge of the circle so that they could watch the rodeo. It was Cerim's turn to show off Amy.

When Cerim had been riding Amy and helping people hunt Gail, Amy had been wearing a little shirt and a very short pair of shorts, along with socks and sneakers. She still had the socks and sneakers on, but other than that, it was just the spider, her tail, and the strap keeping her hands tied behind her back.

Amy was pretty. She really was. Gail hadn't gotten a good look at her naked before, but she was just… tan skin and dark nipples, and strong legs and a hint of abs, which Gail had never had, even back in high school when she'd been on the track team. Also, Amy must have taken one of Jisi's hair growth potions, because her hair was longer than Gail remembered, and her tail nearly reached her ankles, just as black and glossy as the hair on her head, and Cerim had woven flowers into it, too. Amy was absolutely gorgeous.

Her form was a lot better than Gail's, too, as she pranced around the ring with Cerim riding bareback on her shoulders. Well, let her have a morning like Gail had just had, and then they'd see if her tail would be waving so proudly.

"Hey! Wake up!" said Jisi, digging her toes into Gail's side.

"I wasn't sleeping!" Gail yelped, jerking her head up from the ground where she was collapsed into a puddle, while Jisi sat on a hay bale above her. She hadn't been sleeping! Just a little worn out, was all. Also apparently the be-quiet pill had worn off.

"Uh huh," said Jisi. "Anyway, the way rodeos work, someone's going to try to use a lasso to catch her, and then tie her up, and she's going to try to get away. Or defend herself, and that'll be tricky because they're going to—"

"Amy is going to kick those guys so hard," said Gail. Like, when there'd been goblins on bikes, she hadn't necessarily been able to beat them, but there'd been a lot of them, and they'd had those crossbows. Prancing looked kind of silly, no question about that, but it showed off just how strong Amy's legs were.

"Ahahaha! That's true! If they tried to get her when she could see them…" Jisi trailed off, awed by the pictures her imagination was conjuring. "Oh my god, that would be amazing. She'd kick those guys into next week. Oh, wow, they should do that. Cerim! Leave the hood off this time! It'll be so funny!"

Fortunately or unfortunately, Cerim ignored Jisi and went on fastening a hood onto Amy's head. She carefully pulled Amy's hair through the opening in the top, spilling braids and flowers down her back, and then tightened the laces in the back of the hood and tied them off. It was made of black leather, and covered practically her entire head, which would explain how she wasn't going to be stamping all the goblins who tried to catch her completely flat.

"Anyway," said Jisi, as one skinny goblin woman at the edge of the ring—who'd been looking like she was about to bolt when Jisi had called out her suggestion—stood up straighter as soon as Amy's hood was fully fastened, and started twirling the lasso in her hands experimentally. "They're going to tie Sprinkle—" which was what Cerim called Amy— "up, and when the lodge-keeper rules that she's out, you're going to go over and lick her pussy until she gets bitten by the spider. Then they'll untie her, and the next one will go."

Gail gave a little groan and blew some hair out of her face. Ten minutes ago, she would have been squirming and breathing heavily just at the thought of it. Now—it wasn't that it wasn't hot, it was just that Gail was tired and her joints ached, and thinking about the whole crowd watching was just embarrassing, rather than embarrassing and exciting because it was embarrassing, and honestly the whole concept of sex seemed a little silly.

In the ring, Amy knelt and let Cerim jump down from her shoulders, then stood back up, stretched, and tilted her head from side to side. She was poised for action, but she couldn't seem to pinpoint the direction the goblin with the lasso was coming from; the goblin was light on her feet, and Amy's hearing was also probably muffled under that hood.

Had Cerim told her that Gail would be eating her out once she was taken down? Or was it supposed to be a surprise? Either way, Gail knew that Amy would be trying to stay up for as long as she could—those were the rules of the game, and Amy loved the game just as much as Gail did.

"Yeah, okay," said Gail, which made Jisi lean forward and ruffle her hair. So Gail opened her mouth, and Jisi chuckled and popped in a tiny little bite of dried apple. Gail sighed blissfully, curled up at Jisi's feet, and watched the rodeo.

After several seconds of shifting her weight indecisively, the goblin woman made her move, darting forward and throwing the lasso at Amy. She wasn't very good at it, and the rope only brushed against Amy's ankle. That was enough to spur Amy into motion, dashing off in the completely wrong direction, because it turned out that a brush of rope against her ankle wasn't enough to give her a good idea of where the goblin who threw it was. Amy realized it too, after a few strides failed to bring her into contact with the goblin. She stopped, alert and scanning her surroundings as best as she could beneath the hood, unwilling to tire herself out charging aimlessly around the ring until she ran into the hay bales.

