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Load Bearing

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…

Gradually, the initial clamor wound down as the goblins got bored and wandered off, or had their attention captured by some new shiny thing. Others came to replace them, but not all at once; before long, Gail was getting a minute or two to breathe every so often when no one was doing anything to her. Not that she could really keep track of time.

Then a group of goblins decided to have a bit of fun with her. Two of them climbed up onto her back and pretended to be flying through the skies like that, while the third one, a studious little woman with glasses that were too big for her face, concentrated on Gail's pussy.

Gail was spread open around the giant stone mass of the troll's cock, and there was no way that anything else was going to fit inside her. But that wasn't what the spectacled goblin was interested in. She had a paintbrush with her, and a little jar of oil—from the corner of her eye, Gail could see the jar tottering on the top of the ladder—and the goblin took her time brushing oil onto Gail's pussy, making sure to get every fold of skin on both sides, using her tiny little fingers to make sure that Gail was fully coated before she started running Gail's skin between her fingers, sometimes pinching it so that it was just on the verge of hurting too much, sometimes just stroking softly, like she was savoring the sensation of Gail's skin.

The be-quiet pill had faded by that point. Gail found that out when she started whimpering. She could tell the goblins to… she could say all sorts of things. Instead, she moved with the goblin woman's touches. Gail couldn't get out of the troll's grip, or off his troll's cock, but as she moved, she could feel that thing inside of her, and if the goblin woman would just… she wouldn't just, though. Maybe because she didn't know how, maybe because she was interested in something other than making Gail feel good. Whatever it was, she kept touching her, and she kept touching her in ways that made her respond, giving Gail's clit soft, slow strokes when it looked like Gail was slowing down, but never giving the steady pressure there that Gail needed.

Up on her back, the two goblin men had stopped pretending they were flying, and instead had sat down to eat lunch. Then one of them started doodling something on the side of Gail's butt, and the other one tried to get her tail loose by finding the end and pulling on it. He didn't get the tail out, but it did hurt, because the hair in the tail had come from Gail's head, and it was enchanted to feel like it was still attached to her head, so her scalp stung like he'd just given her hair a hard yank. Also, at the same time, he'd managed to pull the butt plug out far enough so that a wider part of the plug was right at the opening to her ass.

At that point the goblin woman shouted, "Okay, okay, I got enough!" Then she scrambled down a couple of rungs of the ladder and pressed a kiss to Gail's clit.

Pressure, just where she needed it, where she was already slick with oil. Gail bucked into it, as hard as she could, with what limited movement she had—

It wasn't hard enough.

And then they all left, scampering down the street. The two men were talking, slapping each other's backs, and the woman cradled her little jar in both hands. It didn't look like it was full of oil anymore, though. It was a paler color, and didn't slosh quite like oil, thickly coating the sides of the jar instead.

But Gail's train of thought was interrupted by the sound of a familiar voice floating up to her, and the points of a familiar pair of ears coming up the ladder and into her field of view.

"That," said Jisi, "was one of my many jealous rivals. Haha! She may take some of my precious sow's fluids, but I possess all of them, as many as I wish!"

"Jisi!"

Jisi reached the top of the ladder and leaned in towards Gail with a grin and a flirt of her hips, resting her elbows on the troll petrified arm. She held a styrofoam cup in one hand. "Missed me? Don't worry. I have some coffee for you to drink, because humans love coffee, and a bucket for you to pee in, because humans urinate frequently and copiously. And after you're done with that, I will demonstrate to the assembled crowds how to stimulate a human sow sexually, in a way that will lead her to be lost in utter devotion."

Gail's arms were still pretty well pinned to her sides, so she couldn't grab Jisi and hold her and look at her. Because, yes. She had missed Jisi.

On the other hand, she wasn't sure she wanted coffee. It was early in the morning, but it wasn't as though Gail needed help in getting up and getting to work—she wasn't going anywhere until that troll turned back from stone to flesh. And, like Jisi had said, humans did urinate copiously and frequently, and they did that a little more often after they'd had their coffee. Despite everything else, Gail wasn't really looking forward to peeing into a bucket while suspended above a city street.

She had a lot to say to Jisi, but when Jisi leaned in a little further and kissed her, Gail kissed her back, sucking Jisi's lower lip into her mouth, as small and plump as a ripe berry. And when Jisi tapped Gail's jaw to signal her to open her mouth, she opened her mouth, and got another be-quiet pill, and coffee that was considerably hotter and more bitter than she would've preferred. Then, once Jisi was convinced that Gail had been appropriately coffeed, she fed her a bite of dried apple.

Not just any dried apple. A golden apple of the sun, one of the first things that Jisi had showed her that'd convinced Gail that Jisi had actual magic, and not just enough self-confidence and few enough scruples to claim that she had magic powers whether or not she did.

Even the littlest dried bit of those apples tasted really good. Its aftertaste lingered on Gail's tongue, sweet and light, longer than any natural apple could have lasted. She was still tasting it when Jisi held out a metal bucket for her to pee in, while a crowd of goblins below oohed and ahhed. Which didn't necessarily make it easier to pee with a giant stone cock up inside of her, pressing in places where she'd have rather not been pressed while she was trying to pee. But the taste was still there when Jisi left, making a big show of the weight of the bucket, and it was still there when Jisi came back to show the crowd of goblins how to stimulate a human sow sexually, in a way that led them to be lost in utter devotion.

Jisi's handjob-and-oral technique wasn't actually the reason for Gail's utter devotion, any more than the golden apples of the sun were. At least, it wasn't the whole reason for Gail's utter devotion. It was extremely good, though. Gail couldn't move much in the troll's arms, but she pushed back as much as she could in time with the strokes of Jisi's fingers and tongue, chasing that soft and smooth and insistent pressure. Until Jisi decided to pull away, just a little, to make sure that Gail wasn't going to finish until Jisi decided that she would.

In a way, it was like when she was saddled up, and Jisi was sitting on her shoulders, driving her on. Jogging was one thing, but when they were racing, Gail let Jisi decide how fast they would go, when to push and when not to. It'd been an adjustment, but it turned out that Jisi knew Gail better than Gail knew herself—sometimes, when Gail was convinced that she was completely gassed, Jisi used her car-antenna riding crop to get another burst of speed out of her. And there'd been times when Gail thought she could push through, but Jisi'd had her hold back, so that she'd have the strength to get over the hurdles coming up.

