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Tourist Attraction

Gail dodged between two trees, scraping her shoulder on the rough bark of one of them. Behind her, the excited shouts of the goblin tourists hunting her echoed through the forest, along with the footfalls of their human mounts crashing through the undergrowth.

She seemed to have left them behind for the moment. She didn't stop running, but she slowed, tried to catch her breath, to loosen the muscles of her arms where they were tied behind her back.

"Over here! Get those big clumsy boar humans of yours moving!" That was a voice Gail recognized. Cerim, a friend of Gail's girlfriend Jisi. And it was close enough to get Gail to put on a burst of speed, despite the protests of her aching calves.

The problem was that, while the goblin tourists were riding on big clumsy boar humans—which was what goblins called guys—Cerim was riding Gail's friend Amy.

Well. Friend was putting it a little strongly. They'd only talked a couple of times, and didn't really know each other that well. But they were both dating goblins, and Gail's girlfriend Jisi and Amy's girlfriend Cerim had decided that Amy and Gail would be best friends. Mostly because they were both about the same height and could run about as fast as each other.

The problem was that Amy could run about as fast as Gail. Since Cerim was riding her, and nobody was riding Gail, Gail had an advantage there, but not quite enough of an advantage to counteract—

At the telltale thwip of a magical dart being fired from a crossbow, Gail tried to duck behind a tree, but it still caught her just above the elbow. She let out a strangled scream—those things hurt like hell.

It was one of the red-feathered ones, then. There were two types: the ones with red feathers hurt, and the ones with blue feathers would slow her down. It'd taken her a little while to figure out the pattern, but the way it went was that they'd use the red-feathered darts if they wanted her to run away faster, and they'd use the blue ones when they were actually trying to bring her down. At least, that was the pattern for the tourists. Cerim would use the red darts when she wanted to drive her toward where the tourists were stumbling through the forest, swearing at the guys they were riding, laughing their heads off, and trying to shoot down pigeons or whatever.

It hurt, and it was scary, but—like a lot of the stuff Gail had found herself doing since she started dating Jisi—it was also fun. More like an intense game of laser tag than the track meet Gail used to compete in when she'd been on the track team in high school. Except that laser tag didn't usually involve sex when you got taken down.

The last time one of those guys had caught her, Jisi had been riding him, and she'd been extremely impressed by what had happened afterward. Gail had been slightly less impressed, being somewhat more familiar with how sex between humans worked, but still. Maybe Gail didn't want to get away, exactly. Maybe she was looking forward a bit to being caught.

It was just that the guys chasing her had been dosed up with aphrodisiacs. The longer she ran, the more tired those guys would be when they finally caught her, and the less… the less energetic they'd be afterward.

Given that Jisi had arranged for like a dozen tourists to take Gail in their trophy hunts, a little less energy seemed like a good idea.

Also, it was kind of funny how mad the goblins would get about not getting her. They were there because they were visiting humanlaw, and this was a goblinlaw enclave where they could hunt a completely wild, untamed human, just like in the olden days. But even though the island was small, and Cerim would be sure to flush Gail out if she got too far away, they'd yell at each other and at the guys they were riding every time they missed one of their shots, which was pretty often.

It wasn't just running—it was running, and hiding, and sometimes hiding close enough to hear the tourists going past, yelling about how the trees were conspiring against them, and then getting spotted and making a mad dash for some sort of cover while magical darts whizzed past her ears.

Eventually, though, Gail's luck ran out. Running across the one road that went through the tangle of trails and forest that was the goblinlaw hunting lodge and game preserve, a dart hit her in the back of her leg.

It didn't hurt much. That was bad news, because it meant it was one of the blue ones. Off-balance, she missed a step and went sprawling onto the cracked asphalt, unable to use her hands to catch herself because they were still tied up.

Normally, when goblins rode humans, the humans wore saddles. They fit sort of like backpacks, and they gave the goblins a slightly higher position than they'd have riding on people's shoulders, and one where they could sit comfortably enough to fall asleep. Also, the saddles had straps that held the mount's arms behind their backs. Which meant that whoever they were riding would need the goblin's help to get out of the saddle, and it also meant that they couldn't just pick the goblin up and fling them into a nearby hedge when the goblin got too annoying.

However, as part of the whole hunting lodge and game preserve experience, the goblins who'd been chasing her had been riding bareback, and the guys who they'd been riding hadn't had their hands tied up.

So as Gail lay face-down on the road, a blue-feathered enchanted crossbow dart sticking out of her leg, struggling to get back up and keep running, a meaty hand grabbed her. Grabbed her, and flipped her over, and there wasn't anything Gail could do to stop him. He'd already gotten his shorts down before Gail had even noticed what he was doing. Hands. They gave an unfair advantage, really.

Before Gail had met Jisi, Gail had never had sex with someone who she didn't actually know. Then there was Amy, who she hadn't ever spoken to before that time Amy had fucked her with a strap-on in the VIP lounge of the goblin racing club. But they'd run races together, and they'd been introduced, even if it was following the weird goblin standards of introductions. And then there'd been Amy's coworker Davis, who… at least Gail had known his name?

This guy, Gail didn't know at all. Middle-aged, looked a little bit slavic, maybe? She didn't know his name, but she could see his cock, and he was not taking any time to introduce himself. He grabbed her, and pulled her up as he pushed down into her.

If the whole thing hadn't been kind of fun, and if Gail hadn't been kind of thinking about how the hunt was going to end, and kind of looking forward to it, while at the same time, kind of wanting to frustrate the hunters forever, it would have been uncomfortable. Whatever his name was, he was a big guy—though not quite as big as Davis, either in terms of height and weight, or in terms of how big he was inside her—and he pushed in hard and deep, first go.

