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    What if your girlfriend was goddess-sized? Size is no barrier where love is involved! And if you can fit in her palm, she’s bound to keep you close. Nine fantastic, highly sexual stories explore just how the night may go. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Her Treat: A Size Difference Erotica 
 
    Bea shrinks and sneaks into Azela’s home to leave her a tasty treat. But when her crush comes home early, she’s at risk of being the snack herself. 
 
      
 
    Fairydise: A Size Difference Erotica 
 
    A vivacious short-stack goblin likes to tease everyone, including the wild fairies of Mojo Straight. Oops, two of them are now in love with her. 
 
      
 
    Honey, We Shrunk a Human: A Lesbian Sizeplay Erotica 
 
    Krida picked the wrong hive to rob, now she’s tiny as a bug. But the bee princess and her royal guard show her the fun side of being small. 
 
      
 
    In Her Wake: A Sea Giantess Erotica 
 
    A sea goddess rescues a ship from the brink but seems intent on keeping the captain for herself! Sara will have a tale to tell if she can survive her affection. 
 
      
 
    In the Way: A Giantess Erotica 
 
    A busty giantess is blocking the road. Esquire Semes must either make her move or make her move! 
 
      
 
    Megamore: The Giantess Hero 
 
    Lilian’s friend from college has a big secret. Forget fangirling, Lilian might drop on her knees and worship. 
 
      
 
    Exotic Planet: Threesome with an Alien Giantess 
 
    The giant alien woman ruling over Amalie’s land is not a tyrant, but a generous host eager to spoil the human that dares linger near. 
 
      
 
    The Fox’s Fairy: A Furry Size Difference Erotica 
 
    Caught by two conniving poachers, a fairy and a foxy fae must work together to escape. How will the two celebrate their return to paradise? 
 
      
 
    Micro Celebrity: A Size Difference Erotica 
 
    Seven-inch-star Prilyn of Venus goes backstage with Selene, Vesper, and her manager Cotel. They do their best to share the tiny woman. 
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    Her Treat 
 
    Azela has a hand among the stars and a hold on Bea’s heart. The younger Thalosi has known power her whole life, but the arcanist makes her feel helpless. When words fail, a tasty treat may do the trick, so Bea plots to leave one for Azela in her home. 
 
      
 
    The break-in is a cinch with a bit of shrinking magic, but Azela returns before Bea can make her escape. Caught red-handed in the act of professing her love, Bea finds herself under the adoring stare of a woman many times her height. 
 
      
 
    Everything is laid bare at last, and Azela is determined to reward her brazen suitor. She’s going to keep Bea that way, as she can think of many things to do with the delicious little elf. She might end up a treat herself since Azela can’t help but stuff her in one place or another. 
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    Bea sensed big things were to come of this secret meeting, though her servants knew nothing about it, and her mother, the Archmage, wouldn’t say a word. She dressed in her best finery, accented by trinkets, charms, and the tiara that proclaimed her a magus of noble blood. In the night, and with failed discretion, many carriages had arrived bearing diplomats, magi, and champions. The guests were as exotic as birds of paradise though, as a rule, more deadly. She was unsurprised to hear the sounds of strife as she entered the arcanum. 
 
    Everyone was gathered in the observatory. Elves and men, smallfolk, and many sorcerers were locked in a debate. 
 
    “The void is cursed. We still bear that curse like an infection from touching it,” An old pyromancer said. 
 
    “Nor is it for us to be the guardian to all worlds!” A halfling said. 
 
    “But our eyes should be open to that which is around us. I do not propose being hasty.” Bea recognized Azela’s voice at once and saw her in the center of the room beside an obelisk. 
 
    “But we will observe and understand so that all may lay plans accordingly.” She was able to settle the crowd after some moments of soothing speech. The arcanist was beautiful and taller than most. Her hair was in a bun and shone with violet color, as did her dress. Her eyes fell on Bea and she smiled. “Lady Thalosi the younger.” She cleared her throat. “Lords and ladies and magi, allow me to present the big picture,” she said by way of introduction. 
 
    All light was put out, and they were in total darkness. A glow revealed Azela’s hands upon the obelisk and then extended outward. In the dark, points lit up suddenly and shone with color until a cosmos was revealed. 
 
    The sight was new to many of them, and the scale that dwarfed their tiny world was enough to invoke a gasp. Others observed the pattern in color the stars and worlds created. Many were hued with the distinct red of infernal magic, and that glow seemed to enclose vast dark spaces where other lights should have shown. Elsewhere, there was the distinct blue light of the Accord worlds that had united to defeat the Eternal Legion. But lesser lights, shining in all colors, speckled the room. These were the signatures of different kinds of mana and told much of each world as a whole. 
 
    Those present made many observations about how the Legion had scarred their realm and left it to smolder. Bea found herself looking at Azela closely as she was cast in red and blue light from either side. She looked divine, standing among the stars, and Bea wondered what plans she could have that reached beyond their world. 
 
    “These are lost in a sea of rising darkness,” Azela said, delicately touching a planet with her finger. It was surrounded by arcane fire and the smoke of desolation. “The heavens are still at war with hell.” 
 
    “Blasted demons, is there no end?” Someone said. 
 
    “It is the very power they wielded. The Legion is gone, but infernal magic allows for the conquering of worlds. Another Legion, or many legions, may one day arise of these embers.” Azela made the cosmos spin and pulled another place into view. “But there is the Accord, yet enigmatic, and other hope. Behold this rainbow coalition of worlds,” she said, gesturing to several spheres of dim light. “Starting anew as though in the wake of a wildfire.” 
 
    Her words stirred much discussion, but Bea began to pay little attention. In her thoughts, she glided through the stars and beheld these many strange worlds, each struggling to build up their little light. “We may one day reach them, with hope and knowledge. A point of magical contact…”Azela’s voice tickled her ears and echoed through the dark. 
 
    Daydreaming, Bea saw her caressing a world and sheltering it against her breast. 
 
    She was immense in Bea’s mind and over formless waters where the noble elf drifted. Then Azela dropped a sugar cube into the void and let it dissolve into uncountable stars swirled up by her finger. 
 
    But the restlessness of others took Bea from her fantasy. The discussion had turned to the demons of their own world and could not be put to rest, for they were not of the Legion but forever tied to its power. 
 
    Bea left. She put the fire and cosmos behind her and went out into the ordinary light. All was quiet around Stellare Arcanum and the fresh air fueled her thoughts. 
 
    Azela served her family but could be held beneath none. Her eyes were laden with the wisdom of unseen things and she moved so surely, as though in the motions of a familiar dance, always. Bea felt mad, and she gasped aloud, struck with a peculiar desire. 
 
    She went to the old bridge, which was tried and true for settling her thoughts. She threw stones at pieces of lumber that were drifting in the water. “The moon rose tonight in chains. I never thought that she could be enslaved,” Bea began to sing a wistful song. “‘Til someone came in the bright of day and stole the light of the night sky away.” She went down from the bridge to a trail and walked beside the water. She then stood completely still and silent, watching the reflection of sunlight in the water. 
 
    “You do impress me, miss Sappir,” Bea said to herself as though in rehearsal. 
 
    “My brightest little pupil. What a treat… to teach a noble soul,” Bea said in the role of Azela. 
 
    I must hit on her, Bea thought, pounded again by a forceful feeling that drove her nearly manic. Just something. 
 
    She went into the village, where it was very quiet, though some of the locals bowed or curtseyed to her. She went to Leah’s bakery. There her eyes were caught by what appeared to be the perfect offering: a glamorous, sapphire-creamed cupcake that glimmered like magic. She bought it and then went hurriedly in the direction of Azela’s home. 
 
    Bea’s thoughts were still catching up with her, but she had the beginnings of a plan. Sweet words did not come to her so easily but there would be little doubt with this. Then, she did fear the possibility of rejection. Azela was so kind to everyone that the tender signals she had given were not entirely trustworthy. 
 
    Bea was before Azela’s door before she knew it. There was still no sign of the arcanist returning, nor eyes upon her, but she remained frozen there for some time. Entering was trivial; she only considered what manner of note or signature she should leave, and what Azela would think when she first laid eyes upon it. 
 
    Bea shrank herself and what she carried until her stature was as miniscule as a fairy’s. Then she was easily able to levitate herself upward and used such telekineses to squeeze through Azela’s keyhole. She got stuck for only a moment, and her heart rushed as she glided in and landed on the central table. Setting the cupcake down on a little plate there, she let it swell up to its normal size. 
 
    She stuck her tiny finger in the cream and had a mouthful. It was a perk of size-altering magic that one could indulge in excess. The small treat could have been a whole wedding cake to one of her present stature. The table shook beneath her feet as someone suddenly yanked on the door. 
 
    Azela did not hear the tiny shriek of alarm as she came into her home, but she saw the cupcake at once and made a sound of surprise herself. Hiding behind it, Bea could hear her every footfall, and practically feel the shadow of the arcanist looming so far overhead. 
 
    “My stars, oh,” her voice was rich and warm. “Someone loves me,” Azela said with deep and hearty amusement. She picked up the cupcake and examined it, smiling as she recognized Leah’s work. She wondered who could have done this so swiftly and if they knew how much she needed it. The intrusion didn’t seem to bother her at all, though Bea remained yet unnoticed, gaping at her from below. 
 
    Her little face felt warm with a blush, and she wondered if Azela might take her into her hands, or even suddenly snatch her up on sight. Bea snapped to her senses and booked it while she could, feeling a rush of excitement and embarrassment and so sure she’d be seen. She jumped off the table and landed on the purple velvet cushion of a chair. She threw back her head to clear the long white hair from her face and look up at Azela, who was standing right over her. The arcanist still hadn’t noticed her scurrying friend. 
 
    “No note,” Azela remarked, tenderly replacing the cupcake on the table. As she leaned forward, Bea was treated to the sight of her rear overhead, titillatingly presented in a silk dress with open sides. She found herself biting her lip hard, and unable to think or move. 
 
    “Could it… Bea?” 
 
    Hearing her own name made Bea’s eyes go wide. Would Azela now go through the same inner turmoil she had felt? It would be a complicated affair at best. 
 
    “Mmm~” Azela’s voice rumbled with pleasure. Now she seemed full of sureness and moved at once to dig into her treat. Her unseen suiter was given little warning as her hips swung swiftly into the chair. 
 
    Bea only had a moment to yelp before the soft but smothering weight of Azela’s body rested fully upon her tiny form, and she was buried beneath her. The cushion compacted and lost its breath and she felt the silk pressing tightly to her body. It felt thin. Azela’s plush and pretty ass dominated everything and Bea could barely squirm, though she was squeezed near such an intimate place that she daren’t try. 
 
    Azela ate some of the cupcake in oblivious delight. Bea longed to know her thoughts but instead, there came a symphony of soft and happy noises. At least, the treat seemed to be to her taste. Bea felt a mixture of mortification and joy. She could not imagine how this would play out, and her heart rushed, yet her mind grew no better at solving. Her face blushed so warmly she felt sure Azela would feel the heat up her ass. 
 
    Azela adjusted her posture but only sat all the more laxly. Then she suddenly shifted to sit upright. Bea gasped as she was swung back and forth by a wiggle of Azela’s hips, her tiny body ground upon. The weight lessened, and Bea squealed as the large digits of Azela’s hand slid up against her. She was grasped and pulled out into sight. 
 
    “Oh!” Azela’s voice boomed as she exclaimed with surprise. She loosened her hold on Bea and stared at her with wonder. They were both too dumbstruck to speak for an instant. The massive, turquoise pools of Azela’s eyes were striking at such a scale, but she blushed and smiled just the same as Bea. “You!” 
 
    “Sorry! I…” Bea shook her head and huffed. “Didn’t mean to be under your ass!” 
 
    “Were you just making your getaway?” Azela asked, and she burst out in laughter. “I… didn’t… mean to sit on you,” she managed to say. She gently dropped Bea onto the table and sat back down with fitful giggles. 
 
    Bea fell and laughed, rolling around on the table and making a great and silly show of herself. It settled her nerves, and she looked up at Azela from her back and saw a bright and delighted grin on her face. Suddenly she didn’t feel unsure about a thing, but rather as though this had all been a work of art. “Well! Some treat for you,” Bea observed. “I figured you’d be craving it.” 
 
    “You are the cutest thing I have ever seen,” Azela said, finding some seriousness as she recovered from the surprise. “The sweetest treat…” she paused a moment, deciding to say what she thought. “I’ve yet to taste.” With her words came a warm shift in the air, and Bea felt herself tremble. 
 
    “Really?” she asked in a cheery and very small voice. “I like you too, Azela.” She could find no better words, and in truth, it was hard to even meet the stare of the woman who was then a giantess by comparison. “May I share in your cupcake?” she asked regally and leaned against it to sit there. 
 
    “Of course. It’s delicious, by the way,” Azela said, holding a fork-full toward Bea. “Stay like that,” she said. “Bite-sized.” 
 
    Bea’s ear twitched curiously and she leaned in to take a mighty bite of frosting, ending up with a glob on her nose as well as her thigh. Azela was watching her intently and Bea felt a potent giddiness inside. She wondered what she ought to say. “Maybe I should have jumped out from inside it,” she said. 
 
    Azela’s merry laughter boomed through her home. She came forward with a napkin and Bea rubbed her face there. Then she was grabbed again and held up near Azela’s eyes. “This is the nicest surprise I might have gotten,” she said. “But more than that… I am touched to know my feelings are shared.” 
 
    Bea’s little eyes were on the tender and rosy curve of Azela’s lips. “You deserve the best,” she said and found herself relaxing deeply to Azela’s hold around her body. The warmth of her touch gave pleasure as it seeped in from all around. “This is fun,” she said under her breath, sensing how Azela was fixated upon her tininess. 
 
    “You are as precious and pristine as ever, a doll, rightly,” Azela moved Bea nearer to her face and warmed her with her breath. “I think I want to play with you.” 
 
    Bea stared at her intently, feeling a strong and sudden compulsion. She was brazen enough for it but lacked the volition required to kiss Azela right then. “Bring me to your mouth,” she earnestly demanded. Azela’s lips curled into a fond and amused grin. 
 
    She did, but not the way Bea expected. She hoisted her up and sucked the frosting off her bare thigh and tenderly enclosed it with her lips. Bea squealed and kicked as the bumpy texture of Azela’s tongue made her giggle. She was left clean but slick with spittle. “I could put you about anywhere,” Azela said, but then Azela paused and fluttered her eyelashes. She seemed to consider Bea’s words again. “You want to kiss?” she asked, showing a rare bashfulness. “Do you want to be my tiny girlfriend?” 
 
    Bea had known women, but there was something seductive in the proposal, something different that Bea didn’t know she had been craving. It made her weak and made her feel small, and it was the best feeling she had felt in a long time. “I’d like to be all yours,” she said. It was so easy then to surrender entirely, and she swooned in Azela’s hands, chiming a note of excitement. “Your doll.” 
 
    “Tonight you may be my toy,” Azela told her candidly, knowing well the effect her words were having on Bea. “And tomorrow, we can wake in each other’s arms, and see where that leads,” she said. Slowly she brought Bea toward her mouth. The shrunken elf had thought herself ready for it, but the sight of Azela’s plush lips rushing to fill her vision set off fireworks in her soul. She writhed and squirmed into that kiss. Each lip was a pillow of warmth and they hugged Bea’s face, and then played against the softness of her body, brushing her tummy and breasts. 
 
    “I don’t know why this feels so good!” Bea exclaimed in a high and girly voice. Each kiss set upon her petite form was stirring, reaching inside to tickle her core. Azela pushed firmly against her and let her lips slide along Bea’s little body firmly enough to massage her, and she opened up wide, momentarily threatening to swallow her little lover up, though she only panted and licked her. 
 
    “I like having you this close” Azela said, her lips moving against Bea’s body. “I could just eat you,” Azela said, and she extended her tongue so that it hung down toward Bea’s thighs, but then withdrew it and smirked. “What should we try first?” she inquired gently. After all, the occasion would be forever special. “Ah!” She readily had an idea. 
 
    Bea felt exposed, held aloft and dangling between the delicate grasp of Azela’s fingers, and was gasping for air. Their first and oh-so-messy kiss had left her reeling but ready for any surprises. Then she was lowered into the welcoming valley between Azela’s breasts and tucked in there. Bea groaned happily as she felt her legs sink deep into the cleavage and soon the soft flesh of Azela’s breasts engulfed her up to the neck. The arcanist parted them and let them drop together. The resounding clap made Bea squawk a laugh. She felt she was being spoiled now. 
 
    “I’ll try to be gentle with you,” Azela said as an afterthought, casually pressing her breasts together and squeezing her little new lover between them. “Though I know you can take it.” 
 
    “All day!” Bea assured. She planted the first of many tiny kisses against the soft and jiggly boobs that encompassed her. Azela’s warmth was striking and Bea laid back to turn her eyes up at her. “You are making me silly.” Bea was amused to see the arcanist with her chin to her chest meeting her stare. She approached with her fingers and took hold of Bea’s sleeves. Slowly she pulled her dress up and off of her. 
 
    Azela giggled as she swung the tiny garment around. “Have a dip, Silly!” she said and pushed Bea down until she disappeared in her bust. “You can’t have known, but I imagined something just like this. It is magic that suits you,” Azela said, and Bea could feel her rising from the seat and going into another room. “I like that you like it. Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    This was a side of Azela that Bea hadn’t known but perhaps suspected. She lovingly toyed with others and always eyed Bea like a treasure. Bea swayed back and forth and spread out comfortably against one perfect and massive boob. The other pressed reassuringly into her back, feeling much like a heavy and heated blanket. 
 
    Azela’s lust was most surprising, and hearing her speak so surely of her intentions made Bea sweat. Actually, she felt a bodily arousal so potent that it made her feel fragile or unstable and just a touch away from explosion. Her panties were wet, her thighs twitched, and the muffled sound of her high-pitched groaning buzzed out from Azela’s breasts.`1 
 
    “You like being small, don’t you,” Azela said, but there was no question about it. Her own excitement made it hard to tease. As Bea’s world was swallowed up by Azela, Azela felt all her attention compressed on the little wiggling delight she had so close to her heart. She wanted to watch her indulge in the excess. She wanted to see the elf, as pretty as a princess fairy, worshiping her teats, her feet, and her pussy. 
 
    “Here is where I’ll keep you,” Azela said, and she put her fingers to Bea’s back and slid her around front of one breast. She tucked her against her areola and made sure her face was right up against it, and then let the silky cup of her top slap back in place. “You can sleep there later.” 
 
    Bea felt pleasure move through her, starting with her toes, and her whole body seemed to shout with bliss. She could barely keep a hold of her head. She purred and kneaded her hands in the softness around her, licking and kissing blindly, fervently, until she noticed Azela’s teat protruding against her belly. Bae slid down until she was faced with the sizable nub, and put her lips around it. It was a lot to swallow and filled her mouth with a funny salty warmth. She could never get used to it; she thought she’d never rest, but stay awake and serve happily wherever Azela wanted her through the night. 
 
    Azela had walked into her bedroom, and she laid a hand on top of where Bea was tucked. Her tiny tongue was ticklish, but Azela was pleased to sense her diligence. “You’re going to drive me nuts,” she exclaimed after a while, while Bae was kissing and licking the little bumps around her teat. “Are you ready to go all the way?” she asked. 
 
    Bea was more than ready and intrigued by the thought of what Azela might have in store. “Just don’t lose me in there,” she said teasingly, made to sound ditsy by her delight. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got a plan. Just tell me if it’s too much,” Azela said, a rare note of trepidation in her tone despite an obvious eagerness. Azela peeled off her top and Bea found herself exposed, clinging to her teat. She stared at and admired the boob opposite of her, rising like a hill in her vision. “What do you think?” Azala asked, and Bea took a look around. 
 
    Azela’s bedroom was pretty and decorated in blue and purple finery. In her hands, there was a smooth and featureless dildo, made of an amethyst crystal and polished with a rounded tip. Mana glowed when Azela touched it with her thumb and showed that she could make it vibrate. She was sitting on her bed and her thighs were bare, as she had also removed her skirt. 
 
    Bea laughed. “That’ll help!” she said enthusiastically. “As much as I’d like to try with just my little hands and tongue.” 
 
    “I’ll give you plenty of chances for that,” Azela promised. She took Bea in hand and laid her out on the dildo, and then began to affix her there with a little strip of ribbon. Bea could only giggle and blush as she was tied up snugly to the sex toy and became one herself. 
 
    “Oh my… some plans,” Bea said, feeling her chest shake from excited reverberations — and the toy wasn’t even turned on. As she undressed Azela in her mind she shivered, and she could scarcely think ahead at being stuffed into her most intimate recesses. The thought made her gut tremble and words fail. She grinned ear to ear up at Azela, wiggling her toes and showing her readiness. 
 
    “There we are,” Azela said when she was satisfied Bea was secure. “Let’s experience this together,” she said, rubbing the toy and Bea against her breasts. She held it near to her face and pursed her lips, gently smooching Bea’s face. Then her tongue came out and slathered Bea and the tip of the crystal toy she’d been mounted on. Bea squealed and then giggled as Azela clamped her top between her lips and tore it away with a little snarl. She gasped and squirmed against the ribbons as Azela’s tongue encircled her breasts, caressed them, and then dragged along her teats. 
 
    She was able to do much so easily, and Bea knew she was in for a treat, though her relief would come later and was already a pressing need. Azela leaned back and pulled off her panties. As she casually rested the toy and Bea in her lap, it rolled to put Bea against Azela’s bare pussy at once, and Bea exclaimed a note of surprise as a wet lip brushed up against her face and she was greeted by Azela’s intoxicating aroma. 
 
    “Time to get really close,” Azela said with a soft chuckle. She aimed the toy toward herself with Bea facing up. After a little pause, Azela began to insert the dildo between her lower lips. It slid in easily, and she didn’t stop until Bea’s head was nestled directly against her clit, and ready to slip under there. Bea had closed her eyes in preparation for the plunge and Azela enjoyed the sight of her. She watched her new tiny girlfriend carefully as she moved the toy deeper. Once Bea’s head had slid inside Azela involuntarily jerked forward, made to convulse by her own carnal satisfaction. She laid on her bed and drew the toy out from herself for only a moment, getting comfortable and spreading her legs. 
 
    Bea was about to speak when she was plunged deep into Azela’s sex. This time she disappeared as much of the toy was taken inside. A wet and tender warmth enclosed her and she could hear the vibrations of Azela moaning and the dull thud of her heart beating, seemingly so far away. She wanted Azela to use her in every way she desired. It was a comfortable and sultry dark, and when Bea opened her mouth, she was greeted with the rich flavor of Azela’s nectar. Soon Bea was entirely drenched in that tangy lubricant. She was able to breathe easily enough though the sliding caused the fluid to splash and slosh over her. All she could think about was Azela’s bliss, rising and welling up in the walls around her. 
 
    “This happened fast,” Azela said, out of breath from her excitement. She began to move the toy at what she thought was a controlled pace, though Bea was flung back and forth so rapidly that she felt like she was going down a wet and squishy slide. Azela could barely help herself and felt little need to excuse herself. “But we’ll make it last. We’ll try everything. Want to get used to being that way?” she asked and listened to hear Bea’s tiny and muffled confirmation before erupting in a laugh. “Get used to being in my pussy.” 
 
    Azela activated the toy and it began to buzz, causing Bea’s body to jiggle. The ribbons had come a bit loose but Azela pushed Bae up against the ceiling of her sex and let her body vibrate against it. She had a leg and arm free and she squirmed, and Azela flopped on the bed, thrown back by the pleasure she felt. She could sense Bea’s little efforts to add to her bliss, but just knowing she was there was enough to send Azela over the edge. 
 
    Her body spasmed and her thighs closed together, and Bea was squeezed on all sides and then blasted with a spray of nectar that seemed to flow out directly onto her face. She could feel the forces upon her as Azela’s mighty hips jerked and swayed and sensed the pleasure echoing about her. She laughed in a high and merry voice and kissed Azela within, though her tiny lips may have gone unnoticed. Azela was groaning and moaning and the intensity of her pleasure shook Bea’s little world. When she was finally pulled back into the open, Azela’s nectar flowed out after her like a little waterfall and pooled up on the bed. The larger woman’s thighs trembled and she held on loosely to Bea’s leg, removing her from the fixings. 
 
    “I like the way you play, Azela,” Bea said, swooning as Azela lifted her and dangled her over the span of her body. She was brought to Azela’s face and let to fall land there with a wet plop, as Azela softly whimpered and breathed deeply. Her azure eyes soon crossed and focused on Bea. 
 
    “You are so beautiful,” she said, studying her like a rare bug. She put her hands to Bea’s back and licked her from her toes to her face. “I just got so excited when I saw you,” she exclaimed quietly, rubbing her lips and her nose against Bea’s little body. “There are so many things I want to do,” she said and whined as residual pleasure moved through her. 
 
    “I’d try anything with you,” Bea said, eager still to be subject to Azela’s salacious whims. She played with Azela’s tongue with her legs, encouraging the sizable muscle to lap up between them. Azela suddenly scooped up Bea’s feet in her mouth and then held her around the waist with her lips. 
 
    “Uh huh?” Azela said, her tongue jerking up against Bea’s butt. She squealed and slid further into Azela’s mouth. The arcanist gave her pussy a tiny lick but it was enough to make Bea squeak, and her hands grasped Azela’s lips firmly. She paused a moment, watching Bea squirm around as her tongue moved slowly back and forth. She sucked her in bit by bit, and then closed her lips beyond Bea’s head, and held her in her mouth. Soon Bea felt pushed into the softness of the back of Azela’s throat. She gasped as she realized what was next. 
 
    “Mmm~” Azela moaned happily and gulped. Her first effort didn’t take Bea down but she let spit accumulate in her mouth and swallowed again, this time causing the little lady to slip back and begin to slide deeper. Azela put a hand to her throat and had a bright smile on her face. She lurched forward some and gulped forcibly, and Bea was swallowed. The sound of her frantic little giggles could be heard descending down Azela’s neck and then growing fainter as Bea was dropped into her stomach. “Delicious.” 
 
    Azela laid back on her bed and was totally relieved and satisfied. She was in no hurry to teleport Bea out, as she could sense the little elf was quite enjoying the situation. Down in a messy dark amidst cupcake fluff and cream, Bea was touching herself and enjoying all the sounds of Azela’s body around her. She was crazy; they both were, and this was something she never could have dreamt up. Bea thought herself lucky to be the treat of such an adventurous woman. She didn’t want the ride to ever end.
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    Fairydise 
 
      
 
    An untamed stretch of brilliant coastline is the perfect escape for elves, trolls, and all those seeking to avoid the turmoil of a world again at war. Shazzy is a bright-eyed goblin apt to charm and tease. Her friendly and flirtatious personality soon earns her two miniature suitors. 
 
      
 
    They are native fairies of the wilderness that would not ordinarily approach the larger races. Each is infatuated by Shazzy's playfulness and wit, finding it easy to trust her. After getting a taste, both fairies seek a way to get close again. 
 
      
 
    Shazzy figures she might have struck a nerve with those tiny magical women. If they’re so bold as to find her again, they’ll get what they’re after. She thinks it’ll be fun to be the big one for a change. In fact, she’s fantasized about having a fairy (or two) of her own for quite some time…  
 
      
 
    Tags: Erotica, size difference, lesbian, fairy, goblin, living insertion, boob crush, mouth play, vacation, group sex, living sex toy, wholesome, fantasy, size play. 
 