The next time, the goblin managed to get the lasso around one ankle and pull it tight. Amy responded by jerking her leg back to try to pull the goblin towards her. The goblin yelped and dropped the rope, and the sudden lack of resistance made Amy stumble, which made Jisi hoot with laughter. "That's going to cost her time," she said, as the goblin dashed over to the attendant to get another lasso. "But having to drag a rope around like that is going to make Sprinkle clumsy too."

The goblin dashed between Amy's legs, swinging her new lasso, and when Amy tried to aim a kick at her, Amy was the one who tripped over the trailing rope and went sprawling on the asphalt.

"Haha!" Jisi cheered. "Good thing the world's greatest wizard was working on the enchantments on that hood, or Sprinkle might have broken her nose. Or her neck!"

Gail gave a sympathetic wince. Even if Jisi was exaggerating when she called herself the world's greatest wizard, Gail did actually trust her to be safe about things like that. But just because it was safe didn't mean it looked comfortable.

As soon as the goblin saw that Amy was down, she rushed over to tie her wrists to her ankles, which she had to do in order for her win to count.

"Tickle her leg!" Jisi hollered. "That will make her bend her knee!"

It might have been good advice. The problem was that just because Amy was on the ground with a rope around one ankle didn't mean that she couldn't move, and she was still a lot stronger than the goblin. Amy didn't quite kick the goblin into next week, but her foot connected with the goblin's stomach and sent her flying into one of the hay bales, to the gasps and jeers from the nearby spectators.

Eventually, though,thanks to or despite the dubious advice and encouragements shouted from the sidelines, the goblin got Amy hogtied on her side, and then sat on her thigh, grinning proudly and holding up a placard with her time written on it, to get her picture taken.

Jisi gave Gail a swat with the car antenna. "Go on."

So Gail crawled over and nosed in between the ropes holding Amy tied up, pushing her head between her thighs to lick her pussy.

Amy gave a startled squeak and jerked against the ropes. Seemed like Cerim hadn't told her what would be happening after all. Her surprise only lasted a moment, though, before she bucked back onto Gail's tongue with a moan, soft and slick and musky. The angle wasn't the best, and Gail's technique wasn't exactly perfect—she hadn't actually spent that much time giving oral sex to human women, when it came down to it—but Amy's spider was already a pale yellow when Gail started, and it didn't take long at all before it went up to orange and then red.

Gail crawled back to Jisi, her tail swishing smugly, leaving Amy gasping and shaking because of how much that stupid spider venom hurt.

Then Amy was untied and it was the next goblin's turn.

It could be that if one of those goblins was really good at what they were doing, they could've had Amy down and hogtied in, like, a minute or two. She couldn't see the goblins, and the goblins could see her, so they could set up however they wanted and then throw their lasso, and they were pretty much in control of when they'd tighten it. Amy was doing her best to keep them from being able to catch her—she was moving around a lot, so that she wasn't a stationary target, and as soon as she felt a rope settling around her, she'd do her best to shake herself loose, or start running fast, to try to pull the rope taut herself, or maybe to frighten the goblin into dropping it and running away.

Which worked pretty well, generally speaking, because the goblins were not, in fact, very good at what they were doing. They were scared of Amy, so if she headed toward them, they'd squeak and run away, sometimes jumping over the hay bales to hide on the other side, fingers laced over their heads, until the other goblins bullied them into trying again. And when they weren't frightened of Amy, they were bad at aiming their lassos. Or they were good at aiming their lassos, but instead of aiming them at Amy, they'd throw them at other goblins, and sometimes at Gail, which everyone found hilarious. And when they did catch Amy, some of them were more interested in seeing if they could apply some of what they'd learned from Jisi's lecture to Amy than in actually finishing the tie.

Also, some of the goblins got spooked enough when Amy charged at them that they didn't stop running once they were on the other side of the hay bales, and just kept going until they were out in the forests. And some of them, she got enough good kicks at that they decided not to continue trying to lasso her, and instead went to have a little bit of a lie-down, while the other goblins made fun of them and the next one got their chance.

Mostly, though, they did catch her, and once they did, sooner or later they were able to tie her ankles to her wrists and get their picture taken. And once that was done, Gail would crawl over and lick Amy out until her spider turned red and stung her.

After the first time, Amy knew what was going to happen as soon as the official time plaque was argued about and the pictures were taken. And while her spider was mostly yellow when she was in the ring—sometimes it would shift a bit toward orange, when she started to be tied up, which everyone noticed and quite a lot of the goblins remarked on—once she was on the ground and tied up, she'd spread her legs open as much as she could, her spider shifting into orange even before Gail even got there.