As it was…

As it was, it went in, first go, all the way inside. Luckily, the strap holding Gail's wrists together had come loose in the struggle, so at least she could get her hands out from underneath herself as the guy collapsed down on top of her. He kept moving, strong and sure and big.

"Haha," said a goblin, sounding awed. "They're… oh, hold on, you'll get your turn. Or… okay, I guess that'll—"

The dart had taken her down at the edge of the road. And while one of the guys who'd been chasing her was on top of her, the other one had gone into the ditch next to the road. He knelt down there, bringing his cock where he could shove it into Gail's mouth.

What had started with sex with her cute, cheeky, goblin co–worker, who'd become her girlfriend, had moved on to sex with someone Gail had sort of met, and then someone whose name she knew, and now it was two strangers at once. She hadn't even gotten a good look at the face of the guy whose penis was currently in her face.

Dating Jisi was fun because Jisi was fun. Fun and inventive and pretty, and while there wasn't anyone who could possibly be as good at sex as Jisi thought she was, she was pretty good at sex. But her ideas were almost always a little more than Gail expected.

One of her arms was pinned to her side by the weight of the guy on top of her, but she got the other one onto the shaft of the cock that was thrusting into her mouth, her, fingers trailing across it when he pulled back, down to swirl around his balls when he pushed in. It was… uncomfortable, and the sooner he finished, the easier it'd be to, for instance, breathe.

The aphrodisiacs that the goblins had given their mounts meant that they definitely weren't lacking in enthusiasm, but also, they weren't ready to finish quickly, despite Gail's best efforts. There was a deep, satisfied grunt after every thrust, and she could taste the salty edge of his arousal, but he wasn't going further than that, even if he wanted to, and even if Gail wanted him to. Same with the other guy. He was drilling down into her, hard, urgent, but it wasn't…

The guy was covering her, pushing her down, the other guy was on top of her face. Just about the only part of her that wasn't underneath some guy that she didn't know was her left breast, and whenever she tried to catch a breath, whenever she stopped moving for even a little bit, she'd get slapped there with a riding crop.

"Fuck back!" shouted a goblin. "You're caught, you have to fuck back!"

"I thought you were going to take her," said the other one. "That's what you said, right? When you saw her. That you were going to fuck—"

"I am going to fuck her," said the goblin, between the pants and the groans of the men fucking Gail. "Just not right away. Did you see her run? I'm not putting my penis into that until it's been tenderized a bit."

"You're going to fuck her ass?" the other one asked, incredulous.

"Well—" The goblin interrupted himself to hit Gail again. "Make the boars happy, they earned it!" Then he went on, more meditatively, "No, I don't want to do that. Too much… it'd be tough to get in there, you know? No, I shall fuck her face."

Gail didn't know whether the guys fucking her were listening to what the goblins were saying, but if they were, it wasn't slowing them down. If anything, the guy who was fucking her face was speeding up a little. Maybe he was into it. He had signed up to be ridden by a goblin, after all. Maybe it wasn't just for the opportunity to get hopped up on aphrodisiacs and fuck strange women.

"She could bite it off," said the other goblin, clearly thinking it through.

"But she won't," said the first goblin. "Because she knows that she is defeated."

Well, because of that, and because Gail generally didn't bite off people's genitalia. She stroked the underside of the guy's balls, and it seemed like she'd found the right place, because that set him off. The first shot was deep, way deep, deep enough that she felt it, more than tasted it. But then he pumped again, and then it was… it was a lot. Gail coughed, tried to swallow, coughed again. A lot, a lot. Some of it came out when he pulled back, and more of the next spurt came out, dribbling down her face. Spattering across her face, because even though he'd pulled away, he wasn't completely done.

"Oh," said both of the goblins at the same time. "Oh wow. That's so gross!"

"I know! It's like she's glazed—oh no, it's going down her nose, she's going to choke on it and she will drown and she will die and we're not going to get our deposit back, and—attendant!"

Amy pushed past them, looking down at Gail with an amused smile. Gail had, in fact, gotten some come up her nose, and that was not the best thing ever, and also that other guy was still fucking her, and it seemed that he was speeding up a little as well. Then Amy reached out to wipe Gail's face off a little bit, and there was a crack of a riding crop.

"Not like that, Sprinkle," said Cerim. "Clean her properly. You know how to do it."

Amy sighed, and then licked Gail's face.

"Ohhh," said the goblins, in unison again. "That's disgusting. Humanlaw is the best."

They weren't, technically, in humanlaw. And that other guy… he'd gotten hold of her, and pulled her in towards him, his hands tight on her ass, as Amy did her best to lick Gail's face clean. She got most of the come that was actually on her face, but there was more in her hair, and most wasn't the same as all, and… and when she had a chance, Gail kissed her. She didn't taste the best, but then, neither did Gail. That was the thing about giving oral sex. Fun, but you also needed a breath mint afterward. Still, it was nice.

Seemed like the guy fucking her agreed. He came as they kissed. Hard. There were all sorts of laws about using goblinlaw medicines in humanlaw—apparently the pharmaceutical companies in goblinlaw didn't always follow humanlaw health and safety regulations, even when they were contractually obligated to do so. But if someone had the license to import that stuff, they must've been making bank. The guys seemed to be enjoying it, anyway. And Gail couldn't pretend that she wasn't. She twisted around him, finding the spot which felt…

"Is she going to come?" asked one of the goblins. "Maybe she should come before I fuck her, so that she'll—"

"No," said Cerim. "She has to wait for her owner for that. And you really don't want her to finish before you fuck her. She gets bitey after she finishes."

Not allowed to finish until Jisi was there? Not fair! Anyway, Gail didn't get bitey after an orgasm. That was Jisi. After like three or four.