Just like that, if Gail had been the one setting the pace now, it wouldn't have taken her long to finish. When she was done, she'd have been pretty relaxed and happy about it. Whereas Jisi was making her a sweaty, snorting mess, unable to focus on anything except maybe getting that orgasm that was just right there, just a little more and she'd have it. And if Jisi allowed it, it would be a whole lot better than the sort of orgasm that left Gail feeling relaxed and happy.

"So," said Jisi. Her fingers paused mid-stroke, barely touching the heated, sensitized skin of Gail's labia.

Gail bucked her hips desperately and unsatisfyingly, without any pressure to push against, and whined in the back of her throat, which didn't make any noise because of the be-quiet pill.

Jisi gave a sharp, smug grin, like she'd heard it anyway, and went on, "The way I see it, you've got a long day ahead of you, and I wouldn't want to damage your enthusiasm, you know?"

Gail snorted angrily, which was the only sort of noise that the be-quiet pills let her make. Maybe Jisi was right about all that, but she really wanted to come.

Jisi laughed and kissed her, right over her pussy, and laughed again Gail strained helplessly toward her. "Also," she added, "you can see if anyone has learned anything from that demonstration."

Then she went back down the ladder, her face wet with Gail's juices, before going back inside to argue about delivery contracts or some such thing, leaving Gail to find out whether or not any of the goblins who'd been watching had learned enough from Jisi to get her off.

Which they very much had not. Or else they just weren't as interested in getting her off as they were in other things. Like spray painting graffiti on Gail's legs and stomach—several goblins were very keen on that. Another one cut off a big chunk of her hair, and ran down the street holding it to the top of his head, accosting other goblins, yelling, "Hello, hello I am a human! Yes, please I want something gluten free!"

By that point, the sun was almost directly overhead, and Gail was starting to get a little hungry, and she was really glad to see Jisi when she showed up again. She was even glad when Jisi hand-fed her a salad that she'd taken from the meeting she'd been in, even though it wasn't a great salad. After that, Jisi spent like an hour teasing her, getting her right up to the point of orgasm and then taking her back down, demonstrating just how much control she had over Gail to the executive goblins that she's been arguing with, and that was a pretty great hour of teasing.

Before she went back to wrap things up with AT&OT, Jisi gave Gail a rubdown with sunscreen and signed her name with marker where that goblin had cut Gail's hair, and that wasn't bad either. But then it was back to being a decoration at AT&OT's front door, which wasn't necessarily the way that she'd have chosen to spend the afternoon.

The high point, if there was one, was that the bespectacled goblin who'd stopped by earlier that morning wasn't the only one of Jisi's rivals—or other goblin wizards who'd never heard of Jisi and had no interest in her, as a rival or otherwise—who decided to turn Gail on and then collect the liquids that came out. Humans couldn't do magic, but Gail had learned that there were some substances which were only magical if they were taken by the hands of the wizard who was casting the spell, and which would be ruined if anyone else touched them. Maybe that explained why Jisi wasn't trying to run a cottage industry that involved keeping Gail turned on all the time? Still, if there was a market for that sort of thing, Gail was surprised that Jisi wasn't doing more to profit from it.

Gail had plenty of time to wonder about it between those sessions. And because Jisi was right that Gail's situation was a lot more comfortable when she was turned on, and also because it was boring hanging above the street when nobody was doing anything to her, she let her thoughts spin out into a fantasy of Jisi shackling her to the bed in the spare room, visiting her at intervals just to touch her and tease her… mainly, she wound up thinking about Jisi, and looking forward to seeing her again, maybe at dinner time?

This time, Jisi got there before the be-quiet pill ran out, so Gail didn't actually start squeaking when she saw her starting to climb the ladder. But even people who had as little experience with humans as the executives of AT&OT must have been able to tell how excited Gail was, and if they hadn't believed that Jisi had caught and tamed a wild human before then, they definitely believed it then. And again, more so, as Jisi worked Gail up into a frenzy, explaining what she was doing, and then doing it in a way that Gail couldn't have resisted even if she'd wanted to, which she really didn't. The whole thing was intense enough that Gail kind of lost track of who she was and where she was, and how much time had passed.

Right up until the sun went down, and the troll's hands suddenly tightened around Gail, and he moved her maybe an inch forward on his cock before slamming her back against him, knocking the breath out of her and driving the plug deeper into her ass at the same time. That made it extremely clear exactly where she was and what was happening. It was a pretty sharp reminder for all of them, really—Jisi had had to duck to get out of the way, and the goblins who'd gathered to watch Jisi work all gasped in unison. As far as the troll was concerned, he was picking up where he'd left off, but for people who hadn't been turned to stone all day, such as, for instance, Gail, it was a bit… abrupt.

Fortunately, Jisi's spell, which had let Gail take the troll's cock in the first place and then survive being impaled on it all day, was still working. The troll filled her up, and it hurt a little, but not like he was tearing her up inside. It was a good sort of hurt, the kind that let her know she'd be feeling it afterward. She wanted more of it, and harder.

It was a good thing that was what she wanted, because that was what she was getting.

Jisi managed to scramble most of the way down, but she had to jump the last foot or so when a vigorous movement from the troll knocked the ladder over. He was going hard enough that Gail was being jerked around like a ragdoll with every thrust, as the ladder, still chained to his ankle, rattled on the pavement.

It hadn't taken the troll any time at all to pick up right where he left off, and it didn't take Gail much longer. For one thing, she'd been so worked up by Jisi that just about anything would've felt good, right about then, and for another… for another, the way that the troll was using her did things for her. This wasn't her having sex with someone—this was someone who was using her like a sleeve.

He spanned her waist with one hand, holding her up, and her own hand was trapped underneath, against her belly, and she could feel him there too. His massive cock was pushing inside her, rearranging her, just as unyielding as flesh as it had been as stone. Her stomach bulged out with it when he slammed her down toward its base, drawing silent, punched-out gasps from her.

Then he shifted his grip so that one thick finger pressed against her clit, massive and powerful and strangely gentle, and Gail couldn't feel much else besides that. The crowd of goblins stared up from below, finally quiet, ears back and eyes wide. The twilit sky stretched overhead, the street and the night air, and she was naked and being fucked harder than she'd ever imagined, and Jisi… Gail looked for her, and found her, and she looked incredibly proud and pleased with herself. Gail's eyes fluttered shut, and the troll's hand moved, and she moved with it, and she was coming, twisting on the length of his cock, toes curling up on empty air.