It got so that Gail had to pull back a little almost as soon as she got to work if she didn't want the spider to turn red right away, which she didn't, because she was enjoying herself and wanted to take her time. And one of the times she pulled back, she heard Jisi and Cerim chattering off to the side.

"It's because," Cerim was explaining, "unlike some people, who will be on like, green most of the time, even if they'd been farming a source for a month, my sow is friendly and sexy and enjoys having sex. She is a perfect woman, and there isn't anyone like her, and she can even have orgasms like a real person! Four or five of them, one after another, and maybe more if she's tied up and you push her a little. Unlike some sows, who are one and done."

Gail was trying to give Amy a cool down before she started licking again, but even without any contact, the spider shifted to a slightly darker orange when Cerim was talking. That was pretty cute. It was great that the two of them appreciated each other. And Cerim was only making those little digs at Gail because she was mad that Gail had beaten Amy in that race, and she could stay mad right up until the next time they raced. Then Cerim could get mad that Gail had beaten Amy a second time.

Right then, she wasn't beating Amy at anything, exactly. But when she dove back in, instead of licking, she caught Amy's labia between her teeth, putting enough pressure to make Amy jolt a little, and the spider go red.

Amy was a little wobbly that time when she was finally untied, and the next goblin got his chance to try to tie her up, and maybe grope her a bit.

It was a pretty nice way to spend an afternoon. The goblins were having fun, Amy was getting a little tired, so some of the goblins who were less talented with a lasso were able to get their pictures taken with her, and Jisi was really enjoying that. To the extent that after Gail was done eating Amy out, she had to go back and try to get her tongue up into Jisi's little pussy. Which meant that some of the other goblins came over to see if they could get a turn, and it turned out, no, Gail was done with having sex with strangers, now it was just her girlfriend and her best (according to Jisi) friend, first one and then the other.

When the last of the goblins had gotten her picture taken with a hogtied Amy, they let Gail take care of Amy for a bit, while they set something up. The first part of that was seeing how many times she could get the spider to bite her, and it turned out that it was nineteen times in seven minutes, which was pretty good. But then Gail spent a little while just massaging Amy's shoulders—Amy'd had her hands tied behind her back for an awfully long time, and there was something pretty great about feeling Amy relax into her as she worked those kinks out. She was still wearing her hood, so Gail couldn't see her expression when she pushed her head into Gail's thigh, nuzzling hard. But it was still really nice.

There were still some flowers left twined in her hair, but not nearly as many as she'd started with, and much like the rest of her, they were kind of bruised and limp; her tail twitched feebly as Gail's fingers dug into her shoulder blades, finding the points of tension and loosening them. She was pretty blissed out when a couple of goblins came out of the hotel, rolling one of those carts that hotels used to bring luggage up to your room. Then Amy had to kneel on the luggage cart, while Cerim clambered to the top of it and tied Amy's hands over her head, so that Cerim could give her own little lecture.

Cerim wasn't a wizard, and Jisi was—even if she was only a wizard from a dodgy mail correspondence course—so Jisi knew a lot more about farming source than Cerim did. But not knowing that much about a subject wasn't necessarily sufficient to stop a goblin from lecturing about it. So she explained exactly how the source crystals were mined by trolls, deep in the wilds of goblinlaw, and then smuggled out on humanback, past both goblinlaw and humanlaw patrols, where powerful mages would battle for them, entrusting them only to the most sexually profligate and whorish of humans. Because if someone was insufficiently aroused when they had a source crystal inside of them, the crystal would take their life energy, and they would die!

Very little of that was true. The truth was that uncharged source crystals were kind of pricey, and Jisi would complain about how you had to have them sent by registered mail rather than by regular mail, but that wasn't the same as smuggling rings and wizard duels. Also, you wouldn't die if you had a small orgasm when the source crystal was inside. It was true that the glue that they used to seal those crystals into people was troll ejaculate, but that was because it'd stay sealed for longer and with less risk than other glues, not because the trolls were the ones who had mined the crystals, or whatever nonsense it was that Cerim was saying. It was true that goblin wizards weren't likely to put a crystal in a human who wasn't that interested in sex, though. Because if you had an orgasm of any strength at all, that was all the charge the crystal would take, and the strength of the orgasm would determine just how powerful the crystal would be.