      
 
    Word Count: 5250 
 
      
 
      
 
    The heart aches for paradise. Those who flocked to the Mojo Straight and its luxurious, tropical beaches seemed to come alive with bright spirits and bright grins. Nowhere else in the world was found such a variety of people at peace. Elsewhere, the war had again shown its cruel face, and as such, the resort was filled with those who could afford to abscond from the hardship. At the center of it all, it seemed, was a goblin-owned club. It was there, where strange and wonderful modern music coaxed all arrivals to dance, that the blue fairy Rosil was drawn. 
 
    She was mercurial, and though made timid around the comparative giants of other races, she felt a flair for adventure simmering within. It waited on her bravery, and as she fluttered toward the entrance, she felt like something grand was set to begin. Mist, illuminated pink and purple by lights within, flowed out between grand palm leaves, and Rosil was hardly noticed at all as she glided inside. 
 
    The bassy music tickled her wings. The ancient copper-hued stone that lined the walls was set down in the past age. Perhaps it had once been a luxurious suite for highborn trolls, but now the old rock and vegetation lent its beauty to a bar and spa. An area for dining and one for dancing were the elevated sections, and from there, large steps descended into a clear pool of steaming water. There were many guests, and they all towered over Rosil. The elves and trolls, particularly, were like monuments, and she had a mental block toward greeting any. There were goblins, and a human too, gathered near a table across from the dance floor. She drifted toward them like a mote of dust, kicking off tiny sparks of magic from her toes. 
 
    They were playing a game that drew her eye. The cards depicted warriors and magi from great wars past, and it struck her as odd that they did not avoid such things now. The human and her opponent, a bright-eyed goblin with pale turquoise skin, alternated between merriment and true competitiveness, jesting, taunting, and occasionally conceding that the other had wit. 
 
    Rosil only spectated for some moments. The music was curious to her ears but deafening and a hindrance to her thoughts. Still, she felt at once compelled to approach and descended by relaxing the buzz of her wings, until her faint blue glow reflected against the glossy playing cards. 
 
    “How is that slow play going for you?” The goblin gal asked, putting down two cards which each revealed a fierce and foreign beast. She seemed to be in a grove as she took several actions during her turn. “Intoxicated Looter attacks!” she rolled a dice. “Destroying your hippogryph. I cast Get Goons with the rest of my power,” she declared. 
 
    “Oh… hi,” the human’s voice came softly. Rosil actually thought the human was speaking to the new challengers on the board. Her attention snapped up after a moment, and she stared toward the human’s eyes, far above her. 
 
    “Looks - Hi!” she fumbled for a moment with her words. “Some kinda game?” 
 
    Rosil heard the goblin behind her gasp sharply. The sound had an intensity to it that made the fairy flinch, but she landed on her heel and spun with a flap of her translucent wings. 
 
    The goblin’s stark violet eyes were affixed on Rosil with strength. It was a curious look, with unabashed interest and affection, like how one looks at a pleasant critter. Her shaggy yellow hair looked aglow in the strange lights, and she was heavily endowed and beautiful all over. She held silence as Rosil considered her, slowly bringing a finger near to her lip. 
 
    “Hi!” Rosil chirped again. She felt a rush behind her tongue that let her conjure a few words. The fairy was about ten inches tall, perhaps a fourth of the goblin’s height. 
 
    “Are you… a fairy?” At once, the goblin set her hand face-down on the table and leaned down to study Rosil. The fairy flew up an inch in an instinctive flight response but quickly settled right back into place, and did a little pose to make it look like it was on purpose. 
 
    “Yes! I’m Rosil, a sapphiric fairy,” she said, folding her wings against her back. 
 
    “A sapphic fairy?” The gobliness asked with another surprised gasp. 
 
    Rosil didn’t understand she’d been misunderstood. She wore a bright grin on her face as she let those surrounding the table take in her appearance. The display was a signal for attention, which fairies often craved. 
 
    “You’re radical!” the goblin exclaimed. “Come here, play with us,” she invited, beckoning with a fingertip. Rosil skipped over to the table's edge and looked over the cards again. She turned her head up to the pretty face of the goblin woman, who seemed most interested in her. At once she flew up and onto her shoulder, perching there skillfully. 
 
    “I’m Shazzy! That’s Alison,” Shazzy said. Her teeth looked sharp as she angled a grin toward Rosil, and then turned her eyes back at the game. 
 
    In truth, Rosil didn’t pay much attention to the rest of it, though she gave out little cheers at Shazzy’s tactical victories. It was apparently a good round, with lots of turns to make them holler, but she dwelt in the moment dreamily, thinking only of Shazzy and how odd a joy it was to rest on her minty-green flesh. How sweetly she had looked at her. That moment under her eyes would last forever in Rosil’s little heart. 
 
    She was prodded to give the occasional advice, and ‘help’ Shazzy with her decisions as she took on the others. Rosil’s serenity was blatant, and she soon deigned to recline against Shazzy’s collar and curl up there with trusting affection. Only once did Shazzy’s finger come up to stroke her body, but it was enough for Rosil to feel precious and secure. After the play had gone on a long time, she closed her eyes and did not stir until she felt Shazzy shifting beneath her. She had walked away from the others and neared the club’s exit. 
 
    There was a new music playing, and it did not seem so overly potent to Rosil’s ears. There was an emotion and harmony to it that she had never heard, but at once understood, and felt in her core like a fish hook. Her tired eyes looked up at Shazzy as she sat upright and for a moment, she dreaded that they would part. 
 
    “Did you have fun?” Shazzy asked her, speaking just louder than a whisper. “I thought I was gonna have to keep you,” she teased. 
 
    It was a tease that reached deep into Rosil’s spritely core. She couldn’t know it, but Shazzy truly might have made Rosil her own. She who many overlooked had already become akin to a goddess in those minute blue eyes. “Yes. You made me feel right at place,” she told her with a small smile. 
 
    “I like you there,” Shazzy said playfully. “My little fairy guide. A fae to whisper me secrets,” she continued. “You ought to be at home here. They told us fairies are all about these parts, drawn here long ago by the greatest beauty of the world.” 
 
    Rosil was charmed but felt timid again. The words that came to her mouth were all too emotive, too forceful with feeling like a magic spell. “I will tell you one secret,” she finally said. “You are most beautiful of everything I’ve seen.” 
 
    Even Shazzy’s quick tongue was given pause by such a proclamation, but with a tilt of her head, she showered Rosil in her golden locks and brushed her with her cheek. “Aren’t you a little pearl,” she said gently, her voice having a hint of wistfulness. Rosil grabbed hold of tufts of hair and dangled as Shazzy raised her head, and the goblin brought her hand up to gently grasp her. The embrace was warm and precise with its gentleness, but Rosil had a shiver as she was lifted up before Shazzy’s eyes. 
 
    “Just a tiny temptation,” Shazzy seemed to decide, her dismissiveness teasing. “You are bold to flirt so. Don’t you fear being squashed?” She said, but while Rosil showed her surprise, Shazzy slowly pressed her heavy breasts together with her arms. The fairy could not help but laugh as a pink glow appeared on her cheeks. 
 
    “I’ve little bravery. But for how you look at me, I would dare,” she said, stifling her giggles. 
 
    Shazzy paused and looked her over, and then suddenly opened her mouth wide and stuck out her dark-purple tongue, exhaling on Rosil until she gave out a cute squeal. Shazzy’s shark-like teeth snapped shut with a grin. “Dare you?~” she repeated playfully. “Well if you dare, come say hi again. I’ll be around. Maybe your bravery will be rewarded.” 
 
    Shazzy went out of the club and tenderly set Rosil down on a broad leaf. The fairy’s faint glow was pretty in the night, and Shazzy smiled as she got comfortable, looking like she would sleep there. She had a feeling she hadn’t seen the last of that shy little sparkle. 
 
      
 
    When the sun rose again, it rose with fury. The waters along the shore were packed and blankets and umbrellas adorned the expansive beach. A magus gave out iced treats as fast as she could conjure them, and surfing trolls dazzled the guests, their bodies formidable and athletic and unabashedly displayed. So bright was the sun that Eyva felt invisible overhead. She wouldn’t ordinarily approach such a mass of people, unable to predict what they might do, but there was something about the revelers here that made her trusting. 
 
    They had put up a great net between two posts. If it was meant to catch birds it was a poor work indeed, Eyva thought, and perched on one of the upright logs. Under her, there were three people on either side, and they seemed to square up against each other. 
 
    “That seems a little complicated, Shazzy,” an elf remarked. She had a ball in her hands and threw it up and down readily. 
 
    “Fine, just play how you like,” Shazzy said with a laugh. She had been trying to explain about passing the ball and setting up your teammates. The game was new to the green fairy, and also to some of the players, but Eyva was at once captivated. The ball was hit over and the troll beside Shazzy stopped its momentum, sending it up and back. Shazzy took off like a thunderbolt and got under it, and in return, bumped it back toward the troll, who then easily pummeled it into the opponent’s sand. 
 
    “Well it makes sense when you do it like that,” the elf conceded with a laugh, jogging after the ball. 
 
    “Woo!” Eyva cheered. She didn’t expect to be heard, but Shazzy’s ear twitched. She alone turned her eyes up the post and caught sight of Eyva’s little green wings. The fairy dangled her legs and sat there contently, and Shazzy smiled widely at her. 
 
    “Looks like we have a little cheerleader,” Shazzy said, pointing. It took the others a moment to detect Eyva. 
 
    “Another one. Oh my gosh, so small,” the human on Shazzy’s team remarked. 
 
    “Hey fairy!” the elf greeted. “Be careful up there! Watch out for the ball.” She wasted no time serving again. Shazzy and the human were again able to pull off the return, but this time, the elf immediately swatted the ball back into the sand as soon as it came over. Their game was tied. 
 
    Eyva was fascinated and lay her belly on the post, watching the players. Sometimes, the pretty goblin looked up to check if she was still there. Eventually, Eyva found herself watching her specifically. She always put such effort in for her team and emoted her vigor with hops and claps. The grin rarely left Shazzy’s features and while she was competitive, she also seemed to be driving the fun. 
 
    It was then that the ball socked Eyva’s post so forcefully that she was sent tumbling to the sand, seemingly so far below. She had no fear of the fall and let herself drop, perhaps because she thought it might be funny. It pleased her that Shazzy immediately rushed to her aid, and she sat upright so that the goblin would see she was alright. Nonetheless, Shazzy threw herself onto her knees and reached down to cup Eyva between her hands. “Oh no! Tiny-one, are you okay?” she asked, close enough for Eyva to feel her breath. Making her hands a stretcher, Shazzy quickly walked away from the court and set Eyva down on a mossy rock. 
 
    “I’m fine! You can keep playing!” Eyva said with a little giggle. 
 
    “We shouldn’t rough-house around you,” Shazzy said. She investigated Eyva closely, thinking of how she was much like the other fairy she had encountered, Rosil. There was a lot of interest and some intensity in those large, violet eyes. 
 
    “You’re good at the ball game,” Eyva told her. She didn’t know why, but she was blushing quite intensely. She gathered up her long green locks and swept them back behind her shoulders. She had little clothes, but markings and a small piece of frilled silk for her waist. 
 
    “I wanted to show off a little.” Shazzy stood upright and her color was vibrant in the direct sun. She wore a top that matched her eyes and had just managed to keep her weighty breasts from bouncing free. Her baggy shorts cast a shadow over Eyva on the rock, and the fairy looked up at her, feeling, gradually, enchanted. The fairy knew of none like this, in any land. Her senses denied that Shazzy was real. 
 
    “All for me?” Eyva asked. Shazzy had put on a show, but Eyva never would have thought such mind was given to her little eyes. 
 
    “I thought you might like to see some shorty-power,” Shazzy explained with a laugh. Eyva snickered. It amused her that Shazzy compared herself to one so tiny. She hopped down and peered the long way up to Shazzy’s eyes. 
 
    “You’re some shorty!” she teased playfully, though it was a compliment. 
 
    “But I guess to a fairy, everyone’s a giant. Fee fi fo FUM!” Shazzy said, gently lifting and stomping her feet nearer to Eyva. Laughing, the fairy drew her hands up in a mock plea for her life. 
 
    Shazzy dropped on her arms and knees and enclosed the space above the fairy, trapping her. “You’re lucky I’m a gentle giant,” she said, looming in close until her nose bumped Eyva in the chin. Eyva let out a gasp at her changed tone and the way Shazzy had sealed her off from everything else. Suddenly, Shazzy pursed her lips and moved them against Eyva, pushing her back and pressing her against the sand with a kiss on her belly. It was swift and there was no halting her strength, but very tender and gentle, and after a moment Shazzy pulled away with a noisy ‘Mwah’. “All better?” she asked, slowly lifting her torso and letting the sun come back down on Eyva. 
 
    “Uhh huh huhuh…” Eyva laughed dumbly. The kiss had smote her and she lay in a happy stupor. She had never known touch like that. 
 
    But with a giggle of her own and some haste, Shazzy scurried away from her. She rejoined her friends who were preparing to hit the spa. Eyva was delighted, but she would not let that be the end of it. She at once believed Shazzy was playing hard-to-get, and squeezed her tiny fist in determination to feel those lips again. 
 
     
 
    A pair of heartstrings had been plucked. Shazzy had been fun and loose all throughout her stay, but even as her friend group enjoyed the spa, lunch, dancing, and performances with dinner, she had in her mind the two little fairy women who had seemed drawn to her. There was something in their eyes when they looked at her that Shazzy didn’t see anywhere else, and admittedly, she was curious about being the big one for a change. 
 
    On the third day, Shazzy made an effort to allow herself to be found. She walked along the main beaches and checked in at the club. There was no sign of the fairies then, but she had some time left in her stay. Taking her pack, she hiked a long trail that lead up a river called the Er’leta, which meant something like ‘lazy friend’ in trollish. Once she had gone past a few gentle dips in the river she got out an inflatable rubber tube and began to blow it up. 
 
    From there the winding river went slow and far and through such scenic and wild lands that dreams did not compare. Shazzy relaxed on her floaty and breathed deeply as the cool air off the surface of the water dried her sweaty skin. She let go, releasing every tension and went with the river for some time. 
 
    Shazzy didn’t have any sense of being watched. In fact, she felt utterly alone, yet she imagined for some reason that there might be fairies darting in and out of the bushes, curious of the drifter in the heart of their jungle. Once, she thought she saw a tiny glimmer of blue between some smooth rocks. Shazzy smiled to herself and curled her fingers under her top, peeling it overhead. In the sun her heavy breasts looked macha green and they splayed out on her chest in a way that seemed to relieve her. 
 
    She stuffed her shirt into her pack and used it as a pillow, closing her eyes. Over the sound of churning water, she almost heard a tiny giggle but convinced herself it was just her mind. Only when she felt a small weight upon her toes did her eyes jolt open, and she knew the truth. 
 
    They both stood there, Rosil and Eyva, each perched on an upturned foot. They were openly looking at Shazzy with a comical appreciation. Shazzy laughed. “Hey!” she gave a little shout, knowing they expected her to shoo them. What mischievous little sprites. “Come here!” she demanded, making her voice big, though the threat was amorous. 
 
    Eyva was bolder. She skipped up Shazzy’s legs and onto her shorts. “We got you now!” she declared. 
 
    “Back for another kiss?” Shazzy asked and grabbed Eyva at once. She put the fairy on her chest, gently pressed by either breast. She knew just what the fairies had come for and no longer felt any reservation. Rosil still showed her shyness but put a hand on either of Shazzy’s feet beside her, staring at her with a heated grin. 
 
    “I didn’t get one,” Rosil said. Her complaint was playful, yet Shazzy knew Rosil had surely been thinking of it much, and could imagine the words the two fairies had exchanged prior to their ambush. 
 
    “Kiss me, then,” Shazzy said, but immediately put her foot down on Rosil and pressed her against the inflatable. Rosil let out a little muffled squeal, her breath tickling Shazzy’s sole, and the goblin made sure Eyva was snugly pinned between her breasts, too. 
 
    “Now I’ve got you!” Shazzy told them. “Two fairies all to myself. And most people never see one!” She let Rosil escape the pin of her foot and was pleased to see the blue fairy giggling and blushing. “Kiss it.” She repeated to her, and Rosil knelt and smooched Shazzy’s foot and then her toes as they were presented. 
 
    Eyva’s arm stuck out from where she was sandwiched and Shazzy let her breasts part. The fairy still had to squirm and crawl to escape, and Shazzy huffed giggles at her and stuck out her tongue. Eyva again showed that happy and stunned look. It made Shazzy happy that she could swallow up all of Eyva’s senses with a gesture. She figured her body was quite a playground for the fairies. Rosil, who had until then retained some semblance of dignity, was now licking and kissing between her toes, and gently resting her soft and curvacious body against her sole. Shazzy enjoyed the feeling of her. She wasn’t so tiny that she couldn’t be played with. 
 
    Eyva flew up and spun in the sun. She wasn’t verbal, but instead, danced for Shazzy, as a fairy can not contain it. “What music makes you move so?” Shazzy asked her, entertained. She flicked her hair back with a jerk of her head and then leaned up and near Eyva’s aerial stage. 
 
    “Your heartbeat,” Eyva told her, the answer for some reason caused Shazzy to be also at a loss for words. 
 
    What to do with the funny little things? Shazzy had come up with ideas long ago, and thought of how she might treat them. Her own desire was simmering hotter, and she felt the urge to go far and hold nothing back in a moment that felt so right. They need not confess what they wanted. 
 
    “Come here, my little blue, little green,” she said. She put her hands out and caught them both, and looked at each as she brought them near her face. Her eyes landed on Rosil. “Don’t be abashed,” she told her with a grin. Shazzy brought Rosil to her lips and kissed her face, letting it get lost between her plush lips. She felt Rosil swoon in her grasp and gave her a lick. 
 
    “You’re wonderful,” Rosil told her dreamily. “I wanna always be close,” she said. Her adoration was so unveiled that Shazzy thought she saw her as a goddess. The fairies seemed driven by a powerful lust but it had a heart of real affection. 
 
    “I’m going to put you in my pussy, okay?” Shazzy told Rosil, running her thumb over her tummy and breasts. “And you…” Her eyes fell on Eyva. “You show me what you can do.” 
 
    Each fairy seemed all too eager and Shazzy showed her teeth in a vigorous grin. Rosil glowed pink and wiggled in Shazzy’s grasp, looking over her comparatively gargantuan body and to her hips. “Go on, explore,” Shazzy said, holding off from stuffing her right into her privates. She tucked her snugly into her shorts and against the dark purple lace of her panties, and let her stew there. 
 
    Eyva was deposited on one of Shazzy’s breasts and found herself faced with the broad pale disk of her areola, as sizable as the fairy's torso and pleasantly puffy. It rose in a pleasant swell around her nipple, which was rounded and did not protrude far. Eyva didn’t consider the prospect of pleasing Shazzy impossible, though she knew her work was as much for the mind as the body. She perched on her teat and happily humped against it. “Feel this?” she asked, working her tiny hips back and forth. 
 
    Shazzy did like the sensation and growled a pleasurable note that made her chest shake. She used her hand to tease her other teat and took in Eyva’s appearance as the small fairy discarded what little clothes she had. Rosil could be felt happily indulging in the dim. No doubt it was a cozy placed, tucked and shaded in those shorts, with Shazzy’s warm intimacy to greet her. All blush and giggle, she couldn’t be made to do the work alone. Shazzy raised her legs and pulled her shorts down, making sure they didn’t float away. The tiny blue fairy was clinging to her panties and laying along her groin. 
 
    They were all surprised by a sudden dip in the river, splashing water over Shazzy and sending Eyva tumbling to her chest. Shazzy laughed and quickly tucked Eyva under her boob, letting the weight of it keep her in place while she sat up. “You ready, Blue?” Shazzy asked Rosil, pinching her between two fingers. With the thumb of her other hand, Shazzy pulled the waistband of her panties forward and revealed the plush and fat lips of her pussy. 
 
    Rosil’s readiness was obvious. Her small foot kicked back against the inner tube and she seemed to try to leap right in. Shazzy let out a heated giggle and dropped her into her panties, letting the fabric slap a tight hold on the fairy. She pushed her down and then used her fingers to slightly open the way. The wet nectar beneath her clit slather over Rosil’s face. At once, the fairy began to lick and kiss her and used her whole body to rub and cuddle Shazzy’s sex. 
 
    Shazzy genuinely delighted in the sensation. It was as strange and ticklish as it was pleasurable, but Rosil’s eager immersion was stirring her deeply. She had gotten to toy with and worship larger partners before and knew the bliss of being both secure and physically dominated. After a time she freed Eyva from under her breast and brought her in close to whisper teasing words. “You’re just too small for it, huh!” she told her with a playful laugh. “What to do with little you?” 
 
    Eyva had certainly put an effort in and she knew Shazzy was only calling her useless in jest. In truth, it amused the fairy what little she could do, and afforded her the chance to attempt it all with flourish anyway. She flopped down and lay between Shazzy’s breasts, supporting her chin with her hands. She gave Shazzy a look of warm adoration and saw the pleasure in her eyes that the other fairy caused. Rosil, as though dancing, rhythmically bounced and swayed her body and it was no subdued sensation. Shazzy let out a small gasp and Eyva’s brow shot up happily. She felt as though she could sense the pleasure working its way up through the body she lay upon. “Where would you like me?” she asked casually. 
 
    “I had better put you somewhere,” Shazzy agreed. She picked Eyva up and held her to her face. “I need a little snack,” she mused and opened wide to display her sharp teeth and long dark tongue. Eyva couldn’t take it stone-faced; her eyes went wide and she let out a gasp, and soon, was tinted warm by a blush. There was trust but not enough to silence the excitement as Shazzy brought Eyva headfirst into her maw. Her hot breath washed over the fairy's body and she slowly enclosed her lips down around her torso. Eyva let out a muffled squeal as she was sealed in Shazzy’s mouth, and at once assailed by licks and slurps that traversed the whole top half of her body. 
 
    Shazzy felt a little tingle in her toes. They were not at a rushed pace but the pleasure was mounting, and she knew that if she gave herself a bit more, these little fairies could actually make her cum. The craving for it spurned her on, and she peeled off her panties and laid her palm over Rosil. Rubbing the fairy against herself, she made sure she was good and slick before lifting her up and turning her headlong toward her pussy. The fairy was not so tiny to disappear inside of her altogether, though her body would be a wonderful toy. Shazzy slid her in, moaning at the surprising sense of that happy wiggling body filling and pressing against her from within. 
 
    Eyva was drawn out from her lips and allowed to take a proper breath. Shazzy curled her long tongue up between her thighs. With one lick she made the fairy squeal a moan as those bumpy taste buds grazed over her sex. “Tasty~,” Shazzy said. “But I think I need you down there.” Her words came a little tensely, and Eyva could see the rising pleasure in her eyes. 
 
    “Anything you wish!” Eyva told her with a heated giggle. “How about… in your butt,” she said and then slapped a hand over her mouth as though to silence herself. 
 
    Shazzy laughed. She thought the fairies were goofy but in truth, she appreciated how raw and earnest their desire was. In the back of her head, the thought of having Eyva squirming about high up her rear seemed divine. “Here we go then,” she said and rolled onto her side, the inflated tube lolling back and forth. 
 
    Shazzy brought Eyva down along her body and wasted no time in rubbing the green fairy's soft head of hair against her butt. She lifted a cheek with a hand and guided her right in, her face sliding against the soft and clean swell around her anus. “Take a deep breath or something,” Shazzy said vaguely and then stared forward over the water as she gradually worked Eyva inside of herself. 
 
    Rosil never halted in her squirms. As if the fairy could sense Shazzy was getting close, she was using all her energy to squirm and rub and tease her from within. Shazzy took hold of both fairies by the feet, pushing them in and working them around a little. 
 
    Shazzy huffed and rolled onto her back again, her rear dipping into the water. She felt the inevitable course of an orgasm set upon her and was drifting toward it with pleasure that redoubled in each instant. She bounced her hips and squeezed the fairies inside of herself, tensing around them. “You two…” she moaned out softly. There was little that could be done to prepare them. “Here comes!” Shazzy again rolled over wildly, flopping onto her belly and staring at the water as the first wave of orgasm bliss came crashing through her. She arched her back and raised her rear, where Eyva’s little feet stuck out and kicked wildly. Reaching down, she repeatedly pushed Rosil deep up into herself, until climax thundered within her, and she felt herself squirting all over the the fairy. Eyva was squeezed tight enough to gasp as Shazzy couldn’t help but clench her in there, her whole body bucking and twitching. She tried not to capsize. 
 
    A deep and all-encompassing sense of contentedness came over Shazzy as the climax ran its course and her pleasure simmered to a wonderful steadiness. The fairies relaxed and drank in her bliss, dwelling in her warmth until she gently fetched them, and deposited either onto her belly. Rosil splayed out nude and dried herself in the sun while Eyva was fixing her hair, and still staring at Shazzy with that look of undiluted adoration. 
 
    “Will you stay with me, for a time?” Shazzy asked them. She didn’t want to see her tiny friends fly away at once, in fact, she disliked the thought that they might go at all, and how unlikely their paths would be to cross again. 
 
    “Can we stay with you, all the time?” Rosil asked, turning her head back to smile at Shazzy. Eyva laughed at her heartily but then concurred. 
 
    “Can we always be by you? Always beside you?” she asked in a romanticized but sincere way. 
 
    “Be my fairies?” Shazzy asked them, her ear twitching with excitement. “And come along in my pockets, for all sorts of adventures?” 
 
    “Yes!” Rosil hopped onto her feet. She clenched her fists and pumped her arms. “Yes!” Eyva got up also and did a little hop and then a summersault. 
 
    “The goblin’s fairies!” she declared cheerfully. 
 
     Shazzy grinned, hugged them both gently to her chest, and kissed their heads. “Then you are mine.”
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    Honey, We Shrunk a Human 
 
      
 
    Krida seeks a golden fortune, but this sweet comes with a string. She has found the location of a special hive far in the forests of the fae, rumored to produce honey that can heal and invigorate the flesh. 
 
      
 
    It seems a simple thing to seize the treasure for herself, but the wonders of the other world are not unguarded. She is opposed by two tiny and fierce faerie bees, and once stung, her might, and height, begin to dwindle. 
 
      
 
    The tables are turned as she finds herself the captive of a royal bee and her guard. Princess Vaily is set to become the queen of this hive, and thanks to her diet of aphrodisiac honey, contends with strong lustful urges. 
 
      
 
    Now, little threat, Krida becomes subject to her Majesty's desire. The two bee women toy with her and make her a part of their bliss, revealing a new world of pleasure to the human. 
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    Along the frontier of the new kingdom, the descendants of Thelan met on some occasion with Fae, who still dwelled in those untamed forests to the south. Krida was full of stories and hung to the words of adventurers, who swore on witnessing unbelievable things high in the wild hills. 
 
    She hiked far and alone, and bearing heavy equipment on her back, she worked up a fierce sweat in the effort. There was no map of that oceanic wilderness, and she had only rumors to assure her of a treasure to be had, yet she knew the way and had come prepared. Like the heroes of old, she would go out into the unknown and return with an otherworldly prize, a sweet treasure to rival the nectar of the divine. 
 