Then the guy who was fucking her finished, so it wasn't like it was an immediate issue. He pulled out, to the oohs and ahhs, and the, "She's a hydraulic pump that's leaking fluid, oh my god," of the goblins.

While all that was going on, Cerim came up and attached a cuff to Gail's ankle. The first time that'd happened, earlier that day, Gail had been too fucked-out and tired to realize what was going on. This time, she was too fucked-out and tired—not to mention having that dart in her leg—to do anything about it, but at least she knew that the cuff was attached to a rope strung up over a tree branch, and that they were going to use it to haul her up so that the goblins could get their trophy picture. So it wasn't as much of a shock when she felt a sudden pull, and she managed to push herself up a bit and walk backward on her hands, so she wasn't dragged across the pavement quite as hard as she might otherwise have been.

She still wound up hanging from a tree branch by one leg, though. Close enough to the ground that she could brace herself by doing a handstand, but that wasn't what they wanted, and she didn't want her hands tied up again just yet, so she didn't do that when they were setting up for their pictures. And after the goblins got their posed pictures, standing in front of her, brandishing their crossbows, one of them turned around to face her. He looked deeply, deeply uncertain, while at the same time trying to look extremely confident.

Could be that with the running and the guy coming all over her face and the rest of it, Gail didn't look her best, herself. Also, she didn't really like being suspended by one ankle. Now that the photoshoot was over, she risked putting her hands on the ground and supporting herself that way.

But when the goblin unzipped, she decided that she wasn't going to be coy about this one. She reached out with one arm and pulled him closer, while doing a sort of one-armed handstand with the other.

The other goblin fell down laughing. The one Gail was holding onto, despite being startled and uncertain, was also straining toward her.

Not very far toward her, though. Goblins were a lot smaller than people, and they were proportionally smaller than that. His dick was sort of cute, even if it was a bit like drinking from a straw.

"If she looks like she's going to bite," said the goblin in a strangled voice, "you need to… uh…" Instead of finishing his thought, he pushed in, as Gail's fingers moved on him—just the thumb and forefinger, that was all that fit, but it seemed to be enough to convince him that he wanted to be deeper in her mouth.

Whatever had made him decide that he needed to fuck a human woman, it wasn't the aphrodisiacs that they'd given to the guys they'd been riding. His pace started fast, and it didn't take long for it to start moving faster, and then he finished, three long strokes that were just… there was something there, with a little bit of a lighter taste than she'd have expected, but not much more than a taste.

"Ahaha," said the other one. "Amazing!"

"Yes!" said the first. "I mean, if you want to try, it's a bit like…"

"Like putting your penis inside a cow?" said the second.

"I," said the first goblin, with great dignity, "have had sex with an authentic, wild-caught, humanlaw human woman, and I have never had sex with a cow. But probably a bit like a cow? Such a wide tongue."

The two of them wandered off down the road and back toward the lodge, while Amy let Gail down from the tree, and Cerim got the human guys who'd just fucked her back up and moving.

"Just three more groups," said Amy, pulling the dart out of Gail's leg.

"Three more," said Gail weakly.

Amy gave Gail a sympathetic pat, around where she'd just taken the dart out. "I mean, or you can call it a day. You remember how to signal that you're done playing? With the bracelet?"

"Three more," said Gail.

"Three more groups. One of them is just going to be goblins on dirtbikes—they're mostly going to use the red darts, and I don't think that more than one or two of them are going to be fucking you? Maybe none. But it's going to sting."

"Uh huh."

"And before that, Jisi's going for another ride on Davis. She wants, and I quote, 'a nice long hunt. One that'll really get the boar's blood moving!' So, since he's probably not feeling quite up to that yet…" Amy snickered. "First, there's another group of tourists on humanback."

Gail blew out a gusty breath, then turned her head to smile slyly at Amy. "And after all that you've got—"

"Yes, well," said Amy firmly. "That is for the future, and not something that I have to deal with right now. Would you like something to drink before I tie your wrists back together?"

"Yeah." Gail propped herself up on one elbow to drink the bottle of sports drink Amy handed her, still grinning over the lip of it. Amy smiled back.

It had all been an awful lot more than Gail had expected. And there were three more groups to go—and the fact was, Gail was looking forward to it. It wasn't the sort of fun that people were supposed to be enthusiastic about, but they were in goblinlaw, and what people were supposed to do and what they were supposed to like in goblinlaw wasn't the same as what they were supposed to do and like in humanlaw.

Gail was glad Amy was there. She was a project manager in humanlaw, and, in general, a respectable adult with a nice car, and she was doing some very similar stuff, and seemed to be enjoying it too.

Also, she was nice.

Which wasn't necessarily true of the next group. There were three goblin tourists, two of them riding on the same guy, which the guy didn't seem to enjoy that much. They spent a lot of their time arguing with each other and stopping to take selfies.

Which was just as well, because Gail was trying to save her energy for the next hunt, even if she wasn't a hundred percent sure it'd get Davis' blood moving as well as all that. In Gail's experience, when guys who weren't used to physical activity had to do a lot of it, they'd be tired afterwards, and want to nap. Or maybe play video games. On the other hand, iit could be that the aphrodisiacs that Davis had been given might change that equation a little bit.

In either case, if Jisi wanted a nice long hunt, Gail was going to do her best to give it to her, which meant spending more time hiding from the tourist group than running, and then running past them in a way that actually made one of them shoot another one with a blue feathered dart, and that led to a certain amount of running around and shouting before they were back on her trail again.

They caught her eventually, though. Then, once the guys got through with working out their aphrodisiacs—one after another this time, instead of both at once—the goblins decided to take trophy pictures sitting on Gail's back. And then one of them put the ankle cuff on the goblin who'd been hit by the blue feathered dart, and that released a whole torrent of cursing and insults, back and forth.