That set the troll off. As her orgasm kept coursing through her, waves of pleasure, of tension and release, she could feel him coming inside—warm and heavy and thick, and so much. Gail might have blacked out for a second there. Or maybe she was still conscious, but just not entirely herself, lost in how good it all was. Either way, when she came back, the troll was still emptying into her, and there was still more than Gail would've imagined possible, no matter how big that troll was. She felt her stomach swelling where her hand was pressed against it, like…

One more thrust, deeper than the last few had been, and then another one, and then the troll pulled her most of the way off. The blast that came after that covered her thighs and her pussy and came up to her stomach. He pulled all the way out with a wet sucking sound and a sigh like an avalanche, and then his hands, careful and gentle still, were lowering her down until her feet touched the pavement.

The first problem with that was that the pavement in goblinlaw was kind of gross, and she wasn't wearing shoes. The second problem was that, after that climax, and everything for the past day that'd been building to it, her legs were in no way equipped to hold her up. As soon as he let go of her, she collapsed onto the ground, dazed and still feeling absurdly full.

The rest of the goblins kept a respectful, or maybe intimidated, distance, but Jisi bustled over importantly and started wiping down Gail's thighs with tissues. Even though most of what the troll had spent inside her was still inside of her. Maybe all of it? Could be that the only stuff that Jisi was cleaning off of her was what the troll had sprayed on her when he was done. Whatever it was, Gail's stomach was still distended. Pretty soon it was all going to come out, and it would wash over Jisi like a tide, and serve her right.

But it didn't, and Gail had a horrible dawning thought. Jisi had already, a couple of times, used Gail to create a source crystal that could power various magical effects and enchantments. The process of making one was actually pretty fun, and Gail was probably going to want to do it again once she'd recovered a bit from all this, but that wasn't the point at the moment. The point was, it involved putting a crystal up inside of Gail for an extended period, and sealing her up with a glue which Jisi had called 'troll post-ejaculate.'

Gail opened her mouth to demand an explanation, or else to—whatever she meant to say, it didn't matter, because Jisi had given her a be-quiet pill right before sundown, and it wouldn't be wearing off for another couple of hours.

Jisi, moving on to wiping off Gail's butt and maybe taking the opportunity to grope her a little, said, "Easy, girl. Easy! You don't need to worry—humans and trolls aren't cross-fertile, so no matter how long that stays up there, you're not going to get pregnant! You're just going to look a little pregnant for a while."

That was the opposite of reassuring. Gail snorted.

"There, there!" said Jisi. "You look very pretty, all round like that. And I've made sure that your pee-hole isn't blocked, and this way we'll get that stuff through customs without a problem, and then we'll see Dr. Twim, and he'll make sure that everything is good and won't be classified as race fixing and—"

Gail was still exhausted, but she'd recovered enough by that point to push up on to one elbow so she could glare over her shoulder at Jisi better. Jisi laughed and tossed the latest tissue at her, which hit her bicep with an ominous thump, heavier than it should be, like it had pebbles inside or something.

"It'll be fun! And you get twenty percent of the proceeds from the sale of the semen when we take it out, and that's—" Jisi's ears folded down as Gail kept glaring. "Twenty one percent?" she said hopefully. And then, "Okay, okay, ten percent, but I'll give you three orgasms between now and when we get the troll semen out."

Gail gave an angry snort. It'd been kind of a long day, and her pussy was sore and her stomach hurt, and she was pretty sure that Jisi had said something about smuggling that stuff through customs, which meant that if something went wrong, Gail was going to get in trouble, and also Jisi was being mean about letting her come.

Jisi leaned over and kissed her on the forehead. "Twenty percent and an orgasm every day, and I'm going to be the one making you come, rather than one of Dr. Twim's experiments or nurses or something, okay?"

It was really hard to stay mad at Jisi. Yeah, maybe Gail would rather know exactly how long Jisi was talking about, but Jisi was probably right that it'd be fun—most of her ideas were—and Gail liked surprises, too. After another few seconds of half-hearted glaring, Gail nodded, and Jisi kissed her again, on the mouth, and Gail found herself melting into it, her eyes fluttering closed. And then opening with a start, when Jisi brought the car antenna down on her thigh.

"No! Upsie!" said Jisi. "Come on, knees—we got the deal they wanted, and everyone was very impressed by how tame you are for me, and how ferocious you seem in general, so I don't think that we need to worry about anyone here trying to screw us over on that contract, unless we get a new job, and then, haha, then they can do whatever they want, and I don't think that our guys understand that yet, but they will when the time comes for our year-end reviews, I can tell you that."

Gail gave a silent groan and struggled up to her knees, and Jisi put shoes and socks on Gail's feet, then strapped her into the backpack-like saddle that Jisi used for riding on her shoulders. Gail was still sore, kind of everywhere. It wasn't just her pussy that felt like someone had taken a meat tenderizer to it; she was sure there'd be bruises coming up on her shoulders and waist, too, where the troll had held her. She looked back, and he was leaning against the gate of AT&OT, which had buckled a little under his weight. His eyes were open, but glassy.

Gail hadn't really done much—hadn't been able to do much—as far as that sex went, but she still felt a little smug about how utterly finished the troll looked. Right up until she tried to stand up, and nearly pitched face-first into the sidewalk because of how heavy her stomach was.

No way. She couldnt've gotten that… round… just from what had happened, could she? Forgetting about how much the troll had come—it was a troll, it seemed that they were like that, whatever—there just wasn't that much room inside of her. But then, there hadn't been enough room inside of her for the troll's cock, either, and that had gotten in, thanks to Jisi's magic. Looking at her stomach, it was very weird, how big it was. And where the troll's post-ejaculate hadn't gotten wiped off, it was like little rocks stuck to her skin, and then there was the graffiti that some of the goblin passerby had painted on her earlier, and beneath that, still visible here and there, the lines that Jisi had drawn on her when she'd cast that spell.

Gail wasn't sure what would happen when the spell finally expired, but it wasn't like she had any way of asking. And Jisi, up in the saddle, whacked her on the butt again, so Gail tried again and this time managed to get to her feet and start the run to the airfield.

It wasn't the fastest that she'd ever run. Even if it hadn't been for the weight that she was carrying in her… uterus, probably?… she was tired and sore and she'd spent the whole day getting tired and sore, and really needed a nap, not a run. And then there was the weight in her belly, and the way that goblinlaw didn't spend as much money maintaining flat, clean sidewalks as humanlaw, and the fact that she didn't know where she was going, so she had to rely on Jisi's directions, and sometimes Jisi would get distracted when she saw something interesting, or when she was looking at her phone and started playing games instead of following maps.