    Enchanted honey. She breathed the early summer air and felt its floral sweetness on her tongue. What a strange substance to be imbued with the power of life. Always she had enjoyed its taste. An ancient tree bore pears and a particular hive, high in its branches, that had proven the only source of the healing variety. Had she not felt a drop tingling upon her tongue she would not have believed it, but she had had a taste and knew the treasure was real, and potent enough to be valued beyond its weight in gold. 
 
    Her path brought her to a clearing, and on a rise of bare earth a massive and twisted pear tree loomed high over the surrounding trees. Here was as close as most could get, for if they were tempted nearer by the fruit, they would be met by the fierce opposition of nature. 
 
    Already Krida could hear the buzz, and once her ears were keen on it, she could not ignore that steady hum. The treeline felt alive and energized, and the grassy hillside between her and the tree was suspicious clear, and floored with a brilliant spattering of flowers. She could hardly spot a single bee, but would not make the mistake of a foolhardy advance. 
 
    She let her heavy pack slide from her shoulders and began to take out her garb. The dense woolen cloth was sewn together into a thick and layered shirt and pants, with a bride’s veil draped over her face to afford her some vision. But for that, she was left entirely covered from head to toe, her head wrapped in cloth tucked into her collar, and her pants stuffed down her boots. She felt secure in her bee-proof armor and began to march up the hill toward the old tree. 
 
    Though slow and clumsy, she felt like a noble knight, and her eyes shone with passion as she caught the first glimpse of the beehive, nestled in a low branch like a proud and golden heart. It doubled her height in length and was almost as wide, and it looked to her like a small tower, with a structure that was undoubtedly complex and full of life within. 
 
    She did not intend to destroy it, but neither did she concern herself with the efforts of the bees. A small piece of the hive would be broken away, and she would keep the secret as long as she could, harvesting what she determined as sustainable. She searched about for a moment until she found a long leafy branch, which she deemed suitable for striking at the hive. As she knelt and took it she could see quite a few bees tending to the flowers around her feet, and was then conscious of them in the air, already beginning to flutter around her. 
 
    She made haste up the last of the slope and closed on the tree’s trunk. She felt something collide with her belly and gasped, and caught sight of a buzzing creature flying swiftly back from her. It was far too large to be an ordinary bee and looked almost like a tiny bird, and another such creature flew before her eyes an instant later, making her stumble back slightly with alarm. What bugs! She had never heard of bees so huge. She tried to get a better look, but only the black specks of ordinary bees filled her vision, and she had a tickling sensation along her arms that made her feel anxious to hurry. 
 
    However big these bees may be, her cloth ought to protect her well. She had gone to lengths to make it excessively thick. Her heavy cloth pants were beginning to slip down and she awkwardly stepped up under the hive and raised her arms with the branch. 
 
    Krida heard a whizz like a slingshot bolt in the air, and then felt a firm impact against her collar, and saw in the corner of her eye an enormous black and yellow bee. Although it wasn’t quite a bee - it looked almost like a tiny person. She raised her branch ready to swat at it but hesitated a moment, and the tiny bee person flew just as swiftly away. Trying to move her foot, she felt as though something had caught on her, and looked down to behold a second tiny bee person clinging to her pants at the ankle. 
 
    “Huh?!” Krida exclaimed, unable to manage her surprise. She swooshed the branch in front of herself as bees were filling her vision and seemed to struggle to find a way in through the thin veil before her face. “Ah!” she exclaimed with frustration, trying not to step on the tiny bee-woman as she felt her pants slip down from her hips. 
 
    “Get her!” A tiny voice yelled from below. Krida affixed her eyes closely on the bee that was holding her and saw that she was a tiny black-haired humanoid, with fluffy yellow ears and golden wings. 
 
    She had hardly a moment to react before another sharp whizz was heard, and then she felt the impact square on the bare top of her ass, where her pants had fallen low enough to reveal her freckled buttcheek. The first bee woman she had seen had come around for another strike, and this time sank her little stinger deep into the fat of Krida’s backside. 
 
    “AIYEE!” Krida howled, spinning around and swatting herself with the branch. She stumbled and fell backward, yelping and rolling over twice before she could catch hold of herself on the hill. Her butt stang! That was no ordinary bee, and she breathed heavily as she felt a strange tingling sensation welling up from the wound. She put her hand to her butt and groaned unhappily, and then tried to pull her pants up and climb the hill again. 
 
    Whatever fairy mischief was instilled in this hive, she meant not to be deterred. That was a nasty trick, but now she felt a rush of adrenaline and tried to make a final effort to get what she had come for. Her woolen clothes seemed heavier now, and she huffed as sweat poured down her face. She encroached on the hive again, stumbling in her ill-fitting attire but managing to keep her feet. 
 
    The same bee she was sure had stung her now appeared before her face, and she crossed her eyes to affix them on the tiny woman. She had golden hair and a long black stinger protruding between her little dark thighs, and she was poised in the air with her butt angled forward, as though ready to skewer Krida again. 
 
    “Halt!” the tiny bee person demanded, her little voice like a sharp buzz. “In the name of the queen!” 
 
    Krida let a fierce scowl show on her freckled face, holding the branch aloft and making her intent to move on the hive clear. “I will have a cup of your gold. Stay back, bug!” she declared, and swished the branch in front of herself to force the little bee guardian away. 
 
    “Foolish!” the bee declared, and Krida then saw that the other one was fluttering near, too. “You are bested already.” 
 
    Krida huffed and swooned slightly on her feet. She felt strange and weak, and it was hard just to stand upright under such heavy garb. Why had she made her suit so thick? Now she felt as though she could barely move. She raised her branch high, but it didn’t reach the hive. Krida felt baffled. She had been certain a moment ago that this branch was just the right length. She tried to jump, but the swipe of her branch came just short. She heard a tiny pair of voices laughing at her. 
 
    “Wh… what is going on?” Krida asked aloud, feeling as though she was at her wit's end. She slumped against the tree ready to try to climb it and then felt transfixed as the rough bark seemed to be slowly swelling underneath her palm. 
 
    She was shrinking. Her eyes went wide with shock and she spun around to look at her surroundings. The hill now seemed twice as large as it had been when she made the trek up. Her clothes were smothering and she could barely move at all. “What have you done!” she yelled and then felt her legs give out from the weight of her bee-resistant attire. She went rolling down the hill in the heap of cloth until she was finally deposited at the foot of the slope, and left there swooning in a dizzy state. It took all of her might to push off the heavy garb, and she emerged onto the grass in just her undershirt, which was now large enough to drape to her knees. 
 
    Krida had never before seen reality shift in such a way before her eyes. The pain of her sting was forgotten, but she did not feel clear in her thoughts. Suddenly everything was different, and as she beheld the massive yellow and white flowers dotting the field, she felt as though on the verge of a trance. It was a struggle to keep hold of her wit, though the ordinary bees did not now seem pursuant to her. Soon she caught sight of the two larger, humanoid bees drifting near her in the air. They were bigger now, and the sight of their stingers made her snap partially back to reality. 
 
    “Woah woah! I’m sorry… you got me! Your sting… it’s making me… small!” Krida yelled out, raising her hands before herself as the bee people fluttered in near. “Am I dying? Please don’t sting me again!” 
 
    “You are a silly human to come out here and try to rob us,” the golden-headed bee woman said. She seemed the mightier of the two, and her stinger was aimed and ready as she closed the distance. “And you nearly crushed princess Vaily. Lucky for you, she is fine,” she declared. 
 
    The other bee seemed to be this princess. She fluttered a bit behind Vaily and studied Krida closely. It was hard to say how big they were as Krida felt herself actively shrinking, but they now stood large enough to reach her knees. 
 
    Krida studied them closely and she felt she was somewhat in over her head. Her ambition for quick money hadn’t come through how she hoped. These strange bee women were a curious sight to behold, though. They were very pretty and adorned in fine black and gold material that tightly clung to their bodies in a way that was unlike any fabric Krida knew. They each had dark skin and Vaily’s protector had little carapace protrusions from her head, somewhat like horns. 
 
    “I’m… sorry. I didn’t mean to,” Krida said after a moment. “What is happening to me?” She looked at her hands, and though she could perceive no difference in them, when she looked back at the two bee women they seemed even larger by comparison to her than before. “Make it stop!” 
 
    The protector looked to the princess, and Vaily touched her lip with a finger, thinking up her judgment. “She did not damage the hive. Although, I think she knows the way here, Dessa,” she said. 
 
    “I got her good,” Dessa remarked, flicking the tip of her stinger with a finger. “She’ll shrink right down to nearly nothing if we don’t help.” 
 
    Krida felt herself panic some, and got onto her knees, squawking out some quick and pleading words. The two bee women alighted before her, and as she knelt, they now stood above her line of vision. “I won’t tell anyone! I won’t come back and try to rob you again… please don’t make me shrink until I’m so tiny I’m lost in the grass!” she whined out pitifully. 
 
    “Oh very well,” Vaily gestured for Krida to get up, and then crossed her arms and turned her nose up. “Although you have violated the old accord between fae and man, we will spare you. But may this be a lesson to you,” she said. “You will not grow again until you have tasted the royal jelly. But we will see you are safely restored.” 
 
    That was some relief to hear. Krida could hardly get a hold of her thoughts, but at least knowing she would be safe in the end, she could chalk this all up as a misadventure, and perhaps leave with an interesting story to tell. In truth, she felt well now, though still tingly in her fingers that she seemed a little numb. There was a sense of euphoria, and it was strangely relaxing to sink into the plush and thick grass as she felt herself growing lighter. She sat down and studied the women before herself, who were now of a more comparable height to her. 
 
    “You are fortunate that the princess enjoys humans. Now, how easy should we let you off?” Dessa seemed to be enjoying the situation. She, along with the princess, watched Krida continue to shrink. 
 
    “Well what in the world are you?” she asked, pushing her fiery locks from her eyes with a sharp breath. Krida’s hair was in a short pixie cut and a bright orange amber like her eyes. The woman was lithe and toned and had freckles on her cheeks and shoulders, and she looked now especially girlish and small as her simple undershirt had become a loose-fitting dress on her diminishing form. “I don’t know if I can live this way like you! Please get me back to normal fast.” 
 
    “Be patient, human. We have to wait until you’re tiny enough to go in the hive. You’ll stop shrinking eventually,” Dessa told her. “We’re bees. Bee faeries, you might call us. I am a royal guardian, and Vaily is royalty.” 
 
    Frida looked between them and down at herself again. When she had first seen these two she thought they were just huge bees. Now they were growing even larger than she was. Or rather, she was shrinking. She felt powerless, and it was strange to have these two beautiful women seemingly emerging from nothing, and now beginning to encompass her field of view. She breathed deeply and felt herself shrinking still, and wondered if there would be any end to it. She had to hold her shirt over herself as it was now too large to wear. 
 
    The princess sat on Krida’s piled garb and studied her closely. She felt herself growing small before the eyes of the royal bee, who seemed to expect her to diminish until she was little more than a toy. The effect was very pronounced then and felt rapid, and Krida felt sure she would shrink right down into nothing, as she began to see the tips of grass reaching far over her head. Finally, the shrinking stopped. As tiny as an ant, she emerged from her shirt tiny and nude and was at once lost in a forest of towering blades of grass. The women who had previously been minute to her now towered over her. Vaily’s face loomed near and Dessa stepped to stand behind her, her feet large enough to squash Krida under her heels. 
 
    “Wow… you made her so small,” Vaily said with a giggle, her golden eyes watching Krida closely. “You’re the bug now.” She told her. Krida gasped and stepped back some. Seeing Vaily’s royal features up close, and her large golden eyes affixed so intently on her tiny pale form, she felt rather apprehensive. “She’s startled… take her up, now,” Vaily instructed with a little wave of her hand. 
 
    Krida felt the air shift as Dessa’s comparatively massive form stooped down, and she let out a soft squeal as her hands enclosed around her. Even to the little bee woman she was tiny enough to be a doll and would have looked like little more than an insect to a human of full stature. Dessa held her very gently and cradled her against the curve of her breasts. And her golden ear flicked with interest as she watched the little human in her hands, seeing her freckled body glowing in the sun. 
 
    “Don’t worry, small one. You are forgiven,” Dessa told her. “Let us show you our world. It is not a scary place, but a grand place,” she said. 
 
    “Take her to the high blossoms,” Vaily instructed, and her wings buzzed to life, lifting her off quickly toward the tree. It now loomed enormous like a mountain, and the distance seemed great to Krida’s miniaturized eyes. Dessa was soon to follow suit, and Krida felt the wind rushing past her as they soured through the air at a seemingly incredible speed. She could not help but laugh, growing giddy with wonder and enjoying the ride. 
 
    “You like flying huh?” Dessa asked with a smile. “Here,” she said, and she gently tucked Krida between her breasts. Her dark cleavage enclosed the tiny human snug so that her hands were freed for flight, and Krida felt herself blushing intensely at the strange sensation of being altogether surrounded and embraced by enormous tits. “Consider yourself an honored quest. Humans do not stray out here often.” 
 
    They went to the high branches of the tree, and then to a large pear blossom that spread its petals wide like a bed. Both bee women alighted there and sat facing each other. Krida looked around and could only breathe a sigh of awe. The tree presented endless tiers of beautiful rolling branches, leaves each drooping with their own emerald glow, and as richly detailed as painted canvases. The flowers were like beds, offering up tender inner petals to afford the tiny women a place to rest and sun. She watched as Vaily plucked a lump of pollen and chewed on it like a large piece of candy. The princess then lazily reached and took Krida out from between Dessa’s breasts, and set her down gently between their laps, as they sat close together to enclose her. 
 
    “I think myself unworthy now. I didn’t perceive that there was… something so grand as this, here,” Krida said. She felt ashamed. How little her thoughts had ever turned to the smaller, or the weaker, as she had always thought of herself as the underdog and strived for any gain she might seize. Already she observed how fondly the two bee women seemed to look upon her, forgetting her crime, and guarding her now as though a cherished pet. 
 
    “She is a suitable little flame, princess, don’t you think?” Dessa asked. Her hand plucked a single yellow petal from the flower, and she held it beside Krida’s tiny form, and then gave it to Vaily. “If only we could keep her like this for longer.” They put their attention on each other, and Krida felt herself blushing as she viewed the two looming women below. Vaily suddenly tucked her in between her thighs, and held her carefully, wrapping her in the tiny flower petal with a studious look. With care, she pinched and pulled at the delicate material, and a sharp tingle ran from her fingers along Krida’s tiny form, making her squeal and giggle from the rush of a sensation she did not recognize. When the moment passed, she was adorned in a beautiful little dress, constructed of the flower petal. She could not help but spin with delight and look down at the artistry that had been rendered with a simple touch. 
 
    “She is soft and warm. Lacking in hard bits. Her little lips are sweet even when they scowl,” Vaily remarked. She picked Krida up and lifted up gently to be level with her mouth. “You smell funny. But I’ll bet you taste fun,” the princess remarked, making Krida gasp as she thought she might be gobbled up. “Can I taste you, little human?” 
 
    She was blushing intensely, and she felt the warmth of Dessa’s breath pushing against her back. They loomed so close to her, and she felt the intensity of the craving Vaily’s large eyes held. In such a state she had hardly thought she could retain her desirability. She looked at Vaily’s plush dark lips and could smell their sweetness in the air. “Am I so strange to you, as you are to me?” Krida asked with a tiny giggle.  
 
    “Her Majesty is curious,” Dessa said softly, her finger stroking along Krida’s back. “She prepares now to become queen, and the very royal jelly which you have sought to steal gives her libido and prepares her for motherhood,” Dessa said. 
 
    Krida looked again to Vaily hearing this, though it was hard to meet the intensity of her encompassing golden stare. It took her a moment to understand, but she perceived that Vaily’s intent focus was driven by a barely contained, manic lust. 
 
    “For me?” Krida asked dumbly, knowing not what else to say. Were these two tiny giantesses coming on to her? It was too much for her little head, and she felt her heart beating through her chest. 
 
    “It would be fun,” Vaily told her. She was quiet a moment and then lifted Krida to her mouth, and put the most gentle kiss upon her. Her dark lips felt sticky and were so soft as they settled against Krida’s face and chest, messing her with a smooch. “We would make it pleasant for you. The honey is good,” she promised. “We will make you feel warm and cozy…” 
 
    Krida caught her breath and spoke up, her resistance undone in an instant, as the sweetness on her tongue tossed her into temptation. “You show me a strange paradise,” she said. “How I should love to see more.” She smiled softly. “I’ll carry this with me forever. A moment with such as you two is worth more than honey or gold.” 
 
    Vaily smiled at her warmly, and she opened her mouth wide, her long black tongue licking over Krida’s shoulder and her neck. “Wild and silly little human… I am happy to have you.” 
 
    Dessa chuckled softly. “I hope you know what you are getting into, small thing,” she said. “Even I can not keep up with the princess’ every need.” 
 
    Krida laughed some. “If this honey is an aphrodisiac… I may well be equally needful. I have never beheld women like you… and something about seeing you like this strikes me at the core. I know not if it is just the lingering toxin you stuck me full of, but I feel all ablaze now,” she said with a playful giggle. 
 
    Vaily gently lowered Krida and pressed her against her belly. The tight golden material that covered her tummy and thighs was so thin as to be translucent, and a type of rubbery film that Krida had no name for. “Let’s take her in,” Vaily said. Krida felt the softness of Vaily’s belly pressing against her as she breathed, and then the princess tucked the human in at her hip, where her side was bared. She nested her snugly under the waistline of her pants. 
 
    The two bee women took off again, and Krida was comfortable for the ride. Vaily had a wonderful warmth and aroma and it felt great to be gently squished into the softness of her hip near her groin. They approached the beehive and entered through an opening near the top. Krida saw that the wax and honeycomb within had been shaped to form an elegant entry hall and that there were several chambers suited for the bee faeries at the crown of the hive, separated from the rest. Her nose was filled with a sweet and rich aroma, and everywhere she looked was lit in luminous gold, as light filtered through panes of translucent candied honey. 
 
    They entered a bedroom. Its features were unfamiliar to Krida, other than the bed, which was draped in a translucent cloth that reminded her of insect wings. Vaily hopped onto it and bounced on the squishy substance of her bedding, which seemed like a yellow gel. She took Krida out and put her on the bed. 
 
    “This place is so strange and magnificent. My eyes adore the gentle amber and gold… I feel encompassed in perfect but unworldly warmth, like crystal and silk,” Krida said. 
 
    Dessa stood near the bed and she had taken a vial into her hands. “The human is full of sweet words now,” she observed. The golden liquid in the vial seemed to faintly glow, and Krida’s eyes were affixed upon it. She again felt a material temptation, wondering what a wonder any bit of this world would be if taken back to her own. “Are you ready to indulge, my princess? It seems you are both due a taste,” she said. 
 
    Vaily nodded to her and leaned back on her bed. She reached up to lower her top, and slowly revealed her huge dark breasts, which seemed swollen and heavy on her. Her dark nipples were wide and puffy, and large enough to cover Krida. She felt transfixed by the sight as Dessa came beside the bed and leaned over. 
 
    A dipper was pulled from the vial, its flexible spools filled with the special honey. She gave the first taste to Vaily, who slurped the honey down and rumbled a little hum of pleasure. She relaxed back against the pillows and her eyes grow half-lidden, and visible pleasure seemed to work across her face.  
 
    “Well done, your majesty. One more,” Dessa encouraged, and again filled the princess’ lips with the vibrant jelly. As she swallowed it down, Vaily squirmed and softly moaned, as though potent arousal was pushing through her in an instant. 
 
    “Will that… heal me?” Krida asked. She pulled herself up Vaily’s thigh and sat there, staring up at the two. 
 
    “Yes, gradually. But we make it for the princess. She must prepare now for the coronation, as our queen readies to establish a new hive.” 
 
    Krida thought about that a little and watched as Dessa dipped the spool again. “That seems like a lot of responsibility. But I think this hive is in good hands,” she said amiably. “I take it that you must contend often with… the side effects.” 
 
    “That is true. But it is my pleasure to assist,” Dessa said with a smirk. “None of us our above our urges, and my princess has been kind enough to share in her delights.” Dessa lowed the spool and spread its honey across the wide dark surface of one of Vaily’s areola, and dabbed it against her teat, leaving her slick with the faintly glowing honey. Krida couldn’t help but gape as she saw the sparkling coat applied to the royal breast. “Even with intruders such as you,” Dessa gently teased. 
 
    “I feel spoiled, true,” Krida remarked under her breath. She gasped as she was suddenly picked up by Dessa. The golden-haired woman stuck the tiny human against the honeyed areola of her princess and pressed her in firmly, leaving her adhered by the sweet sticky gel. Krida felt her whole body tingling, and her vision was filled with the curve of Vaily’s breast, and the rise of her nipple just before her face. 
 
    “Eat, and be renewed. But your spoiling doesn’t stop with this,” Dessa told her, coming to sit beside her princess on the bed. Krida opened her mouth and was immediately met with the rush of an otherworldly sweetness. The honey was laid out so abundantly before her she could not hope to lick Vaily clean, but she filled her mouth and slurped, and moved her tiny tongue up along the dark surface of Vaily’s nipple to its peak. It took a moment to work the thick honey down her throat, and she gasped and lifted her hand to stroke Vaily’s breast, craning her neck to behold her with wonder. 
 
    The princess seemed well pleased, though she swooned as though in her own world of bliss. Still, she watched Krida carefully, enjoying the sight of the tiny human worshipping away at her enormous tit. Again Krida swallowed as much honey as she could, its sweet intensity shaking her. 
 
    When next Krida managed to draw her gaze up, she was struck by Vaily’s beauty. Her hair was like obsidian and her skin was so perfect and lush. Her body was full of youth and yet already presented a mother’s substance, and though she seemed driven by her own needs, Vaily was perfectly self-assured in taking what she desired and seemed natural being doted on like so. Krida kissed her sticky nipple and stroked up with both her hands, pushing against the immense weight of Vaily’s breast so that the princess might feel her. She felt compelled to please her in any way her tiny body might allow. 
 
    Vaily became impatient despite the efforts. She soon grabbed Krida up and put her between her breasts, and squeezed them together, gently smothering the little human for her own amusement. She hummed a little moan and rolled her heavy tits up and down, feeling the little body roll about. “She is beginning to grow,” Vaily remarked. “You feed her now. Just a bit more. Not too fast,” Vaily instructed. She released her breasts and Krida tumbled down onto her lap. 
 
    Dessa had gotten entirely naked, and she now spread her legs on the bed, sitting to face Vaily. “Shall I? I will make her work for it then and drag out our fun,” Dessa said with a little chuckle. She took the spool of honey again and lowered her hands to her crotch. Krida’s face glowed bright red as she watched Dessa part the soft lips of her fat pussy and stick the spool of honey deep inside, lathering herself within. She pulled it out and a trail of honey drooped over her slit. 
 
    Krida did feel she was growing somewhat, although she was still so tiny that she could have crawled right up into Dessa’s pussy with some effort. She was deposited right before her by Vaily and felt the warmth of Dessa’s sex and two sets of eyes upon her. Now she beheld Dessa closely from below and was struck by her own differing beauty. She had strength that Vaily didn’t and bore less intense emotion on her face, though Krida could see she too was indulging in the fun of their game. Krida’s lips curled into a grin and she skipped forward and threw herself against Dessa’s pussy, hugging it and looking up at her with a mischievous grin. “Oh~ So I’ve just got to get it out of your hive, that’s it?” she asked, making a playful joke. Dessa didn’t laugh but her finger came down to push gently against Krida’s back and wiggle her body back and forth against her plush slit. 
 
    Krida licked up what honey was left on the outside, her tongue passing along the perfectly smooth and round curve of Krida’s pussy-mound and outer lips. Face to face with the wet gap of her sex and the sight of honey glowing somewhat deep within, Krida felt overcome by her desire, and stuffed her face right in, kissing and licking and drinking down all she could. She pushed with her legs to reach in deeper and felt the tingle of enchanted honey on her face. Dessa’s body rocked and shifted around her, and she felt a hand enclose her legs. 
 
    “She’s a perfect size,” Dessa remarked with a heated laugh. “I can feel her swelling up inside of me… almost a shame our toy must grow so soon,” she said. As Krida feasted on the luminous honey she felt the surrounding walls of Dessa’s pussy growing tight against her body and was soon pushed out, landing in a lick pool of honey on the bed. 
 
    “She is more useful to me with a bigger mouth,” Vaily remarked. The two of them watched as Krida slowly grew. The rate was very slow, but she went from being doll-sized in their eyes to more like a short elf. Vaily positioned Krida on the bed with her head near the edge, and then stood up, and faced her backside toward her. 
 
    The healing was pleasurable and the honey made Krida swoon. She was hardly aware of her surroundings in her bliss until Vaily’s enormous ass loomed over her, her golden leggings drawn tight and shiny on the curve of her rear. “Wh!” she exclaimed a gasp that was caught short as Vaily sat down, smothering her face snugly up between her cheeks and against the tight, rubbery material of her pants. The princess rocked her hips back and forth, humming a satisfied note as she felt Krida’s face pressed up tight under her groin. She repositioned herself under her pussy was lined up with Krida’s tiny face, and gently humped her, feeling her little head growing beneath herself. She bore now more firmly as Krida seemed able to take it. 
 
    Krida felt she was growing but paid little mind to it. She filled her lungs with the rich and hot aroma of Vaily’s body and was captivated by the strange sensation of her tight and thin clothes stretched taut and rubbing against her face. She could feel the lower lips of the princess through her pants, secured tightly over her mouth, and she could taste her sweetness in the air through the cloth. Dessa had gotten up again but Krida could not see what she was doing. She felt her body sliding out across the bed as it enlarged. 
 
    “There we go. I think she will reach a manageable size. We’ll have to get you outside before you can have more honey,” Dessa remarked. Vaily stood up and looked behind herself at Krida, who now reached halfway across the bed, though she was still far shorter than either bee. Krida saw that Dessa had put on a strap-on, and now wore a black rubbery phallus. It looked too enormous for her to take, but she was still steadily growing. 
 
    “Are you ready, little human?” Vaily asked. She removed her pants, peeling the golden material off of her body and revealing the curve of her bare ass to Vaily. Then, stopping forward, she displayed her perfect pussy and hovered it above Krida’s face. Dessa crawled up behind her, and set her hands gently on Krida’s thighs, holding her legs as she positioned herself. 
 
    Krida’s eyes were wide and she felt shivers of desire moving through her like electricity. “Please, my princess,” she said, ready to give everything in service of the royal woman. 
 
    Vaily again settled down on Krida’s face, and her now bare pussy gently met Krida’s red lips. She wasn’t lathered in honey, but her own flavor was delicious in its own way, and Krida opened wide and reached with her tongue to stroke within Vaily, and make her mouth a toy she could grind on. The size difference remaining between them afforded Krida an abundance to lick and kiss, and she drank down Vaily’s nectar by the mouthful, feeling her tongue able to reach deeper inside of her as the moments passed. 
 
    Vaily seemed to buzz with her pleasure, her body spasming as she humped and ground herself on Krida’s growing face. Dessa slowly positioned the tip of her strap-on against Krida’s own pussy, which was still too small to comfortably take it. She began to press in any way, rubbing and working her tip until it was able to partially fit within. The sensation of being stretched out from within as she was slowly able to take more and more made Krida feel a rush. She could feel the intensity in Vaily’s face and watched her breasts rising and falling with her sharp breaths, and felt Dessa was preparing to kick things up a notch. 
 
