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Foreign Affairs

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!"

Jisi grinned, showing her pointed teeth. "Of course! Now open up."

Gail opened her mouth so that Jisi could put the bridle on. They'd started with the bridle when they were out in the borderland forests, but recently, they'd been using it for the run home as well—it wasn't comfortable, exactly, but Gail had gotten used to having Jisi steer for her, so she could just run, and didn't have to think about where she was going.  It would've worked fine with just a bridle, but the bridle came with a bit that went in Gail's mouth, which was less comfortable than the bridle, but which did make it easier to feel exactly what it was that Jisi wanted her to do. And it wasn't like anyone who was okay with seeing Jisi riding a woman down the street with that saddle would be horrified by the bridle.

It was raining when they got out into the street, which made the prospect of running home less fun. At least, Gail thought so. Jisi didn't necessarily agree. She'd gotten herself a bright yellow kids' raincoat at some point, and she liked when Gail splashed through puddles, and she'd get mad when they got splashed by a car, and then laugh about it. It was just that running in the rain was a little colder and wetter than Gail would've preferred.  Only, once she started running, it didn't take long before the cold wasn't so bad, and Jisi had a car antenna that she used as a riding crop, which meant that Gail couldn't really take things slow and get properly chilled; she'd run and she'd warm up and that would be that, because it was that or get hit until she was running and warming up.

Or she could just tell Jisi that she wasn't up to running, and they'd take the bus.  But where was the fun in that?

The only real problem was keeping her footing while trying to keep from slipping in puddles instead of splashing through them.  And keeping from getting distracted when Jisi talked to her.  Which was normally relatively easy—most of what she had to say was about how fast Gail was, and how she should run, run like the wind, and so on.  Or whatever else happened to be on her mind, which was usually mildly concerning, but not much more than that.

But this time it wasn't about how easy it would be to steal things at a self-checkout, or whether or not she could have Gail start wearing her tail in when they went to work, because it'd be discriminatory not to let her do that.  It was about the trip to goblinlaw, and what a good idea it was, and what Gail had apparently agreed to do, which wasn't necessarily what she'd thought she'd agreed to do.

"Obviously," said Jisi, "they'll be impressed by my wizardry regardless of anything else, because I'm the greatest wizard in the world."

Since Gail had a bit in her mouth, she didn't have to reply to that. And it wasn't like Jisi had any problem with carrying on a conversation entirely by herself.  Or with knowing what Gail's response would've been, if she had been talking—the next swat with the riding crop stung a little more than if Jisi had been trying to get her to go faster.

Gail gave an irritated little snort.

Jisi patted her on top of her head.  "There, there. Fine.  Maybe there might possibly be wizards in goblinlaw who can come close to matching the power of my sorceries.  But that's why your plan is so clever!  This way, I can concentrate my powers on the things which need to have magic to make them work, and you can do the things that someone who had more power to spare would use magic to do."

There was a pause afterward, as Jisi thought about how great the plan was, and Gail thought about bucking Jisi off her back and into a puddle.

"I mean," said Jisi, right before Gail decided to do that, "people in goblinlaw will never believe that I tamed a wild human, and trained her as perfectly as I've trained you.  So just showing up with you in harness is going to convince them I have powers beyond the ken of even other graduates of my correspondence course."

Gail snorted again, which Jisi chose to ignore, rather than opening up the argument again about whether cheating on her correspondence course actually demonstrated a superior grasp of magic than not cheating would have.

"And then, when I have you as my throne for the meetings—I'm going to have to use a little magic, probably, to keep you from cramping up and so on, but that's different than actually having to use magic to compel you to take the position!  The fools that I will command will believe that it is my magical prowess that has earned me a throne, but really it will be your love for me and your devotion that makes you do what I need you to do. Ahahaha!"

It was for the best that Gail didn't have to formulate a reply to that, because she wasn't sure what she'd say if she could.  Well, she'd have questions—what exactly being Jisi's throne involved, for one.  And there was the way that Jisi assumed that Gail was going to do what she wanted because of her love and devotion for her. It wasn't like Gail was in a position to deny that, either.  Jisi was riding her, and she had a bridle on her face and a bit in her mouth, because…

"Yes, yes," said Jisi.  "Also you're a giant whore, and you will enjoy being used sexually!  That's our other secret.  Because they're going to think that there has to be some sort of spell to make you act like that, and really, that's just what you'd do if I let you do whatever you wanted!  It's going to be amazing."

Which was another thing that Gail could've said, but which she wouldn't have said, even if she hadn't been wearing the bridle. Because she did kind of want to know what was going to happen when they got to goblinlaw, but she also kind of didn't want to know. If it was anything like the other times Jisi had decided to surprise her with things, it'd probably be… a bit much, really. But fun.  Not what she'd do if she could do whatever she wanted, only because she didn't have that sort of imagination. But… yeah.

One way or another, she was going to find out, because the authorization for the trip came through the next day. Jisi'd had already had a supplier lined up going into the meeting, so all they needed to do was get a flight out to goblinlaw to finish the contract negotiations in person. Which was a little complicated, because the goblin approach to maintenance and contracts meant that no airline that would fly into goblinlaw on a regular basis. Still, there were occasional charter flights, and Gail and Jisi managed to get seats on one of those. In less time than Gail would've expected, she found herself on a plane leaving humanlaw airspace.

The plane was a little on the small side, and instead of pulling up to a gate after it landed, it pulled to a stop in the middle of the runway, where heavily armed guards kept the airfield crew from getting anywhere near the plane, for refueling or anything else. The passengers disembarked onto an unsteady metal staircase, and at the bottom they had to pick their luggage out from the pile, which the crew had just dumped on the tarmac.  And then they were in goblinlaw.

"No passport control?" asked Gail, as Jisi grabbed their suitcase out of the hands of another goblin who didn't even pretend that it had been any sort of mistake.

Jisi sighed.  "I know, right?  And it would've been so much fun, with those pictures and everything, and maybe you'd have to wear a false mustache or big glasses, and… okay, but you shouldn't be dressed?"

"Is that… I mean, is there a law, or—"

"Law?" Jisi looked up at Gail with a puzzled scowl.  "No, it's just that you're pretty, and I want to see your breasts, and so does everyone else, so that they can be consumed by jealousy when they view the perfection that I possess by right of conquest!"

"Conquest," said Gail.

Jisi made a frustrated little noise.  "This will be easier if you… aha! I have a brilliant idea.  You have to get undressed."

Gail gave Jisi a look, and Jisi grinned back.  Her new idea sounded an awful lot like her previous idea, and neither idea was really that surprising. Gail had never been this deep inside goblinlaw before—just near the border, and once in a fully-enclosed enclave within humanlaw, but neither of those visits had involved Gail wearing very many clothes.