It ended with Gail sucking off the goblin while he was hanging by one ankle from a tree branch. Which led to more cursing, largely muffled by the fact that when he was upside down like that, his face was in Gail's breasts. It was sometimes hard to tell the difference between a goblin being complimentary and a goblin being insulting, but whichever one it was, it was definitely a goblin impressed by the scale of what he was up against.

And then it was time for Jisi's second hunt.

Gail had spent the whole morning running around that little island, and then suffering the consequences of not running around the island quickly enough. So she knew the terrain a lot better than she had at the beginning, but she was also pretty worn out.

Amy'd been running along with Gail, and while she'd gotten a little break each time Gail had gotten caught, she'd been wearing a saddle and a goblin the whole time. When it came down to it, she wasn't any better-rested.

Davis, though, had gotten one run, and then had been allowed to take a nap, or whatever. He wasn't nearly as tired as either of the other humans running with him, and while he wasn't someone who practiced running, the way that Amy and Gail did, he had very long legs, because he was, in fact, a very big guy.

Gail did her best, but if her second run with JIsi was any longer than her first one, it wasn't much longer. And this time, it was Davis who ran her down, which Jisi found thrilling. She put a blue dart in Gail's thigh, and then, deliberately, after Davis already caught her, another one in her other thigh.

Gail lay gasping in the dirt, unable to run, or to move her legs at all. On the first hunt, Davis had been on her the second she hit the ground. Now, either the previous hunt had taken the edge off or Jisi had managed to train him a bit in the meantime, or something. Either way, Jisi had sufficient control to have Davis kneel and wait for her to dismount, and to have him stay like that as Jisi swaggered over to Gail and patted her cheek.

"Having fun?" said Jisi.

Gail gave her a look.

"Good girl!" Jisi laughed. "Your animal self cannot help but to react to the sexual stimulation of the massive boars, who have been plowing you like a field! But you are mine entirely, your wild spirit unmastered except by me!"

"I want—" Gail started to say.

Jisi held something out. One of the pills that would magically keep Gail quiet. "I know. I know. You want one of these, and an orgasm! You are very predictable, always wanting the same things. But you really have to think about the recordings." As she talked, Jisi ran her fingers through Gail's hair, pulling the sweaty strands off of her cheek and tucking them behind her ear. Then kissed Gail's cheek, soft and light, lips just brushing her skin. "You'll get the silence pill when he's done, and that will help you against the next hunting team, because you will move in silence, and they shall not hear you or see you! But for now, you'll have to be quiet without, because of the recordings."

"The recordings?" Gail asked weakly.

Jisi had brought her car antenna with her to urge Davis on when he was chasing Gail. Now she smacked Gail's butt with it hard enough to sting. "You have to be quiet without the pills! That means just grunting and squeaking and squelching! And of course there are recordings, why do you think we paid so much money to bring you here?"

The way Amy had explained it, the tourists had been paying to hunt Gail, so Jisi should've been getting money for that, not spending it. And based on Jisi's smirk, that was what was actually happening. Not that Gail was about to point that out. She'd already been shot with too many darts to want another hit from the car antenna. But she did give a huff and rolled her eyes.

"Yes!" Jisi cackled. "Just like that! Sighs and grunts and groans! Those shall be lovely to listen to later. And," she went on in a wheedling tone that didn't quite match the command in her words, "you will get an orgasm during the rodeo, so everyone can see how fully mastered you are?"

Not fair! Cerim had said Gail would get to come when Jisi was there, and Gail had given her a really good hunt, and Gail had been thinking of her the whole time, and she was right here, with that swagger in her hips and her fingers so long and clever, and—

And Gail nodded. Maybe it was because she didn't necessarily want to get a be-quiet pill, maybe it was because she couldn't say no when Jisi asked her for things, with so much hope and just a little bit of bracing herself for disappointment. Or maybe it was because Jisi had mastered her wild, untamable spirit.

Whatever the reason, it got her a firm kiss on the cheek. And then Jisi went back and pulled out her tail.

The enchantments on the tail did all sorts of things. They kept the metal plug at the base of the tail clean. They made the tail respond to her emotions, or just let her swish her tail if she was tied up somewhere and there were flies bothering her. They made it so that the hair in her tail grew at the same rate as the hair on her head, and when someone touched the hair on her tail it felt like the hair on her head. What they didn't do was leave her feeling normal when she had a plug up her ass, or when someone took that plug out of her ass.

She'd been wearing it all morning, so when Jisi took it out, she felt strange and empty. She'd gotten used to the weight of it.

And that was the point, wasn't it? Jisi's fingers were there—Gail recognized her touch, absolutely, could never mistake it—and there was something cold and slick. Then Jisi giggled and fell off of Gail's thigh where she'd been sitting.

"Ahaha," she said. "Easy boy, it's… just give me a second to… or, okay, okay, tell you what, you can just…"

Davis was a big guy. Tall, broad-shouldered, fat. And, just like Jisi had insisted on when picking out a guy to fuck Gail, he had a big cock. Gail didn't know him nearly as well as she knew Jisi, but she could feel the weight and heft of his legs next to hers, the blunt stiffness of his cock laid down against her butt, and then…

It took a few tries, the length of it sliding against her skin, slick with the lube, before it found the place and pushed in.

It wasn't as sudden as when he'd fucked her the last time he'd caught her. There was more control as he eased it in, giving her a chance to adjust against it.

His hands were down on the dirt over Gail's shoulders, meaty forearms with a thick tangle of hair, and his legs were outside of hers. When he pushed into her ass, Gail found herself pushing up against it, feeling him filling her, bigger and deeper than the tail-plug had been.