    Krida made out with Vaily’s pussy, showing her love and affection with the movements of her lips, and keeping her tongue far extended so that Vaily could work it pleasurably up inside of herself. Her hips were pressed tight down on Krida’s face and she rested her full weight now that the human nearly matched them in size. Dessa too found her opportunity and was able to slowly insert her strap-on deeply into Krida’s pussy. It felt massive inside of her, and Dessa did not waste the opportunity. Sensing she had Krida right where she wanted her, she began to buck her hips at a rapid pace, her body vibrating as her strap-on took Krida’s full length precisely and at a potent and intense pace. 
 
    There was no way to keep hold of her thoughts, then, and Krida lost herself, moaning and remaining cognizant only of the forceful pleasure working through her body, and the effort of her lips and tongue, contributing to Vaily’s bliss. The bodies buzzed against her, grinding and thrusting with an intensity that pushed her beyond what she could bear. Ecstasy and orgasm struck her, and she groaned out passionately, her hands settling around Vaily’s thighs to pull her down snugly to her mouth. The princess too came, and her sweet nectar sprayed out into Krida’s mouth, tasting as lovely to her as the honey she’d drank. 
 
    The forceful buzzing thrusts ceased, and all at once, the intensity of the sensation was replaced by a hot and soothing warmth. Krida heard Vaily giggling with joy, and moaned out a note of happiness in her own stupor. She could hardly conjure a word to say and kept her mouth filled anyway, gently moving her lips and cleaning Vaily of her release. 
 
    By the time they began to relax, and Vaily lifted herself from Krida’s lips, the human was now the largest of the three. She covered much of the bed and had to laugh, feeling she might soon swell to overfill the room. The growing had slowed, though, and she figured she may need another bit of honey to reach her prior height. 
 
    “I hope you will return to us, human. But we must expel you now,” Vaily said, waving her hand daintily as she plopped down onto the bed, seeming intent to slip at once into an earned rest. Krida smiled softly, feeling very fond of her. 
 
    “I shall. If I am welcome… I will come, and next time, bring a gift, rather than mean to take one,” she said with a soft giggle. She couldn’t be too sad to part from her, knowing that she could return here, and again play with these strange and beautiful creatures. She wondered if she would again have to bear the sting, to get at the sweets. 
 
    Dessa brought Krida out from the hive and set her at the base of the tree. She was given a small vial of the honey to finish off her restoration and marked with a scent such that the ordinary bees did not take offense to her. She reclined in the shade and smelled the pear blossoms, slowly returning to the reality she knew. But even when she went from there, she could not help but look closely at every little fluttering or scurrying thing and wonder about the hidden worlds they might know.
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    In Her Wake 
 
      
 
    A massive whirlpool has a sloop in its grasp and the crew stares into the maw of oblivion, but the sea has even greater wonders than terror to reveal. A giantess emerges from the deep like a whale, ready to either rescue the crew or swallow them whole. 
 
      
 
    Captain Sara now has a tale to tell. It’s the modern era, and she would never have believed such majestic beings still dwelt in the seas. The enormous water nymph is a woman of myth and hints at splendor beyond any Sara has known. 
 
      
 
    The goddess Kyma is happy to be worshipped, but she intends to give more than a fantastic story to the little sailor-bold. The woman is dashing and cute in her dress, and just the right size to stuff into her treasure trove. She intends to keep the captain for herself, as a loving and willing worshipper, and treat her to the wonders of the divine world. 
 
      
 
    After indulging in her tiny treat, Kyma swallows Sara, storing her safely in her belly for the swim down into the hidden domain of the nereids. 
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    “Starboard, port, it's no use either way lads! Straight on! It’s our only hope!” 
 
    On board, the crew was frantic. The sloop tilted and the masts creaked. They pulled the sails and looked with fear at the ravenous heart of a vortex. To their right, the waterline sloped downward toward the abyssal whirlpool center, as though the ocean’s plug had been pulled in the deep. 
 
    “What are your orders, captain?!” One crew member yelled. There seemed no hope of escape. 
 
    “Steady on!” Sara didn’t know what to tell them. Her knuckles were white as she gripped the wheel. She stalled for time as their ship slipped toward oblivion. Maybe with the right momentum, they could break free of the sea’s grasp. In an instant, the whirlpool had formed before them. A great gulp of the sea was swallowed down as though by an unfathomable mouth. To their peril, it showed no sign of vanishing so fast. 
 
    It was dizzying. Around and around their ship coursed, gaining speed but inexorably locked in its arcing path. 
 
    “We will try to sail right past the middle, and launch ourselves free! Gentlemen, if this is the end, I say cheers to the adventure we shared!” she declared, turning the ship's wheel. It was all she could do. The sloop careened down into the swirling sea, and though it gained speed, the force and might of the ocean around them seemed inconquerable. For a moment, Sara felt sad that none may hear her tale, but it was her only regret. 
 
    “There she rises!” A crewmate screamed with fear and confusion in his voice that struck Sara even in the circumstances. A finger was pointed toward the vortex center and she cast her eyes there. Something was rising from the very center of the whirlpool. A great and bulbous mass of azure that looked almost like… a head. 
 
    All were transfixed by fear and awe. Under the strange blue locks, the enormous being had a woman’s face, and she turned slowly about to follow the sloop with her eyes. Sara yanked the wheel the other way but the sloop was too firmly held and sank inexorably nearer to the emerging giantess as it encircled her. She couldn’t begin to comprehend what she was seeing. 
 
    “Fear not,” a soft but powerful voice spoke clearly over the torrential noise. 
 
    “She spoke!” A crew member exclaimed. “By all that is holy…” the first mate remarked. Sara again looked to the giantess. Now her head was fully revealed in the whirlpool's heart, and she seemed to be disrupting the current with her body. Her skin was the cool blue of an early morning’s sky, and she was beautiful, though she seemed nearly large enough to swallow up the entire sloop in her maw. 
 
    For a moment crew and giantess stared at one another. Her expression was not fearsome but relaxed, but then she stirred, lifting a massive arm out from the swirling water. The force of the motion send water crashing over the sloop, and her arm followed it and secured itself around the bow. The nearest crewmen took one look at the enormous hand, with fingers nearly as large as himself, and leaped overboard. 
 
    “Oh no! Great.” The giantess let out a little huff that made the sloop’s sails flap. In an instant, she had raised the ship from the water and held it aloft near to her face. 
 
    Rigging and barrels rolled about haphazardly on the ship as it was turned this way and that. The giantess held it as gently as she could but spun still with the water, and her attention was directed downward as she felt around beneath the waves. Sara could only cling to the wheel for dear life. 
 
    “There!” The giantess exclaimed happily. She rose up from the water, pushing easily out of the whirlpool and walking along swimming some hundred yards out to sea. Her closed fist hovered over the ship, and then she opened her hand, dropping the sailor who had gone overboard unceremoniously onto the deck. 
 
    He flopped around and caught his breath. “She grabbed me!” he exclaimed, wild-eyed. 
 
    “Lads!” Sara exclaimed with sudden realization. “She is saving us!” 
 
    The giantess swam with the ship in hand until they were clear of the whirlpools pool. She found her footing deep beneath the waves and stood, stopping to hold the ship up and examine it closely. 
 
    “What bold little adventurers.” The giant woman of the sea seemed endeared by them. Beholding her massive face looming near, most of the crew was not yet assured. 
 
    “Aye maybe to eat us later!” A crewmember declared. 
 
    “No. No, don’t fear. You’re truly too tiny to be a good snack,” she told him. Then the great pink eyes of the giantess turned to the captain and looked at her intently. They shone like coral against the blues of her face and hair, and Sara saw brilliant bits of shell or shiny rock encrusting the giant woman’s face like specks of glitter. 
 
    “Great woman!” Sara called out to her. 
 
    “You don’t have to yell, tiny one,” the giantess replied and harkened to Sara with a smile. 
 
    “What are you? You have pulled us from the jaws of death! Will we live to tell the tale?” 
 
    “Heheh. You are a charming little sailor-bold. I am the great sea-nymph Kyma, nereid, daughter of Nereus. And yes, you are safe.” 
 
    “Whatever she be, tell her to put us down. I’m going to be sick!” The first mate groaned. 
 
    Kyma rose further out of the water as she strode swiftly along. Walking up the coast with ease, she came to a stretch of beach set against high-reaching cliffs. A channel of water parted the cliffs at one place, just large enough for the giantess to slip through. Then, they beheld a magnificent secluded cove sheltered behind the rock. The bay within shone bright and clear and brilliant, large growths of coral could be seen beneath the surface. There, Kyma knelt in the bay to gently set the sloop back into the water. 
 
    The crew could hardly get a hold of themselves. They dared not address their curiosity at the giantess herself but bickered and voiced their fears to one another. Kyma sat down gently in the water and seemed to put her legs around the ship so that it floated near her lap. As the echoes of peril subsided, Sara went to the bow and beheld her. 
 
    “We owe you our lives,” the captain said, craning her neck to look up at Kyma’s features. The sea nymph wore nothing, and her long azure locks draped wetly over her enormous pale breasts. She seemed to be curious of the ship herself, stroking its sail with a finger as her eye fell on Sara. 
 
    “You should not be too grateful. I made that little stirring of water when I opened a chamber to the palace below.” Kyma chuckled, the sound of her mirth echoing against the cliffs. “But I am pleased you are alright.” 
 
    Sara leaned against the railing and gaped. “You are like none I have ever seen,” she said to Kyma with a tone of wonder. “I do not understand who you said you are,” she admitted. 
 
    Kyma’s massive eyes studied Sara closely, and she was sure she felt the weight of their stare. “You are a little woman of England, aren’t you?” Kyma asked her. Her hand curled around the railing near Sara as she leaned in closer. Sara was surprised at the question. For some reason, she thought this giantess must be as ignorant of their people as she was of hers. 
 
    “That is true. We are an English expedition! It is a funny coincidence, we were to seek out and chart coves just like this which you’ve brought us to,” Sara said with a hearty laugh. Excitement welled within her but it was not from the geological discovery. Five sailors with a true modern account of a sea nymph would set the world to alight with wonder. Happiness welled within her as she envisioned telling the story, but at that moment, all she wanted was more of this fantastic, enormous whatever-she-was. 
 
    “There are more and more of you in my sea. But I am fond of you, and your little uniforms.” Sara tried to comprehend a sea giant’s view of the human world. Kyma extended a single finger that neared Sara, giving her a moment’s apprehension. Then, with sudden certainty, Sara relinquished her distrust and put her chest gently to Kyma’s finger, letting the giantess stroke the fabric of her shirt. She smiled up at Kyma happily, feeling certain the giantess would not harm her. “What is your name? You tempt me to keep you. Yes, in a bowl of air, like men do for fish of the sea.” 
 
    Sara burst out with laughter at the remark of the giantess. She felt giddy and had the urge to lay affection on her. “Aye, well there is no bowl on earth big enough for you,” she said playfully. “I’m Sara. Captain Sara! Kyma, you say you are a sea nymph? Are you the biggest of all?” she asked. Her mind drifted to the myths she had read as a child, though she could not recollect the many names. 
 
    “Not the biggest. There are fifty nereids, and a dozen of us are the ‘big sisters’,” she explained. Her hand opened up behind Sara and her palm rested against her back, supporting the tiny captain. “Gaia is my grandmother. Perhaps you know her?” 
 
    Sara bore down her amazement and laughed. “By name, only,” she said. “Kyma… you are the most wonderful thing I’ve seen in all my adventures. I wish now I had paid better mind to the stories. How I would love to see more of your world.” 
 
    Kyma’s great blue lips slowly curled with a smile. “Then I will show you.” She closed her hand around Sara and grasped her. Her strength was inexorable but she was surprisingly gentle as she took Sara up in her hand. “Come and know me better, and maybe through your own stories, others shall too.” 
 
    “Crew! You make sure she’s ready to sail! I’m going off on my own quick adventure!” She called out and laughed gleefully. 
 
    Kyma slowly stood up, the stirring waters causing the sloop to drift off toward the center of the bay, and she walked up onto the shore with just two strides. There she sat on the beach with her feet in the water and cradled Sara in two hands near her lap. Though her mouth was high above she spoke less forcefully now, but her words were still clearly heard. “You did not come seeking me. But of what are you now curious?” Kyma’s finger touched Sara’s head and felt her ponytail. The captain was a tall and toned woman with light brown hair. To most, she had a formidable and striking poise, but in Kyma’s hands, she felt like a doll. “I will take you down into my home, and give you something. A hero should return with a trophy, for a proper tale,” Kyma said. 
 
    Sara had a sudden thought and she loosed her shirt at the collar, revealing an amulet with a sizable sapphire stone. “Behold if your eye can see this glimmering speck, this treasure is one I would have sworn I’d never part with before now,” Sara said. She removed the amulet and held it up toward Kyma. “But for the lives you saved, and how it suits you, I would give it.” 
 
    As Sara spoke such words, Kyma bit her lip and showed a flicker of delight. She lifted her near to her face and studied the tiny trinket. Extending a finger through its loop, she gently took it and dangled it before her eye. “I will cherish it always,” Kyma said. She lifted the stone with her fingertip and then pressed it against her cheek. Sara felt some confusion, but when the hand moved away, she saw that the sapphire and its golden set had been affixed firmly to Kyma’s cheek, adorning her face with another bit of sparkle and color. 
 
    There was peace and calm in the cove, and the clear water gently lapped against the waves. Sara didn’t know if they were on the shore of Syria or Turkey, but as least in this secluded place, the world seemed wonderful and untamed. She hadn’t truly believed in nymphs, mermaids, or any of the old legends of the sea. The thought that such wonders could still be stumbled upon renewed her love for the world. She looked up at Kyma with adoration and the giantess returned the stare. There was a humanity in her manner, though she had claimed to be among the gods and titans. More than anything, Sara felt curious about the woman she saw. 
 
    “We in England serve one God and one queen. Though it seems right to call you a goddess, it’d surely be wrong to… worship.” 
 
    Kyma laughed at her with a warm but booming voice. “Are you inclined to? Yes, call me a goddess. But you need not perform any rite to me nor should you expect me to hear your prayers. If you wish to dote on me because of my grandeur, that is only natural.” 
 
    Sara laughed at her playfully. “It is hard not to fawn over you. You are so stunning; a beauty divine,” she said. 
 
    Kyma closed her eyes and slowly reclined back on the beach until her back lay on the grass slope. She set Sara upon her belly and released her there, to let the explorer explore her body. “I am not so used to words like this. We nereids keep no mortal followers, but perhaps that should change,” she seemed to relax deeply as Sara found her footing on her belly. “I could get used to the attention.” 
 
    Sara was full of giggles as she carefully walked along the gently rising and falling surface of Kyma’s tummy. Before her, the impossibly massive breasts of the giantess slumped gently back against her chest, and her azure locks began to dry and slip clear to reveal her. All Sara perceived was swallowed up by Kyma’s presence, and she could feel the thud of a great heart beneath her feet. “I’m good for many words. I could speak on your delights for all my mortal life, and not exhaust things to say. Nor do I think, even if I tried, I could kiss you in each and every place, for the task is just too great for these tiny lips of mine.” Sara skipped up through the valley of Kyma’s breasts as she orated for her. She wondered truly what more she could do beyond praise, as the giantess of the sea was as unwieldy and inconquerable as her domain. 
 
    “But you would try?” Kyma inquired with sweet warmth in her tone. She appeared smug, happy, and yet intently focused on Sara and hanging on her tiny words. “Aren’t you scared of getting… smushed?” 
 
    “Maybe a little. Or that you’ll crush my heart, more likely.” Sara was merely being playful though. She felt elated and slumped against the great swell of one of Kyma’s tits, and reclined there to beam a silly grin toward the high and happy features of the nymph. 
 
    “No Kyma… it is you humans who are the heartbreakers. You give us mere moments and we carry on with them forever,” she said wistfully. Her hand slowly came down and cupped Sara at her breast, gently pressing her into the hilly mass. 
 
    “I am not the first you’ve plucked from the sea?” Sara asked, feeling a shiver move through her as the surprisingly soft surface of Kyma’s breast embraced her on one side. She turned her body to lay her face and belly against the breast and gently kissed Kyma’s pale blue skin. She wondered how a woman could love across the centuries, or what bold mortal had performed before her, so as to remain yet in her heart. Perhaps Kyma’s recipience to her attention came from a longing for affection had long ago. 
 
    “It has been ages since I have held a little human in my hands. Or had a woman to myself, who would adore me so wholly. You have tempted me…” Two fingers gently pinched Sara’s hips and she was hoisted up to the top of the breast and set there before a large dark blue nipple. Kyma’s areola spanned more than the length of Sara’s body and she fell on her hands and knees when dropped there, struck by the softness beneath her. 
 
    “Can you… even feel my tiny kisses, or if I licked along with my tongue?” Sara was at a loss for more refined words then. An oceanic freshness rose from Kyma’s body, and her massive nipple filled her view. Sara crawled forward and put her hand gently against the rise of Kyma’s teat, and felt the chest she perched on shifting with an unsteady breath. 
 
    “I can feel you. And that you lust for me, delight in me, gives me pleasure. Do your best but fear not. I will not bore of my little sailor-bold.” 
 
    Sara remembered she was called that before, but this time it made her blush. She must have seemed novel to the giantess. Perhaps it was because there were so few sailing women, or maybe all modern people struck the ancient goddess as strange. Excitement welled within her as the giantess seemed to share her desire, though she still knew not how to please her. With her hand, she gently caressed Kyma’s teat, and her other palm slid along the vast dark surface of her areola, massaging it. Sara lay there and was immersed in the sense of Kyma’s great body gently twitching and shifting beneath her. Kyma’s teat was far too big to swallow up or even properly suck, but Sara opened her mouth wide and set her lips against it, and then pushed against the soft but enormous nub with her tongue. Kyma tasted a little salty, but there was a warmth even in her apparently thick skin. 
 
    “Your little tongue is ticklish,” Kyma said, petting Sara’s back with her finger. She breathed deeply and relaxed her enormous body in the sand, letting the tiny sailor woman enjoy herself. “I will guide you along. The journey is too much for you to make on your own,” she cooed with a playful tone. Sara felt Kyma’s fingers gently take hold of her again and rushed through the air along the surface of her body. Kyma’s momentary indecisiveness saw her swiftly pull Sara down toward her hips, then up between her breasts, and then finally to her side and under her arm, where she gently pressed Sara into the crease between the side of her breast and her torso. The simple motions were like flying or being thrown about to Sara, but they ended with her landing against a bed of softness. “Here?” Kyma asked, her breast slowly rising and falling with her relaxed pace of breath, “Or perhaps…” Instead, she slowly pushed Sara up, until the little sailor was snug against her smooth armpit. The giantess stifled a giggle as she lowered her arm and enclosed her snugly there. 
 
    Sara didn’t feel a moment’s aversion. She went along with Kyma as though locked in her current, and felt a rush from the soft and intimate warmth embracing her. Being right against the surprisingly tender armpit of this enormous, beautiful nymph, and feeling her strange and smooth skin against her cheek, she could no longer cling to restraint. Sara splayed her hand against the softness and opened wide to drag her tongue along Kyma’s skin. She felt the whole mass of the giantess’ body shaking around her as Kyma giggled. 
 
    “I should keep you this near to me always,” Kyma said with pleasure. “The stone you gave sparkles well, but perhaps you will be my pendant,” she teased. “But ornament or worshipper, you would be more to me than any riches, above all else kept in my treasure trove,” she said with a sultry but sincere tone. 
 
    “I would dote on you forever. My tiny hands and lips won’t tire of caressing your vast splendor. My delight would match your own, even as I kissed your toes, or slaved away to braid your endless hair.” 
 
    Kyma gently lifted her arm and plucked Sara from there again. She brought her before her face and studied her with a plain and transparent adoration, her excitement and readiness unveiled. “I hope your spirit matches your ambition,” she said. Pinching the cloth of Sara’s tunic with the finger and thumb of either hand, she ripped her clothes off as though unwrapping a candy. Sara’s perky breasts rose and fell with her excited breaths, her ponytail wild and messy. “Shall we?” 
 
    Sara huffed a heated note at the query. “I am ready for anything,” she said with a hearty laugh and grinned up at Kyma with adoration and excitement. 
 
    “I have gotten bigger since last I held a human. I shall try not to get carried away,” she promised vaguely. Kyma turned about some and then leaned back to raise her legs and set them on the sloping hill away from the beach. She rested her head on the shore of the bay and let the water lap at her hair. Kyma let out a warm giggle as she moved Sara to her groin, and gently set the sailor down between her thighs. Nothing covered her enormous, perfect pussy, and though she was hairless down there, her mound was adorned with a trail of sparkling bits of shell and aquamarine stones. 
 
    Sara was momentarily at a loss for what to even do with such a thing. It was big enough to swallow her right up, and Kyma could have crushed her like a sparrow’s egg between her massive thighs. Still, she was drawn right in and walked with her feet planted on either giant leg, and then flopped forward to fall bodily against Kyma’s slit. Kyma twitched and let out a stifled gasp. An enormous splash was heard as she threw her head back against the water. It gave Sara pleasure that she could affect Kyma so, despite the immense difference in size between them. She hoped her crew was focusing on their work. 
 
    The giantess shifted and massaged her belly as Sara cuddled in snugly against her lower lips. Her eyes closed with satisfaction as her great mind focused keenly on every little sense Sara provided. The inner lips of her pussy were dark blue and trembled gently against Sara’s chest as she pushed in with her body. Toward their heights, the folds came together in a hood, and just beneath that the swell of Kyma’s clit emerged just beside Sara’s face. Sara gently pushed her lips against it and kissed that most sensitive place, listening to the soft gasp and moan of the giantess that seemed so forceful and far away. 
 
    Though it would not have seemed as though their bodies were made for one another, it felt right. Sara’s lips curled with a grin as she kissed and nuzzled her face against that little peak. She could feel sense the waves of pleasure traveling through that mighty form and was united with her in bliss, even if the whole of her mass matched merely one of Kyma’s fingers. Kyma’s hand had snuck up there behind her, and those massive fingers pressed gently against Sara’s back. In an instant, she was pushed down from the nymph’s clit and between the fatty swell of her pussy-lips. 
 
    “I will try not to drown you,” Kyma warned her. Sara had just a moment to draw breath before her entire body was stuffed face-first into Kyma’s passage. She was snugly enclosed by warm, wet walls that trembled and hugged against her, and she could hear the rush of blood moved by an enormous heart surging around. She was left in the dark, and Kyma’s moans reverberated around her, muffled by meters of divine flesh. It was strangely comfortable, and the warm aroma of seawater had a hint of sharpness that tickled her tongue. 
 
    Sara wasn’t sure if Kyma would even hear her if she spoke. She might interpret screaming as a plea to escape! But there was no place she’d rather be. The carnal, sultry position she found herself in was a treat afforded to none, beyond her fantasies, and yet given to her in the most perfect and exciting form. Kyma really was like a goddess, clean and perfect and soft and with a general degree of refinement mortals could not hope to obtain. When words fail to demonstrate adoration, Sara drew upon her secret weapon: Dancing. 
 
    To the music of Kyma’s heartbeat, she began to twist and turn her body. Sliding easily against Kyma’s soft inner walls, she stirred up bliss for the giantess with the rhythm of her hips and lathered her body in salty nectar. Kyma moaned loudly enough to fill the bay but Sara felt no shame. She lost herself to the dance for Kyma, massaging and stroking with her body, rubbing this way and that, and listening to the muffled tune of the nymph’s moans to guide her course and speed. The soft flesh around her shifted and then one of Kyma’s pale blue fingers slid in to join Sara, stroking as she did, and feeling against Sara’s tiny feet. 
 
    “That is so good… the way you move. Dance for me, my little captain,” Kyma encouraged between breathy moans. After a moment she grasped Sara’s feet gently and began to pump the small woman back and forth within her sex, pushing her deeply to her core and then drawing her back to her drooling slit. The giantess seized control almost at once, though Sara did what she could to make her body a suitable toy, kept straight and proper and wieldy, as the giantess seemed to want her sailor-bold to be. 
 
    Despite the uncountable centuries she must have lived, Kyma’s sensitivity was clear, and her voice rose louder to boom as it had before, even in her stifled and restrained moans. Her pace accelerated and Sara felt forcefully jerked back and forth, so rapidly that she felt rather shaken up, though she could only laugh and try her best to hold on as Kyma surged toward release. A great pleasure welled up fast in Kyma, and anticipating her orgasm, she stuffed Sara deeply up inside of herself and pulled her fingers out to rub at her labia and clit. The walls bounced around Sara from the rapid motion of Kyma’s hand, and then she felt them tense and shudder as climax washed through the giant nymph. 
 
    With her release, clear and salty cum flowed into her pussy and flooded the cozy space, drenching Sara and sending her slipping down and out. She was washed away by the waters of Kyma’s forceful squirting, and expelled to be caught in her big wet fingers. Sara swallowed down a big gulp of the she-water and then coughed and caught her breath. She felt herself being carried gently back up along Kyma’s body and swooned in her hands in a blissful stupor. 
 
    “Are you okay, my little brave?” Kyma asked in a deeply relaxed tone, a heavy sigh escaping her enormous lips. Sara was brought near to her face and examined. The sea nymph was pleased to see her undamaged. “You did so well for me. Yes, I will make you mine after all. Though I suppose you must see to your quest,” Kyma remarked with a warm giggle. 
 
    Sara was lowered to her lips and they kissed, with the captain's little head pressed between Kyma’s lips like a pea. “So I will show you my temple, and let you pick a prize. Then, send you off to have your glory. But when the story is told, you will sail back out to sea, alone, and be claimed by me.” Her words were spoken with love but the soft conviction that only a woman of great power could wield. Her lust momentarily sated, Kyma again seemed to remember her might. But Sara was all too willing, and hugged the dark blue lips before her with glee, pressing against Kyma’s mouth with her bared chest. 
 
    “It’s a deal,” she agreed sweetly, ready to give so much more to Kyma than she had. 
 
    Kyma gently pet her head with a finger. “Now I will take you down there. But you must be inside of me, to survive the sea,” Kyma told her. Sara was made to gasp and blush and glanced back at Kyma’s lower body. 
 
    “Does that thing have a closing hatch?” she asked humorously. 
 
    “No, silly sailor. Like this,” Kyma said. Her great lips parted and revealed a massive blue maw, as wide and gaping as the heart of a vortex. Her massive wet tongue extended out to curl under Sara, and in an instant, the sailor was drawn into the sea nymph’s mouth. 
 
    Sara felt a rush as her thoughts went from apprehension to bewilderment to uncertain curiosity. “How will you get me out?” That was all she could think to ask. She might better wonder how to explain it to the crew. Kyma’s massive tongue slurped her body clean and worked her around in her mouth. 
 
    “Well… it isn’t simple, but it is safe,” Kyma said vaguely. “You’ll be nice and comfy in there, for a little while,” Kyma said. Then, with one big gulp, she swallowed her sailor-bold down. Sara was gently squeezed by her throat and eventually deposited in a small chamber. Kyma’s stomach was mostly empty but for a bit of water and, for some reason, several massive pearls. 
 