The other passengers on the flight were a mix of goblins and humans, and they were all fully dressed.  A couple of them were watching Jisi and Gail–-could be that the goblins were waiting for Jisi to stop paying attention to her suitcase—and more of them turned to watch as Gail stripped down.  Because, well.  She might not have known exactly what she was getting into when she'd started dating Jisi, but it hadn't taken her long to figure it out. And while she hadn't known exactly what she was getting into when she'd suggested the trip, the broad outlines had been pretty clear, and this was well within them.

Also, there was the way that Jisi looked at her, every time she showed any skin whatsoever.  Because yeah, the people Gail had dated before Jisi had been into her—that was generally the reason why people dated each other, when it came down to it.  But none of them had been quite as into her as Jisi was.  Some of them hadn't been quite as into her as some of the random passerby milling around at the airfield, for that matter.

Jisi had told her to get undressed, so she got completely undressed, the tarmac hot under her feet.  Then Jisi gave her her socks and sneakers back, and once those were back on, it was the saddle, with the suitcase hooked up underneath the seat, and the bridle back on, with the bit in her mouth.

It seemed that part of Jisi's brilliant scheme was that if Gail was wearing a bridle, nobody else would be able to hear her arguing in a way that might ruin her plan.  Not that anything that Gail might say was likely to ruin her plan, apparently—"Really, we aren't that interested in what people say, it's what people do, and you're going to do whatever I want, which will show how great I am—" but just in case, as Gail made her way off the airfield and onto the streets, Jisi explained that as far as everyone in goblinlaw was concerned, Jisi had battled Gail for five days and four nights— "no, not five days and five nights, that's stupid, I'd want to go to sleep after fighting for five days, why even bring that up, yes I know you didn't say anything, but you were thinking it," and then there was the sting of the car antenna—before she had bested her, and now Gail was her devoted slave for life, and would do whatever she was told, because of the power of Jisi's magic.

Which involved running naked through the streets of goblinlaw, saddled and bridled and the rest of it. It wasn't as unusual a sight as it would have been in humanlaw, for all that there were more humans in humanlaw. Here, Gail overtook a human man pulling a rickshaw filled with half a dozen goblins, and here and there, easily visible because they towered over the crowds, were other humans jogging along with goblins on their backs. She even spotted a team of six women, with matching blonde hair and jewelry, pulling a single fat little goblin man in a carriage. Even so, most of the goblins and the smattering of humans on the streets were fully dressed, and Gail, with her saddle with the suitcase strapped to it, with her tail and her nose ring and the nipple rings that Jisi had cajoled her into putting in before the flight because she looked so pretty in them, was definitely drawing some attention.

Gail didn't know all the details about how things worked in goblinlaw.  Jisi was pretty confident that she knew exactly what was going on, but Jisi was always pretty confident that she knew exactly what was going on, which was why there were ink stains on a bunch of the walls at work, and why IT had put in a special rule that said that they were the only people who were allowed to touch the printers, even if it was just a paper jam, even if the person who was going to fix it knew everything there was to know about printers and was also a powerful wizard.

But it seemed that Jisi was right that if she showed up riding Gail, people in goblinlaw would be impressed.  Maybe it was just a question of how many humans there were in goblinlaw, relative to how many goblins?  Or maybe it was because Jisi was riding with the sort of absolute confidence that she had about everything, and when Gail had met other goblins from goblinlaw, they'd been a little worried about getting too close to humans from humanlaw, as they were very large, relative to goblins.

Or maybe it was just that they wanted Gail, and it was immediately clear by looking at them that Jisi was the one who had Gail.

Since she'd started dating Jisi, Gail had been doing a lot of running. Even with the extra weight of the suitcase, a few blocks of brisk jogging wasn't enough to make her flushed and short of breath these days. Which meant that the fact that she was flushed and short of breath had more to do with being in the open like that, naked, watched, everyone knowing that Jisi had her and could do whatever she wanted with her.

Suddenly Jisi gave a jerk on the reins attached to Gail's bridle. "Oh! Here! We're here!"

'Here' was a building in a haphazard mixture of architectural styles, like a brutalist cube with a witch's cottage stuck onto one side and a Victorian factory with billowing smokestacks on the other. There was a wrought-iron gate, with a granite statue of a vaguely humanoid creature with long tusks and bulging muscles standing next to it, and the letters AT&OT carved over it.

"The offices of Amalgamated Things & Other Things!" Jisi announced. "Where all shall learn to tremble at the name of Mistress Jisi of the Black Flame!"

Gail snorted, by which she meant, 'Weren't you calling yourself Jisi Anberalion the Black, or maybe Jisi of the Hidden Ward?' and Jisi smacked her with the antenna.

As strange as it looked on the outside, once they got to the boardroom, it looked more or less like any other boardroom Gail had seen, except the ceiling was a lot lower, and the executive chairs were smaller, like they belonged to a toddler's first boardroom playset.

Luckily or unluckily, Gail didn't have to worry about standing up, or sitting in one of the undersized chairs, because her job was to be Jisi's throne, and now she was finally going to find out what that meant.

As it turned out, it meant lying on her back and pulling her knees up to her chest, with her calves and feet pointed up in the air, and then getting a spell cast on her which froze her in that position. The idea was that when the vice presidents and contract managers—or whatever the goblin equivalent was—of Amalgamated Things & Other Things saw that Jisi had tamed a wild human and forced her to serve as a throne, they wouldn't dare try to cheat them by whatever means they found funniest.  The idea also was that Jisi was going to be able to sit like that, and also pay attention to the meeting. Or so Gail gathered. She wasn't sure if either of those ideas were likely to work.

The spell that froze her in place… it could be that if Jisi was a somewhat more powerful wizard, it would've done that.  As it was, it was a spell that locked Gail's muscles in place, which wasn't exactly the same thing; when Jisi leaned back against the back of Gail's calves, the calves bent a little under her weight.  If Jisi knocked her over, Gail was going to fall over.  Also, if Jisi wanted a throne where she could sit and glower down at the rest of the goblins, she probably should've arranged things a little differently, because the angle wasn't completely flat—it couldn't be, because of how people were put together—so sitting on Gail's thighs meant that Jisi kept sliding forward a little.

Also, if Jisi had wanted to pay attention to whatever it was that the goblins were arguing about, could be that she shouldn't have set things up so that Gail's pussy was right there in front of her and Gail couldn't move at all.  Because Jisi found that extremely distracting. And when Jisi started being distracted like that, Gail found that while she couldn't move much, she could wobble a bit from side to side, and if she wobbled too much she was going to fall over, and that was definitely going to harm their negotiating position.