With Gail, it'd been pretty damn strong. Because of how long Jisi had made her wait, and what Jisi had been doing to her in the meantime, and the enhancing effects of having that crystal sealed up inside her. A lot of what happened before that orgasm had been difficult, at best—going that long without coming had made it hard for Gail to concentrate on anything, or even sleep. And Jisi had known exactly how badly Gail wanted to come, and used that against her, and… and watching Amy writhe and get bitten by the spider gem when Cerim demonstrated just how responsive she was when being farmed for source made Gail think that maybe she'd see if Jisi wanted to farm her for source again soon. She'd agreed to have her nipples pierced the last time, and that hadn't been that bad, really.

Amy was getting it pretty bad, right then. The sun was setting, but there was still enough light to see the way she was sweating, the jerky, erratic swings of her tail, the way her body longed for Cerim's touch.

Gail was sitting up to watch, and Jisi had moved to sitting on Gail's shoulders instead of the haystack. She was enjoying the performance as well; there was just a little bit of movement there—if Gail hadn't known what Jisi was up to, she might not have realized that she was grinding against the back of her neck, but she was, and she did, and she approved. It was really hot. So was the point when Cerim took the spider off, and then took Amy up to the edge, held her there so that everyone could see, and pushed her over, and kept pushing her over.

Amy was tied up pretty well; she was convulsing with her orgasm, muscles straining, pulling at the ropes, but she wasn't getting loose—just making the cart move around a little, no more than that. And then, when she was finished, when she was finally finished, Cerim just pulled a rope in one place and unwound one in another, and Amy collapsed down on the luggage cart like a puppet which had its strings cut.

And, when she fell, the glue holding the crystal inside of her cracked and broke, and Cerim eased the crystal out. It was a little bigger than the ones that Gail had farmed, probably? If so, it seemed likely that the goblins would make a big deal about it—they liked making a big deal about things like that. But while it was bright enough that everyone could see the glow of the crystal even though the sun hadn't completely set, it wasn't nearly as bright as either of the crystals that Gail had farmed, so she had a leg up there.

It was, in any case, bright enough that all the goblins there were impressed. And some of them wanted to buy it.

Jisi got off of Gail's shoulders, back to the hay bale, and nudged her with her toe. "You go help your friend," she said. "Back to the hotel. Room twelve. I've got to…" Gail looked up at her and got a big, toothy, goblin smile in return. "It's my source," Jisi explained. "I have to make sure that Cerim doesn't sell it, not at any price."

By which she meant that she and Cerim had agreed that they were going to try to unload that crystal onto some tourist, and that Jisi's role was to pretend that she didn't want to sell her crystal, not at any price. Could be the rest of the goblins knew that too, but unlike when people tried to scam each other, it wasn't likely to hurt anyone's feelings; they'd just keep arguing until whoever wanted to pay the most money or who was best at arguing won, and got to keep the crystal.

"You two should shower together!" said Cerim, as Gail went to wheel the luggage cart away. "You can do kissing and sniff each other's privates, but no sex!"

Gail gave her a look.

Cerim's ears folded back a little. "Fine, fine. You both did a nice job. A little sex, if you really have to, but not so much that you'll be too sore for later."

That was not what Gail's look had meant, but she decided to stop looking at Cerim, in the hopes that she would not be told to do things that she really didn't have the strength to do, with it being presented like she was getting what she wanted. Which… honestly, at that point, going back to a hotel room seemed nice. At least, the idea seemed nice. Gail was a little apprehensive about the quality of the room, because the hotel looked a bit like it was falling down.

But as it turned out, it looked a lot more like it was falling down on the outside. The inside wasn't nice, exactly—it was a goblin hotel, so it was crowded with junk, and the doorways were just about, but not quite, big enough for humans, and the beds were in no way big enough for Gail to just lie down in bed until Jisi came back—but there wasn't, like, water damage, and the bathroom was big enough for humans.

Luggage carts, on the other hand, weren't really made for transporting humans, so getting Amy back without dropping her on her ass in a hallway or something was a real challenge. Once Gail got that done, she was too tired to try to manhandle Amy into the shower, so she decided to take a shower herself first. If Jisi pressed the point, Gail would have to admit that she'd had a fun outing, but it had still left her with bruises and cuts and dead leaves in her hair. So getting clean was going to take her a little time. Maybe she'd be able to carry Amy in after she'd had a shower, or maybe Amy wouldn't need quite as much carrying after that?

Which turned out to be even truer than Gail had expected, because when she was about halfway through her shower, Amy joined her.

Jisi and Cerim had declared that Gail and Amy were best friends, which wasn't exactly true, at least not in the ordinary sense—Gail barely knew Amy. But she knew her well enough to know that she was normally pretty… active? Outgoing? You'd have to be pretty outgoing to show up in a shower and start scrubbing another woman's back. But at the same time, she was a little more subdued than usual. Her fingers felt good in Gail's hair, and she was attentive and careful, and when Gail turned around and started scrubbing Amy, Amy kind of melted into her; Gail picked the ruins of the flowers out of Amy's hair and ran the washcloth over her, feeling the places where Amy had taken her bruises, being thrown to the ground, over and over.