But since she'd started dating Jisi, Gail had spent a lot of time running, and she'd learned that she was better at it than she thought. One leg in front of the other, and if she tried to give up, she'd get whacked until giving up seemed like a worse option than pushing through. And maybe the weight in her stomach helped balance out the suitcase that Jisi had strapped to her back? In either case, she was soaked with sweat and her legs felt like jelly, but she made it to the airfield.

And it was an airfield, not an airport. When they'd gotten off the plane into goblinlaw, they hadn't pulled up to a gate or gone through security or passport control or anything. They'd been dumped out on the tarmac, and there'd been armed guards there to prevent the goblins from stealing the tires from the plane, or maybe getting to the jet fuel or whatever else they could take. Going back, the setup was basically the same. Jisi steered her up to a runway, where they joined a mostly human group of passengers waiting for a plane that was, in theory, supposed to get there. Then she tapped Gail with the antenna to signal her to kneel, which Gail barely managed to do smoothly enough not to pitch Jisi out of the saddle.

"That's a girl," said Jisi as she rummaged around in the suitcase, coming up with a towel to wipe Gail down with, some sugar cubes to feed her, and clothes for her to put on. "Since," Jisi added with a long-suffering sigh, "they have rules about that sort of thing in humanlaw."

By that point, Gail was starting to pick up on some clues that Jisi had known about the gate troll at AT&OT all along, before they'd even come to goblinlaw. The first clue was a floral print skirt that fit up over her distended stomach. The second was a t-shirt that said 'baby on board,' except the word 'baby' had been crossed out and replaced with 'troll jizz.'

If there was some sort of legal issue involved in bringing troll semen into humanlaw, that shirt wasn't going to be getting them through customs any quicker. Gail gave Jisi a look.

"I know, right?" said Jisi, grinning widely. "It's perfect for you! Because your womb has been expanded by my magic, and then filled completely up with troll jizz!"

Whatever the residents of goblinlaw might have stolen from the airfield or the planes that landed there, they'd at least left enough lights for the planes to land by. And for the waiting passengers to see what was going on. Or read other people's t-shirts.

Or, for that matter, to take even more notice when a goblin told a human to get down on her hands and knees, and then flipped her maternity skirt back up, so that she could have better access to her pussy and stomach.

"I mean," said Jisi, conversationally, "if you didn't want this, why did you bargain so hard for all of those orgasms? You really have to think things through."

Gail couldn't reply to that because of the be-quiet pill. If she could have, she might have pointed out that she hadn't bargained for anything; it was Jisi who'd done all the bargaining. Maybe she'd have asked for more money instead of more orgasms if she'd had the option. She might also have mentioned that she'd already come extremely hard after being fucked for like a full day. Finally, she couldn't say that she wasn't complaining, and that she'd been promised an orgasm from Jisi and she expected to get one, just maybe on the plane or something?

"I know, I know," said Jisi, as Gail tilted her hips toward her with a little wiggle, because while she didn't want to admit anything, she also couldn't help it. "But honestly, having sex on a plane is just having sex that might be in public somewhere cramped, I don't know why humans make such a big deal about it. This way, everyone can see how good I am at fucking you, and how good you are at being fucked, and also how big and wobbly your belly is, wow you must have made that troll really happy, even by troll standards that's a lot of semen." Then she slapped Gail's stomach, which made it sway uncomfortably from side to side. "Also I'm going to have to use some sort of lubricant, right, because the place I normally go for sex juices is glued really well shut, next time we need to make sure to catch as much of the post-ejaculate as we can in a sealed container, that stuff is worth a lot of money, this is really just a waste, you know?"

Next time?

It'd been fun, yeah, but it had also been a lot. Gail really wasn't sure about doing it again.

Then there was the cold, slick feeling of lube being spread across her pussy, and Gail forgot to worry about it, melting back against Jisi. It had been a lot, and it was still a lot. The weight of that stuff inside of her… there was just so much of it, and it was stretching her out, and her feet felt swollen. But Jisi was taking care of her, and Jisi was going to take care of her. That was what Gail needed to know, and Jisi was showing her with every stroke of her fingers.

Then Jisi kissed her on the side of her butt, which made Gail's tail wag and slap her in the face, which made Jisi laugh and pull away.

"It's okay, you big baby," said Jisi. "There there! You will have an orgasm, and then we'll get on the plane and probably they're not going to want you to have any wine because they're going to think that there's a baby inside of you, even though your stomach is clearly labeled, and… easy there, easy. They said that carrying a troll load makes sows horny, but I didn't know it was going to make you that horny, come on, slow down, that's a girl, good girl, there you go."

It wasn't that Gail needed to come more than she usually did. It was that she needed a little more reassurance than she usually did, and being handled like that was reassuring. Or, at a minimum, it kept her from worrying too much about anything, so that was close enough. So was Jisi calling her a good girl, which, given their relative size difference really shouldn't have meant as much as it did, but it definitely meant a lot.

Maybe that was why she wanted to move a little faster than Jisi wanted her to. Or maybe it was the troll load that she was carrying—it did feel strange and warm and heavy inside of her, the same sort of spreading warmth she felt when she was really into what Jisi was doing.

And then Jisi got tired of telling Gail to slow down with words, and gave her pussy a stinging slap, loud enough for the rest of the crowd to hear. Gail's eyes, which had closed at some point, snapped open. Just about everyone was watching her. It wasn't like it had been in the street by the AT&OT offices; some of the people were pretending to look away, and none of them were willing to show the same frank curiosity of the goblins, but at the same time, the heat in some of those sidelong stares…

She closed her eyes tighter, pushed back against Jisi, whose fingers were soft and strong and perfect and who was telling her how good and pretty she was, and just a little longer, she could do it, and she could, and then finally, Jisi didn't slap her when she tried to move faster, and Gail fell apart, collapsing down to the tarmac with her hands cradled around her stomach, as the shivers passed through her and her muscles seized up and relaxed and seized up again, and it just felt so very good.

Standing up after that was a little awkward, what with trying to avoid everyone else's eyes and act like they were all just waiting for the plane to land. Well, whatever. They'd come to goblinlaw, and now they'd seen how things were in goblinlaw. Could be some of them were legitimately judging her, but Gail had a suspicion that more of them were thinking that maybe that looked like it'd been a good time, and were considering whether or not they'd be able to do that. And, well. If they were, they'd be better off for it. Gail was, anyway.