"The problem is," said Jisi, "that you're all liars who are going to want to cheat us."

There was a round of noises from the goblins, all of whom agreed with that.

Jisi started to slide down Gail's thighs, and wiggled her butt to scoot back up, which really wasn't helping Gail keep it together. "And thus you shall have to post a bond that you would never risk losing."

The noises from the goblins at that were a lot less agreeable.

As far as Gail was concerned, the real problem wasn't that they were liars and cheaters or whatever. A much more pressing problem was that Jisi's fingers were small and strong and soft and smooth, and the two of them had been together for long enough that she knew exactly where to put them.  The spell that Jisi had cast hadn't completely worked, so Gail could move a little—she could sway a bit from side to side, she could flex her fingers on the boardroom carpet.  But what she couldn't do was move her hips in response to the pressure of Jisi's fingers.

That was the real problem.

Jisi's finger dipped inside of her, spread her wetness up to her clit, swirled around it.  Gail's joints were locked up, or at least they felt like they were locked up, but there were still muscles working inside her. Her heart kept beating, and her lungs kept moving air, and she still made noises when Jisi did that.  Nothing from her mouth, because Jisi had fed her a be-quiet pill, but she snorted, and Jisi snuggled up a little tighter into that angle between Gail's calves and her thighs.

"Tell you what, tell you what," said Jisi.  "If you'll agree to put seven hundred ounces of salt-pure and iron-pure refined gold into hock at the assayer's office, I'll make her come without being able to move or anything."

More muttering from the goblins, equal parts skeptical (about giving up their gold, but also about whether Jisi would be able to do what she claimed) and fascinated. The sound of wheels on carpet as they scooted over on their little executive chairs to get a closer look.

Somewhere in the haze of pleasure and maddening frustration, Gail was starting to realize that they just might pull this off. Goblins had about a million different types of fake gold, most of which would turn into something horrible when exposed to salt or iron. But there were a few types that didn't, and the goblins thought they were pretty clever when they were able to pass those off as gold to humans.  Who were okay with that deal, because whatever that fake gold was, it was about three times as conductive as actual gold, and had all sorts of industrial applications.

The only flaw in the plan was that there wasn't any way that Gail was going to be able to orgasm without being able to move.  That just wasn't how bodies worked—even if she was tied up pretty tight, she had to be able to move, just a little, to push against the soft, slick pressure of Jisi's fingers, to get that right sort of pressure and movement, and… and it seemed like at least some of the goblins that Jisi was talking to knew that.

"No, no," said Jisi.  "She isn't one of the sows that can come when their cavernous vaginal canals are filled with a giant slab of meat.  Under the ordinary course of things, she would not be able to reach orgasm in this state if there were a dozen women attending to her clitoris, each with a tongue more subtle than the next!  But I have tamed her and mastered her, and when I wish for her to achieve orgasm, she achieves it, regardless of the circumstances."

"Maybe it's a conspiracy!" said one of the goblins.  "Maybe she's not sitting on a human, maybe she's sitting on a dugong."

A corner of a goblin's face came into view, craning over Gail. "That seems unlikely. But if she does make it come, how will we even know?  If it could talk, it could—"

"It could lie!  Like the fickle cows of the sea, whose falsity and perversion—"

The way Gail was set up, she couldn't see much beyond her own legs and part of the ceiling. But she heard the sharp grin in Jisi's voice when she said, "Here, look, look. Watch this."

There was some scuffling of chairs against the carpet as Jisi's hand moved around the sides of Gail's pussy, not even touching her clit, but touching her softly, tenderly, moving around her labia, finding the places where…

"Ahaha," said a goblin, right next to her.  "It's opening and closing!  Like a fish!"

"Because she's not really frozen," said another goblin suspiciously.

"Because she's really a sea cow, and—"

"Dugongs aren't fish," said the first goblin.  "But if she's moving, she's not frozen, Mistress Jisi of the Black Flame."

Jisi hadn't moved from her perch up on Gail's thighs.  "Some muscles have to work. Obviously.  Otherwise they would die because their blood was sitting still and wasn't getting any oxygen, because the lungs weren't working.  Come on.  You know this."

"Oh," said the goblin.  "Of course.  Now put something in its gaping maw and make it come, and then prove that it had an orgasm."

"And we have a deal."

"Mm," said the goblin.  "No.  But I want to see it!"

There was more negotiation, but Gail lost track of it as Jisi's fingers traced the outline of her pussy, teasing at her clit, dipping inside her, showing the goblins just how wet Gail was, how ready she was, the incredible proportions of the penises which could penetrate her, and yet not bring her to satisfaction, in the way that only Jisi could, even if she could not move at all, frozen stock-still by her love for Jisi, and the power of Jisi's magic, a power that would lay waste to any who decided to interfere with the agreed upon completion of items four, twelve, and nineteen of the agreement that stood before them.

And then, it seemed like they'd reached some sort of accommodation.  The problem was that Gail wasn't going to be able to come without moving.  And also, that she could move, just a little, in ways that were completely irrelevant to the way that she actually wanted to move.  So it wasn't going to work, and she was going to fall over, and they were going to be out in the middle of goblinlaw, where there were bound to be problems for…

It seemed that part of the agreement was that Jisi had agreed to show them just how capacious the vaginal canal of a fully aroused sow human might be.  It also seemed that Jisi had packed a very large dildo along in their luggage.  Which… there were circumstances under which Gail might have had something to say about that.  This wasn't one of them, and not just because of the be-quiet pill.  Gail had been too far out of it to know what was happening right up until the moment when that dildo slid into her.  She was still frozen, still unable to push back and move the way she needed to move, but Jisi had been right about what would fill her up, when she was as turned on as she was just then.

The width of it, the weight of it… she needed it, but she didn't need it to just sit there.  She needed Jisi.  And then Jisi climbed back up onto the back of Gail's thighs, while a pair of curious goblins stood next to her.  One of them poked her cheek, and seemed moderately satisfied with the results.  And Jisi started touching Gail, rocking the dildo deeper in time with the touches, and a wave of heat washed over her. She felt so good, but it wasn't enough, and it couldn't be enough. It wasn't possible.

And yet.  There was the pressure of the dildo inside of her, the smooth, soft touch of Jisi's fingers, exactly as firm as it needed to be, slick and knowing and perfect, first one angle, then another one.  There wasn't any way that Gail could come without being able to move, but she could feel the heat building, feel her breath quickening, her skin alive, everywhere, her face and her pussy and her fingers and her toes, and… there wasn't any way that she could come without being able to move, but she did.