Neither of them said anything to each other, except toward the end, when Amy was drying Gail's hair. "I kind of hate rodeos," said Amy. "But."

"Mhm," said Gail, who hadn't been hunted before, and who kind of hated those little red darts. And when they'd wedged her into that cage. But, like Amy said. But.

"But Cerim's probably going to make me beg for it when I want to do it again."

"I don't think Jisi's going to make me beg to be hunted?" said Gail. "Because she really liked hunting me. But she's definitely going to be smug about it when I wind up asking."

Amy nuzzled Gail's shoulder, kissed her. "They are a lot of fun. And that source farming sure is something."

Gail absolutely wasn't about to argue with any of that. Although, the fact was, Jisi was the one who could do the source farming, and Cerim couldn't, so, as far as which of them was more fun… but that wasn't the point. The point was that it was genuinely nice that Cerim and Amy had found each other. They were a cute couple. And it had been nice of Jisi to make sure that Gail and Amy met, because while Amy had been into the whole thing with goblins for a while, and knew what she was getting into, Gail didn't.

Not that she wanted to actually find out exactly what Jisi was going to be coming up with next—at least part of the fun was being surprised by it. Still, it was nice to have someone who did know what was going on. Gail trusted Jisi not to do anything that Gail wasn't going to like, and she trusted her to know what Gail was capable of, up to a point. Past a sensible point, maybe, especially when it was stuff they'd done a lot. But all this was new, and having someone else around who was going through some of the same stuff was a little reassuring.

Also, Amy was very pretty, which was especially evident because the goblins hadn't left them any clothing. Pretty, and still a little shaky, even after the shower. They came out of the bath and into the hotel room where there were tiny, goblin-sized easy chairs, and goblin-sized beds, and a very big TV. After they moved the coffee table out of the way, there was enough space between the easy chairs and the TV for them to spread out a little. The carpet was pretty soft, anyway, even if neither of them could figure out how to turn the TV on, or had the energy to keep trying after it didn't turn on right away.

So they just sort of sat there, and Gail considered the fact that Cerim had told her that they weren't supposed to have sex—or at least not much sex?—but they should do kissing and… sniffing each other, probably? It'd been a busy day, and she hadn't quite remembered the wording. It'd be awkward to ask Amy about it, and maybe to suggest that kissing might not be a bad idea, given how much sex the two of them had been having. Sex, and things that weren't quite sex but were pretty close, and… maybe Amy was considering a very similar question? Or maybe she was just remembering being out there in the middle of the crowd, with flowers in her hair and a hood over her face, being brought to orgasm so hard that everyone could see just how well Cerim knew her, and how much she wanted Cerim.

Gail heard the goblins coming before the door opened. And the way that Amy perked up, looking at the door—she was a very kissable young lady, and they'd had a lot of fun together, and it seemed likely that they were going to be having a lot more fun together, whenever the goblins decided to arrange it, but it was also very clear exactly where her heart lay. And it was similarly clear where Gail's heart was; it leapt to see how happy Jisi was with how everything had turned out. With the hunt and the rodeo and the rest of it, but mainly with how much money they'd gotten from that source crystal.

"Eight thousand!" said Jisi, as she came in. "And it's all mine!"

"Seven thousand, eight hundred and fifty," said Cerim. "And half of it's mine!"

Jisi frowned at her. Then she smiled, because she was looking at Gail, and then she pretended to frown, because she liked teasing Gail. "You two are supposed to be doing kissing," she said. "Put your giant tongue into her incredibly wide mouth."

Gail looked over at Amy, who shrugged. So, she put her giant tongue into Amy's incredibly wide mouth. Because of how the person who she kissed the most was Jisi, and it'd been a while since she'd kissed another human, it was a little bit like that, actually--it was a little weird how wide Amy's mouth was, how her lips were the same size as Gail's, instead of being small and insistent and dark green.

They were soft, though. And Amy was pretty good at kissing. She put her hands at the back of Gail's head, pulling her close, so that her breasts were pushed up against Gail, her legs twining with hers.

Cerim cooed. "Aw! They like fucking so much!"

"I know, right," said Jisi. "We're going to make so much money off of the two of them! Seventy-five percent for me, twenty-five for you."

"Good point! It really should be fifty-fifty, given how many of your girl's fantasies are going to be about kissing my girl!"