    From the sound and feel of it, Kyma had pushed off from the beach and into the water. She swam down, far deeper than the bay had seemed where they set down. Sara could only giggle to herself and wonder at what was to come, and what world the immortal beings of the past might have hidden away for themselves. She trusted that Kyma had not just tricked her into being a willing snack, though it amused her how readily the giantess had claimed her, as though under her authority as a treasure of the sea.
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    A sleeping giantess is a sizable problem for the peaceful village at Lake Ganse. She may not be a man-eater but has sent the local farmers into hysterics, helping herself to a cart of melons and vegetables too. Far from the might of their liege lord, the elders put their trust in Esquire Semes Demada, who has always proven capable in the face of seemingly impossible tasks. 
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    “Ravenous! Beastly!” the farmer hollered, swooning dramatically back against his pillaged cart of veggies. Caban’s hands rose feebly, clinging to shreds of lettuce and melon shells. “She scarfed my trolley, everything bigger than a grape. All down her gaping maw!”  he exclaimed, extending his hands wide with a wild stare. 
 
    “Did she wear armor? How tall?” the chief tried to provoke some practical information out of Caban, as the other elders began to murmur. Semes pitied them all. Only little problems had washed ashore for this lakeside village; they couldn’t contend with fae and giants.  
 
    “She was tall like a hill! Overgrown by grass and shrubs, she had no hair but wicked vines that could snatch the carrot right from your hands,” Caban growled, grasping at the air before himself as though wringing a neck. 
 
    “And you say she is still in the high pass?” chief Haidan cast a look at Semes, and she pursed her lips considerately.  
 
    “Aye! She went right back to sleep, her belly full of my crop!” he howled, stomping lettuce shreds into the floor. “The farmer on the terrace said she’d been there two days already! She’s a hazard! She is in the way!” 
 
    “Calm yourself, Caban. We will see you are paid and that the way is made clear,” Haiden signaled toward Semes. “Esquire Semes will see if the giant still remains, and if so, bring word to Lord Fesslocke.” 
 
    Caban seemed relieved, mostly at his coming compensation, and Semes stood at attention and considered the task. “A giant can sleep for days at a time. At least this one seems to crave vegetables more than man-flesh,” she remarked dryly. 
 
    “Are you up for the task?” Haidan asked. 
 
    “Yes… though I am no giant-slayer. If she is there, I can do little to move her,” Semes said. “I’ll hurry over before she helps herself to someone else's salad,” she stated. “Or rolls over a carriage in her sleep…” 
 
    Haidan cleared his throat and spoke in a deeper voice. “Good, it’s settled then,” he paused and looked to Semes, leaning forward slightly. “This task is suited to you. Take care and perform it well so that I may sooner call you Dame Semes Demada. You have given our village much, but dealing with a giant would strengthen your claim.” 
 
    Caban huffed. “You put too much stock in that green-sleeved sprout!” he declared before turning to squabble with the elders about the worth of his losses. 
 
    Semes readied herself and did not linger there long. Her ambition invoked a potent energy and she could abide no end but victory. There was just one big woman loafing in the way of her knighthood, and she would not be made to feel too small for the task. 
 
    She departed from the lake and followed the trail to the north, which steadily inclined toward greater hills. From not far away, lake Ganse looked like a blue dot against a rolling plane of green. Lush grasses swayed with a warm breeze, and the verdant landscape calmed Seme’s nerves. After two hours she reached the base of the steeper hills, and there the path was narrow and strenuous, winding back and forth up the hill with room enough for a single horse. 
 
    The high pass crowned a hilltop overlooking the woodland to the north and south, and a gray face of bare rock rose at its height. Semes soon caught sight of that tip of her destination and then saw a sign hammered into the trail. “Giant ahead! Turn back!” the sign read. Farther up the trail she saw an abandoned cart with something sparkly fluttering about it. She strode forward at once to investigate. 
 
    She recognized the cart as from the farm down the hill and saw its modest contents abandoned. But there, seemingly pillaging what was left, were at least four minute fairies, each little more than a mote of light, and squabbling among themselves. Semes felt a little awe, drawn closer but moving slowly so as to try to see them up close. In a sudden instant, the fairies collectively squealed in alarm and darted off in different directions. Semes felt as though there may be dozens of tiny eyes affixed upon her. Such lesser fae would not gather without a greater force to draw them. Semes took up a watermelon from the cart and spoke up in case the creatures had reason. 
 
    “Little green faelets, come out, come out. I won’t swipe at you, I won’t try to bottle you up,” she said gently. Turning the melon in her hand, she smiled slightly. “I’ll help you crack open this prize. A sweet feast inside, for such as you,” she said with warmth. 
 
    The effort finally coaxed one little light back into view, and the glowing presence shot through the air once around Semes, and then flew directly to the melon, perching there. Semes held still and beheld the little figure, who looked like a woman made of crystal and light and was hardly three inches tall.  “It is for Mosa,” the little fairy stated. 
 
    Semes raised her brow, her gaze affixed on the tiny lady. “Mosa?” she inquired.  
 
    The little fairy turned around and pointed up the way, gesturing toward the height of the pass. “She sleeps, but when she wakes, she will be hungry.” 
 
    Semes followed her gesture with her eyes and then began to walk that way, and the fairy was disturbed from her perch, but seemed to trail the esquire from the air. She had only begun to walk up the last slope when she saw something ahead that gave her a momentary shock. It was the body of the giantess, reclined there at the top of the hill. Still so far off, she could be plainly reclined, even seen shifting in her sleep, and Semes carried on toward her after a short pause.  
 
    Reaching the top, she observed the scenario and was conscious of its humor, though she could not help but exhale an irritated sigh. Laid on the soft incline of grass against the highest rock-face, the giantess was splayed out down the slope, with her legs and feet put directly over the dirt path where travelers would drive their carts. She laid her head on a great bushy growth of moss and it was as though nature had overgrown her. Living vines and mossy strands adorned her verdant silky garb. Her drool was accumulating into a sparkling pool where some birds were bathing. 
 
    “I need Mosa to wake up,” Semes said, gritting her teeth as she announced her intention to her surroundings. Perhaps to compensate for her feeling of tininess, she strengthened her resolve and came at the task firmly. She strode forward until she stood just before the reclining giantess, who seemed perhaps forty feet in length. Her mass was gargantuan, though, and she no doubt weighed more than a hundred persons. Her hands and feet seemed large enough to grasp or crush a knight respectively, and her tits… 
 
    Semes was given a bit of pause at the consideration of her tits. They slumped in her leisure quite pleasantly, supported by the hill, but were marred with tiny red spots which might have been wounds. It was hard not to stare; Even as she tried to keep a hold of her poise in readiness of hostility, she could not help but be struck by the utter majesty of the giant woman. She seemed to have come from the unknown west. Not only a giant, she was a fae too and perhaps unique in her character. 
 
    “Why must you disturb her?” a fairy inquired near Semes’ ear, and she resisted the urge to impulsively swat. 
 
    “She took food from our farmers. Giants make us nervous, too. Is she a friendly giant?” Semes asked. The fairies didn’t rush to her with an answer, though she had the sense she was heard and that they might be chatting among themselves. She cleared her voice and spoke out as loud as she could without utterly screaming. 
 
    “HOH, THERE! Woman, wake up!” she called out. Silence again took the hilltop, and the sleeping giantess did not so much as stir. Semes looked to the hill and saw she could climb up to where Mosa was resting her enormous head. She walked there and had to step over the long matcha-green strands of Mosa’s hair, which lay like silky ropes over the hillside. Once she had come right up beside her head she pushed some of her hair away from her large, pointed ear, and cleared her throat to yell again. 
 
    In an instant, the giant woman’s arm came up and casually bumped Semes, sending her tumbling down the hill. She squealed with fury as she rolled, dropping the melon and getting prodded by her scabbard. She came up with her sword, only to see Mosa was still entirely asleep, having adjusted her posture to lay more so on her side. Semes took some heavy breaths, and a few motes of light encroached on her, circling. 
 
    “You will not harm our goddess. Foolish to try!” a little voice reprimanded her. Semes scowled and put her sword back into her scabbard, steadying her frustrated breaths. 
 
    “I don’t wish to. Sorry… I thought she did that on purpose,” Semes said, sighing. Mosa had rolled some and faced her now, but her eyes were blissfully closed. Semes felt some concern of being crushed, and again went slightly onto the hill and took a firm hold on a thick lock of Mosa’s hair. She wrapped it tight around her hands as though preparing for tug-of-war and then gave it a firm jerk. 
 
    “Mm.” A deep note came from Mosa’s throat, softly uttered but made forceful by her mass. It startled Semes, and she tightened her grip and pulled again. “Nuh,” the response seemed booming, and then, suddenly, Mosa pulled her head back and turned away, and Semes was yanked headlong onto her torso. Losing her grip, she was thrown down against the mountainous curve of Mosa’s breasts and then rolled from there onto the ground before her, her head cracking the watermelon.  
 
    “AAAAA!” Semes yelled with rage and rose with the fruit and no further intention of being gentle. She chucked the melon at Mosa, but it lodged directly between her boobs and just sat there. Semes marched a few feet to the right and heaved a hefty kick into Mosa’s belly, which did not seem to so much as tickle her. Finally she drew her sword and prepared to give her a serious poke. 
 
    “Hmm…” Mosa softly hummed and shifted in her sleep, her heavy breast slumping forward slightly. The watermelon burst into a red mist, utterly destroyed, and its fragments and juices slid down into the valley between Mosa’s breasts. Her face splattered, Semes decided stabbing the rather large woman wasn’t the best solution either and backed off trepidatiously. 
 
    But Mosa seemed to be waking now in earnest. She let out another loud noise like a moan as the cool sensation of the fruit seemed to bring her out of that deep sleep. Semes gasped, stepped back a little, and looked toward the sound, seeing her enormous lips part. 
 
    “Aaaah!… hh…” her yawn was loud enough to echo down into the valley, and her arms came up over her head, lifting with dangling vines and silk splayed over the hill beside her.  
 
    Still she did not open her eyes, but Semes felt she must be awake. “MOSA!” she yelled out. “MOOOOSAAAAAA!” 
 
    One sleepy eye peeked out from its lid and affixed upon Semes blankly. She felt held in place as it focused upon her, and then the other opened too, and Mosa smiled slightly. Semes was a little dumbstruck and all at once uncertain of what to say as the giantess apprehended her for the first, and she watched as Mosa brought a finger down into her cleavage and touched at the watermelon mush. “Did you bring this for me?” she asked, her voice still voluminous but controlled and surprisingly gentle. 
 
    Semes stepped back slightly and craned her neck to look at Mosa's face. The giant woman sat up slowly and seemed to study Semes with a pleasant and tired curiosity. “Uhm, I am Esquire Semes, Ranger of Lord Thesslock. I have come here to ask you to move,” she stated, her words little tactful,  
 
    “Move?” she asked, glancing slowly around the hill top. “I am quite comfortable.” 
 
    Semes pointed sharply at Mosa’s feet and where she covered the trail. “This is the way we take to get north. From where have you come?” she asked. “We rarely see giants and not ever of your kind.” 
 
    Mosa continued to hold a soft smile, and she seemed to find Semes' presence amusing or pleasant for some reason and had little haste in responding to her request. “You need not fear me. Oh, I didn’t mean to cause such a stir. I encountered men of your Lord and they turned me into a pin-cushion,” she said. Mosa suddenly shifted forward and gestured at her tits, where the little red wounds were. “That was what drove me this way. Are you also living to the south? Those were untamed lands, not long ago,” she mused, wiping the melon bits out from her cleavage. 
 
    Semes felt some apprehension to realize that her kinsmen had shot the giantess full of bolts already, although she seemed little harmed. Mosa displayed no hint of anger about it, which made Semes a little suspicious too. She determined not to mention her lakeside village at all. “Few live there. Some farmers. But you knew that already,” she said, folding her hands. “My regrets that you were attacked. You do not seem a monster, but our lands are not suitable for such stomping feet,” she declared. 
 
    “Stomping feet…” Mosa repeated, looking slightly hurt. She then glanced down at the trail and slowly pulled her toes off of it, doing the bare minimum to clear herself from the path before turning an innocent look to Semes. 
 
    “It’s not that really. Did you take all those fruits and veggies?” she asked. 
 
    Mosa turned her head slightly and sighed. “Oh, yes. I remember now that I did. I woke up with a terrible craving… and it was such a bounty to be wheeled up before me. I require much, for my health and growth…” 
 
    “It was not yours to take,” Semes said, but her tone grew gentler. “You may think yourself above the laws of this land, but with some consideration and respect for our ways, you could share in its bounty.” 
 
    Mosa smiled at her intently. “How I should like to live among you humans. Ancient is this land and rich in life, but it is not where I will finally dwell. I go south to territories you can not yet call your own, for we fae have given terra over to mankind,” she said. Semes’ eyes widened slightly and she considered Mosa closely. “I would not abuse you smallfolk. I apologize for helping myself to your food,” Mosa said. 
 
    “Ah well… it is of little consequence, so long as none are harmed. You go south?” she asked. The giantess coming right past the village at Ganse might send them into alarm. 
 
    “Yes. Is that where you’ve made your home? You may tell your lords I will not trouble about here much longer,” she said, and then reclined back onto the hill with a soft sigh, seeming intent to get a bit more rest. She looked at Semes however and smiled at her again. Her look was so tender and affectionate that Semes felt it hard to berate her further.  
 
    “Who are you, exactly? The fairies call you Mosa.” 
 
    “I figured you had been chatting with them. My glitter, my little specks. That is my name. I am a daughter of the earth and a druid of the ancient world,” she explained.  
 
    This wasn’t the kind of giant Semes had been expecting. She saw there was no peril in her task. Everything would soon be well for the tiny village and its simple folk, although she felt she should attain some sort of assurance to carry back with her. 
 
    “Mosa… you are quite fascinating. I mean, I will say, you invoke the fear of Gaia in me,” Semes said with a hearty laugh, putting her hands on her hip. “Oh you seem pleasant enough now, but can I trust you when your stomach’s rumbling? From what our veggie farmer described, I thought I’d find a fierce earthen golem here, climbed with roots and mud and held aloft by wicked vines,” she said. 
 
    “Hahaha!” Mosa burst out in a hearty laugh, her pale ears flicking as her face lit with delight. “You have a funny little tongue, esquire. And I can see you are rightly fixed, like a well-fletched arrow,” Mosa said, putting a finger to her pale chin as she continued to study the little woman. “I am sure you are looking for a chance to prove yourself,” she stated, her eyes laxly focused on Semes. 
 
    “Even if just to myself,” Semes agreed amiable with a smirk. “We little humans can do what we set ourselves to,” she said assuredly. 
 
    Mosa sang out an amused note. “Ahh~ of course you can. I like your style, steady Semes, it's clear little can stand in your way. How about then, I give you a quest?” she asked, her lips pursing in a small grin. 
 
    The word invoked some interest. Semes’ quest had been to get the giantess to move, but that hardly seemed a proper quest to secure her glory and knighthood, now. “I’m not opposed. Seeing as you look like you might have a sizable reward,” Semes said. 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “I’ll make it worth your effort. First, clean this up,” Mosa said, her pale, slender finger pointing down into the dip of her cleavage, and at the splatter of pink juice drying against her breasts. 
 
    Semes froze up and blushed, her eyes flicking between Mosa’s tits and the sleepy, smug gaze of the giantess. “Is that your task for me?” she asked with a little huff. 
 
    “It’s a start,” Mosa told her, and slowly reclined back against the hill again. She straightened her back and let her enormous breasts part, slumping away to bare the little watermelon stain. The giantess did not bare her teats but the display of her skin filled Semes' vision, and she could only look up at her ponderously, wondering just what Mosa expected. The lazy giantess, however, afforded no further instruction and laid back so laxly that Semes feared she would go back to sleep. 
 
    “Well, I’ll give it my best effort. I mean, that’s a sort of fun quest. You got a real pair there, uh - quite a bit to clean,” Semes said, and laughed playfully. Mosa’s lip curled with a small grin and she suddenly surged forward, her hand reaching out to grasp Semes about the body and hoist her up. 
 
    Feeling a moment’s alarm, Semes quickly relaxed to the gentle embrace of Mosa’s fingers, sensing that despite her strength and size she could be mindful. She was lifted up and deposited between Mosa’s breasts, and squawked a little note under her breath as she came up on her knees there, feeling enclosed on either side by a mountainous swell of tit. “Yes I do. But I think you’ll find a way,” Mosa told her. 
 
    It was hard for the typically brazen esquire to keep up her poise as she had never been exposed to such abundant and excessive wonders. She was conscious of Mosa’s half-lidded gaze calmly attached to her, and felt herself rising and falling with the breath of the giantess. 
 
    An odd place to be, Semes thought to herself. Internally she had a strange elation. Catching glimpses of fairy motes dancing in the breeze, she could not help but feel enchanted. A fresh living aroma of garden greens seemed to waft up from the softness she perched upon. But there was something more to Mosa’s presence than what Semes could sense: The giantess shone brilliantly in the plane of spirit. Her vital pure energy was seeping through Semes and all around, bestowing them with blessing unseen. The little fire in the esquire’s heart was kindled to burn brighter, and she felt herself welling with confidence as she set about this new task. As with all things, she’d do it foolhardy, she’d throw all of herself into it, and see it through. 
 
    Semes cast off her green tunic, and let the fabric flap in the wind. Her slender form was only clothed in a bit of white-washed wool, her slightly toned belly cooled by the air.  Like a maidservant she went to her knees and used her tunic for scrubbing, pushing in with her hands to wipe up the mess she’d made. Despite such mass, Mosa's body had an exquisite softness, and Semes was keenly conscious of how it felt under her hands. 
 
    A fairy came up, and then a second. As Semes uncorked her canteen, the little fae began to slurp and lick at Mosa’s breasts, drinking the watermelon juice and apparently helping clean her. Semes laughed and used her water up trying to get the last bit of the sticky fruit-juice off, and handed off a little chunk of melon flesh to a fairy. In all, it was really no effort, and she was feeling a little happy. “So, there?” Semes asked, looking up at Mosa for approval. 
 
    Mosa sat upright, and Semes yelped as she was suddenly cast down into her lap, landing there between her thighs as Mosa looked down at herself appraisingly. “Yes, that will do,” she said, and turned her eyes down at Semes. In a moment, her hand came to gently straighten the squire out between her thighs and then stroke ticklishly over her belly. Semes couldn’t help but let out a tiny squeal as that huge soft finger slid the length of her modest toned form. Mosa seemed to handle her like a doll, and without her noble tunic, she felt exposed indeed. Still she couldn’t help but grin and allow for some exploration as Mosa seemed to look at her like a precious thing. 
 
    “You should be my little squire,” Mosa told her, her finger rising to gently nudge against Semes’ head.  
 
    “Well… serving you does seem a little fun,” Semes said with a soft smile. 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoy it. For the next part of your quest, clean my feet,” Mosa told her, and after a short moment, she picked Semes up again and lazily deposited her onto the hill. 
 
    “Feet?” Semes asked, getting her footing and then striding down the slope to walk the length of Mosa’s body toward them. “Is there something the matter with your feet?” she asked. For some reason she felt herself blushing intensely. Why should this give her pause when rubbing at Mosa’s breasts hardly did? Yet she felt suddenly apprehensive. “How many parts shall this quest have?” 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “That’s the pleasure of a quest. You never quite know where it will take you,” she teased. Semes huffed and skipped down the rest of the slope to the trail. Mose had straightened her feet out and their toes loomed over Semes’ head. 
 
    “The barbarians of the west might fall and dote on you. I imagine you are accustomed to that,” Semes said, standing and staring at the two massive feet before her. They were clean but for a few little specks of gravel and twig. “Though loyal and true, I have never been cast as a worshiper,” she remarked. She put her hand against Mosa’s foot and began to brush it clean, feeling the soft wrinkly flesh shifting under her palm. Mosa’s toes curled and she seemed amused by her small companion. 
 
    “I will not reduce you to such. Nor need you prop me higher than I already lay,” Mosa told her. “Still I will be to you a benefactor, and you shall bear my accolade,” she said. She straightened out her foot over Semes as though to squash her, her sole sliding against the top of Semes’ head. “If it is not too great a burden,” she said with amusement. 
 
    Mosa made her apprehensive even though she did not fear being crushed in earnest. All the same the giantess was toying with her, and already Semes felt compelled toward some end. Hints of greater work had been laden in their play, but she could not yet look ahead and felt rather consumed by the moment. She was given pause at the consideration of what to do then, and Mosa lifted her feet to either side of Semes, shielding her with them. She enclosed the little esquire but did not press on her, and Semes looked up to see Mosa’s legs parted and bent, and a contented smile upon her face. 
 
    “You are no great burden but a great beauty,” Semes told her. “Life laid a blessing in my way so abundant that I mistook you. I thought you a hazard or a hassle, but you are a purveyor of paradise.” 
 
    Mosa’s eyes slowly widened and she leaned forward some. The smile on her lips relaxed and she showed a playful glee. “So now you apprehend me, just as I see you.” She laughed and drew Mosa in, her toes against her back.  She set her hands lower on the hill and her messy locks cascaded forth. The silky strands of cloth and moss and growing thing all seemed as one, her living clothes flush with her life, though each shone its different hue. “Your third task shall also be the commencement of your reward,” she stated. “With more to follow, until we reach the limit to what blessings you can bear,” she said. 
 
    Semes continued to stare up at her and her eyes widened. She didn’t understand, and could not put to words, what strange familiar sweetness assailed her within. She felt adoration and closeness and her heart seemed to burn, but there was no ache or uncertainty, and she could not claim to be clear in her thoughts. She was uprooted and surrounded and the trees below even seemed to be swaying in celebration for the moment coming on high. 
 
    “Mosa… I have never known that this world afforded such fae as you, or that I could be shook awake by wonders so near to home. I feel as though here is where I was meant to be, but it was not complete without you.” 
 
    “You are worthy of your moment. You stand proud beneath the sky.” Mosa reached lazily to her torso, and then touched an emerald stone. The vines that bore her top seemed to snap and recoil away, and in a short moment her enormous breasts fell uncovered before Semes’ eyes. “Do not question how such a reward can be, your joy at its highest has always been meant to be.” 
 
    “My joy?” Semes asked, dumbstruck. Who was she, to be worthy, truly? In her heart she aspired to it, and her drive told her she was meant for great things, but what could this towering beauty perceive in her? “Dare I reach beyond my merit?” Her eyes dropped to dumbly behold those enormous tits. Their softness filled her view, and each was crowned with a wide, puffy areola and bulbous melon-sized teat. She felt beckoned forward. 
 
    “Esquire, you’re so funny,” Mosa told her softly. “Trying to find the way to make it clear, to put it in words, so that it might seem real. This moment is the answer: you need not strive any way from here,” she said with a little laugh. 
 
    Semes smiled at her but her little fiery will welled in opposition, and she stood straight and stared at Mosa with flourish. “Almost so but not quite right!” she stated, making Mosa lift a curious brow. “Bring me higher still, and I will find my place secure between your tender lips.” 
 
    Mosa reached and grabbed her, and she raised the esquire to the level of her eyes. They stared at each other and neither flinched. Mosa’s eyes were crystalline and deep, and as they studied Semes so near and tenderly, the squire could feel a pleasurable heat moving against her skin. 
 
    Kissing was familiar. It didn’t matter that Semes’ face was nearly swallowed up between the billowing pillows of Mosa’s mouth. In the instant they drew together, they were met with a rush of love that a true kiss will always ignite. Semes felt a shudder move through her body and she relaxed in Mosa’s hands, and her lips gently parted to taste the honeysweet gloss of Mosa’s plush lip. Her hair was tousled and a hot breath washed over her face, and Mosa’s nose nudged the top of Semes’ head. 
 
    Semes hadn’t known desire like this. She’d pushed herself after one goal and then another, but never felt help rightly in place, and not rushed from her joy into a new frey. A moment lingered between them and she felt herself craving and lusting, the new feelings swelling to life in her core. She trembled, and her eyes lolled back to stare upward, and where just a flutter of Mosa’s eyelashes could be seen. “Now let me kiss your breasts, Mosa,” she told her softly. 
 
    Mosa obliged her and slumped forward slowly, her heavy tits hanging and swinging forward like wrecking balls. She took the squire into her hand and cradled her there, smiling down at her tenderly. A warm smirk crawled higher on her lips and she guided her in, laxly drawing her palm to the underside of one of her preposterous breasts, and there pressing the squire up into herself. On the bed of her palm Semes felt the immense weight of too-much-tit smothering her, and her body was met with a heat that sank deep and bestowed vigor. She felt the thud of Mosa’s heartbeat making the softness around her tremble. 
 
    “So much, Mosa!” she squawked, half-smothered. It took all her might to push Mosa’s breast up enough that she might speak or draw breath. Slowly the giantess slid her up from there, and Semes watched with wide eyes as a massive, soft pink swell surrounding Mosa’s teat seemed to come over the horizon of her breast and slide before Semes face. The giantess guided her along all too easily, but to Semes it was a rollercoaster of sensations, and she could only giggle heatedly as she found her lips settling gently against a single bump of Mosa’s areola. 
 
    Somewhere fairies laughed, the sight of Semes slurping and licking away at a great pink circle undoubtedly amusing to them. The esquire could not be distracted by spectators; as Mosa had said, they seemed a part of her. Her eyes slowly closed and she stopped the wild motions of her tongue, and listened to Mosa breath, kissing her tenderly on the tip of her teat. 
 
    “Take…” Mosa softly offered the word, and then after a moment's breath continued. “Indulge… unhurriedly. Your joy is my wonder, my ah…” she exhaled, and with great softness in her tone, finished, “my peace.” 
 
    Mosa kissed her and hummed a song so warm and joyous. The heat between her face and Mosa’s teat seemed to twist the air. She opened wide and took what of Mosa she could between her lips, and lovingly stroked her with her tongue. She kissed her there as she would her lips but then began to loll her tongue on the rounded ball of her nipple, feeling it balloon against her attention. 
 
    “Don’t worry~” Semes said playfully. “I’m gonna get to every bit,” she said, and smirked as she dragged her tongue on a long circular path around Mosa’s peak. 
 
    “Oh, so you’ve got it all in hand,” Mosa said with a hearty giggle, her breast shaking against Mosa. “You wield your little mouth well, but I will be tempted to help you along,” Mosa said, smiling at her intently. The tiny tongue against her delighted her, but the sense of it seemed ticklish. Slowly she brought Semes up before herself again, and admired the little gasping squire. She plucked away her underclothes and tossed it all aside like pieces of candy wrap. Semes suddenly felt very exposed, and she blushed as the large emerald eyes of the giantess peered so intently at her. Semes was pretty but she felt then much like a toy or doll in comparison to Mosa. 
 
    “Yea well, I’ll give you my all!” Semes declared, giddy. She swang her body back and forth as Mosa held her by her arms, and danced for her in the air. 
 
    Mosa hummed a deep and satisfied note in her chest. “Accepted,” she stated, and then, slumped back against the hill again, her body pounding the hill and sending a gust of air across the grassy field. Semes felt herself being lowered down Mosa’s body though she was held carefully as the giantess got comfortable. Taken beyond her lap, Semes was deposited into the dip of the high part of her thighs. She supported Semes so that the esquire wouldn’t roll away, and laid such that she was posed above her still, her body rising like the hill. 
 
    Semes looked over her, from her face and down the soft curve of her belly. The silks and woven vine that draped over her hips were shifting, and down the middle, her clothes parted down to the groin. Semes watched as Mosa slowly bared herself, the living and enchanted material of her panties folding slowly away, dragged by many tiny vines. First Semes was shown lush pale green hair, braided so ornately that it must have been done by tiny hands, and then Mosa’s fat, luscious pussy, which seemed to drool a sparkling nectar. A warm breeze pushed against Semes and she felt her lungs filled with Mosa’s warmth. Her body tensed, and she could not control herself a moment longer. 
 