It was the strangest feeling she'd ever had. The pleasure was cresting and moving through her like a live wire, but she couldn't move or twist with it; her muscles clenched and twisted and she couldn't blink or even breathe. It seemed to last forever, and when it was done, and Gail finally managed a ragged breath, feeling both absolutely boneless and also still frozen into place, Jisi gave her pussy a pat. It would have made Gail shudder except that she couldn't shudder any more than she could move her hips. She was just there, frozen, finished.

"I don't think that she came," said one of the goblins.

"That's because you lack the capacity to bring a woman of any species to orgasm!" said another one.  "Look at her drooling!  That is what human women do when they're satisfied."

"I think that's what they look like after lobotomies," a third goblin piped up. "Are you confusing lobotomies with orgasms?"

The conversation went on.  It was hard to tell, but it seemed like the goblins had more or less accepted that Jisi had been able to bring Gail to orgasm, and that proved the power of her magic, because surely, only a wizard could bring a woman to orgasm.  Or something along those lines.  Was it sufficient to get them to agree to a binding contract that would give Jisi and Gail the fake plywood they needed? Hard to say. But the thing about the roles that they'd chosen was that Gail didn't have to think about any of that.  She had to lie there and not fall over, and the fact that almost all of her muscles were frozen made that easier than it otherwise would've been.

Only, the spell holding her muscles frozen was fading.  It wasn't just that Gail could flex her fingers and maybe wobble a bit—she could move her arms, and her legs were starting to feel like… well, like she was lying on her back with her legs folded up to her chest, and there was a goblin sitting on the back of her thighs, and not like someone who was frozen by a spell.

Which was tricky, at best.  Jisi had to have noticed that instead of remaining perfectly still, Gail was shifting her legs around, trying to find a comfortable position while at the same time not giving away the fact that Jisi's magic wasn't nearly as good as she was trying to convince the decision makers of Amalgamated Things & Other Things that it was.  But instead of calling the meeting to an end and dispelling what was left of her spell, she was chatting amiably with the… director of something?  Acquisitions and Development, maybe?  "Oh, yeah, working with AT&OT is a cushy job, they don't even do promotions by combat any more, so you don't even have to keep in training here, what's it like in humanlaw?  I mean, sure, a wizard could take on the executive suite no problem, but if someone's hired without magical skills, how would they be able to match humans in a melee?"

"Allies!" said Jisi.  "You must assemble a cadre of allies within the corporate structure.  Also humans don't do promotion by physical combat. But… you know.  Same principles apply.  You command the loyalty of those below you, and exploit the fissures in the ranks above.  It's invigorating!"

Not that Jisi actually had any subordinates at work—whatever she had going on with Gail didn't count; they'd had to go to HR and fill out forms that said so and everything. And maybe she wasn't entirely wrong about how you got a promotion in humanlaw, but there were also year-end reviews, and sometimes you were given actual tasks to do, and if you didn't do them you'd get in trouble, even if you had been exploiting the fissures in the upper ranks.

Admittedly, while most of Gail's actual tasks involved things like spreadsheets and going over expense reports, her current task was to hold an uncomfortable position and act like she was being magically held in that position. And try not to say anything about any of that, because she was pretty sure that her be-quiet pill had also worn off. It was hard, and it was straining muscles that she normally didn't use.

In the meantime, Jisi was talking to the goblins there about how pensions worked differently in humanlaw—it wasn't just the things that you happened to steal while you were working, for one thing—and she started stroking Gail's pussy again.  Just idly, like she was playing with an executive desk toy, one of those sets of clacking balls or spinning concentric rings. Gail was pretty worn out after that impossible orgasm, but just being used, being functional like that—shifting to relieve the tension in her legs slid imperceptibly into shifting against Jisi's fingers, chasing the little shivers of pleasure.

At least, Gail thought it was imperceptible—she barely noticed she was doing it herself, and she was pretty sure none of the other goblins did—but Jisi perceived it, and gave Gail's pussy a stinging little slap. Which felt as good in its own way as what she'd been doing before.

It also meant that Jisi understood exactly what was going on. She knew that the spells and the pill had worn off, and that Gail was straining to hold her position, and that she really should stop talking to those goblins and make their excuses so that Gail could get up and stretch, but she wasn't doing that because she enjoyed tormenting Gail. And it wasn't going to be too long before Gail collapsed and exposed Mistress Jisi of the Black Flame as a junior accountant who'd cheated on a mail-order correspondence course for magic, and neither of them were going to get the bonus that Jisi had already spent.

Gail snorted angrily, the way the be-quiet pills had taught her to snort when she needed to let Jisi know that she was starting to get peeved, which got her a gentle pat on her pussy instead of another slap, and which didn't actually make Jisi stop what she was doing.

If she kept pushing it, it was all going to fall apart, but unless Gail actually wanted to dump Jisi off her legs and punt her across the boardroom—a prospect that seemed increasingly tempting, bonus or no bonus—there was nothing she could do but try to stay still and take it.

And by the time Jisi finally got down off of the back of Gail's thighs, Gail was sweaty and achy and turned on, and feeling like an idiot for being proud of the way that she'd been able to hold the position well enough that the other goblins hadn't realized that Jisi's spell had worn off.

Jisi snapped her fingers like she was lifting the spell, and Gail took that as her cue to stop pretending. She just flopped over onto her side, because she didn't have the strength to stand up—she wasn't even sure she could have stood up; she hadn't been standing since they'd come inside, and the ceilings were pretty low. When she stretched out her legs, they burned, they had been so tightened up by that pose. She gave a deep groan, which made remaining goblins scuttle out of the room in terror.

"There there," said Jisi. "There there!"

Gail frowned, and Jisi laughed and kissed her, her little lips soft and hot against Gail's.

Then she leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I knew you could hold it, you're so strong and perfect."

Gail just gave another angry little snort. It felt like the only possible response to that.

"If you weren't so strong and so pretty, I wouldn't be tempted to push you so hard." Jisi tousled her hair and kissed her again. "Now, let's get you down to the stables, where you'll get a nice blanket and a bucket of oats!"

"The stables," said Gail.

"Oh, yes," said Jisi. "Amalgamated Things & Other Things is a very large and important firm, and they often have high-status guests, though none with steeds as fine as you. They even have a gate troll!"

"A gate troll," said Gail. There were a lot of times when she found herself just repeating the things that Jisi said, because there were a lot of times when Jisi would just say the craziest things, over and over. "Is that like a lawn gnome?"