As it turned out, Jisi didn't mean it should be seventy-five to twenty-five because she got half of the money from Amy's crystals and all the money from Gail's. She meant that she should get all the money from Gail's and seventy-five percent of Amy's. Cerim didn't accept that logic at all. They spent a while arguing that point, and then arguing about what Amy had done to keep the TV from turning on, and then about whose fault it was that the TV had gotten unplugged. And then they sat in the easy chairs and watched Gail and Amy lying on the floor and kissing, which distracted them from both their arguments and the TV.

Right up until they got a message from the desk that the videos were ready, and they could watch some of the highlights of the day's activities. At which point it was time for them to get comfortable, and for Amy to eat Cerim out, while Gail ate out Jisi. Which… yeah, it was kind of time for that. It'd been a busy day, and Gail had had a lot of fun with other humans, but what she really wanted to do was to pay some attention to a small and perfect pussy, and hope that maybe this time Jisi wasn't going to bite her when she'd had enough. And, at the same time, also hope for the opposite.

It was nice to have Amy there next to her. The chairs were close enough together that when Amy reached out, Gail's hand was right there. And then they sat there and gave oral, as the goblins watched humans chase down Gail and fuck her, to entertain the tourists from goblinlaw.

There wasn't any reason why all that was as hot as it was, but it was super hot. Jisi agreed—Gail could taste how hard Jisi agreed, her arousal thick and deep and with a thread of sweetness running through it. And, next to her, she could hear Cerim's little gasps saying how much see agreed, and feel the tension in Amy's grip that said that she'd also recovered a bit from the orgasm that she'd had which had charged that crystal, and that maybe she'd be ready for another go soon.

Well, maybe not another go exactly. Both the source and the rodeo had taken a lot out of her. But another something. Gail got Jisi off before Amy got Cerim off—it hadn't been a competition, nobody had said that it was a competition, but to the extent that it was a competition, Gail had won, and she couldn't help feeling a little smug about that. Right up to the point where Jisi had decided that getting off half a dozen times was enough. At which point she turned over and bit Gail on the shoulder hard enough that it was definitely going to leave a mark, and then hung on like a happy little leech while Gail tried to pry her jaws open and get her back in her chair. In the meantime, Cerim decided that she was finished as well, pushed Amy back just a little, and kissed her.

Well, every relationship was different. Not everything was a competition.

Not what came next, either. Because while the goblins had been enjoying watching Gail have sex with human men, there hadn't been any women who'd been chasing Gail down, and they were somewhat interested in the idea of homosexuality among human women. It made sense that it was possible, obviously, but at the same time, Jisi had once seen some pornography where human women were giving each other oral sex simultaneously, and they wanted to make sure that was actually possible. It seemed like it might be, given that human women were the same size as each other (which was gross), but where would the legs go? They were so large and heavy, surely anyone who was trapped underneath them would be injured, like the goblin who'd managed to get his lasso around Amy and then tripped her up, so that she fell on top of him, and Cerim was pretty sure he'd broken his leg. And also how could you tie them together to make sure they kept doing it as long as possible?

They came up with a few different answers to those questions, before deciding that while keeping Gail and Amy on their sides meant that neither of them were going to be crushed by the oppressive weight of the other one, nobody could survive having the weight of both a human thigh and a human leg resting on their thigh, not without cutting off circulation and maybe they'd have to amputate the leg. So they wound up with Gail on top--she had bigger breasts, and was thus likely to shatter Amy's hips with the force of an orgasm, but Amy had been exercised more thoroughly and more recently, so she could use the rest of being on the bottom. They also fastened Amy's ankles behind Gail's neck to keep her head where it needed to be, and Gail's ankles fastened behind Amy's, for similar reasons. And a number of unnecessary additional ropes keeping them together, because they liked tying people up. And then they decided to braid Gail's hair with Amy's tail, and vice-versa.

That was going to be awkward when they decided to let them out. Because they'd probably just take the plugs out instead of unbraiding them. Gail was going to end up walking around with a butt-plug braided into her hair, and also the hair from her tail was going to get yanked around when Amy tried to unbraid it from her hair. But at the moment, it felt kind of nice.

So did other things. Gail had gotten used to Jisi's tongue and her mouth and her fingers—they were small and soft, and she knew exactly what Gail needed, and sometimes she'd decide to give it to her. But even though Amy wasn't as small or as expert, she was… calm. She was there, and she was licking, but not pushing, not insistent. Just letting Gail settle in and enjoy without driving her anywhere in particular.