The next day, just like Jisi had promised—or threatened—they went to see Dr. Twim, the goblin veterinarian who specialized in the care of humans. His practice was in goblinlaw, but it was near the border where Gail and Jisi lived, so they didn't have to take another plane. Instead, Gail ran there.

Gail liked running, and Jisi liked riding on her shoulders, so ordinarily it would've been great. Trying to run with a stomach like a beach ball was a lot less great, though. Particularly over broken terrain, and uphill, where she could feel every extra pound with every step. By the time they got to the cracked pavement and boarded-up windows of the front of Dr. Twim's clinic, Gail was done running, regardless of how great it might have been, and was ready to sit down and put her feet up and have something to drink and maybe watch TV for an hour or two.

It wasn't really the place for that sort of thing, though. Before the area had been ceded to goblinlaw, it'd been a lunatic asylum. It still looked very much like an abandoned lunatic asylum, and it was staffed by people who were into the sort of things that goblins did to humans. Whether or not they fit the criteria for any particular old-timey definition of a psychiatric disorder, they were a little weird, and Dr. Twim did his best to make things weirder than that.

So Gail stood there, trying not to overbalance and fall over, as Jisi banged on the door and demanded that Twim grant admission to the… package… that they had arranged to be delivered. Not that anything here was expected! Quite the accident, haha.

If Jisi wanted to keep pretending that Gail having sex with the troll was something that had just happened, rather than something she'd planned out, despite all the evidence to the contrary… well, Jisi really liked thinking that she'd fooled everyone, and Gail really liked Jisi, so she didn't say anything about that.

Also she didn't say anything about it because she was winded and needed her breath for breathing, not for conversation. Also, if she did argue, she'd get a be-quiet pill, and besides, she still had the riding bit in her mouth, so anything she tried to say would sound pretty incoherent anyway. And, finally, she didn't say anything because she didn't have to. She stayed where she was, panting with her hands on her knees, and looked at Jisi's back. Jisi gave an uncomfortable little wriggle, which meant that she knew that Gail was looking at her, and that Gail wasn't at all convinced that it had been an accident.

Then Jisi turned around and grinned. Because, well, maybe Gail had caught her out, but what was she going to do about it?

"Try not to argue so much, though," she said. "We want to show Dr. Twim how tame you are now!"

Gail narrowed her eyes and snorted at Jisi.

"Ahahaha!" Jisi ran over, grabbed Gail's face, and pulled herself up to her tiptoes so that she could kiss her. "Your spirit is wild and untamable! But you can pretend to be good for a little bit, anyway."

"Are you sure?" asked Dr. Twim, coming up behind Jisi. He was a knobbly goblin man wearing a pair of glasses that were too big for his face and a labcoat that was at least three sizes too big for his body, and a grin that was even bigger than the labcoat.

Jisi answered without turning around or taking her eyes off Gail. "Oh, yes! She is very pretty and very good at everything. Look how much troll semen she's got in her womb!"

"Mhmmm," said Twim. "Well, let's see. Hands and knees, Apples."

Gail was a lot more inclined to do what Jisi wanted than to do what Twim wanted. But Jisi wanted her to do what Twim wanted, and also, if she didn't do what Twim wanted…

Well, she could tell them no and walk away. But unless she was willing to do that, there were things inside that clinic which she would really rather Twin didn't use to encourage her. So she got down on her hands and knees, and Jisi got her saddle off and pulled her shirt up and over her head so that Twim could inspect her stomach. And her breasts, and any other part of her he felt like inspecting. His hands were cold and he liked pinching.

Jisi, in the meantime, planted her elbows on Gail's back and leaned over towards Twim. "So. How does she feel?"

"Soft," said Twim, kneading her breasts. "I think they're bigger."

"Bigger?" Jisi went around to the other side and poked Gail's breast. "I think you're right! How does that work? Does the troll come go all the way up into her boobs? That's amazing, do humans have babies in the boobs? Boobsbies?"

Twim went back to poking her in the stomach. "No, but the way that she's all filled up means that her body thinks that she's going to have a baby, so it makes her boobs bigger, so the babies will be able to suck on them for longer, I guess? I don't care. If you leave it in long enough, though, she's going to start making milk, and we could—"

"No. We talked about this. Return on the time investment is too low. Anyway, the sealant is only going to last a couple more days, and I want to maximize the gains on that." As Jisi was talking, she started pulling off Gail's sneakers and socks.

Dr. Twim stopped poking Gail and came around until his face, with its big, gap-toothed grin, was a bare inch from hers. "You know, there are people who believe that when a human has troll come inside of them, some of it will cross through into the bloodstream."

"Really? How strange! I never heard that," Jisi lied.

"Oh!" said Twim. "Well, then we could express her right now, and you could be back home tonight, and there wouldn't be any—"

"No, no. No need to be hasty." There was a thud—Jisi had been pulling on Gail's sneaker, and she'd fallen down when it finally popped off. "I think that, under the circumstances—"

"Under the circumstances of you trying to juice your sow up before a race," said Twim, "she'll need to be boarded for at least a day or two, and if you want the troll jizz to have the maximum effect, we're going to have to be exercising her for a lot of that time, and as I recall, she's lazy and argumentative."

"And I'm not planning on cheating at anything," Jisi, still lying through her teeth. "Because this is not a spell cast to enhance performance, or a substance that is taken either orally and anally or otherwise, and also I've promised to give her an orgasm every day until she's expressed, so… hm."

Jisi had gotten Gail undressed, but she hadn't taken the bit or the bridle out of her mouth, which to some degree interfered with the frown that Gail gave her when she came around to the front.

"Don't worry! I know, Amy's your friend, and you want to beat her fair and square so that she can fuck you in the ass in front of the jockey's club, but I happen to know for a fact that Cerim bought three doses of dragon blood! And she's bathing her in a dilute solution every night, to get ready for this race!" Jisi fished a metal tag out of a pocket on Gail's saddle, and held it up triumphantly. "So, see? It says no orgasms and no penises for you unless I'm there to supervise, so you don't have to worry about that, and that you're mine, so nobody would dare interfere with you in any way lest they face my wrath when I pursue them to the utmost corners of the tri-state area."