"Do not get me started on lawn gnomes," Jisi muttered darkly. "If any lawn gnome dares to show its dimpled little face around here, it will know the wrath of Mistress Jisi of the Black Flame! I shall—well, anyway. You will have a nice night, and I'll put a sleeping pill in the bottom of your bucket of oats, so that you'll get a good night's sleep, and I'll have a surprise for you tomorrow morning."

Instead of repeating the last thing that Jisi had said, Gail gave an irritated snort. "I thought we'd be gone tomorrow," she said, when that snort didn't seem to make her meaning clear.

"Well." Jisi drew the word out. "Tomorrow night, I think. After sunset. There are still a few details that we need to work out, and I'm not sure that they appreciate the full might of my powers."

"Uh huh," said Gail.

Jisi kissed her again. "Orrrrrr, we could wrap things up and leave tonight, but this way will be more fun. You love fun! And also it will leave the fools of AT&OT more impressed by my incredible powers and beautiful steed. And we'll have a way to turn a tremendous profit! Now, be a good girl and come along to the stables, and maybe I'll eat your pussy a little before it's time for you to go to sleep."

Gail was tired and grumpy and she'd just had a pretty big orgasm, and her legs hurt—they hurt, dammit, holding them in place like that for that long had really hurt and she still hadn't been able to fully stretch out in the stupid goblin-sized boardroom. "Not maybe," she said. "And not just a little."

Instead of answering, Jisi gave her a wicked, pointy smile.

"No!" said Gail. "Not maybe."

"Okay." Jisi's tone was more than a little patronizing.  "But only for a little. After you start eating. You're going to have to wake up early, and it's going to be important that you be excited to face the challenges of the day, because… well, you know. So a little cunnilingus, but you can't orgasm, and you have to take your sleepy pill like a good girl."

"Jisi," said Gail, a warning growl in her voice.

Jisi cocked her head to the side, looked at Gail like she was ready to hear whatever it was that she had to say, eyes wide open, hands behind her back.

"Fine," said Gail.

Jisi laughed, clapped her hands. Pulled Gail in for a third, harder kiss. "You're perfect. Now, follow along."

Gail followed along, crawling behind Jisi not because she was exhausted and subservient, but because she was too tall to stand up without bumping her head in the goblin offices, and she didn't know where to go.

She was also exhausted and subservient, but that wasn't the point.

The point was that her legs hurt from lying curled up on her back, and by the time she got to the stables, her knees hurt from crawling around on carpets, and then from crawling up and down stairs, and then from crawling on concrete, because the stables were in the basement and the basement didn't have carpets.

On the other hand, the stables were cleaner than she'd expected, a row of stalls with fresh straw on the floors, and lanterns in the rafters shedding a dim light. Jisi led Gail into one stall and attached her nose ring to the bar at the back with a length of chain, so she couldn't stand up even though the ceiling in the stables was high enough. The oats that Jisi had been threatening her turned out to be, like, a bucket of granola, and as it turned out, Gail was hungry enough that a bucket of granola looked pretty good. And also, while she was eating her granola, Jisi combed out her hair, and her tail, and it felt really nice and comfortable.

Not quite as nice and comfortable as when Jisi moved underneath her and started licking. Gail knew that she wasn't supposed to come, and she also knew that she was absolutely going to come if she moved with Jisi's mouth the way she wanted to even a little bit. And, as Jisi had just demonstrated to the assembled boardroom of Amalgamated Things & Other Things, even that wasn't a guarantee. But Jisi was going to be disappointed if Gail finished, and Gail would go to sleep even more sore and grumpy than she already was. And whatever surprise Jisi had planned for next morning wasn't going to be as much fun as it would be if it went the way that Jisi planned.

There were a few other problems with the situation. One was that Jisi had just sort of tossed the sleeping pill into the granola. Another was that eating while receiving oral sex was not a skill that Gail had ever developed.  She wanted Jisi to eat her out, but she was trying to keep her nose chain out of the bucket and she couldn't, and she couldn't reach the bottom with her tongue without dipping in. And also, Jisi was very good at giving oral sex.  So very good.  If this didn't work, it was Jisi's fault, really.

Gail moaned into her granola as Jisi's tongue swirled around her clit, lapped at the entrance to her pussy, found the places where Gail was the most ready and the most sensitive, and then…

The next mouthful of granola tasted a bit different than all the previous mouthfuls of granola, and Gail slumped down onto the straw covering the floor of her stall. She was just barely aware of Jisi slipping out from under her, right before she collapsed down from being on all fours to lying on her stomach, face in a mostly empty granola bucket, nose ring chained to a bar in front of her. The last thing that she remembered was Jisi's happy little giggle, and the way her own tail swished in response, even if she was almost completely asleep by that point.  She was also kind of sad that she hadn't had an orgasm—she'd gotten pretty close, at the end there—but also proud of herself for being able to hold it back.  And then she was gone, asleep fast and hard and totally.

Jisi might not be as powerful a wizard as she wanted everyone to think, but she did put together a pretty good sleeping pill.

Good enough that Gail didn't wake up until someone emptied a bucket of cold water over her head.

Gasping and sputtering, Gail shook the water out of her hair and blindly shot out both hands, which fastened around a skinny little goblin neck.

Jisi's voice rang out imperiously. "Release him, thrall!"

So it wasn't Jisi that Gail was choking. She should've figured. Jisi was too fast and had too much experience with Gail to get caught like that. Gail opened her eyes, or tried to, but one of them was glued shut with soggy granola, and she couldn't wipe it off without letting go. So she opened her eye.

Monocularly, she saw a goblin man in a suit—maybe one of the ones from the meeting? She hadn't really gotten a good look at any of them—his eyes wide and bulging, hands scrabbling weakly at hers.

"Well," said an impossibly deep voice.  "I'm not going to say he doesn't deserve it.  But I would appreciate it if he were to be released unharmed."

Gail looked up.  And then she looked further up.

She remembered seeing a granite statue on their way into the offices of AT&OT, but she hadn't been paying that much attention at the time, since she'd been running pretty hard and carrying more weight than usual, so she'd mostly been thinking about how nice it was going to be to stop running. There definitely hadn't been anyone guarding the gate, let alone…

Whatever there'd been, there was a gate troll there now.  It was stone-gray, ten, maybe fifteen feet tall, wearing nothing but a loincloth, which made it clear just how powerfully muscled he was—each of his arms was bigger than Gail, and broader.  And up, way, way, up, his eyes were bright as diamonds.

"It's not that they aren't annoying," the troll went on, eyes glinting with lazy humor.  "But I find them endearing.  And I have been tasked to remain here and to see that they are not excessively damaged."