Gail took her cue from that, and didn't move to push Amy toward orgasm. Given how much time the goblins had spent tying them up, they probably weren't going to be letting them out any time soon, so Amy was right, there wasn't really any rush. And unlike during the rodeo, when Amy was basically on the verge of orgasm as soon as Gail started, right then, she was… if she had a spider, it'd be blue, maybe green.

Not everything was a competition, but if it was a competition, Gail would've had an unfair advantage. Because when there'd been the rodeo, she'd been sent out to give Amy oral sex after every fall, and that spider had given her a pretty good cheat-sheet. She knew that Amy liked little bites, she knew that her clit was pretty sensitive and only wanted delicate touches with her tongue or her lips, no more than that, and so on. And Amy hadn't had that with Gail, so she was going to have to learn as she went.

She was pretty smart, though. Smart, and pretty, and Jisi and Cerim were enjoying watching the two of them.

"With the boars," said Jisi, contemplatively, "it's mainly gross. Giant sweaty bodies ramming into each other, over and over, until one of them squirts like a broken printer."

"Mainly gross," said Cerim. "But that is the way they are."

"Mhm, mhm. But there's something sweet about what they're doing, you know? They're such good friends, and now they're also giant sweaty bodies humping each other." She whacked Gail's ass with her car antenna, making her move against Amy, who was soft and wet and right where she needed to be, which made her hump her again.

Cerim laughed. "Worried about infidelity?"

"Obviously not," Jisi laughed back. "I have captured her untamable spirit, and she will never again be able to love anyone besides me. But you have to remember: she's a giant whore, and needs to have sex all the time!" Gail was tied pretty tightly to Amy, but she could still see Jisi standing next to them, grinning as wide as only a goblin could. "That's what's so great about humans! And since I have other things to do with my time than constantly attend to the demands of her insatiable vagina, it's good that she has a friend who can take care of that for her, when I'm busy."

"When you're busy watching her get fucked by human boars," said Cerim.

"Or when I'm watching your girl get tied up and then bitten by a magical spider," said Jisi. "That's good too." She walked over and patted Gail's head. "You've been a very good girl, so you can have a nice little orgasm or two with your friend."

Cerim sighed. "Fine. I guess you can have a few more, Sprinkle, that rodeo was fun. But don't get greedy! You get sore and cranky if you have too many orgasms."

Amy grumbled into Gail's crotch, and then started sucking. Not too hard—it felt good, but Gail knew that they'd be there for a while, and she wasn't ready to start feeling quite that good just yet. So she gave Amy a warning little bite, which got her to back down. Meanwhile, the goblins had gotten back up on the easy chairs and turned the video back on. In the background, Gail could hear one of the goblins who'd tried to rope Amy screaming and running away, to the laughter of the crowd.

Then the goblins got off the chairs, moved them a little closer, and got back on the chairs, so that they could rest their feet on Gail. Jisi's were up on her head, and Cerim's were on her butt, and then they settled in to watch the tapes. It was a good thing that none of the ropes that the goblins had used were tied excessively tightly, because they wanted to watch just about everything. Gail hadn't realized how many cameras the lodge had, but based on what she heard, they hadn't missed much.

Gail didn't know if Amy would actually be sore and cranky if she had too many orgasms, or exactly what counted as too many orgasms, but if it was true, she was probably going to be sore and cranky the next day. Before long, Gail lost count of how many times she'd felt Amy's breath quicken, felt that shivering in her legs, which were clamped tight around her head, felt the sudden stiffness and then the shaking release. Amy had been kept on the edge for a long time, and then she'd had a powerful orgasm, which had reduced her to jelly for a bit, but she'd wanted more, and she'd gotten more.

By Cerim's standards, Gail was unfaithful to Jisi twice that evening. Once, while she heard Davis fucking her, as hard as he possibly could, and once when the goblins were watching footage from the rodeo, when Amy had decided that she'd given her enough time to recover, and wasn't going to listen to warning bites or anything and just pushed her over the edge. By Jisi's standards, that was the sort of thing that Gail wanted all the time because of just how sexually demanding she was, and it didn't matter, because there wasn't anyone else who could ever tame her heart.

After the second time, almost any contact at all was too much, but there was something about the soft, calm touch of Amy's lips that didn't feel like it was pushing too hard and was going to break. It just felt nice. As did Jisi's sharp little feet on the back of her head, pushing her down into Amy. Could be… could be that Jisi wasn't wrong, when it came down to it.


Foreign Affairs – Excerpt

Gail had once heard that if you were nervous about public speaking, you should picture your audience in their underwear. She'd never actually given a speech to an audience in their underwear, but she had been the subject of a lecture while wearing nothing but a pair of running shoes and a tail. After that, giving a presentation while fully clothed, to an audience entirely composed of humans, wasn't going to faze her. Even if those humans were executive vice presidents and contract managers and things like that, all of them several levels of management above Gail's boss at the company where she worked as a junior accountant.