Gail hadn't noticed any cameras or anything like that, but if they were recording her gasps and moans and so on, they were bound to catch the noise she made when he collapsed down on top of her. She wasn't a particularly small woman, but Davis was bigger than she was in every way, and when he put his weight down on her, she made a strangled little squeak. Because it wasn't just his weight that was going down onto her; it was also his cock going deep inside her, driven by the weight of his hips and the strength of his thighs.

She kicked the air, once, weakly. Distantly, she was surprised to find herself able to move her legs at all; he must have knocked one of the darts loose. His legs were on the outside, and hers were in the middle, and he was just so… her foot went up, then back down, trying to find some way of moving that would let her feel him more, feed the heat building in her belly. Her hands were tied behind her back, crushed beneath the weight of his stomach, held between her and him. She opened them up, felt him—wiry hair, sweaty flesh, filled with an absolute yearning for her. She pushed back up against him when he pushed down, for what difference it made.

"Oh, wow," said Cerim, right near them. "Is she dead?"

"She is not dead," said Jisi. "You have to remember—she is a giant slut, who is mad for as much sex as it is possible for a human to have. Which is a great deal of sex indeed, because of how large they are."

"But he could fuck her to death. That's a thing that can happen."

Davis groaned. His elbows were in the dirt on either side of Gail's head, and while it felt like his whole weight was on her, Gail could see the strain in the arms that meant that they were holding up at least some of it. He moved them a little closer—maybe to protect Gail from having to listen to the goblins? If so, it was a sweet thought, even if it didn't work.

What the rest of his body was doing was maybe less sweet, but more of what she needed.

If she hadn't been wearing that plug for as long as she had, if she hadn't gotten as used to it, it would've been… he wouldnt've fucked her to death, whatever Cerim said. But it would've been uncomfortable. As it was, she'd gotten relaxed around the base of her tail, so that she could loosen enough to take it, and Davis was definitely taking it, hard and deep, with the same endurance the goblin potion had given him the last time he'd caught her.

"See!" said Jisi, in one of the pauses. "She's still alive, and she's still enjoying herself! That's what it means when she makes that little huff-uff noise. It means that she's having fun having sex!"

"I think that's a noise that she's making because he's crushing her lungs," said Cerim. "No wonder Sprinkle didn't want to have sex with her coworkers! They are too big."

"That's just because your girl isn't as big a slut as mine."

"That's just because of that gem that you've sealed up inside her vaginal canal. If it wasn't for that, she'd want eight orgasms a day!"

"Eight is too many orgasms for a human to have in a day." Jisi sounded like she'd spent a while considering the question. "I think two at most is appropriate."

"Mhm, mhm. Is yours going to come like this? She is very excitable, and it's been a while since she'd been fucked by boar humans."

"No. She can't come by having sex in her butt. Or by having sex in her vaginal canal! She requires direct clitoral stimulation. I'll explain it all when I demonstrate."

Davis adjusted his arms again, and this time, Gail didn't have to listen to the goblins talking, because she couldn't hear them quite so clearly. Not that it mattered. She was being fucked, hard, and whether or not Davis was going to fuck her to death or fuck her ass so hard that she came, he was going to fuck her ass, and she was pinned down by exhaustion and by little blue darts that meant that she couldn't move her muscles properly, and by the mass of a very large man who was very intent on getting himself off inside of her. There really wasn't anything she could do beyond take it. It felt good.

It clearly felt good for Davis too. There were some oohs and aahs from the goblins about the way his stomach moved in time with what he was doing to Gail's insides. He was very deep inside Gail, and it felt like he was getting deeper with every thrust. And whether or not he enjoyed the goblins' comments, he was enjoying that. His pace picked up, and Gail squirmed under him, trying to find some way to relieve the pressure on her, trying…

The goblin aphrodisiacs might have given him more endurance than he otherwise would've had, but that bit of movement was enough. He plunged into her, stiffened, came. Came, and kept coming, each thrust deeper, impaling her—he was coming so hard that Gail could swear that she felt it, pouring up inside of her, coming so hard she could swear that Davis felt lighter when he finally rolled off of her.

Then Jisi came up next to her and nudged her legs apart. "Ahaha. That's gross."

"I know!" said Cerim. "It's amazing."

"And her tail is properly enchanted," said Jisi. "So even if normally something like that would ruin a sow's asshole forever, I can just slip this back inside of her, and she'll be sealed up properly."

"Maybe you should clean out some of that glop first?"

"No, no, it's fine. It will help keep her tail glossy."

"Oh, like how she gets the hair on her head glossy."

"Probably. I mean, human shampoo has a lot of ingredients."

Gail's leg—the one where the dart had been knocked loose—twitched when Jisi pushed the base of the tail into her ass. It wasn't as long as Davis' cock, but the wide part of the plug was wider, and she could definitely feel that width. And the cold of the metal, and the weight of it, and maybe also the way the magic worked, sort of fastening inside of her. Then Jisi kissed her butt, lightly. "There you go. You're doing great. Fierce and untamable!"

Those weren't the adjectives that Gail would have picked, right at the moment. And yet, her tail flapped lazily at the praise, slapping against Jisi's cheek.

Jisi snorted and laughed, because she'd gotten some hair up her nose, and said, "Now, next is the hunters on dirtbikes."

"You might want to let her rest a little bit before those hunters go after her," said Cerim.

"Oh, it's fine. If the prey isn't lively enough, they'll use the red darts." Jisi waved a hand dismissively, which was easy for her to do, since she wasn't the one getting shot with the red darts. Or with the blue darts, for that matter, which meant that she still had the full use of all her limbs.

"They only use red darts," said Cerim.

"And those stupid rope things."

"They only use red darts and stupid rope things, and sometimes they'll have traps set up, but they didn't do that here, because it's a practice hunt, not a real hunt. But if you don't give Apple there a little rest, they will shoot her with so many red darts that she will look like a red hedgehog."

Jisi grinned, showing way too many pointed teeth. "Haha."