    Semes leaped at Mosa’s pussy, colliding with it with a tackling embrace. She began to lick and kiss with fervor, her body twisting this way and that. She heard Mosa’s surprise turn to moans of delight and bore no moment’s hesitation. The taste! Semes felt maddened, and immediately reached the end of what her little body could do, as she just rubbed and cuddled herself against that long drenched slit and filled her mouth with the sparkling nectar. What a rush! 
 
    “There you go~” Mosa said like a purr, laughing and then huffing an excited breath. She reclined her head back and stared at the sky. Pleasure did not usually rise in her this swiftly, but Semes’ passion could not be overcome. “Give me a good smooch,” Mosa instructed, her fingers coming down to pull at her folds, and somewhat draw back the hood of her clit. Semes had to push up from Mosa’s thigh to stuff her face against that tender nub and nuzzle it. She rubbed her face against the velvety inner folds of Mosa’s sex and the heated pink skin above her clitoris. The giantess bucking beneath her felt like the wobbling of the world.  
 
    “I’m goin’ in,” Semes declared. She was so caught up in her lustful play that she came across as goofy. It was hard to be regal and poised before Mosa. Semes’ body was slick with sweat and sparkled with Mosa’s cum, and she felt enchanted. She was made to dance as she gave pleasure, her arms and legs spasming to no music but Mosa’s sighs of delight. 
 
    “Yes you are,” Mosa told her with a heated giggle. “Fill your tiny lungs, why don’t you?” Mosa asked. Semes was gently pressed into the mound above Mosa’s pussy and felt as though she laid on a bed of grass. She inhaled deeply and closed her eyes, and felt Mosa pull her back and then push her into the most wonderful enclosure of warmth. Semes shuddered as she was gently embraced on all sides by the wet cushioning softness of Mosa’s pussy. Her body slid deeper, and she could hardly see a thing, but she could feel Mosa’s pleasure as though it reverberated around her, and her heart and breath both rising in pace. 
 
    She danced, slowly moving her body about. She knew not just where she was. She pressed this way and then that, and she moaned with Mosa. She called out loud with her voice with delight, hoping the giantess could hear her. She wiggled and strove to move even deeper, and felt Mosa’s fingers feebly playing at her toes. Everything shifted around her in a sudden jerk as Mosa seemed to shift her weight forward, and then Semes could feel the canal vibrating as the giantess worked her fingers against herself at an intense pace. 
 
    Suddenly everything tensed around Semes, squeezing her so firmly she had to gasp. The flesh around her tensed and relaxed, and then thunderously tightened again, and a sudden rush of sparkling fluid illuminated the crimson interior of Mosa’s pussy and washed over Semes, completely bathing her. 
 
    An energy met her from Mosa’s cum, and she felt her thoughts estranged. Images of fae and fairies flew through her mind, and the pleasure was orgasmic. For a moment it all made sense, though she would never be able to put to words, what glimpse of unity and love was revealed. It had only seemed a side effect of Mosa’s release, and Semes was swooning in joy. The rising pleasure soon brought a powerful and enduring orgasm upon her, making her writhe and spin and buck against the pleasure that met every inch of her skin. 
 
    She got lost in that delight, and when she next had a hold of herself, she felt the sun upon her skin as she was being slowly dragged out from Mosa’s pussy. The giantess was slowing her breathing, and she held a satisfied gaze upon Semes’ little drenched form. The tiny woman had proved quite capable, and Mosa knew she would be able to handle more yet. 
 
    “Rest in splendor, my little love. Your work is done, and all will flourish through you,” she told Semes gently, cradling her against her breast. Slowly, the living material of her dress enclosed over Semes, tucking her into the Mosa’s bra such that she could hardly be seen. With the esquire tucked away, Mosa finally stood up, and stretched her arms high over the hilltop, squealing out her contented bliss. 
 
    “You may ride my shoulder, and come down the hill like a conqueror. Now that my energy is replenished, I will bestow a boon of life on the lands of your farmers, each along the way,” Mosa said. 
 
    Semes mumbled some tired nonsense against Mosa’s tit, and the giantess began to slowly walk down the hill, her heavy breasts swaying as though to rock Semes to sleep. 
 
    “They will remember me for the richness of their food for many years. And may all that live here know shortened sickness and fuller life,” Mosa blessed. “You will tell the tale, so that these people might know fae and giants better. And then…” Mosa gently pressed her hand against Semes through the living cloth. “I will take you south, and show you the wonders of the untamed land. You will be my dame, and together, we will make a way for others to follow.” 
 
    Semes felt no protest at the thought. Already Mosa had claimed her loyalty and devotion, and she could perceive no greater work than what she might do by her side. She laughed as she imagined how she would explain this to the village, and the way they’d tell the tale when she was gone.
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    Lilian is shocked when a viral video gives her a closer look at the hero Megamore. She recognizes those eyes, those earrings! How could it have taken her so long to figure it out? She is the alter ego of none other than Maddy Moore, Lily’s friend from college. Armed with this knowledge, Lilian decides to pay her a visit. 
 
      
 
    Maddy is beautiful but unassuming until the secret drops. When she grows in size and adorns her hero garb it is as though she has become a whole new person. Megamore stands more than ten feet tall and has an Amazonian build with curves like a goddess. 
 
      
 
    Lily is a huge fan and practically wants to drop and worship her. She never suspected the hero even knew her, let alone harbored a powerful crush. They had been close once and now chance brought them together again, as though fate had sent a hero to fulfill her fantasies. 
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    Lilian was watching her hero with new eyes. She replayed the same video over and over again as a self-driving car took her deeper into the city. It was Megamore, Coldsnap, and Pyroclast in the midst of battle against a cybernetic gang. She had always been a fan of the hero, but only now did she hang on to every move and spell, struck by the reality of the person behind the mask. She paused during the best frame of Megamore’s face and slowly viewed that moment again. Those eyes, those earrings! She had known the woman they belonged to long ago. 
 
    She could still hardly believe it and gnawed on her lip as she stared at Maddy’s recent text messages. Maddy had been pleased to hear from her. Even if she hadn’t been a hero in disguise, Lily would have been happy for the chance to hang with her again. They had been good friends in college, and Lily had to laugh at herself for taking so long to make the connection. The heroine doubled the height of her alter ego and had fuller curves and much larger breasts. Lily was determined to see just how she pulled it off, and that was the hidden purpose of her visit. 
 
    Stifling her giggles, Lily took a selfie of herself in a purple scarf and lavender wool off-the-shoulder top. They had spoken the night before about watching a movie, though Maddy was already getting clues that Lily may have some further intentions. She seemed excited, and Lily let her know she’d be there in just a few minutes, along with sending the picture. She hoped it would give her a rush. 
 
    When she came before Maddy’s door, she imagined her in heroic stature, stooping to stop her head from hitting the ceiling. There must be a way she changed from one state to another, Lily thought. She knocked and Maddy opened the door straight away. 
 
    “Well hi!” Maddy grinned brightly at her. She was very pretty and yet Lily found her unassuming with no sign of her might or flair. How embarrassing if I’m wrong! But she didn’t really believe she was. Madeline Moore and Megamore were one. 
 
    “It’s good to see you!” Lily was subconsciously relieved that she was still the taller of the two at 5’ 8’’. It would be an entirely different dynamic if she had to crane her neck to meet her eyes. She saw at once those very earrings. Her lip curled with a grin. “You look beautiful. Has anyone ever told you you look like Megamore?” Lilian wore her best poker face but inside she was dying. 
 
    Maddy let out a shy giggle. “Once or twice. I don’t mind the comparison,” she said. There was a pink glow on her cheeks, but Lily couldn’t read her thoughts. “She’s got way bigger tits than me, though,” Maddy said, and Lilian laughed but was secretly teased by the implication. 
 
    “Seems pretty close. I’d have to see you in a leotard,” Lily said. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” Maddy exclaimed at her and laughed. She was enjoying the teasing. “I could rock it,” she said assuredly, nodding her head. 
 
    “I know,” Lily said a bit quietly. Maddy showed her around her suite, which while very nice, did not offer any clues about its size-shifting inhabitant. They went and sat on a curved couch and Maddy offered refreshments. She was so humble and sweet, and Lily was feeling immense apprehension to see her perform the other persona. Or is this one the fake? Megamore was anything but modest. 
 
    Maddy complimented her clothes and chatted about her work in the city, and though Lily realized at parts she was being lied to, it only amused her and made her wonder what heroic activities the woman had actually been into. “Hey, before you start the movie,” she said, pulling up her phone with a small wry grin, to where it was paused on Megamore’s face. “Is this you?” 
 
    Maddy froze as she intently looked at the video. Lily pointed with her thumb at the earrings. 
 
    “Shit!” Maddy was agape and then laughed, and stared at Lily. “Um!” the noise she made was a shocked confirmation, as she considered how to answer. “Yeah…” 
 
    Lily pulled her phone near her chest and stared at Maddy. Her brows raised. “You grow big and fight bad guys?” 
 
    “Left my earrings in. Of course! Dang, I hope no one else notices.” Maddy had been made alert by the sudden reveal but was immediately relaxing. She gave Lily a bright grin. “Even you couldn’t tell, huh? You do have sharp eyes though,” she said. 
 
    “You’re Megamore.” Lily still just couldn’t believe it. She’d have to see her transform before her eyes. “I’m like, your biggest fan,” she said without expression. She suddenly shot up onto her knees on the couch and exclaimed. “No way! The hero Megamore is Maddy… you!” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Maddy laughed at her. “You’ll keep my secret, won’t you?” she asked. “Thankfully you’re one of the few who I thought might catch on. That’s why I hadn’t told you I was living in Prima.” 
 
    Lily put her hand over her lips. “This is so wild. It all makes sense.” As the reveal became more concrete in her mind, she was realizing she felt immense affection toward Maddy. Knowing she was an almost divine beauty veiled in a subdued form reawakened her interest in the woman. She had always been attracted to her but they hadn’t gotten very close, perhaps because of the secrets Maddy sought to keep. “I would have gone crazy at the thought of a date with Megamore,” she said. 
 
    Maddy slowly smiled and then pursed her lips. “Is it fun to imagine? I am sure you’re quite eager to see.” Now she felt Maddy was looking at her searchingly. She thought about the time she had posted some Megamore thirst on social media, and all the other things she might have said in passing, which Maddy would surely recollect. 
 
    “I planned this all but I didn’t think it through,” Lily said with a small gasp and raise of her shoulders. “I hope it wasn’t terribly rude! A hero faux pas.” 
 
    “No, no! But you did surprise me! Actually, I’d really like the chance to show off.” 
 
    Lily put her hands on her knees and sat back on the couch comfortably. “Is it big enough in here?” 
 
    “Should be, and you can hang out with me in public too, just never call me Maddy,” she said and stood up. She went over and locked the door and then closed the blinds. Maddy returned and showed Lily an amulet with a heart-shaped stone before putting it on. Lily felt a jolt of apprehension as Maddy began to grow without further ado. 
 
    Her head rose as she seemed to stretch out and higher, and her chest bulked with both muscle and an increase to her bust. Purple smoke began to wisp out from her pendant and adorned her body in her heroic garb: a tight-fitting purple leotard, thigh-highs, gloves, and a cape. Each piece was adorned with silver filigree and made her look more magnificent than a queen. Her warm orange hair took on a hue closer to copper crimson, and the muscle and fat of her thighs seemed to double as her hips broadened. 
 
    In a few moments, Maddy was gone and replaced by Megamore, whose presence seemed to dominate everything. She assumed a proper heroic pose with her head near the ceiling.  Megamore looked just over eleven feet tall. “So you came for a show?” she said like an announcer. When she turned her gaze down at Lily suddenly, it was as though her glance could be felt. “Or a date with your hero?” 
 
    Astounded by her vivacious style, Lily could not look at her the same as before. She felt a wave of shyness wash over her, though it was mixed with glee. She got an eyeful of Megamore’s incredibly broad hips and looked up at her from there, seeing how perfectly the fine silk of her outfit fit her. She could not speak. 
 
    “What’s this?” Megamore asked, acting like she had just noticed Lily. “Oh, an adoring fan?” She stepped back and leaned down, stooping so far that her face was just above Lily’s, and her massive breasts hung enticingly against her top. 
 
    Lily was stunned and drank in the sight. Seeing Megamore in the flesh made her want to get down and kiss her boots. It had been so hard to believe that any of this could come out of Maddy that she was never truly ready for it. “You’re stunning,” she said as she tried to gather her thoughts. 
 
    “I know,” Megamore turned to show her side and put a hand to her chin. “Aren’t you small,” she observed, smiling at Lily. “And dressed so cutely. You could be my sidekick.” 
 
    Lily laughed and she stood. “If I could keep up with you,” she remarked. She walked to Megamore and stood just before her. Her face only came up to Megamore’s navel. “I’d have to watch out for your hips if I was your sidekick,” she said and craned her neck to look up at Megamore’s face through the valley of her breasts. They stood very close and the larger woman didn’t move away. 
 
    “I used to imagine rescuing you. Not that I’d ever wish you were in peril,” Megamore said, and Lily grinned widely at the thought. 
 
    “That’d have made it all worth it. Whatever happened,” she said. As though compelled to, she lifted a hand to touch the fabric over Megamore’s belly and felt the weight and softness of her under it. “Does it feel strange?” 
 
    Megamore gently put two fingers on either of Lily’s shoulders and rested her hands there. “It feels great. Like taking off a tight bra, if that bra was wrapped around your whole body.” 
 
    Lily giggled at her example. “Your bra could probably wrap me!” she jested, and Megamore laughed so loud that the room shook, and she had to quiet herself. 
 
    “Don’t tempt me. I’ll wrap you up like half a sandwich and put you in my purse!” Lily was getting more comfortable as her mind subsumed Maddy and Megamore as one. She wasn’t ready for the teasing though. It struck too close to home, as she desired what a giant woman like Megamore could give so intensely. She felt arousal and moved her face forward until it pressed into the softness of Megamore’s tummy. 
 
    “You’re soft.” Lily’s hands touched the muscle of Megamore’s bare thighs. Her hero quietly enjoyed the affection and let her indulge. “Strong too. You’re a lot,” Lily said finally. 
 
    “All things in excess,” Megamore remarked with a smirk. “It’s nice to finally be myself with you. There’s a lot to explore if you can bear my abundance,” she said and looked at Lily pointedly, stroking her head. A wave of excitement rushed through Lily’s mind. She was aroused at the thought of how their vastly different bodies might play together. She could sense the eagerness in the giantess too. 
 
    “I would love to explore you.” Lily leaned back to look up at the towering woman. “I’ll scurry up and kiss you right on the lips,” she promised like it was a threat. 
 
    Megamore stooped down and grabbed her up with total ease. She hoisted Lily under the arms and up to her eye level. “You know, these big lips of mine are kissed too rarely,” she said. “In fact, I might have to make you kiss my every inch.” 
 
    It made Lily gasp to be hoisted so, and hear such words of desire. Did she always feel this way? The thought of worshipping Megamore’s enormous body made her twitch. 
 
    Megamore giggled. “Here is the proper way to talk to short people,” she jested playfully. 
 
    Lily grinned at her and then gnawed her lip. She was quiet for a moment. “Let me make good on it,” she said after a pause and leaned in to kiss her hero. Megamore’s lips were two soft pink pillows that received the kiss tenderly. She showed joy and surprise, looking a bit like the Maddy Lily knew. An instant later and those large lips parted and sank warmly against and around Lily’s mouth. There was a needful urgency to how Megamore gave the kiss, and her will seemed indomitable. Lily found herself limply hanging in Maddy’s grasp as she immersed herself in the pleasure and warmth. 
 
    After their lips parted, Megamore swung Lily in her arms and then hugged her firmly to her chest, pressing her face in between her breasts. “I feel like you want this Almost as much as me,” Megamore said with a playful grin. “Am I fulfilling some fantasies?” 
 
    Hearing her be so ready to please was driving Lily nuts. Megamore’s heroic confidence obscured her sincere desire as a woman. “I’m still checking you out!” she said with a laugh. Megamore set her down and put her hands on the ceiling, leaning and swaying near Lily. 
 
    “Lots to see, right?” 
 
    “I love your outfit. Almost don’t want you to take it off,” Lily said. She pushed her head up under one of Megamore’s breasts. She couldn’t stop from feeling her and judging how her mass compared to other women. 
 
    “Makes a good hat for someone your size, huh?” Megamore giggled at her and bounced her breast gently on top of Lily’s head. “Small as you are, this might be about all you can manage,” she mused. 
 
    “Huh? No way. I can take all of you,” Lily said, trying to match the hero’s certitude. 
 
    “Oh? Gonna hoist me over your shoulders? I think not,” Megamore giggled at her. “Though I would like to see how you do under my full weight…” 
 
    Lily gulped as he took in the expansive width of Megamore’s hips. “You want to make your fan’s face a seat?” she asked heatedly. 
 
    Megamore gave a wide grin, showing her teeth. “I’ll bet that would feel just lovely. But are you feeling brave?” she asked. 
 
    Just thinking about it was making Lily wet. Megamore had more ass than Lily had of everything combined. She could get lost under there. She couldn’t believe she was being offered such a rich and rare experience. “My hero can sit on my face any time she likes,” Lily said assuredly. 
 
    Megamore seemed overjoyed. “I’ll be gentle! I think you’ll love it,” she said with a hearty laugh. She scooped Lily up and carried her bridal style to her room. The bed was ordinarily sized and looked like it would barely support the two of them. Lily was tossed onto it. She lay on her back, awestruck and unable to even imagine how the experience to come would feel. 
 
    “I might be in over my head, but I like it,” Lily said with a warm giggle. She wiggled until her head was near the foot of the bed. 
 
    “This will be some way to get to know each other,” Megamore said, biting her lip. She turned around and presented her impossibly thick ass to Lily. Her leotard rode up between her pale cheeks and each thigh was well over a foot thick. Her rear could have filled most of the spread of Lily’s arms. “This is what you want to try first, right?” 
 
    Lily didn’t laugh. She was already envisioning that huge butt smothering her field of vision and nearly swallowing up her head. “I want you,” she said sincerely, her lips left slightly parted. 
 
    “Here I come,” Megamore said with pleasure. She stayed clothed but bent down in front of Lily until her ass was looming above her face. 
 
    She carefully positioned her smaller lover’s head between the valley of her thighs and rear and dropped some of her weight down onto the bed, carefully dispersing the rest with her hands. Megamore heaved a deeply relaxed sigh as she settled in and smothered Lily’s face intimately under her ass and between her broad and heavy cheeks. Lily felt her nose press up against the silk spandex at the very base of Megamore’s body, and her warm ass squeezing her cheeks together. The weight was too much to contest with but it felt strangely cozy to be buried under so much softness. She let out a muffled moan for her hero to enjoy, and to reassure her that she was okay down there. 
 
    The young woman in Megamore was on display, though Lily could not fully appreciate it from where she was. She hummed happily as she bounced her hips and gradually put down more weight on Lily’s face. Lily could smell sweat and lavender, and she swooned in a dark bliss of delight. She planted kisses on Megamore’s inner thigh and against the fabric that just barely guarded her pussy. 
 
    The giantess was enjoying her seat and in no rush to leave it. She shifted her huge hips forward and humped against Lily’s face, pushing her quite snugly up between her cheeks. Lily let her tongue loll out and licked the skin and spandex that slid against her face. By then she trusted Megamore not to hurt her and was holding nothing back herself. She did need to breathe though, and soon tapped Megamore’s thigh with some urgency. 
 
    “Woopsie,” Megamore said as she lifted her butt off of Lily and turned to look down at her. “You having fun being my cushion?” she asked, combing Lily’s black and violet hair from her eyes. 
 
    “You’ve got cushion enough! But yes.” Lily’s chest rose and fell as she took heavy breaths. She didn’t care what Megamore did with her. She would have licked the hero’s feet as she stepped on her face if that’s what she wanted. She felt like she was in a stupor of pleasure now, every moment an experience that would stick with her forever. 
 
    “I wanted you to get up close and personal with that booty,” Megamore said. “Don’t blink, now,” she added and was slowly engulfed by the purple smoke of the amulet. Lily half expected her to grow even larger, but instead, her fine clothes dispersed into nothing. Lily stared up from between her legs and admired the perspective of Megamore’s huge, comfortably splayed tits. Slowly, the giantess turned around and looked over the length of Lily’s body. “Here’s my next treat for you,” Megamore said and lowly lowered her fat pussy onto Lily’s face. 
 
    Lily was immediately coated in an excess of slick nectar and tasted its rich and salty flavor. Megamore’s pussy laid over her whole face. She could feel the fat of her groin snugly enclosing the front of her head. She opened her lips wide and pushed out with her tongue to explore Maddy and drink in her sweet wetness. The bed creaked as Maddy’s massive body shifted and she began to grind her pussy against Lily’s tongue. 
 
    “It feels so nice! You’re tiny tongue… oh my!” Megamore shifted her hips from side to side, rubbing the petals of her slit against Lily’s lips. “You’re working wonders,” she said hotly, grasping her own enormous breast to tease it with her fingers. Lily felt her hand come down and press into her tummy. She could almost span her from finger to thumb. Shock and a rush of new excitement greeted her as Megamore easily pulled her short-shorts away, and then ran one large finger over her slit through her panties. Her power to dominate and overwhelm altogether made Lily squirm. 
 
    “Can you imagine my big tongue working around in you? Too bad we’re too different to sixty-nine,” Megamore said with a guffaw, her body bouncing on Lily’s face. “But you’ll be feeling it soon. I want to taste your pussy. I’m gonna lick you out clean.” She was slowly leaning forward, sliding and grinding her vulva against Lily’s features and helping her tongue to reach as deeply as it could. She laid down then, covering Lily altogether with just her head peeking out from between her thighs. 
 
    Lily was sandwiched against the mattress and buried under immense and soft weight. The warmth seeped into her and he could barely wiggle, though Megamore’s soft tummy and breasts shifted against her constantly. Her hips lifted off the bed so that Lily could breathe and position her face again, and then Megamore thrust them back into place, practically engulfing Lily’s face with her wet sex. 
 
    “I can almost fit your whole head in,” Megamore said, gasping. She lurched forward with her body so that Lily’s tongue ran the length of her slit. Her mouth was filled with the oily treat that Megamore was pumping out. This act seemed just as new to her, and her growing vigor suggested a passionate need. Lily did all she could to make her face a toy as Megamore’s massive hips wiggled. 
 
    Megamore sat up again and slowly rocked her hips back and forth. She slid a single finger into Lily’s panties and curled it up inside of her. It was thick like a sausage but her touch was delicate, and Lily’s thighs gently enclosed around Megamore’s hand to encourage her in. Lily felt the urge to cum rising in her as she was stroked firmly inside, and the finger curled up to press her inner ceiling and swirl around there. The touch expressed Megamore’s own passion and urgency, demanding release for both her and her partner. 
 
    When it seemed like Megamore was approaching her climax she suddenly lifted her hips and scooted back and off of the bed. “Come here, Lily, finish me like this,” she said but picked Lily up around the middle and put her into the position she desired. She stood upright and held Lily’s body inverted and against herself, lowering her until she was faced with her pussy again. Megamore used one arm to hold her firmly in place and put the other on the back of Lily’s head. She pushed her face against her drooling slit and began to rub it there rapidly. Lily didn’t have to do anything and let out a wild moan as she was made to motorboat Megamore’s pussy lips and clit. She felt the giantess kissing her feet and ankles. 
 
    Explosively, Megamore came on Lily’s face, squirting and drenching her hair. Such a mess was made that droplets sparkled on the walls. Her wild motion halted and she pushed Lily’s face tightly against her pussy, rolling her hips up and down as the throws of orgasm washed over her mighty body. “Ah~!” Megamore exclaimed with a note of victory in her satisfaction. She relaxed her firm hold and hoisted Lily by both feet, looking down at her soaked and dripping face. “Are you okay down there?” she asked with a small laugh. 
 
    Lily moaned and wiped her face as she dangled. She was okay: her hero had her. She tried to look up at her and grin. “Caught in the splash zone!” she said with dumb glee. “Eat me out~ Before the cum rushes to my head,” she laughed. 
 
    Megamore needed no further invitation. She hoisted Lily up and held her around the middle, putting her large head between her well-tanned thighs. It was easy to hold her in place, and she took her time in dragging her enormous tongue along Lily’s slit and letting her feel all the little buds rub against her. It was a powerful sensation. Lily felt she was at the mercy of that tongue. It was five times more massive and powerful than hers. She squeezed her hero’s head as Megamore licked and then delved in with her tongue, immediately filling Lily’s passage and straining to stretch it. 
 
    Lily’s face was pressed into her tummy. It gave her something to moan into and she felt she was all wrapped up tight in Megamore’s softness. The giantess began to thrust her tongue in and out of Lily’s pussy. There was no respite and she felt the inevitable force of a powerful orgasm coursing through her. Her thighs squeezed Megamore’s head and finally, she let out a shrill moan, squeezing the massive wiggling guest in her pussy and bucking in Megamore’s grasp. Megamore held her by the thighs and moaned as she licked deeply, reaching the end of Lily’s passage and slurping up all her release. Lily felt utterly spent and hung there limply, groaning with pleasure. 
 
    Satisfied, Megamore licked her lips and swiftly turned Lily to face upright. She hugged her to her body at eye level. “I never imagined our first time would be like this,” she said with a grin that revealed a bit of shyness, though her cheeks glowed with joy. “Though it seems so right. You might become Megamore’s little partner after all,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll need a cute costume. Got any other powerful magic trinkets?” Lily asked with a laugh. She leaned into Megamore, enjoying how her body could lay comfortably between her breasts. She still had no idea how things would play out from here or what it would be like dating a superhero. 
 
    “It’s a dangerous life, you know! But I’ll keep you close.” She kissed Lily’s face and cleaned the mess somewhat with her lips, though Lily still looked absolutely blasted. “I’ve never wanted groupies. But you can be my one and only. We can show each other off,” she said with curious excitement. 
 
    “Hah! I know a lot of people that’d get a kick out of you,” Lily said. She’d feel quite spoiled being paraded around by Megamore, and imagined riding on the great woman’s shoulders. 
 
    “You’re just what I need,” Megamore said happily. “And a perfect size to cuddle like a plushie,” she added. Megamore hopped back onto the bed and it immediately busted, loudly crashing down under them and sending splinters of wood flying. 
 
    “Woo! Megamore!” Lily cheered.
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    Dastardly little invaders, humes run amuck on an alien planet. Their giant natra rulers long regarded them as mere animals. At least Amalie could earn that name by her ferocity, bravery, and utter lack of grace. 
 
      
 
    Yet far from treating them like pests, the giantess on the horizon may be a sizable boon to her tribe. She shows respect and appears to possess all things in abundance, and Amalie is determined to dip her cup. 
 
      
 
    Showing up on Seyel’s doorstep like a doll-sized barbarian, she boldly demands her share. Meteya is a different kind of hume living happily at the natra’s side. Amalie can’t relate until she speaks with Seyel face to face, and then everything she knows is thrown into question. 
 