Jisi put the tag in Gail's ear and stepped away proudly. Gail shook her head, but she couldn't shake the tag loose. It felt… not too heavy. But weird.

"And you look perfect," said Jisi, "and they'll all be jealous of how much troll goo you have inside your parts, and I will come visit you to give you your contractually obligated orgasms, and I'll be here to see Dr. Twim express you, because that's going to be like popping a really big pimple or something!"

Gail was tempted to giggle, but at the same time, she wasn't immediately comfortable with being left alone at Twim's for a day or two. So when Jisi reached over, and unbuckled the bridle, Gail let it drop to the pavement, the bit wet with saliva, and kept frowning at her. Jisi's ears went back, and her eyes went wide.

Then she leaned forward and kissed Gail on the cheek, and added in her most wheedling tone, "Also, you're going to run faster than you've ever run in your life, with the power of a troll in your muscles! That's something to look forward to! And look how good you're getting at being quiet even without be-quiet pills."

"I don't know about that," said Twim. "I mean, she keeps saying all sorts of stuff with the way her giant face moves and so on."

"Yes." Jisi nodded thoughtfully. "But that's just the way they are. Besides, she's so tall and pretty."

"Of course, of course. She is tall and ungainly. Which is why she can't stand up until it's time to express her."

"I understand completely." Jisi went around to the side and started skritching Gail behind her ear. Gail leaned into the touch automatically—no thought involved, it was just what happened—and rested her head against Jisi. Maybe her head was a little big, relative to Jisi's body, but Jisi was strong enough to take the weight. It felt good, together like that, out it in the sun.

"Because she's got a bigger belly than usual," said Twim. "And she's not used to that! And humans are very stupid about all sorts of things, and easily confused, so if she tries to turn around suddenly or bends down to pick things up, she's going to fall down, and maybe she'll fall on her stomach and it will squirt out hard enough to break the seal, and all the troll semen will be lost."

"Oh no!" said Jisi. "My investments!"

"Right, right. So, she can't stand up, and so that she doesn't forget that she can't stand up, we have to keep her taped until she's ready."

"I understand. You want to do an unnecessary procedure so that you can charge me extra."

"We're right next to humanlaw! I have learned some of their vast wisdom." Twim laughed and laughed, and so did Jisi. Gail didn't say or do anything that might make Jisi stop skritching, but she did snort and lean on her a little harder.

Then a human woman came out of the clinic dressed up in a sexy nurse costume from, like, a halloween store or something—short skirt, high-heeled white shoes, and a creepy gauze mask that went around her entire face. The gauze must have been thin enough to see through and breathe through, because there weren't any holes for her eyes or nose.

Gail had only visited Twim's clinic once before, right when she'd started dating Jisi, so it wasn't like she'd gotten that many details about how his operation worked. But the way that she understood it, there were humans who wanted to be teased, experimented on, and or/fucked by goblins, but couldn't find goblins to date in humanlaw, so Twim kind of kept a stable. Some of his visitors were used as livestock—farming them for source, collecting and bottling various… things… that people produced and that goblins used for magic, and so on—and some of his visitors were dressed up as nurses and used as nurses.

This one was pushing one of those rolling medical carts filled with a selection of elastic bandages and clips and gauze pads and a sharp, wicked-looking little scalpel. Gail's eyes were drawn irresistibly to the scalpel, until she squeezed them shut and hid her face in Jisi's cleavage.

Jisi patted her head. "There there! I'm not paying for any sort of permanent procedure today. Getting you taped is already more than I wanted to spend!"

That was, in fact, reassuring. Because Jisi was there, and even though she'd phrased it like that because she wanted to make Twim think that she was dangerous and in complete control of everything, she wasn't going to let him do anything that Gail wouldn't agree to him doing. And even if Jisi left her there for a day or two, Twim wouldn't do anything that Jisi hadn't agreed to… probably?

"Kneepads," said Twim.

Gail kept her face firmly pressed against Jisi's front, but she could hear rummaging around on the cart, and then she had to pick up a leg so that they could get the size of the knee pad right and strap it into place, while Twim and Jisi talked about the trip out to deep goblinlaw and the spell that Jisi had used to let Gail hold an entire troll orgasm without bursting.

"It's funnier if you let the troll fuck their ass," said Twim. "Sometimes they do it hard enough that the humans will spit up some troll come when they're done. But you have to be really careful with the post-ejaculate when you do that, or you can give them all sorts of blockages, and those are expensive to… I mean, it's a good idea, you should try it."

Jisi laughed. "Also you'd lose all the come in their intestines!"

"Of course, of course, only if you've got a boar, that's really the only way they can do it. Or down the throat, but you'd need to dislocate the jaw, or use a spell that dislocates the jaw, and that's nowhere near as easy as making a butthole a little bigger. Speaking of which—"

"Oh, do you want me to take the tail out? I could keep it at home and play with it when Gail needs to think about me."

"No, she needs to have it in as often as possible, that way she knows that she's for riding and being pretty and gets sad when she doesn't have it. Also it's much better when her stable doesn't need to be mucked out, much more sanitary. But as far as boars go—"

"No," said Jisi firmly. "She's had enough male attention for the time being." She fondled Gail's stomach and gave it a little pat. "I mean, we've gotten what we need out of them."

Twim laughed. Once he was satisfied with the kneepads, he moved on to fastening Gail's ankle to her thigh, which didn't seem to be in any way necessary, but which clearly was going to happen whatever Gail thought about it. "Okay, so no penises. Do you want her to be kept isolated until you visit?"

"Oh, no. I don't want her to be lonely. She can do kissing with your other stock. But like the tag says, no orgasms."

"Well, obviously." Twim, apparently convinced that Gail's ankle was at the right angle, started wrapping bandages around the length of her thigh and calf, starting at the ankle and working down. "And if you want to cheat at a race—"

"I'm not cheating! Carrying troll semen is not in any way prohibited by the rules."

"It works better if they're kept active while carrying it. Helps it get absorbed."

"Oh! But I thought you didn't want her to run, because then she'd fall on her stomach and pop like a squeezed grape!"

"Just like. I'm a doctor, I know all about how these things happen. But she can crawl pretty fast."

"No, she can't. She can't even crawl as fast as I can run, what is even the point of her crawling?"

"First of all, it looks pretty funny, and also it's sexy when they crawl around and then get mounted. But mainly it's to keep her moving around so she doesn't get bored and cranky and also so that she gets a little more troll come in her blood. And if she gets good at it, she could do it at home for you."