"And they'll say that she wasn't a good hunt."

"They what! They wouldn't dare!" Jisi screeched, all of her lazy humor gone in a second. She stamped her foot and gave a grumpy hmph. "Fine, fine. I just want them to bring her back so I can show everyone how good she is, but… okay. Okay! Sprinkle, you stay here and take care of Apples until she's ready to run again. Apples, when the hunters are chasing you, you should give them a good hunt! Also, you're allowed to hit them, and really, if you don't cause at least a few injuries, they'll be whiny about it. So when they shoot you, hit them back! And they will try to get you into a cage to bring back for a triumph, so even if it looks like they caught you, keep breaking arms for as long as you possibly can! Until you're really fully locked up in the cage, which is probably big enough for you."

Gail's leg twitched again, and she groaned.

"Haha," said Jisi. "Those are just the sort of noises everyone expects from a sow who has been fucked by a large penis! But you are cunning and full of tricks, and as swift as the wind and fierce as the—"

"Yes, yes," said Cerim. "She's very fast and has a great lust for penises. But if you have her run now, she's not going to run very far."

Jisi crossed her spindly arms across her chest, frowning. "Well, maybe not. Okay. Sprinkle, you stay here and brush her hair and sing her songs while we go get lunch. And after lunch, you have to get out of the hunting grounds quickly, or they're going to try to fit both of you into that cage, and I'm pretty sure both of you aren't going to fit into that cage."

"Sing her songs?" Cerim asked.

"They're friends! That's what human women do with their friends. They sing songs to each other, and brush each other's hair, and then they perform oral sex on each other, and hit each other with pillows."

Cerim nodded wisely. "Mhmm. Mhmm. I see."

"You would know these things if you watched educational documentaries instead of the trash television you like," said Jisi. "Okay, open up, Apple, that's a good girl. This will give you the stealth of the night itself, so that none will see you and hear you, and they will hunt in vain!"

"No they won't," said Cerim.

Gail opened her mouth, and Jisi popped a be-quiet pill in, and said, "Maybe not. But you're not going to hear her complaining about it, anyway."

"No," said Cerim as she and Jisi walked away. "But I wouldn't have anyway, because I'm going to be at the hotel, and I'm going to be watching TV. There's a show where people have to make swords out of, like, shopping carts, and then an old guy will be like, 'When I tried to chop up some zucchini with your sword, it wasn't good,' and everyone will shake their heads."

"That sounds terrible!" said Jisi.

"What, that he made a sword that couldn't…"

The voices of the goblins faded into the distance, as Gail lay there and listened to the sounds of the forest around her. But not the sounds of her own breathing, because the be-quiet pill worked extremely well. She could still make noise if she walked on things, or if she blew air out of her nose, but there wasn't any sound coming from her mouth.

Amy came and sat next to her, sinking down cross-legged onto the forest floor. "Honestly," she said, "those were some pretty good hunts."

Gail's tail gave a slow, pleased flop, even if she wasn't sure that that was a compliment, exactly. Or how the quality of hunts was determined.

"I'm serious. Once videos of those start circulating, Jisi's going to get offers to stock a game reserve or something. You are pretty fast, Gail, and you were definitely running like you were trying to get away. And then once they got you, you looked a lot less like you wanted to get away. It was really…" Amy cleared her throat. "Um, I mean, it's going to be a big hit with the prospective customers. That's the sort of thing they like. You know."

Cerim had been right about one thing—the be-quiet pill wasn't actually going to help Gail much during the hunt itself. It stopped sounds from coming out of her mouth, sure, but the sounds that gave her away were things like stepping on branches, or getting hit in the face with other branches, and so on. Still, the pill did give her certain advantages when it came to the current conversation. While Amy stammered—it was pretty cute, actually—Gail didn't have to come up with any sort of reply. Just lie on her stomach, her tail twitching.

It twitched a little more when Amy started rubbing down her thighs. Gail had been running pretty hard, and then she'd been pretty thoroughly fucked. It was nice to have someone loosening up the muscles in her legs. It would've been nice even if she wasn't going to be running away from a whole herd of goblins on dirtbikes, who were just going to be shooting her with darts that stung like hell, and there might not even be any sex at the end.

And then Amy did start singing. Maybe because Jisi had told her to, and Amy liked being told what to do by a bossy little goblin lady. Maybe because she felt awkward, especially given that Gail was freshly fucked and unable to contribute her half of the conversation. Maybe Amy just wanted to sing. She had a nice voice—not, like, professional, but soft and pleasant to listen to. Even if she was singing a medley of the best hits of the '60s, and didn't know all the words to any of the songs.

It was all relaxing enough that Gail actually drifted off a bit. She didn't quite fall asleep—she was naked except for her socks, her sneakers, and a magically enchanted butt-plug, and she was lying on the forest floor. She wasn't actually tired enough to fall asleep under those circumstances, and she wasn't sure anyone had ever been tired enough to fall asleep under those circumstances. But it was relaxing, lying there, not really thinking about anything, even when Amy switched from massaging her legs and moved to brushing her hair. She didn't even mind much when Amy tied her hands behind her back again.

When Amy got up to go, though, she got a little more alert. A long look up at her, and then Amy nodded, and then Gail nodded, like they'd come to some sort of agreement about something. And then Amy headed down the road, back to the lodge, and Gail did her best to find somewhere to hide in the forest.

It worked, a little bit, at first. When Jisi had set up the whole thing on the island, Gail had decided to wind her up by pretending not to be interested in what was going to happen. That had been enough fun that she wasn't entirely ready to consider it a mistake, but it might have been a good idea to know exactly what a goblin hunting party was, and what she was supposed to do about it.