Gail dropped the goblin she was holding, who scampered off to the side, chattering excitedly.

"Surprise!" said Jisi. She had mentioned a surprise earlier, hadn't she? And she'd said that Gail couldn't have an orgasm, so that she'd be enthusiastic for… oh no.

Gail wiped the granola out of her eyes and said, as calmly as she could manage, "Jisi, there is absolutely no way that is going to fit."

The troll's loincloth twitched.  Just a little.  Just enough to show that Gail was completely right.

"You are forgetting the vast and fathomless depths of my magical abilities," Jisi announced grandly. Another goblin muttered something in an undertone that Gail didn't quite catch, and Jisi snickered and added, "And the vast and fathomless depths of your vagina!"

It wasn't easy for Gail to wrench her eyes away from the troll's… everything. Or to see around him, for that matter. But she managed to get a look at Jisi, who looked excited and happy but whose ears were also drooping a little with concern. A whole group of other goblins were clustered around her, including that one who was rubbing his throat and looking at Jisi with profound respect.

So that was one who would probably think twice before breaking the contract, anyway.

What Gail really wanted to do was ask if Jisi was absolutely sure about this, but that would break the character that they'd been trying to present.

Well, she'd trusted her up until that point.  Gail sighed, which made Jisi's ears perk up and her grin get bigger.

"As you command," said Gail.  Fortunately, most of the goblins that Jisi had talked to the day before hadn't spent much time in humanlaw, so they weren't great at picking up sarcasm.  And, at least judging by the way Jisi started clapping and dancing around, neither was she.  At least not right then.

"Okay, okay, okay," said Jisi, when she'd finally calmed down enough to talk.  "Now you have to lie down.  No, not like that, on your back."

As Gail started to turn onto her back, she noticed for the first time that she wasn't lying on the same clean straw that she'd passed out on, but instead on pavement. And it wasn't dark because the lanterns were turned down, but because the entire sky was gray with a pre-dawn light. At some point, somebody—or a group of goblins, most likely—had carried Gail back out onto the street in front of AT&OT's gate, and she'd been too deeply asleep to register it.

And while goblins were pretty good at a lot of things, public services like sanitation weren't necessarily any of them.  Well, if Gail caught some disease, there wasn't any way that Jisi was going to avoid catching it, given the way that she'd eat all of Gail's leftovers, including things that weren't in any way leftovers. So Gail lay down on the pavement and let Jisi move her around the way that she wanted, so that she could work her magic.

Mostly, the magic that Jisi did involved pills and potions and things like that.  They had a setup for her in the garage, where she had cauldrons and where she could dry herbs and sometimes animal skins, and sometimes fake animal skins, because how was the magic going to know if she'd gotten the skin off of an actual frog, or off of one of those very frog-like fishing lures that people used for bass and which were fun to steal, except when she got caught by the hooks.

This time, it involved drawing things on Gail's stomach with a very cold paint.

"It's a magical paint!" Jisi explained to the assembled crowd.  "Made with only the rarest and most sought-after ingredients."  Hopefully, that didn't involve the fishing lure skins, because whatever Jisi said, Gail was pretty sure that those didn't count as being frogs.  Or as having skins.

The troll knelt next to her; Gail could feel the jolt when his knee touched the pavement.  "And this," he said, poking Gail's stomach just over where Jisi was working, "will increase her capacity."

"It shall make her somewhat stretchier than she already is! Not that she needs much assistance in that regard.  She's very promiscuous!" Jisi looked over her shoulder at the rest of the goblins.  "Er, she's very promiscuous now that I have mastered her, of course. Before then she would only have sex with people who she knew, and only one of them at a time."

The way she said it, it was pretty obvious that she was lying, although, for once, she was telling the truth.  Gail snorted irritably, which made a smile cross the troll's massive face.  "They are charming, aren't they?" he said.

Gail managed a nod and said, "In their way." It came out as a bit more of a squeak than she'd meant it to, but the thing about that troll was that he was very, very large.  And also he was a troll.

His smile widened. "You don't object, then."

"No," said Gail.  She was… apprehensive, call it.  But at the same time, she trusted Jisi.  She'd trusted Jisi thus far and… well, it'd ended up with her lying naked on a sidewalk, way too early in the morning, getting magical sigils painted on her stomach so that a troll could fuck her without tearing her up inside.  So it wasn't like trusting Jisi had brought her somewhere that she'd really intended to wind up.  But it hadn't actually caused her any real harm, and there'd definitely been a lot of fun involved, and she wasn't going to disappoint.

Besides, she was curious.

"Ah," said the troll.  He touched her face. His fingers were big and blunt and there was a sense of incredible power there, tightly under control.  Then he stood up, and she got a look at what was waiting under the loincloth. There wasn't any way that thing was going inside of her.  At least a foot long, thick, a darker gray than the rest of him, blunt and stiff, with a slit at the top that…

"Jisi," said Gail warningly.

"There, there!" Jisi patted Gail's pussy.  "Humans are not cross-fertile with trolls.  Not even in rare cases, which would be extremely interesting to researchers and would earn me a lot of money if I was able to arrange for such an occurrence!  You have no cause for alarm at all."

That wasn't really Gail's most immediate concern at the moment.

Jisi finished painting the last sigil on Gail's belly and scampered up to whisper, hot breath tickling Gail's ear. "Don't worry. You will have a good time, and nobody will ever doubt my powers, and you have to remember that you are a giant slutty whore and you can take any penis in the entire world."

"But—"

Jisi was holding something out to her.  One of the be-quiet pills.  Gail looked at her, and Jisi looked back. She was trying for serious and imperious, but Gail could tell she was feeling a little stress, and really wanted Gail to take the pill, so she took the pill.

Jisi smiled, and as Gail smiled helplessly back, she could feel her heart racing, her blood rushing in anticipation, the way it did when she was running towards a fence she knew she couldn't clear, and Jisi gave the signal to jump.

And then Jisi's magical patterns moved from her belly lower down, and it felt kind of weird.  Not bad.  Maybe a little bit the opposite of bad.  But weird.  And then, suddenly, the very opposite of bad. Like the moment of a jump when her feet left the ground, and she was flying—

"It's still not possible," said one of the goblins.  "He will split her in half, and then there will be two of her."

"No, no," said another one.  "That's earthworms.  Humans—"

"It will serve," the troll rumbled, and the goblin who'd been confidently holding forth on what happened when you split humans in half shut up with a squeak.

Then the troll reached down, slid one massive hand underneath Gail, and scooped her up.  Just that one hand went almost all the way around her waist.  He held her up so they were looking eye to eye.  Gail hesitated, and then gave him a little nod.  He nodded back and turned her around.