"Well. I don't want her to get bored."

Twim finished wrapping up Gail's legs. The knee pads were surprisingly comfortable, and while the bandages wrapped her legs up firmly, it wasn't tight enough to cut off circulation or anything. Only then he started testing different pads for her elbows, which didn't really make much sense, even to the extent that restraining her legs made sense.

Gail lifted her face out of Jisi's cleavage to look at her, and Jisi gave her a happy little smile in return. So Gail turned looking into Jisi into glaring at Jisi, and when that didn't do anything, she snorted warningly.

Jisi sighed. "Why do you need to tie up her hands like that," she asked, like a kid being told to ask gramma how she was doing, or something. "I haven't taught her to do handstands and walk on her hands all the time so it's not like you need to do that so she doesn't fall over."

"Oh!" said Twim. "Because it's fun."

Jisi's eyes twinkled, and she kissed Gail on the nose. "There you are, then!"

"Also, this way she can't get out of the bandages on her legs by just unwrapping them, and… oh, there's all sorts of trouble these sows get into when you let them do whatever they want with their hands. It's much better this way, really, you should consider it for home use. I mean, you have to change the dressings regularly, and stretch the muscles so that they don't cramp up, and that'll be tough if you don't have a few nurses around, but you're a wizard now, just go online and you can find a few thralls."

"I understand!" Jisi kissed Gail's nose again. "But I like it when she gets into trouble, because she's adorable."

Twim made a disgusted noise, and went on with wrapping up Gail's arms. "Anyhow, if you've got to give her an orgasm every day, you should probably do it before you go. That way, the nurse will hate her more, and won't slack off when it's time to make her exercise."

"I understand completely," Jisi lied.

"I'm farming the nurse for source," Twim explained. "It's not going to be as good as when it's the livestock, but I still get more than the crystals cost. And she gets worked up when everyone else gets nice things and she gets nothing. A lot of humans are like that, which is stupid, but which does save time—you have one of them get anally penetrated by a few boars, you have the other one set it up and clean her off between sessions, and it improves both crystals."

"Very efficient! Okay, okay, let me see."

"Scissors!" said Twim. The nurse turned towards him, tilting her head—it must have been his name for her. "On your back, legs up."

Gail couldn't read the nurse's expression through the creepy gauze mask, but her body language as she stalked out in front of Gail and lay down on the pavement made it clear that she wasn't thrilled about being displayed like that.

Jisi, on the other hand, was delighted. She pulled up the woman's skirt, and there was a jeweled spider right above her pussy, the gem in its back glowing a pale green. Which suggested that, thrilled to be on display or not, Scissors had kind of been enjoying the show up until that point. Gail'd had one of those spiders attached to her when she'd been farmed for source, and the gem could go from dark blue to green all the way up to red depending on how turned on the person wearing it was. When it got to red, the spider bit, and that hurt enough to stop her from going over the edge into orgasm.

The nurse's spider was moving from green to yellow as she lay there with her legs open while Jisi prodded at her private parts.

"Oh, she's got one of them where you can't see the inner lips unless you hold her open!" said Jisi. "That's a good look. Very demure."

"If you want to do a cosmetic—"

"How very dare you. Gail's labia are perfect, and everyone in the world can see that. Hm, hm, hm. How long have you left this one?"

"Oh, I don't know. Maybe two weeks?" Twim shrugged, pinning the bandage around Gail's arm into place. "With Scissors, you can see her breaking down a little just before she's ripe, and she's not there yet."

"Mhm. Very good, but she needs a little more stomach muscle if you want the orgasms to be really strong. When they don't have good core strength they can cramp up a little, and that'll interfere with getting the strongest possible orgasm."

"That's true. But who cares? I only get her when she has a vacation from whatever it is that she does with the rest of her life, so it's not like I can keep her in condition."

"Aw." Jisi kissed the nurse right on her clit, and Gail wasn't sure if she cared for that. "Maybe someday you'll find someone to take care of you. It's like this, here, watch." Then she went around behind Gail, and kissed her on the outside of her thigh before she started touching her.

The first time they'd been at Dr. Twim's clinic, Gail hadn't been completely sure about getting undressed outside. Now, she was naked, her arms and legs pinned back with surgical wrappings, and her hips were bucking at Jisi's touch.

There was something about Jisi doing her like that, standing behind her and playing with her pussy while Gail was on her hands and knees—or elbows and knees, the way Twim had arranged her—that felt… it was animalistic, but more like a domesticated animal than anything else. Like Gail was something waiting in a stall for milking. It'd been a while since she'd really thought about her nose ring when there wasn't something happening with it, but she noticed it then, moving in time with her hips, smacking down on her upper lip with every thrust. Her nose ring and her nipple rings and that tag that Jisi had put in her ear, all swaying with the way Jisi was making her move.

She liked Jisi. Jisi liked her. They'd argue about things and Gail would make fun of Jisi sometimes and Jisi would make fun of her and they were partners. But Gail was also an animal that Jisi had domesticated and would use for riding and who'd be milked or farmed or… or whatever Jisi wanted, when she wanted it. Gail closed her eyes, moaned. Wasn't what she'd thought she wanted, not until Jisi had done it, but…

But, well, she liked it. She liked it a lot more than she liked Jisi kissing that nurse, anyway. If she needed someone to do that, she could've made Gail do it.

Because of the way that the troll's post-ejaculate had sealed her up, Jisi couldn't touch Gail inside or use Gail's wetness to lubricate her fingers. The run up to the clinic had left Gail sweaty enough that she wasn't doing it dry, but it wasn't as slick as it usually was. Jisi's fingers dragged a little against Gail's sensitive skin, and Gail squirmed and pushed back against the rough sensation. Right then, that was what she needed. Jisi hit the places that she needed to hit, soft and sharp and harsh at the same time.

Gail hadn't said anything since they'd gotten to Twim's. Jisi hadn't wanted her to, and besides, she didn't really have anything to say. But she hadn't been given a be-quiet pill, so she wasn't being quiet. She squeaked and grunted and moaned when Jisi's fingers touched her where she needed to be touched, when they gave her back the pressure that was moving behind her hips. And she whined when Jisi took that pressure away and let Gail hump empty air. Jisi giggled and Twim giggled, and Gail's eyes fluttered open and she could see that nurse standing up and looking down at her, her gauze-covered face unreadable.