As it turned out, somewhere between fifteen to twenty goblins were riding around on little dirtbikes. Under other circumstances, those little bikes might have been adorable. As it was, they were loud, and the goblins weren't driving very carefully, and they were also trying to drive them while shooting crossbows, and they weren't particularly careful about how they were doing that, either. So hiding in the forest worked, right up until the point that one of the goblins fired a red-feathered dart wildly into the woods, and managed to hit her, literally, right on the nose.

The be-quiet pill stopped Gai's instinctive scream from making any noise. But the dart was enchanted to hurt, way more than a dart which actually caused her permanent harm would've hurt. Which meant that Gail made various noises trying to get away from the thing on her nose, and trying to get her hands loose so that she could pull it out. And then there were way too many goblins around for her to hide again.

Time to run. The goblins were on dirtbikes, but they were small motorcycles, and even full-sized dirtbikes would've been slowed down by the broken ground of the forest. And while a wild shot had managed to put a dart into Gail's nose, most of their shots were wild enough that they missed her entirely, even when they'd set up a really good shot. But there were a lot of them, and that meant a lot of shots, and just the law of averages meant that some of them were bound to hit.

Jisi had said that the hunting party was only going to be using the red-feathered darts. If she'd been wrong, and they'd used the blue ones too, it would've been over sooner. It also would've been over sooner if they hadn't been shooting Gail with darts at all, because after the day she'd had so far, it wouldn't have taken her that long to get tired and give up. But those little fucking things hurt. So whenever she got tired enough to slow down a little, she was reminded of why she really didn't want to slow down.

The goblins seemed to be enjoying it, though. The space that she had to run in was small enough that it didn't take long before she found the little clearing where they'd planned to stuff her into a cage. It was the same cage that they'd put her in when they'd been getting her ready for the hunt, which obviously wouldn't have fit two people, there wasn't any possible way that would've worked. There were a couple of goblins sitting by the cage, drinking beer and laughing, and when they saw Gail, they tried to get their crossbows out of their cases, and wound up locking one of the crossbows in the cage. She was gone before they figured that one out, and did her best to avoid heading back to that clearing, while the goblins did their best to drive her toward it.

This time, she couldn't use the roads unless she wanted to have so many darts in her that she'd look like she'd sprouted feathers. And while the dirtbikes couldn't get all the way up the hill with any speed, there were enough goblins that there were always some on the top of the hill and others at the bottom, so there wasn't much point in trying to go up and down the hill unless she wanted to tire herself out. Inevitably, she found herself back in the clearing.

Jisi had said that Gail was allowed to attack them; that they'd be expecting it, and would be disappointed if there weren't at least a few injuries. At first, she didn't want to, because goblins were much smaller than she was. But after she got that dart in her nose, she felt a lot less conflicted about kicking a goblin hard enough to send them flying through the trees and into the cage they were trying to trap her in.

The ropes binding Gail's wrists together had started fraying while she was running and hiding, and frayed some more during the scuffle. Then one of the goblins managed to shoot a dart right at the point where the ropes were tied, which frayed them enough for her to burst loose.

First thing, she plucked out all of the darts she could get her hands on. Then she reached up and snapped off a splintering branch off a nearby tree, wound up, and swung, connecting with the nearest goblin with a satisfying meaty thunk and knocking them clean off their bike. All the other goblins, who hadn't gotten knocked off their bikes, howled with laughter.

The one she'd hit was less amused. She couldn't tell if she'd actually injured them—they were holding one arm a little awkwardly, maybe?—but either way, they bounced back up onto their dirtbike and, instead of going for their crossbow again, reached for a length of rope with a weight on either end, and started swinging it around.

The red-feathered darts hurt like hell, especially the ones she couldn't reach to pull out. But even the ones she pulled out kept hurting afterwards, because they were magic, and sometimes magic worked pretty well. Still, if it'd just been the darts, she might have lasted longer.

It seemed like the rope things took more skill to use than the crossbows, and the goblins already weren't great with crossbows, so mostly, she could ignore them. But then they managed to get one wrapped around her arm and her torso. She had to drop the stick, and at that point, they all swarmed her.

They pinned her other arm to her side with those rope things, and she couldn't pull out the darts any more. Then they got a rope around her ankle and pulled her toward the cage, nine goblins on one end of the rope and Gail straining at the other.

At that point, there was a muffled explosion, followed by cursing, cackling, and jeers. It seemed like one of the goblins had put a lit firecracker down the back of another goblin's pants. Gail took advantage of the distraction to get to her feet and start running for the forest again, dragging along a string of goblins laughing uproariously, but still holding onto that rope. In the end, they managed to pull her into the cage, and then prod her with sticks until she was far enough inside that they could get it closed.

Up until that point, the goblins had been, in general, messing around. But once they were sure that she was securely in the cage, their previous demeanor seemed downright serious compared to the pandemonium that ensued.

It was a bit like their team had just won a pennant. Laughing and clapping each other on the back, and telling each other stories about the hunt, like the others hadn't been there too, like it hadn't just happened. Jisi had said that they'd be happier if there were at least a few minor injuries, and it looked like enough goblins were cradling their wrists and arms, or had bruises coming up, to satisfy them. Assuming Jisi had been right about that. If she'd been wrong…

The cage was really tight, and Gail was naked inside of it. She didn't have any way to defend herself if the goblins decided to take revenge; she couldn't even retreat and press up against the bars, though she tried, when all the goblins who'd been reluctant to get too close before she'd been locked in the cage swarmed in at once.

But mostly what they did was get out their phones and take selfies for their hunting trophies, jostling each other to get the best angles, posing to make their injuries look more impressive, yelling at their friends to make sure to get their bruises in the shot, wondering out loud if they could photoshop more blood in.

A couple of goblins who'd already taken their trophy pictures lingered by the cage, elbowing and shoving each other.