One hand spanned her entire belly, trapping her own much smaller hand beneath it and pinning her arm to her side, while his fingers sank into her opposite hip. His other hand wrapped around her shoulders, pinning her other arm but leaving her breasts exposed, her nipples achingly sensitive in the chill pre-dawn air. He was holding her nearly horizontally, suspended above the street, looking down at the crowd of goblins, all of who were looking up at her, open-mouthed.

And then she felt his cock pushing against her.  Broad and blunt and heavy, a slightly pebbled texture to his skin. It felt like if he squeezed his hands, he could crack her open like an egg, but instead he was gently but firmly pushing her back towards his cock, and it was going to go in.  One way or another, it was going to go in.

The be-quiet pill meant that the noises that Gail would've made weren't noises; it was just air going out of her lungs.  She wriggled in the troll's grasp, tilting her hips against him, trying to accommodate his massive girth. It found the right spot, the right angle, and it pushed in, and the spell that Jisi had cast was working, because Gail opened up around him, with a surge of heat, and… if she'd been able to make any noises, she'd have made some very different noises then.

The goblins looking up at her didn't know any of that.  They were watching, eyes wide, mouths open, as the troll pushed Gail back towards him, his impossibly long and impossibly thick cock filling her up completely.

Jisi knew, though.  Gail could see it in her grin, tilting her head all the way back so she could devour Gail with her eyes.  Jisi knew, and she'd probably set up the whole damn trip because this was what she'd wanted to do to Gail, and there weren't any trolls in humanlaw.  Gail was naked and there were magical sigils on her belly and she was being fucked out in the street by a troll, but it was the look in Jisi's eyes that made her blush and turn her head away.  Jisi had known all that, and she'd set up all that, and she'd probably had a million other reasons to arrange everything the way that she had, but at least one of the reasons why she'd set it all up like that was because she knew that Gail would like it.

Without Jisi's spell, Gail wouldn't have liked it at all—she wasn't sure that she'd have been able to survive it.  The troll's dick was too wide and too thick and too hard and much too long. It went all the way up inside her, pushing deeper than it should have been possible for anything to go, stiff as a rod, all the way in.

There was no escaping it. Gail writhed as he jammed her all the way down, right to the base, completely full, completely impaled.

"It would be possible to cast this spell on any sow human," said Jisi.  "Their own boars have very large penises—not quite as long, but very large—so they have the space between their bones to allow this.  But only a steed as naturally promiscuous as mine can enjoy this sort of penetration."

"There's no possible way that she's enjoying that," said one of the goblins, sounding awed.

"Is she dead?" asked another.

"She's squirming around," Jisi pointed out.  "That's something that sow humans will do when they're alive, and not when they're dead."

"Ahhh," said the goblins in unison.

The crowd and the comments weren't doing much to distract Gail from the overwhelming sensation, and the troll didn't seem to notice them at all. Once he was satisfied that Gail could take it without rupturing, he started speeding up, changing the angle he was holding her at, thrusting up at the same time as he pushed her down onto his cock. Before too long Gail could tell that he'd found the pace and position he was looking for, because he was groaning, a sound like rocks grinding against each other.

She couldn't get any leverage to push back against him, even if she'd wanted to. She'd had the sort of sex before where her partner was using her to get off, rather than doing something with the two of them, but it'd never been quite so intense. The troll was using her like a fleshlight, pulling her up and pushing her back down on the rock-hard length of his cock.

Gail's toes stretched and flexed in midair as she gave herself over to the sensation. It was being used that was getting her so hot, but it was also how she was being used.  The troll's cock had gotten bigger inside of her.  A foot and a half long?  Longer?  Gail had never been that full in her life.  She'd never be that full again, not without Jisi's magic.  Every thrust stretched her out and open, the movement getting smoother, slicker, as her wetness spread further down the length of his cock.

The troll's pace picked up, his massive hands trembling, and Gail's already ragged breath caught with a thrill of danger. He'd been careful with her so far, but if he lost control…

Gail looked down, saw Jisi standing there in the awed little crowd of goblins.  She was looking happy and proud and turned on, and Gail trusted her.  If she thought it was safe, it was safe.  Even if… and then, suddenly, instead of speeding up, the troll stopped moving, holding her in place. She panted silently, ready for him to finish, and getting nothing instead.

Jisi gave her the biggest imaginable grin, eyes bright in the first light of dawn. The first… Gail looked up in time to see the sun rising over the broken-tooth skyline of the goblinlaw city. Held as she was, there was no way she could turn around and get a look at the troll.  But she was pretty sure that if she did, she'd see that statue she'd almost overlooked when they'd come into the building in the first place.

A lot of the stories that people told about magic weren't true at all.  But the part about trolls turning to stone in the daylight was, as it turned out, legit.

"Ahaha!" said a goblin.  "That's great, he's going to be so disappointed when he wakes up and she's not there."

"How is she not going to be there?" asked another one.  "She's stuck on pretty good."

"Stuck in pretty good, more like.  His penis is as tall as I am and almost all of it is inside of her!"

There was some back-and-forth about how yes, he was short, but surely he wasn't that short, unless maybe he was, because his mother was a pixie, and then there was a brief fistfight to settle that issue, and which did not settle that issue.  As it was being worked out, Jisi left, and then came back with a ladder, which she climbed up so that she was face-to-face with Gail.

"You owe me one," she said.

Gail gave her a look.

Jisi laughed. "Behold! You're being fucked by the biggest penis in the whole world, all day long."

First of all, Gail wasn't sure that it was the largest penis in the world. There were all sorts of things in the world.  Probably bigger trolls, for one.

Second, having something inside of her wasn't the same as actually being fucked.

Third, and most importantly, while Gail was in no position to deny that she enjoyed getting fucked—with penises, even—getting fucked all day by the largest penis in the world wasn't something that she'd ever wanted or asked for.

Hopefully, the next look she gave Jisi implied all three of those things.

"Oh, come on." Jisi kissed Gail's cheek.  "It's not so bad.  I will come here and massage your shoulders, and your tail means that you don't have to poop, and I'll bring a bucket so that you can urinate into it, and everyone who passes by will say, 'who is that incredibly beautiful wild human, who is so lascivious that she can have intercourse with a troll,' and maybe I will leave a plaque beneath you to announce that you are my wild human, and they will be awestruck by my magical ability and your sexual capacity."

Gail gave an annoyed little snort.

Jisi kissed her nose.  "Now, if you want me to add that they are free to handle you if they want, you should snort twice."

Gail looked at her.