      
 
    The mistress of the land they share is not a tyrant, but a kind and generous host eager to spoil the hume that dares linger near. Amalie must weigh her independence against a pampered life. In one long and exuberantly sensual night, she learns that humes and natra can do a lot more than just see eye to eye. 
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    There was no wind or clouds but three great lights warming the desert. The mountains wobbled in the heat, and Amalie’s beasts complained about their toasted paws. She cooed some reassurance and drove her chariot on, leading the tribe into the shadow of a Stone Tree. 
 
    “Down in there. It’s gone to hide,” Eden said, pointing with a flag-bearing rod to a wide crevice. The hunters took a rest at the rim of the monolith’s shadow. The Stone Tree rose like a mountain but then came to a wide and orderly disc at its height. Above it, the Striped Moon glowed cyan. On the horizon was another bright moon they called the Pearl. 
 
    Pytir had gone ahead and was now seen riding back. He came to Amalie to report to her, and their animals touched each other on the snouts, grunting their own communication. The rodents were smaller than horses, but there were no horses here. 
 
    “We’ll have it!” He exclaimed. “There is just one. It’s holed up and cornered in.” Pytir was a strong man despite being born of a tame hume. “It’s big, but we have enough.” 
 
    Amalie gave the order to advance, and they took up positions on the slope around the lizard’s den. They had fifteen mounted Slayers and three chariots constructed of scrap metal and polymer. Once the tribe had been greater, but they were still the only ones who dared try this quarry. “Dune Dragon!” She called. 
 
    They began to holler and make a ruckus by beating sticks. Amalie’s heart thudded faster in anticipation of the chase. Finally, Pytir charged down into the crevice with another rider, each carrying a long torch. 
 
    The lizard rushed out into the open with startling speed, and the tribe readied themselves with spears and snagging hooks. It then stood motionless, with yellowed eyes wide and ready but revealing no sign of thought. But far below her, it did not seem so monstrous or ugly as other things. 
 
    “Just another small thing,” she realized quietly to herself, as her eyes wandered to the mountainous structure above them. This was a palace of the real rulers of this world, so large and high as to not even trouble about humes. 
 
    Suddenly, the lizard bound straight up the slope, toppling Eden from her rat. It spun around with a roaring hiss, nearly trampling them both, and then broke through their line and fled. 
 
    Amalie helped Eden to her feet and then joined the pursuit. The dragon scurried toward the red rise of the Stone Tree’s base. Amalie pushed her animals, coming to the fore of her tribe. The sun shone on them again as they went up onto the steep terrain, Soon, the lizard showed signs of tiring and hugged a cliff face. Then it began to climb to a sizable mesa overhead. 
 
    She could see a way up where the stone was ordered with steps. Signaling to the tribe, she drove her animals that way. Above was a flat expanse of purple stone. The lizard ran out onto it and near two odd, shiny towers… 
 
    Amalie exclaimed with surprise and almost fell from her chariot. Those were no towers but the legs of a natra. The enormous blue being loomed above her, and Amalie arched her back trying to behold its face. She was startled to see the natra returning her gaze from what felt like such a distance, but then she calmed. The tribe had encountered this one before and she was not a hazard, though Amalie had never come so close. She then guessed that this must be the mistress of the Tree overlooking their land. 
 
    She waited there for her tribe and kept an eye on the lizard, which had frozen in the natra’s shadow. Eden came and shrieked, and then the rest of them caught up. As they arrived and cautiously studied the natra, she stepped away with slow and measured grace, but her footsteps still sent tremors through the ground. She seemed to give them the road, observing their affair with no intentions. The hunt was on again, and all riders closed in on the tiring lizard. It fought fiercely but they soon ensnared it. 
 
    “She is the kind one,” Amalie told Eden. “The one that threw food.” 
 
    “The cube stew!” Eden exclaimed happily, recalling the gift. She was panting heavily and her breasts hung out from her torn clothes, yet she seemed hardly shaken. Before they could catch up with the others again, the lizard was downed. 
 
    It was too early for celebration as the Slayers had to break it apart and load their animals, but Amalie grinned elatedly. The natra remained close, stepping nearer on occasion, and the others were apprehensive of her. 
 
    With a playful but fearsome spirit, Amalie charged, holding a spear aloft as though she would attack her toes. The mighty woman recoiled in alarm at the miniature assailant and the whole tribe roared out in laughter. Amalie looked up to see the natra was laughing too, with her fingers to her dark blue lips. Her bright red eyes were sharp and Amalie felt the weight of her stare. 
 
      
 
    As they carried the haul home, the tribe began to sing. They had scales and meat, and the shaman declared that tonight they would light up. They would be all set for several of this world’s long and adventurous days. “He was nothing but a ground dog!” Eden sang to the tune of an old song. “Stalking in the night!” The Slayers did not know where their words and songs had come from. 
 
    The sun had moved little when they returned to their burrows. A roaring fire was started, and they processed the lizard, feasting until the night finally came. 
 
    Amalie came to Eden and took her hand. Knowing that this meant she wanted to partner up for the Play of Lights, Eden let out an excited squeal and pulled Amalie to the ground beside her. 
 
    “Shall we go way out under the stars? Into the dunes?” Eden asked, rubbing her nose against Amalie’s and staring right into her eyes. 
 
    “Let us go to the Tree,” Amalie suggested. “Afterward, I will go make the natra give us sugar and gizmos,” she said. 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Eden laughed. Her hair was bright red and her face had freckles. Amalie cupped her breast and they kissed. 
 
    The men and women of the Slayer tribe left the dens and went down to a natra-made water tunnel. Holding ropes, they bathed in a fast current, and despite the cold and apparent danger of it, they all enjoyed themselves, casually swinging through the water and trusting their anchors. 
 
    “Don’t get swept away! You’ll end up in a natra drink,” Eden teased, grabbing and tickling Amalie’s foot in the water. “Oh, ask her for cloth too!” She suggested. “I don’t know that the youngins can sew my robe back together.”  
 
    “I will,” Amalie said resolutely. 
 
    Cleansed, they lined up for the shaman. She readily gave them each a lump of luminous yellow fungus as well as a glob of its glowing essence. Amalie and Eden ate it together and then filled their hands with the oily cream. They rubbed it on each other’s bodies, where it tingled and made their skin shine. 
 
    It was a formidable psychotropic, giving them energy and causing giggles. Glowing like fairies, the humes ran out into the desert and danced under the night sky. The Striped Moon was still there, and the horizon glowed a neon green. Amalie wore a blanket but threw it open and exposed her luminous body to the vast emptiness around them. Her hair and eyes were green like the strange moon and sky. There was energy all around her, and she longed to feel it flowing through her. 
 
    But the world was strange. There was something left unconnected. They had not always been here; they had not come from here. She looked instead to Eden, the only truly familiar thing. 
 
    She was spread out, her pale skin golden lit, and she reclined delicately on a bed of slate. Amalie crawled up onto her, and they let their slick bodies rub and nestle together. Tasting the fungus upon her breasts, Amalie licked Eden and sucked her teats. They gave each other pleasure and comfort, but Amalie remained restless. When Eden had her relief Amalie stood up and wrapped herself in the blanket again. 
 
    “You are truly going?” Eden asked softly. 
 
    “I want to know why the world is changing. Tame humes don’t run away to join us anymore.” 
 
    Eden chuckled. “I think you want to see that big blue lady again.” 
 
    Amalie realized she was right. She turned back to smile at her. “Maybe I can show her that we are not so unalike.” 
 
    Eden then showed her concern. “I don’t know that you can ever trust a natra,” she said, but then sighed softly and seemed to concede. “You’re the bravest or dumbest, that’s for sure,” she called out after her. “Don’t get trod on!” 
 
      
 
    2 
 
    Amalie walked around the hole in the terrain where the Dune Dragon had hidden. She was not anxious to be alone. Now she pitied the lizard. Short of the natra, humes were fiercest. They were the dragons, the intruders, and the slayers of all else. But they could not conquer this world and she wondered how long, then, they should live among the animals. 
 
    At the foot of the Stone Tree, it was dark. To go up the way she had before was quite a hike. She felt her task may be in folly but was lucid and energetic. Amalie tore her blanket and made a torch. Then she found the path again and paid more mind to the stairs. They were hume-sized stairs made by the Natra. The tribe had once seen over a dozen tame humes near the Tree but that felt like an age ago. Where have they gone? She wondered. 
 
    Amalie found a thorn tree, dry and winnowy and just double a hume’s height. She set it on fire, and as she went up to the Mesa she lit anything else that would burn on fire, though there was little. When she arrived, she ran out onto the expanse of purple stone, waving her torch. Humes seldom raised their voice. 
 
    “Big Blue!” She yelled out challengingly, her call echoing far and wide. “I have come to visit! Come see me!” She made all the ruckus she could to tempt the natra from her lair. It was good fun to wreck what little havoc she could. “Come and see the bravest Slayer!” She threw down her torch and extended her arms. “Dragon Slayer! Here I am! Hello! I demand to meet the woman upstairs!” It felt good to channel her emotions. 
 
    A bright light seemed to suddenly turn night to day as the span of the Mesa was lit. Amalie covered her eyes and instinctively recoiled from the glow above. It was part of the Tree, and it soon grew dimmer, and then turned back off. “Hey!” she yelled out again, retrieving her torch. 
 
    For a little while there was no sign, and then she noticed a small and feint blue light far up the Tree. It was slowly descending the curves of the stone structure from the very top. After a while it set down on part of the Mesa, and Amalie quickly approached. 
 
    There was a hume woman there in a glass cage and on a platform that served as a lift. She looked tame and was dolled up in revealing blue finery. She was all blue like her masters, Amalie thought, and yet her clothing was more opulent than any she had seen. Looking back at Amalie she seemed to idle and hesitate in the luminous chamber. 
 
    Amalie smacked the glass with her torch. “Woman, send a message to your masters for me!” She tried to open it up. 
 
    “Calm it, wild lady!” the woman told her. She had yelped with surprise but now seemed entertained. “Will you let me out? Do not be violent.” 
 
    Amalie threw the torch away and attended to her wild bangs and messy, moss-green hair. “They’ve dressed you like some kind of princess,” Amalie said. 
 
    “My name is Meteya.” A panel of glass disappeared and she stepped out onto the mesa. Amalie briefly considered robbing her just for her clothes until she spoke again. “I am a free hume.” 
 
    “Free?” Amalie had never heard of such a thing. “I am a wild hume. You all suck the teats of natra.” She raised a hand before Meteya could respond. “I do not want to quarrel.” She froze then as she considered Meteya further. “Free?” she repeated. 
 
    “Tame or wild, the humes are free now if they choose it.” Meteya smiled at her, showing her curiosity and patience. 
 
    It was a profound surprise to Amalie, but she struggled to understand it. “What’s different then? They have given you things of your own?” 
 
    Meteya stroked some of the glowing substance off of Amalie’s shoulder and smelled it. She gave Amalie a curious look and was stared down in turn. “Humes that wish it can have their own home. There are cities of those you call tame. There are even cities of wild humes who rule themselves.” 
 
    “Where in the world is that? We didn’t know.” Amalie could think of little to say. As Meteya explained, she knew it was the truth and reflected on it. 
 
    “We are told to wait for you to come to us.” Meteya stepped back onto the platform and, fearing that she would float away, Amalie rushed to put her foot there. 
 
    “I have come,” she said. 
 
    “You come wishing to speak to Seyel, don’t you?” Meteya asked, pointing up with a finger so that it was clear she referred to the natra. She offered her hand to Amalie and she took it. 
 
    They were lifted far above the desert and higher than Amalie ever had been. She studied Meteya, seeing how healthy she looked. Her hair curled in cyan and violet spirals toward her bust, which was barely confined by an open tunic of silk. She had very large breasts and displayed them proudly, and her hips were wide and bare. “My tribe are the Slayers. We share this land,” Amalie said. 
 
    “Seyel has noticed you. She is attentive to humes.” 
 
    Amalie looked Meteya over. “She once owned many.” 
 
    Meteya nodded slightly. “She once owned me.” In the silence that followed she asked, “What is your name?” 
 
    “I am Amalie, Hunt-leader.” She released Meteya’s hand. “We will never be owned. We rule ourselves.” 
 
    Meteya giggled which annoyed Amalie. “That is true, you do.” 
 
    “We would not be so small if you humes lived with us instead of in the cities.” 
 
    “But Amalie, we are building the cities for ourselves now,” Meteya explained to her. “We talk with the natra and see them eye to eye.” She leaned in close to speak gently near Amalie’s ear. “Humes won.” 
 
    Amalie was amazed, but she pretended to be indifferent. “We want our share,” she said simply. Meteya kept smiling at her like she was in for a surprise and for the first time, Amalie was apprehensive. Not of harm, but of change. 
 
    She watched the expanding horizons. The world went on forever, and even as they reached the top of the Stone Tree, she could see mountains still higher, purple in the distant haze. 
 
    They went through the Stone Tree’s rim, and when they reached the top they were beneath a glass dome. There was mist in the air and the smell of life as if they had stepped into a different world. There were walkways, greenery, long winding pools, and a great house of glass. The color and light were much to Amalie’s eyes, though trees trimmed in an orderly fashion blocked her view further. 
 
     “What is Seyel to you, if not your owner?” Amalie asked, but Meteya would not answer her right away. “Does she own all this?” 
 
    Meteya led the way and she made their pace leisurely. “She is alone here, though her sisters and other natra do sometimes visit.” Meteya gave Amalie time to look around at the plants. There were fruits larger than a hume, and creatures flew overhead with feathers and scales of all colors. “She is someone I adore. A close, personal friend,” Meteya said obscurely as they walked a path that was wide enough for a troop of humes. 
 
    “You were freed, but you stayed,” Amalie concluded, though her voice was not judgemental then. “You love her?” she asked, raising a brow. 
 
    Meteya gave her a look of surprise and answered candidly. “Yes.” 
 
    Amalie giggled and then laughed. “You are in love with the natra.” She repeated. 
 
    Meteya crossed her arms. “So I am.” 
 
    “How’s that work? Explain that one for me.” Amalie felt the urge to bully her. But then she felt she wanted to know. “She let you crawl all over her? I’d try at that,” She walked backward as she prodded at Meteya, but the blue-haired woman refused to be embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh, she’ll like you. A wild, ignorant hume full of questions,” Meteya said. She smirked arrogantly and threw back her hair. “We could open up whole new worlds for you. It’s only a matter of if you’re brave enough.” Meteya halted under an arc of vines that reached high overhead. 
 
    Amalie’s grin was like that of a predatory cat. This pampered lap hume thought she could blow her mind. “Give me a chance to show how brave I am,” she urged. Meteya only nodded and looked beyond Amalie thoughtfully. 
 
    “Here is your chance,” she said. Amalie turned and stepped back, again surprised by the sudden appearance of the giantess. She was in a pool like an ocean and had just noticed them. Her silvery blue body was nude and she put a hand over her bust. 
 
    “Hey, Blue!” Amalie started to yell but her voice broke. Something instinctive made it hard to keep her bravado. Seyel’s eyes were affixed on her as she leaned across the pool to reach for and take something. Amalie couldn’t look away. 
 
    It was the familiar aspects of the Natra that drew her gaze first, then the alien ones that held it. Her huge blue breasts were like moons or hills, but where a Hume had ribs, she had gills. Amalie counted the eight spikes on her head, and two more on each elbow. Something about her appearance was harsh: so sharp, refined, and pristine as to be fearsome. But there was softness in her cheeks and her full, dark lips, and her motions were so graceful as to seem divine. 
 
    She put a gizmo to her throat and then spoke in a voice that stirred the air but was far from booming. “Welcome, mighty Slayer,” she said, and Amalie straightened out to stand at her full height. “Forgive my indecency, unbefitting of this momentous meeting.” 
 
    “Speak hume!” Amalie protested, but then she smirked. “So your big red eyes have been on us,” she observed. 
 
    “They have.” 
 
    Amalie tucked the torn blanket more securely around herself. “Then you have seen our struggle.” She said and continued with conviction. “We are practical. We are strong. But we don’t have fruit, silk, or even tiny palaces to contend with your grand one.” 
 
    Seyel waded toward her and looked like she was listening intently. Her arm dropped and Amalie couldn’t help but look at her breasts. Surely her eyes were too tiny to be noticed, anyway. As Seyel neared the pool's edge, sizable waves curled and crashed from the motion of her body. Amalie glanced at Meteya and cleared her throat to continue, despite feeling like she ought to bolt. 
 
    “It is said you respect humes now, rather than corral us like pests. If you truly see us for what we are then give us these things you have aplenty.” She squeezed her hand in a fist. “As tribute.” 
 
    Meteya seemed to resist the urge to giggle, but Seyel met Amalie’s gaze with tenderness and sincerity. She leaned forward to rest her elbows outside of the pool, and her shadow almost reached Amalie. 
 
    “Hume woman, my honored guest. I am going to give you all you ask and then some. You are owed it and not just because you are strong. You deserve it.” 
 
    Amalie was stunned by her words.  
 
    “Not that you need it. You’ve proved humes can do all they set themselves to.” 
 
    “Ha!” Amalie smiled widely. She felt her anger dissolve. “True!” 
 
    “What can I do for you?” Seyel’s sweet invitation hung in the air. Suddenly, she was stepping out of the water. “Shall I send you back in splendor, like a conqueror?” The water crashed over the walkway and past Amalie’s legs but she didn’t move an inch, watching, dumbfounded, as Seyel stood above her. 
 
    With a flick of her finger, Seyel sent some things in motion. One gizmo made a torrent of air to dry her body. A floating platform that swept down to collect the tiny two. Meteya shook Amalie’s shoulder and got her aboard it. It carried them up to Seyel’s eye level. “You have come at the night’s start. There is time enough for anything you would know or possess.” Seyel’s contraptions draped her teats and sex with small articles of cloth. “So let your mind run toward any wish.” 
 
    Amalie gave it a good thought, though her thinking was muddled. From higher up she was able to take in much of the garden. It resembled her mind’s image of paradise, invoking all the decadent things she had ever craved. To her surprise, she found she didn’t desire any thing. No treat or toy or cosmic truth beyond what her tribe required. But the lengthy, patient night seemed wonderful. The hospitality and attention of her host called to her like a world of its own, and there was pleasure in knowing they’d not soon be parted. 
 
    Seyel’s body was monumental, and her words echoed in Amalie’s thoughts. “I can relate to you better now, having met your mistress. Or your lover, whatever she is.” Amalie looked at Seyel and called to her quite loudly. 
 
    “This is a riddle my tribe will have to solve themselves! But I am Amalie, and I am ready to receive.” Her voice remained stark and confident, but no longer aggressive. “Show me the new world of humes and natra. I like what yet I’ve seen,” she said. “Fashion me a dress like your little blue lady’s and another for my good friend!” she added but then made a final request with greater emphasis. “Show me if humes and natra can really see eye to eye.” 
 
    “Let’s find out together,” Seyel said eagerly. She looked away with a thought. “For you, I think, not a dress,” Seyel mused. “But endure being carried a short way and I will adorn you in more than this,” she said. Her eloquent words belied something heightened, almost urgent, in her manner. It was then that Amalie understood what truly offered. 
 
    “You can hold me. Take me for whatever ride,” Amalie said. Seyel’s hand came toward her and pinched a corner of her blanket. Amalie yelped with surprise as she was spun about and left naked. She was too timid to move for a moment as Seyel held her big open palm beside her, and she gently scooped her up. 
 
    With much less ado, she picked Meteya up too. She made her hands a platform for them to stand on as she slowly walked. Amalie remained braced on her knees for maximum safety, and Meteya grinned down at her smugly. At once, Amalie leaped up and pounced on her, starting to tear off all her nice clothes. She made them similarly disadvantaged. Seyel didn’t interfere as Meteya yelped and tried to save the fabric. “Beast!” she squawked, and Amalie growled near her throat and then kissed her there. 
 
    Meteya breathed heavily and slumped back on Seyel’s hand. She began to relax as Amalie kissed her collar and then her breasts. Amalie laughed, displaying her elation and energy, though she couldn’t say why she felt it. She stroked Meteya’s side and her thighs with far more gentleness than she had shown before. “What are you, jealous?” Meteya asked in a small and indignant voice. She held a handful of Amalie’s wild hair but didn’t stop her from taking one of her swollen pink teats into her mouth. Seyel’s eyes were affixed upon them with a temperate interest as Amalie ran her tongue around the crown of Meteya’s breast. 
 
    “Yes,” Amalie said after a moment, extending her tongue to drag it along under Meteya’s boob and taste her. “I want what you have.” she turned her eyes up toward Seyel. “I like both Big and Little Blue, “ she said with a dumb grin. 
 
    There was only a slight smile on her Seyel’s face but her eyes were bright and focused. She folded in her palms and gently squeezed the smaller women together. “Good. Good! It appears we like you too!” she observed excitedly. “Tonight will be even more fun than expected.” Meteya’s body was soft and her curves were pillowy and plush. Between Seyel’s hands, they got warm. Amalie grunted bashfully as they squirmed against each other but enjoyed the feel of it. The glowing oil spread to Meteya’s breasts and thighs and onto Seyel’s hands. Seyel separated the two tiny women and held Amalie by the feet, letting her dangle. “Perhaps I guessed Meteya would tempt you.” She held Amalie near to her lips. “But are you actually so ambitious as to crave me?” 
 
    “Yes!” Amalie blurted and laughed. She went limp other than at the neck as she looked Seyel in the eye, and then at her lips. “If nothing else is true, I am the one that would try!” She yelled out proudly. “I am the one who would rock you, woman who stands among the stars!” 
 
    Seyel’s lips curled into a potent smile. Some of her teeth peaked out, each a formidable sword. She turned Amalie upright near her face and set Meteya against her breast. “I am seeing you more clearly now,” Amalie said, flicking back her ponytail. She rested her foot on Seyel’s palm and reclined in her hand. “And I love what I see,” she declared assuredly. 
 
    “You are the one that should be praised,” Seyel said, drawing in a sharp intake of breath that made Amalie’s hair flutter. “You are a warrior poet.” As alien as her features were, the joyful desire on her face revealed all. She had a woman’s desire to please and be pleased, but new to Amalie was the amazement and fixation shown in Seyel’s gaze. She handled and inspected her like an exotic flower, wrapping her gently with a finger like a bird that might fly. “Amalie.” She said her name with delight. 
 
    Amalie turned her face and kissed Seyel’s hand. She looked for Meteya and could see where she was tucked under the cloth at Seyel’s breast. “Enough poetry. Enough words!” she declared. 
 
    Seyel slowly closed her hand around Amalie, smiling at her with rich warmth and confidence. “Just what do you plan to do?” she asked, holding her near to her face like a bouquet. “Or what should I do with you?” 
 
    “What is natural.” Amalie squirmed around in Seyel’s grasp, but her words invoked some curiosity. “Do what you like to do to humes and I’ll do what I’d do to a  natra,” Amalie said. 
 
    “Humes and natra,” Seyel repeated and gently chuckled. Off the walkway, there was a contraption large enough for a natra to stand in. “Let’s be better acquainted than that,” she suggested. Once she had stepped into the chamber, gizmos took her temporary clothes. Meteya held on and remained where she was, clinging to an oversized deep-blue nipple. “Yes?” Seyel briefly affirmed, and then she brought Amalie to her other breast. 
 
    It was a bed of abundant softness, and Amalie shuddered as Seyel pressed her rather firmly, but tenderly, into the curve of her boob. She felt a large teat slide up between her thighs and then press into her belly. The soft flesh rose up around Amalie as though to swallow her as Seyel held her there with a finger. 
 
    The machine began to beep, whirr, and display vibrant colors, though Amalie buried her face in blue skin. She listened to the internal rush stirred by Seyel’s powerful, slow heartbeat. When she looked to the side she saw that the gizmos were weaving a purple silk sleeve onto Seyel’s arm.  Then Seyel moved her hand away and Amalie felt silky strands rapidly falling into place along her back, from her toes to beyond her head, and then tightening up. She groaned as she found herself in the dark with nothing but Seyel to occupy her senses. Her hand slid along the large areola she was pressed so snugly against, feeling its many smooth bumps. 
 
    “I won’t forget to outfit you, in turn,” Seyel promised. Amalie felt her hand touch her through the new fabric of her top, and she was repositioned so that Seyel’s nipple pressed right against her cheek. “But what rush?” 
 
    Amalie could hear that Seyel was returning to the water, and then feel her laying down on something floating. Once settled, her body rocked slowly back and forth under Amalie, who found she could make Seyel’s breast jiggle by jerking about. She laughed and reached up to put her hand on Seyel’s teat beside her face. As Seyel drew breath, Amalie felt herself pushed up from below. It stirred something in her to be able to cause such a sizable reaction with her tiny touch. 
 
    “Is that an agreeable cage?” Seyel asked playfully. She contentedly hummed. “I will only trap you a little while, here and there,” she said. “As my treat.” She used one finger to slowly pet Amalie’s back through the fabric as she felt the tiny wild woman beginning to lick and kiss her nipple. “I like to keep my humes close. Yes, even today I am… possessive,” she admitted, a low rumble causing her chest to vibrate. 
 
    Amalie liked the sound of that word, as much as she hated the idea of losing her freedom. To be owned by Seyel the way Meteya was did not seem the worst thing. Neither did she mind losing her volition for then, as what is natural if not for a giantess to take what she wants and do what she wants? For Amalie, it was natural to serve the strong, and the beauty spread before her demanded devotion. 
 
    She pushed up against the fabric to get onto her knees and ran her hands in a circle around Seyel’s areola. She kissed the nipple on its tip, though it was quite wide. She stretched her lips around it as best as she could, squeezing the dark blue teat until she had managed to fill her mouth. It pressed the inside of her cheek, and Amalie was shaken about as Seyel’s chest trembled but remained latched tight. The taste was curious but she liked it at once. She lapped with her tongue at the big tender nub and found she was able to invoke shudders out of the womanly landscape below. 
 
    “Yes,” Seyel softly moaned. “Have a taste.” Though they could not see it, she was lying on a floaty with her hands behind her head and her eyes blissfully closed. “Diligent tongues and dexterous fingertips, I am at your mercy,” she chuckled softly and then let out a small whine. Amalie was reminded that Meteya was likely at the same business as her, but they were more likely to succeed together whether competing or collaborating. She took Seyel’s teat so far into her mouth that it nudged the start of her throat, and heard a deep moan rumble from her chest. Her fingers slid around a single bump on Seyel’s areola, and then another, tending to each in turn as she blindly explored with her hand. By the residual glow of her body, she could see just enough to draw back and admire the sparkle of slobber on Seyel’s teat. 
 
    “How about this?” Amalie called out, and making her hand into a ball she ran it in rapid circles around Seyel’s nipple as though whisking up a bowl of batter. “I gotta know what I can do to you!” She kneaded with both hands, spreading out the pressure but being as forceful as her portion of might permitted. She leaned in and massaged her there the way she might have rubbed Eden’s back. 
 
    “Ah!” Seyel exclaimed. A slight jerk of her chest was enough for Amalie to be bucked up and then slammed back down onto her boob. The tight fabric made it hard to rise to her knees again, so she rubbed and licked what she could reach. Then Amalie started to squirm forward to find her way out. Her head popped out from under the silk and she found herself in Seyel’s cleavage just beneath her collar. “Well Slayer, should I let you run amuck?” Seyel asked, sitting upright to peer at her. 
 
    Seyel’s silvery hair cascaded down her body. The suit she wore now was like a one-piece swimsuit, skintight and with ovals missing such that it looked to Amalie like it had been stretched out from within and ripped. Amalie climbed out between her breasts and smiled at her earnestly. “Bring me to your lips,” she demanded but then cracked up. “I’ll seize a big kiss!” 
 