When Gail finished, Jisi was going to go away and leave her at Twim's with an aching, distended stomach and her hands and feet bound up to her shoulders and thighs, and it was going to be awful until Jisi came back. And yet, right then, Gail wanted to come more than anything, as hard and as fast and as quickly as possible. And she also wanted things to be awful until Jisi came back, because that was exciting and something to look forward to, and none of that made sense, but when Jisi started touching her again, this time with her fingers slick with lube, it took about two thrusts of her hips before Gail fell apart.

Balancing on her elbows and knees was tricky to begin with, and the bulge of her stomach stopped her from collapsing onto her belly like she would've normally done when her legs gave out. So she wound up falling down to her side, arms and legs seizing up with the strength of her orgasm, and then twitching and jolting with the aftershocks, as immobilized as a fly in a spiderweb.

"Good!" Twim patted Gail's stomach. "Healthy, strong responses, and she's got the instinct to protect our investment. Very good."

"She is!" Jisi wiped her hand clean on Gail's thigh, and then pressed a kiss just over the smear of lube. Gail was just lying there, trying to breathe, but she couldn't help but look up at the nurse, feeling smug about the difference between that kiss and the one Jisi had given to the nurse. Jisi's lips lingered on Gail's thigh, reluctant to let her go.

"Now, she's tired, right? Wants to sit around watching television and eating a pile of potato chips the size of a baby?" said Twim.

"Oh, yeah," said Jisi. "She's usually tired, and she usually wants to watch TV. But! She usually wants to eat corn chips, not potato chips! Or the golden apples of the sun, she loves to eat those, she'll do anything for more apples, it's adorable."

"Now, this is what we're going to use to get her up."

Gail was absolutely not going to get up. Not even to get a look at whatever it was on the medical cart that Twim was showing Jisi.

"That's just a stick," said Jisi.

"No," said Twim, "it's a medical device. You see, this is the handle, and that's the business end, and when that touches skin—"

There was a sharp little zapping sound, like when a bug zapper caught a mosquito, and then Jisi said, "Ow!"

"Why does everyone always touch the end when I start talking about these—"

Another zap. "Ow!" said Jisi again. "Because we want to see how it works." Zap. "Ow."

"Scissors," said Twim, and the nurse stalked over. "Take it, get her up."

"Ohhh," said Jisi. "Now I understand! You are going to poke her in her giant and plump ass with the zapping stick."

The nurse did just that. It hurt. A lot.

"Up," said Twim, and the nurse jabbed her again. Gail scrambled up to her elbows and knees, and the nurse jabbed her a third time, which wasn't fair—she was already up!

It didn't hurt as much to crawl with the knee pads and elbow pads as it would've otherwise, but Gail still wasn't used to moving like that. When she tried to scurry away faster, to get away from that stick, she almost toppled over. The nurse jabbed her again, on the inside of her thigh.

The places where she'd been jabbed hurt, and the places where she was going to be jabbed… there was no way to avoid it, just the sick anticipation of not knowing where she was going to get jabbed next.

"Haha," Jisi cackled from behind her, which was unfair. "She's all wiggly!"

"I know, right?" said Twim. "Also look at the way her tits move!"

"That's pretty great."

The nurse was steering Gail toward the door of the clinic, and whether or not she wanted to go to the clinic, she wanted to get as far as she could from the stick, which meant going where the nurse was steering her.

"Watch what happens when she gets zapped on the foot," said Twim.

There wasn't any possible way for Gail to brace herself. The stick touched the sole of her foot, and it was like she'd stepped on a live electrical wire. Her foot pulled in, and that knocked her off balance, and she collapsed onto her side, twisting so that she didn't land on her belly.

"Haha," said Jisi. And then, "Aww."

"I know, right? So giant, and so helpless, like a baby hippopotamus."

"That nurse should kiss it and make it better."

"She can't. I have taped her face up to prevent her doing that sort of thing."

"But she's a nurse? They have to be able to make it better."

"She's not really a nurse. I think that she works in human resources?"

"Obviously! Just look at her working my human resource." Jisi laughed and laughed, and so did Twim. When Jisi finally caught her breath, she added, "Well, fine. If she can't do it, I'll do it myself."

Jisi waited until Gail managed to struggle up to her knees, and then she kissed the sole of her foot, lingering there long enough that it tickled. Gail's foot tried to jerk away and it nearly sent her over back onto her side. Then Jisi came over to look her in the face, and kissed her again, this time on the tip of her nose.

"Okay," said Jisi. "I'm going to come back and see you tomorrow, and I will give you your orgasm and you can be happy to see me. Until then, you should do what Dr. Twim tells you and exercise really hard or whatever it is that you're supposed to do."

Gail gave her an exhausted look, which earned her another kiss, in the middle of her forehead.

"If you need a be-quiet pill, they'll give you one, but it'll be better if you can show them that you can be quiet all by yourself! And then you can make all those grunty noises and maybe you can whine a little so that you'll get treats, and you can make some new friends with the stock that he's got in the kennels, and it is going to be so much fun! I'm going to get a highlights video and we're going to be able to watch it later, when I'm getting you ready for your next visit to the vet!"

"Mhm," said Gail sourly.

"Yes, yes. I know. We all know, if you want to leave you can just tell them, fine. But—" Jisi flicked Gail's ear tag. "We also all know that you are utterly broken to my will, and you will do whatever I desire, and I desire that you spend a day or two in the kennel so that we get maximum value out of that goo you're carrying in your belly. And I know it's going to be tough, but you should remember that I'm going to have to walk all the way to my bus stop by myself without having anyone to ride on, so really, we're all making sacrifices here, and you should appreciate it."

Then she kissed her again, this time on the mouth. Slow and sweet and firm, and so hot that Gail's hips started moving involuntarily, even though she'd just had a pretty amazing orgasm and really just wanted to lie down and watch TV and eat a pile of corn chips the size of a baby.

Then Jisi turned and walked away, and Gail watched her butt and the sway of her hips for as long as she could, even though that horrible nurse shocked her on the bottom of her foot again. And then she was past the gate outside the clinic's grounds, and Gail couldn't see her, and she let the nurse herd her up through the doors of the clinic with Twim following. He told the nurse to make sure that Gail didn't just lie around and rest, and also she would need some water, and yes she could make Gail beg for it, but no, she wasn't allowed to use her for sex, didn't she hear what Jisi had said?

The nurse didn't say anything, but her silence was as ominous as the clinic door closed behind the three of them.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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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