"It will be less uncomfortable for you if your vagina is constantly producing natural lubrication," Jisi explained, grinning widely.  "Which you get by being aroused, and you get aroused when you are handled sexually by random people you don't know!  I know this because I've seen it."

The thing about making an angry noise about that was that Jisi could decide that it meant that Gail had agreed with her.

"Please?" said Jisi.  "I'll say that they have to be gentle with you, or they shall face the wrath of a wizard powerful enough to put them into this position, and they will not do anything that will cause damage or I shall see them and sue them, and also if one of them manages to touch you right, you're allowed to have an orgasm."

Gail frowned at her, right up until the point when Jisi's ears started to droop a little.

Then Gail snorted twice.


Load Bearing – Excerpt

Gail was hanging over a street in goblinlaw. Before sunrise, she'd been held in the powerful arms of the troll that guarded the entrance to Amalgamated Things & Other Things, a goblinlaw company that had contracted to provide the raw materials for the flat-pack furniture that Gail's own company manufactured. Now, she was still being held in the troll's arms, but they'd been turned to stone. And so had the rest of him, including his very large cock that was all the way up inside of Gail, and was going to stay there at least until sundown, when he would (presumably, hopefully) turn into flesh again.

Under ordinary circumstances, there was no way it would have fit. But then, Gail wasn't even sure what qualified as ordinary circumstances anymore, ever since she'd started dating Jisi, another junior accountant in her department who was also a goblin and a wizard. Jisi's wizard certification came from a correspondence course which she'd cheated on, but Gail had seen her do some impressive things. Including painting the sigils on Gail's belly that had increased her capacity, so that, instead of splitting her open in a very unsexy way, the troll's cock just made her feel satisfyingly full, and she kept trying to use her limited movement to grind her hips back against it, to get a little bit of the movement she craved from the unmoving stone.

Before he'd petrified, the troll had been taking her from behind, his massive hands pinning her arms to her sides as he held her almost horizontally above the city street. He was about… eight feet, maybe ten feet tall? Which meant that Gail was dangling in his grip five or so feet off the ground, well above the heads of most goblins. As the sun rose higher and the street filled up with crowds, they stopped to stare up with awe in their little green faces, and lust, and the sort of curiosity that made Jisi keep poking the bug zapper that Gail had gotten for the porch, no matter how many times it shocked her.

Just being looked at like that, unable to escape their stares, was enough to raise a flush on Gail's skin and to make her squirm a little more urgently in the troll's grip. But that would have been all they could do to her, if it hadn't been for two things.

The first was that, when Jisi had gone to take care of whatever business she had to take care of that day—more negotiations with the executives of AT&OT? Whatever, it wasn't Gail's responsibility, thank goodness—she'd left behind a ladder, chained to the troll's ankle so that no enterprising goblin could run off with it.

The second thing was that Gail's legs were dangling down—not enough to touch the pavement, but within reach of goblins who weren't enterprising enough, or trusting enough, to actually climb the ladder.

It became clear that this was a problem when one of the goblins who'd been gaping up at her, with a shock of pink hair sticking straight up, suddenly darted around behind Gail and started tickling the soles of her feet.

Gail gasped in helpless laughter as she instinctively tried to twist out of the way. But although she could move her legs more than any other part of her body, she still couldn't move them very far, and the goblin just followed, with her small, quick, tickly goblin fingers.

"Oh hey, look at this!" said another goblin, tapping the plaque that Jisi had hung from one of the rungs of the ladder at about goblin eye-level. "It says here that Mistress Jisi of the Black Flame's magical powers are so vast that she was able to compel a wild-caught human into this position! And that she shall inflict a tenfold doom upon any who inflict permanent damage upon this, her most prized possession!"

"I know! Isn't it great?" crowed the pink-haired goblin. Tickle, tickle, tickle. Gail was laughing so hard that she was afraid she was going to throw up, or pass out from lack of oxygen. "I'm not inflicting any damage at all!"

That was true. It was also true that Jisi hadn't said anything about Gail inflicting damage on them.

It was a little tricky, because the angles weren't the best, and Gail wasn't in complete control of her movements, and she couldn't actually see the little tickling asshole. But eventually her flailing foot connected with something, and a terrified or possibly delighted scream was cut off in a whuff of expelled breath, along with what might have been the sound of a goblin body being punted across the uneven pavement, and the tickling stopped. A few seconds later, the pink-haired goblin reappeared in Gail's field of vision, looking worse for wear and fleeing down the street, whooping the whole time.

Goblins being goblins, this did nothing to discourage the rest of them. The only reason that Gail's reprieve lasted long enough for her to catch her breath was that a fistfight broke out at the bottom of the ladder to settle who could climb up it first.

Gail's pussy was completely taken up by the troll's cock, and the enchanted butt-plug that Jisi had made, with the tail at the end of it, filled her asshole. And the way the ladder was set up, it would have required a certain amount of athleticism for any of the goblins to get their junk into her mouth, even if they'd be willing to take that risk. So they weren't actually trying to have sex with her. But there were a lot of things that they could do which didn't involve putting things inside of her, and they did most of them.

Human breasts, for instance, weren't just bigger than goblin breasts in absolute terms. They were proportionally bigger than goblin breasts—at least Gail's were proportionally bigger than the average goblin's—and because they were bigger in absolute terms, they moved around more than goblin breasts did. And since Gail was being held more or less parallel to the street, they would sway beneath her when, for instance, a goblin would grab one with both hands and sort of throw it at the other one. Also, proportions being what they were, her nipples were a lot bigger than most goblins had ever seen, and the fact that they stiffened when she was turned on was remarkable and remarked upon, especially when goblins wanted to show off how good they were at turning a sow human on.

Which, for the record, they weren't. In the time she'd spent in goblinlaw, Gail had seen a few other humans, with goblins riding on their shoulders or pulling rickshaws full of goblins or just walking around, but on the whole, humans were pretty rare in goblinlaw, just like goblins were in humanlaw. For most of the goblins swarming her, it was probably the first time they'd ever touched a human woman, and under ordinary circumstances, they'd never have caused enough of a response to convince their friends that human nipples were sensitive like that.

But, as things were… she was in goblinlaw, and she'd been given a be-quiet pill and left impaled on a penis that was too large to fit inside of her, and literally anyone walking by could do whatever they wanted to her. It was hot enough that Gail found herself responding to some deeply inexpert handling.

Jisi had said that Gail was allowed to come if any of the passerby could make her. Gail had dismissed it as an empty promise at the time, and it still seemed pretty unlikely. But there were a few moments there, poked and prodded by dozens of curious fingers, when it seemed like maybe, if she could just move a little more…

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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