"You do it!"

"No, you!"

Finally one of them, eyes wide and round, frowning in concentration, poked Gail's breast with a long, skinny finger. Then she yelped and jumped backwards about a foot. Gail would've yelped too, if it hadn't been for the be-quiet pill. Goblin fingers were pointy.

"It's so big!" said the goblin.

"Haha," said the other goblin. "You are in awe because you have never been so close to a human before!"

The first goblin crossed her arms and put her nose in the air. "Not true! I have molested many humans, in goblinlaw and also free range humans! This one is especially large."

Gail wasn't, really. But humans weren't that common in goblinlaw, and of the humans who did live there or visit, most were either too powerful to mess with, or belonged to goblins too powerful to mess with. It seemed like most of the goblins in this group had never visited humanlaw, or had a chance to touch humans. Now that one of them had broken the ice, though, they were all excited to seize their chance, if 'their chance' was defined as any part of Gail within reach, which was pretty much all of her.

Dozens of small, curious hands reached through the bars of the cage, poking and prodding, squeezing and pinching and tickling. Gail went from trying futilely to squirm out of the way to trying futilely to lean into it, to get a little more, her breath coming fast, her toes curling, her back arching against the bars.

If Gail had been able to talk, she could've told them what she wanted. But there was something about not being able to say anything about what was happening that made everything more intense. And even if she'd been able to talk, there was no guarantee they'd have listened. Unlike some of the other tourists who'd wound up catching her, none of them seemed inclined to actually have sex with her. These goblins were the exact opposite of skilled with human women, and they were considerably more interested in exploring than they were in making Gail feel good.

Maybe it was because she'd spent the morning being chased around and fucked and not allowed to finish. But whatever the reason, she was feeling kind of good anyway.

Which was probably for the best, considering what happened next.

"Okay okay okay," said one of the goblins. "Now we've got to prepare her for transport back to the lodge. Like in the instructional video?"

A bit of a scuffle broke out over what exactly it had said to do in the instructional video. But eventually, they got her hands and ankles tied to the bars of the cage. And then there was the other thing they'd brought to hold her in place—a dildo on a stick, meant to connect to an anchor point at the bottom of the cage. If she hadn't been tied in position first, she might have done her best to make it difficult for the goblins to actually get that thing inside her. As it was, she couldn't really squirm out of the way at all.

There had been a couple of times earlier in the day when Gail would really have liked to have had an orgasm. Could be that if she'd had one, she wouldn't have been quite as enthusiastic about what the goblins were doing. Which would've been unfortunate, because it was a big dildo, and that stick was longer than it should've been if they wanted to get that dildo comfortably inside her.

As it was, she was pretty enthusiastic, which definitely helped. Also she'd been stretched a bit more than she usually was by what she'd been doing the rest of the morning. So, it took some effort on the goblins' part, but they got it up inside of her, and then they attached it to the cage, using a whole bolting thing. Gail absolutely wasn't going to be moving around in the cage, let alone getting out.

Gail hadn't even been considering trying to get out. Apparently the goblins were worried she would, though, because the sort of hunts they were practicing for involved people who were told to make every possible attempt to break loose, and the longer they stayed loose, the higher they were paid. If they managed an escape at the last minute, that was, obviously, hilarious, but it'd also cost the hunting team time, and they'd probably lose. She found out about that because once they got her in the cage, some of them took their bikes back to the lodge to go get the truck, and the rest sat around Gail's cage and talked about the hunt, and how much better they would do next time, and so on.

"Obviously, a sow who's being paid wouldn't be as ferocious as Apples," said one of the goblin women who'd gotten her arm in a sling. "But they're cannier."

"Mhm, Mhm!" said another one, taking a long pull from a can of beer, which looked ridiculously large in his hands. Then he looked up, a beer foam goatee dripping from his chin. "They know what they're doing!"

"Probably it'll take us twice as long," grumbled a third goblin.

"Twice as long?" said the one with her arm in the sling. "It's going to take us half as long! Did you see what she was like when she got her arms loose? It was terrifying! And then she started waving that tree trunk around! Only a wild sow would even think about doing something like that."

"That's not going to happen," said another goblin. "It was a freak accident, and there's no reason to expect us to ever have a problem like that again."

The goblin with the beer gestured widely, sending droplets spraying everywhere. "You said, 'Hey, watch this, I think I can shoot the ropes on her wrists, and then we'll really have some fun.' Then you shot the ropes on her wrist."

"And then we really had some fun! It was great!"

It might have turned into a general brawl, but just then the truck from the lodge showed up. It was one of the vehicles they'd had parked out front, to fool people into leaving their cars there, where they could be looted. Gail wouldn't necessarily have agreed to get a ride in a human-sized truck driven by a goblin under any circumstances, but going in a human-sized truck driven by a goblin while being tied to a cage and impaled on a dildo seemed even less safe. Fortunately, the one road that went across the island was in bad enough repair that the truck couldn't go that fast, so they managed to get back in one piece, more or less, though she'd been jolted around a bit with various bumps and potholes, which was even less comfortable with that thing inside her.

All of which, along with a bunch of other things, combined to make her really happy to see Jisi, when the truck finally pulled to a stop.

Jisi had been sitting on the lodge porch, swinging her legs, but she jumped down and flung herself at Gail, where her cage was secured to the back of truck, only to be brought up short by the bars and fall on her butt in the loose gravel of the parking lot.

"Ow! Hahaha!" Jisi bounced up, grinning, and kissed Gail on the nearest available part, which happened to be an ear. "There's my girl! The swiftest, fiercest, wildest human in all the land!"

Maybe it wasn't strictly true. But even if it hadn't been for the be-quiet pill, Gail didn't think she'd be inclined to argue.


Rodeo Girls – Excerpt

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!"
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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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