Anyway, mostly Gail just had to sit at a laptop and page through the slides being projected onto the whiteboard behind her, while Jisi gave the presentation. Jisi was, among other things, another junior accountant in Gail's department, Gail's girlfriend, and a goblin. That last part meant that she was so short she had to stand on the conference table to give the presentation, and also that she didn't need any tricks to avoid being nervous while public speaking, since she had absolutely no shame whatsoever.

There was definitely a meme about stonks in the presentation she'd put together. Gail was just glad there wasn't any porn.

"So!" Jisi was saying, making a broad gesture as Gail brought up the last slide. "As you can see, sourcing materials in goblinlaw will be cheaper than any humanlaw supplier. They will agree, because they will think they are cheating us by selling us wood that is only dried leaves enchanted to resemble wood, and it will inevitably revert to dried leaves again! But instead we will be cheating them, because nobody expects flat-pack furniture to last that long anyway!"

One of the women sitting around the table, with cat's eye glasses and an expensive-looking haircut, who Gail was pretty sure had been introduced as the head of the marketing department or something, nodded. "If we market our products as being made with a 'uniquely biodegradable material,' people will pay a premium for them."

"Working with goblinlaw suppliers is tricky, though." The weedy man making this objection had the top button of his shirt undone in some sort of nod to business casual. "We've run into problems there before, even with the most watertight contracts."

Jisi leapt on that opening—literally, jumping a few feet across the table to get in the man's face. "Aha! That is why you need me! And why you need to give me a promotion, or at least a very large bonus. For I am an expert in all things goblinlaw, as well as a certified wizard—"

Jisi's certification had come from a correspondence course, which she'd cheated on, but Gail wasn't about to bring that fact up now. Anyway, however dodgy her qualifications, Gail had seen Jisi do some pretty impressive magic.

"—-and none in goblinlaw would dare defy a wizard by breaking a contract signed with them! You can definitely trust me on this because of my expertise and give me the bonus, and you should do it quickly, because it won't be long before the goblins decide to break the contract."

It was a solid argument, but for some reason the vice presidents and so on were looking skeptical, so Gail spoke up quickly.

"What Jisi is trying to say is that we can get a third party to insure the deal and cover our losses in case of a default or bankruptcy. There are some goblinlaw insurance companies big enough that they'll have a hard time just wrapping up their business and going away with everyone's money. And if we deal with the suppliers directly, they'll be able to witness Jisi's magical prowess in person, which will be more convincing than over a conference call, so if the two of us… traveled… to goblinlaw…"

At this point Gail started trailing off, because Jisi was looking at her with eyes as wide as only a goblin's could go, ears quivering, the sort of adoration in her face that Gail would've expected if she'd invented a new type of cheese or something.

It was entirely possible that Gail hadn't thought this through.

The rest of the meeting passed in something of a daze, and they didn't get a chance to talk privately until Jisi was saddling Gail up for the ride home.

Gail had been on the track team in high school, but when she didn't make the team in college, she'd more or less stopped running, and she hadn't picked it up again until she'd started dating Jisi. Because Jisi really liked riding on her.  Goblins had shorter legs than humans, so obviously they couldn't keep pace, and not only did humans have longer legs than goblins, they sometimes kind of liked running.  So there were saddles that they could use, which were a bit like backpacks, and so Gail was jogging to and from work instead of driving.  Which was better for her, and which was kind of fun.

The backpack-saddle also had straps to keep Gail's hands behind her back, and she was kneeling down so that Jisi could fasten those and then climb on, as they talked.

"We haven't gotten approval for the trip yet," Gail said, "so it might not end up happening. But I figured, you're always talking about doing this or that when we go to goblinlaw, and I'm kind of curious about some of those things?"

"Haha, yes!" Jisi cackled as she pulled the strap connecting Gail's right wrist to her left elbow tight. "You have fallen for my fiendish trap!"

"Uh huh. Plus, I'd probably agree to it sooner or later when you decide to push things, so it might as well be my idea when we do it. So it's my idea!"

Read the rest
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The Goblin's Ponygirl

Jisi is a goblin. She's only about twice as big as a raccoon: an inconvenient size for someone who likes to fistfight raccoons. But what she lacks in height she makes up for in self-confidence, a penchant for exuberant chaos, and a diploma from a magical correspondence course (which she absolutely did not cheat on).

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 an enterprising correspondence-course wizard to take for a ride, in more ways than one.

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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