    Seyel delicately took Amalie into her hand. “Meter by meter, you may seize and conquer me,” she said, her voice rich and enticing. Amalie was held near to her mouth and could feel the warmth of her breath. “Spare nothing, take it all in excess,” she said. She put Amalie to her mouth and spoke slowly, rubbing her chest and belly with her lips. “It is a selfish indulgence for both of us.” 
 
    “You are magical.” Amalie laid her hands on her face and hugged her. “You are strange.” Nestling her face between Seyel’s lips she felt she was dreaming. “Here is the first place I have felt I belonged.” 
 
    Seyel looked at her with wonder. It was a beautiful and tragic thing to say. To answer she pursed and felt Amalie’s features pressing so lovingly to her lips. It was an impossible kiss, yet in a way, they fit. Amalie swooned and let her leg dangle down Seyel’s jaw. She was held in place loosely as the giantess reclined on her inflated bed. Her bright red eyes closed as she seemed to sink into joy. 
 
    “It makes you happy?” Amalie asked smally. “I never bite back a sour word so you ought to know it's true.” 
 
    “What is true?” Seyel encouraged, hanging on Amalie’s tiny voice like life’s very tether. She kissed her tummy and then her breasts, but Amalie could see the pleasure was in her ears. 
 
    “You are weirder than anything and I ought to be terrified. Everything strange before only made me feel more lost. I feel something entirely different now.” 
 
    Seyel opened her eyes and looked at Amalie with adoration and excitement. 
 
    “I live on an exotic planet!” Amalie exclaimed. “All this time I thought I was cast away. You are the one that makes me realize I’m exactly who I was meant to be.” 
 
    Meteya had slipped out and was watching from below. Her mouth hung agape as Seyel and Amalie kissed again. Giant blue legs shifted and made their world wobble as Seyel seemed to feel delight flowing clear through her toes. Meteya’s heart was racing and she wondered what had happened to transform them. Seyel collected her and held both women to her chest just beneath her chin. 
 
    “Meteya, can I keep her?” Seyel asked in good humor. “Just this one.” 
 
    “Maybe I will keep you!” Amalie claimed. She looked over at Meteya. “I’ll wedge myself in like a thorn you can’t remove, and you’ll like it.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll fit wonderfully,” Meteya told her and snorted. “There’s a place for you; Seyel and I would be all too happy to wedge you in.” She reached out to offer her hand to Amalie again and smiled wide. “Yeah, it will be hard to get you out!” she said and laughed. 
 
    Amalie’s head lolled as she looked up at Seyel with stuporous delight. “I’m in,” she said simply. 
 
    “You will have my love,” Seyel gently enclosed them in her hands. “I will keep you this close to me, night and day.” She released them but then slowly pressed her breasts together until her little two lovers collided again. “This is a sweet beginning. But know this Amalie and Meteya, we have only just begun.” 
 
    This time, Meteya’s body felt moonglow soft. Amalie took her in her arms and held her tight. Her weakness was welcome, her receptiveness tempting, and Amalie couldn’t help the feeling spreading there to her too. 
 
    Love. She barely knew what it was but she knew it was too early for love. 
 
    Yet no other word described what she felt stirring. Big Blue and Little Blue, I want to be a part of you. In her thoughts, she was practically singing. “Let’s begin with a bang!” 
 
    “Yes!” Seyel laughed. 
 
    “I want to look into your eyes!” 
 
    “You can ride my tongue.” 
 
    Amalie gasped. This time she scrambled up and leapt into Seyel’s hand. 
 
    “This will be a treat for all of us,” Seyel said, picking Meteya up too. She made sure Amalie could see what was done with her. Seyel tucked her through a hole in her suit, sliding her down until she was up against her pussy. She let the stretchy fabric snap back in with Meteya in place. Amalie shuddered in Seyel’s grasp, feeling new cravings in her body as much as her mind. This was something else entirely. 
 
    Seyel made her hand like a throne and held Amalie up. She wiggled her jaw and grinned coyly, and then slowly extended a long, dark-purple tongue, that flicked at the air and curled up toward Amalie’s toes. 
 
    Amalie was spellbound. Staring down into Seyel’s maw made her nervous, but right now, the nerves felt so good. She was going to get what she wanted, ready or not. She suddenly leaped from Seyel’s hand and landed on her tongue. It bucked but she found purchase with her tights and her hands gripped the dark rim of Seyel’s plush lips. “Ha!” Amalie laughed. Then she gasped sharply as she felt Seyel’s tongue raise between her thighs. 
 
    It was warm and not at all smooth, but slippery, with a myriad of bumps: Taste buds to roll along every inch of her thighs and groin. The flow of nubs stampeded her most sensitive places, making her groan and vibrate in place as though electrified. A slight effort of Seyel’s tongue was enough to lift her and she fell forward, pressing her face to Seyel’s upper lip. She parted her legs to receive her tongue again, and Seyel began to slowly lap by pushing it back and forth under Amalie’s body. She curled her tongue up to taste Amalie’s pussy and let its texture do the work as every tiny motion made the wild woman squirm. 
 
    Seyel’s hand was between her own legs. She touched herself and Meteya in a practiced way, knowing well how to best use her cherished hume. Amalie could hear her moaning, faintly, but Seyel’s hums of pleasure and delight were far louder. She tasted Amalie like a piece of candy, and soon swallowed her up to the hips, such that she had to ride her tongue carefully for fear of getting gulped. Not that there was any real danger. It seemed to take no effort at all on Seyel’s part to entertain the smaller duo. Amalie let go of all reservations, enticed by her familiarity, and knowing that there was only pleasure ahead. That kind of joy beset her bodily. She moaned and tensed in the abdomen, and gripped with her thighs to bind herself to Seyel’s wicked tongue. 
 
    “Woo!” She exclaimed, tossed about by the muscle she wrestled with her legs. She met eyes with Seyel who was looking down her nose at her. “I’m wet and wild!” Seyel chuckled with her mouth full and then leaned forward to gently spit Amalie into her hand. Her fingers curled around her arms. She held Amalie near her face. 
 
    “Stay wild, Amalie.” Seyel closed her eyes and leaned in, extending her tongue to lick Amalie from her toes to her face. She licked again and followed the curve of her body. Amalie tried to catch her breath but was too worked up. No matter where Seyel’s tongue touched her it made her writhe. Her body was licked clean. She loved the smell of the spit that now coated her every inch. 
 
    Seyel smooched her face, taking it into the wet softness between her lips so gently but then keeping her there as if she would never let it end. Amalie kissed her back; she kissed all around. A hum of pleasure started in Seyel’s depths and then rose to trumpet around Seyel’s face. 
 
    “Mwah!” Seyel exclaimed as she popped Amalie free from her lips. For an instant, a bridge of saliva connected them. “Uh uh!” Her voice chimed with delight. “Here I come!” She made her tongue straight and pointed it toward Amalie’s groin. It was quite a massive thing to envision ramming into her, but Amalie spread her legs and gnawed her lip, feeling that one lick more might make her explode. 
 
    Seyel’s steely temperament was long gone. Now a violet hue filled her cheeks. The craving there was palpable. To see her blush and salivate was an ecstasy in itself. Even then she touched Amalie so delicately, but her gentleness only made the feeling more pronounced. She tasted her with the very tip of her tongue, nestling in between her thighs and encircling her slit. A small target, but Seyel had no trouble hitting it. She made her tongue spasm with a rush of tiny twitches. Seyel watched Amalie’s eyes intently as she slowly guided her up higher into the feeling, up into bliss and starlight. Amalie squealed; she roared victoriously. She squeezed Seyel’s finger like she was holding on for dear life. Seyel kissed Amalie on the groin and moaned into her, vibrating her tongue. Then they came together, soaring at orgasmic heights. The force of it made Amalie convulse and jerk and she might have fallen if Seyel hadn’t held her tight. She felt herself squirting — the feeling was too much — and then surrendered to total relief. When the mojo had run its course, she hung limply in Seyel’s hands like a doll and whined a high-pitched song of satisfaction. 
 
    Seyel took a moment to stare at Amalie and get to know the look of her well, in a moment she looked so fierce and disheveled. She adored her new, wild hume, though her breathing calmed, and her face soon retained its usual impassiveness. Meteya was retrieved, and Seyel put her and Amalie on her stomach, reclining without urgency. The sky had only just reached its darkest, and it seemed to Amalie there were three times as many stars as usual. There was nothing up here to disturb them but beautious cosmic light. Amalie laid on Seyel’s belly and held onto Meteya loosely. She had never felt so secure and had no say about falling asleep. 
 
      
 
    3 
 
    Something warm was enclosing Amalie and gently pressing her on either side. The feeling called her back before she began to dream. Though she thought she had been dreaming. Confused and barely able to believe where she was, she found herself lying between Seyel’s thighs. They were still in the garden, though some hours had passed. Seyel was in a chair beside a different pool of water, and she and Meteya studied a globe of light. 
 
    Now Amalie found herself quite interested in the things she had before shunned, scientific wonder and natra extravagance. She laid out straight, putting her feet on the cloth over Seyel’s groin and smiled up at them from below. 
 
    “Behold this world, green and blue, like us,” Seyel said, letting the projected planet float overhead. 
 
    “Rather pretty. Is that water?” Amalie asked. She stared up with tired and happy eyes, still processing all that had happened. 
 
    “Earth,” Seyel said. 
 
    Amalie rarely heard mention of that place. “Are there humes there?” 
 
    “That’s our homeworld! A lost connection, though,” Meteya said. “Even the natra know little about them.” 
 
    “Did they forget about us?” 
 
    “It seems so.” 
 
    They looked to Seyel for more explanation but she seemed to be carefully choosing words. 
 
    “What if we go there?” 
 
    Seyel gently picked Amalie up. She held her up to the holographic earth and then brought her crashing down into her bosom. “It would take many of your lifetimes.” 
 
    “I suppose I’m stuck here,” Amalie conceded, though she did not seem to mind it. 
 
    “Sadly, we haven’t been good hosts at all,” Seyel said remorsefully. “But I shall try to make up for it.” She poked the Earth with a finger, causing it to vanish. 
 
    “You’ve sure made it up to me,” Amalie said. “Though I could go for some clothes, now.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Seyel stood up, tucking them both into her cleavage. She walked quickly and Amalie felt the wind in her face as they seemed to traverse a great distance in just several steps. They went back into the room that had clothed Seyel. 
 
    “There is actually a way for you to see visions of our world and Earth. To reveal it all would be a pleasure, and you ought to know.” Seyel said. She held Meteya out before herself. There was again chaotic noise, and light seemed to form into thread until a queenly blue robe was upon her. “We will do that next. No device is a better toy,” she said, and Amalie wondered what she could be talking about. 
 
    Seyel held her out in the center of the chamber. “I visualized this while you were sleeping,” she said, and the mechanism whirred to life. Amalie looked down as a sleek black and green material coalesced about her feet. It was shiny and felt tight at first, crawling up beyond her knees. There began a neon green splotching of color. She was made to look sleek and wild, Patterned more like a warning than as camouflage, and like the Striped Moon, glowing. Seyel painted it with her gaze and covered Amalie up to her neck. She gave it seams, pockets, and suitable protection until Amalie looked like a little tactical soldier. Not only could she move freely, but wearing it was invigorating, and she felt sexy and invincible. 
 
    “Ha!” She threw a kick high into the air. She hopped a few times on Seyel’s palm, no longer fearing a fall. “I’d say give me a weapon, too, but I’m beginning to think my slaying days are done.” 
 
    “You’ll be my hero, regardless,” Seyel assured her warmly. “Come, let us have some more fun,” she said. 
 
    She took a lift down from the garden and into her dwelling within the Stone Tree. Amalie got a glimpse of the immense halls on the various levels of the structure. They arrived at a room with many places to rest, but featureless, smooth stone walls, and no visible gizmos. 
 
    “This is what people — natra do with much of their time. Perhaps it is why we were so ignorant of humes.” Seyel said. 
 
    “Meditate?” Amalie asked. Humes knew that meditation was the only real concern of most natra. It was not nearly so rewarding for them. 
 
    Seyel sat on a pillowy sphere, crossing her ankles. She supported her palms with her knees, having Amalie on one and Meteya on the other. “Sit,” she gently instructed. 
 
    She sat down on Seyel’s hand, finding it comfortable. She was happy to slow down for a moment. 
 
    The room darkened. “I’ve got you. Relax deeply,” Seyel told them. 
 
    A small splotch of light like a glowing bug slithered across the chamber, darting this way and that over the other shapes and forms in the dark. Then more lights were scattered, and then a multitude. They moved disorientingly, and Amalie found that no matter where she stared, she could see nothing clearly. She could not even hold an image in her mind of her surroundings or Seyel’s hand beneath her. 
 
    The light and the dark turned her vision to static, and then white. 
 
    For a moment it felt like her body was asleep in the tingly sense. Then she couldn’t feel Seyel anymore. She was floating in endless mist. Desiring to find some purchase somewhere, she immediately and instinctively created a small platform of grassy terrain using her imagination. She was able to stand there and looked around for Seyel and Meteya. 
 
    Seyel emerged from the mists, her hands slowly enclosing the island of earth Amalie had conjured. She wore shining natra armor, blue and sleek like what she had made for Amalie. Like a bird of paradise, Meteya came fluttering into sight upon glowing azure wings. She landed by Amalie with perfect grace and seemed even more beautiful than before. 
 
    “This is not real,” Amalie observed, though it seemed as real as anything. 
 
    “It has no physicality,” Seyel agreed. “Though you may start to think otherwise. We use it for what is better seen and felt than said.” 
 
    Amalie casually undressed Seyel in her mind, recalling the sight of her she so recently enjoyed. But to her immediate shock and embarrassment, her thoughts actually tugged the fastenings of Seyel’s armor, causing the protective plates to fall away. 
 
    “Be careful what you dream up,” Seyel advised with amusement. “Here is what you call the Pearl,” she said. 
 
    The small and bright moon appeared in their sight and grew and grew until they appeared to fall toward it. Seyel still held the small terrace of dirt as they hovered over a bright landscape. It was not plainly white, seen up close, but shining with every color. A crystal city spanned from one horizon to the other, with small, luminous dwellings lining every hill and feature. 
 
    “Many humes live here and coexist with natra.” 
 
    “Like me!” Meteya said helpfully. 
 
    “Others live in the parks and wild places on Erenth. We mostly leave them alone.” 
 
    From above, they watched the tiny humes about their business. They had parties and seemed to be always changing their decorations. 
 
    “I don’t know that I see the appeal. Maybe a little,” Amalie said. She noticed a natra-sized path that wound its way right through a denser part of the city. Amalie stepped out of space and onto the path and found that she was a giantess. She got the giggles and was very careful about where she put her feet. Seyel came to stand beside her, with only Meteya remaining hume sized. 
 
    It was odd to look Seyel in the eye, the normal way. Amalie felt some urge to pounce on her the way she got Meteya, but she didn’t dare. She grabbed Meteya though, dangling her over her mouth and ready to swallow her up. 
 
    “Now, one must not let their size go to their head,” Seyel said, softly chuckling. She thwarted Amalie, causing her to diminish to her proper tiny self. Meteya tumbled down on top of her. Seyel then put her foot slowly down between them. “Forget this place,” she said, beginning to disperse it like smoke with the waving of her hand. “Let’s stop by Earth.” 
 
    It seemed that Meteya’s mind took over for this. The void she brought them into was black and not white, but the Earth glowed within it like a beautiful polished stone. Amalie was yanked in with incredible speed and launched low over the ocean. She glided over the water and began to slow as a city with many towers appeared on the horizon. “This is how I imagine it,” Meteya said, though Amalie couldn’t see her. “Not entirely true to life.” Then her motion was gentle, and she found she was keeping her balance with her feet. 
 
    Amalie was surfing, though her mind had never dreamt of it. Fish leaped about her. She swept near a sandy beach, where humes were all dressed in swimwear. Not humes, humans. Meteya’s voice spoke in her mind. Amalie saw an enormous green statue of a woman with a spiked crown that made her look like a natra at first. She was majestic, holding a torch, and Amalie was full of wonder about these people. But as she surfed up onto the shore, the humans scattered, and she could behold none of them closely. She was able to walk up to one who was lying on a towel with dark circles of glass over her eyes. 
 
    “These are sunglasses.” Amalie was surprised when it turned out to be Meteya. “And a beach umbrella!” she said, gesturing at the weird circle of cloth above. 
 
    “They’re cute.” Amalie liked the yellow sand and luminous, blue sky. There were billowing, fluffy clouds while the desert on Erenth had only little wisps, and rarely. The sun was curiously similar. Since Meteya seemed to be able to hear her thoughts, Amalie listened for hers. She perceived a broader image of this place. “The sandy shores of America,” she said after having heard the name in Meteya’s mind. 
 
    “Some humes still talk about this place,” Meteya said. “Some came from elsewhere, and the human nations are very different from each other, much like hume tribes.” 
 
    “It is an odd feeling, standing here.” 
 
    “It is odd for me too,” Seyel said. Amalie looked around and saw she had taken the place of the large green statue. She smirked at her, holding aloft a blazing torch. “For a long time, natra did not know what humes really were, and then we were in denial,” she said somewhat bashfully. Seyel stepped down onto the beach with little humans scurrying away underfoot. Her attire transformed into a black two-piece bikini. “For my part, I am now in love with everything hume and human. You are the most charming and precious little things. Persons,” she corrected. 
 
    Amalie enjoyed the look of Seyel as she approached them and sat down. She extended her feet and Amalie was drawn to the translucent webbing between her toes. “What I like best is that it’s just us,” she said. “Now I am curious what we can do here.” 
 
    “There’s little we can’t. Use your imagination again,” Seyel invited. 
 
    Amalie walked to the shore and turned to face them. Meteya had followed and leaned against one of Seyel’s feet. Amalie willed herself to crash on them like a wave. The water did stir, and she reached down to pull it up and make a flowing pillar rise from the sea. “I can touch you like this,” she said, feeling a sense of power coming from her mind. Then the water formed into the shape of Amalie’s hand and arm. 
 
    “An amount of might befits you,” Seyel said, curling her toes. 
 
    For only that moment, Amalie did wish that she was larger. There were some kinds of relief she just couldn’t provide. She wondered if her efforts here would be wasted or if Seyel even benefitted from massage. But as easily as she imagined doing so, she took a gentle hold on Seyel’s foot with her watery limb and found that she could feel her warmth and sense the pleasure from her touch. 
 
    She gently kneaded the pad of her foot with her thumb, and absent-mindedly brought forth another big blue hand. She cradled Seyel’s foot between them and stroked its arch with her fingertips and soon found she was looking down on Seyel from above. She lifted her foot and opened her mouth and the taste of Seyel’s toes surprised her. She forgot about the water and found herself crawling on top of the once-giant woman. Seyel’s brows went up with surprise as Amalie gently stroked her cheek. 
 
    “Eye to eye is right! Though, you will always be larger than life in my mind,” Seyel said. “Still, I am surprised how deep your eyes go.” 
 
    Amalie fumbled around with a hand until she found Meteya and grabbed her quickly, causing her to give out a tiny squeak. “The eyes seal the deal,” Amalie said. She laid Meteya’s head on Seyel’s lips, then enclosed her face there with a kiss. Meteya flopped and convulsed and curled her toes but then let out the happiest, high-pitched squeak Amalie had ever heard. Seyel’s eyes were still wide open; she processed it like a machine, and then all at once took hold of Amalie and rolled with her in the sand. Poor Meteya tumbled around between wrecking-ball-sized tits but don’t worry, Amalie and Seyel made out with her in place snugly between them. 
 
    “You kiss different,” Seyel said with a whine. “I’ve never known a hume to charge in the way you do.” She held Amalie’s shoulders, the illusion of her substance, finding comfort in her strange strength and quickness. Natra did not react so swiftly as humes, and Amalie was not likely to let a chance for surprise pass. “Your love is so free.” 
 
    Amalie made her tremble by kissing the lobe of her ear, her neck, and her collar and then scooped Meteya up to press her into her breast. The once-tame hume seemed all too happy to be made a toy. Amalie now liked her quite a lot, but she thought of her almost like an extension of Seyel. 
 
    “Just once, I gotta feel you like this,” Amalie said. She moved her palm in circles around Seyel’s breast and rubbed Meteya in there. She cupped the other breast in her hand and held it delicately. Amalie’s kissing explored down onto its curve and she let Seyel’s chest rise to meet her lips, and then wrapped them gently Seyel’s teat and squeezed it. It had been too big to suck before but now was just a little thing, and Amalie felt as though she could move mountains with her tongue. 
 
    There was sureness in doing things the way she knew. Seyel was now not all that different from what Amalie had tasted before. Still, it was sweeter then than ever. She knew an expansive mind and heart were compacted beneath her. “Huggable goddess,” Amalie said, stroking and kissing her. “It feels so good to hold you.” They were breathing in turn and felt as if they could meld together. “While I can, there is something that I’ve got to do.” 
 
    “Do what you must do!” Seyel’s voice was full acclaim. She gently grasped Amalie’s green locks as her kisses fell lower still. Amalie lowered her face and explored down with her fingertips, finding the waistband of Seyel’s bottoms and taking it into her grasp. She took one last look at her face, so full of excitement, so that she could hold the image in her mind as she got to work. “It’s only shadow,” Seyel said as her clothing melted away, leaving Amalie’s hands empty. 
 
    “But you are real and we aren’t going anywhere,” Amalie said. Her chin dipped between Seyel’s thighs and she admired her most intimately. She dragged Meteya by the foot and laid her out with her face just beside the start of Seyel’s slit. She looked like she could have fit in perfectly, and then so could have Amalie, though now she only wanted to with her tongue. 
 
    And kiss her so that she could feel her love. Amalie crashed down tenderly with her lips. She moved them in a stupored rhythm just as when she kissed Seyel’s mouth. Her tongue went forward eagerly, and Amalie finally got the taste she had been craving. Seyel was wet to receive her, and the water of her body had a tingle to it. Amalie poured out her love with the exploration and dancing of her tongue and lips. She tried to channel bliss from her heart to Seyel’s womanhood. She thought about nothing but her pleasure and felt humility and gratitude at last. Amalie knew how to love and worship. This at least, she was sure she had in hand, and she worried only that the dream might suddenly end. But then, she felt sure it would last forever. 
 
    Seyel squeezed Amalie with her thighs, and she felt strong. Her hips were slowly curling up to meet Amalie’s affection. Amalie felt as though the energy she had borrowed was flowing back to her. She began to grow smaller, though she did not rebel against the return to reality. Redoubling her efforts, she made her face the toy and pushed up against Seyel’s warmly receptive sex until it filled her sight and then loomed over her. 
 
    “You hold me too highly in your mind,” Seyel gasped. This kind of service and adoration challenged even her resolve. She guided Meteya in from above until her little blue lips could reach her clit. She held them both to her privacy and let them use their bodies as they could. But, at last, she could no longer let Amalie drive the pace. She grabbed the wild scavenger and stuffed her inside her pussy. Now she intended to indulge as fully as if she dreamt alone. In went Meteya, too, and Seyel held them both about the ankles with one hand. “Hold on to one another. At least I need not worry about hurting you.” She could offer them little warning before starting to have her way. 
 
    Meteya giggled heatedly and Amalie grabbed her tight. All around them, Seyel’s soft inner walls were pressing in. She slid them deeper into herself and squeezed them, clenching and groaning from their squirming. Seyel rubbed herself vigorously so that her internal cavern trembled, and Meteya made herself buzz and vibrate like a gizmo. Amalie licked her face and began to finger her, but she was thinking most of all about Seyel’s bliss welling up around them. She tried to imagine how it felt, and what it would be like being a piece of Seyel, sharing in pleasures once beyond her world and mind. 
 
    “Feel it with me,” Seyel invited with ecstasy in her voice that made it musical. Suddenly, her rising climax invaded and occupied the minds of Amalie and Meteya. They gasped, face to face with each other, The total bliss of orgasm was felt surrounding their bodies. It was bigger than their minds and shaking even to the very core. Amalie buried her face into Meteya’s breasts and came in place, squirting down her thighs. She gripped soft flesh hard with her fingertips and held on for her life. 
 
    “Ahh!” Seyel’s moaning echoed through the dark, though it was no longer muffled by her body. Amalie found herself sitting in her palm again, and at once collapsed, basking in the feeling. The echoes of what had totally overwhelmed her were now warmly stirring her core. 
 
    “Oh my starlight,” Amalie softly muttered in wonder. The lights came on and Seyel unsteadily breathed and opened her eyes. 
 
    “Seems I tried to give you a little too much,” she said and chuckled bashfully. She brought Meteya and Amalie to her face and kissed each in turn. “Next time we’ll go higher, taking smaller steps.” 
 
    “You're always trying to put on a bigger show!” Meteya said, happily swooning in Seyel’s hand. She looked over at Amalie. “Are we altogether too much?” she asked playfully. 
 
    “Too much for me to want anything else,” she replied sweetly. 
 
      
 
    After all that, they went to Seyel’s bedroom. She laid out an assortment of tempting hume gifts. “Should I generate you some manner of carriage?” Seyel wondered, but when she thought of Amalie wandering off alone, she knew it wouldn’t do. “Say, Slayer, do you think your tribe would mind my visiting? You just tell me where to step, and I can bring the load.” 
 
    Amalie laughed. “It’ll scare them half to death, but yes, let’s do that. There’s a few more there who are likely to praise you if you bring gifts like these.” 
 
    There was cloth enough for a dozen dresses, sweet protein cube stew in a bottle, and long little rods of candy that Amalie could have used as a cane. They had also printed waterproof boots and other things the tribe could use. 
 
    “Amalie,” Seyel said after some pause. “I understand it will be complicated talking to your tribe. Whatever path they choose, I will be here as a friend should you need one. My garden is open, and they may live there in the interim of finding another home. I hope, of course, you will return to me…” 
 
    “Seyel, I’m not going anywhere!” Amalie stopped her fast and beamed with a grin. “Though I expect half my tribe will be coming back for more. If you don’t mind it, they’re sure to take it. But I can’t say what they will decide on the whole.” 
 
    Seyel reached down to offer her hand to Amalie. Meteya was already perched upon her shoulder. “Shall we go? It will only take a minute to get there. Some surprise to wake to, but I suppose they will not mind.” 
 
    Amalie laid against her palm and stared at her with adoration. She spared a glance at the treasures as they were gathered up. “If I had thought you were this generous, I would have been sneaking up your doorstep long ago.” 
 
    Out they went, lowered to the base of the tree. Seyel’s relaxed stride cleared the field where the earlier battle had raged. The view of the familiar land was wonderful to Amalie, more beautiful than any landscape they had formed in their minds. Amalie pointed the way until Seyel stepped up a hill of earth. Then they began to hear the tiny squeals and shouts of humes stirred from their sleep. 
 
    “I had better let you talk to them,” Seyel said, putting Amalie down, and setting up the tribute beside her. 
 
    “Woah woah woah!” Eden exclaimed, her voice full of fear but growing excitement, and then amazement. “You brought the blue back with you! What are you crazy?”  
 
    At the same time, Pytir and the squad came charging in with rodents and grappling hooks. 
 
    “Cool it! Look at me!” Amalie yelled and got everyone’s attention. She was standing beside Seyel’s feet with gifts on either side. “Our friend above has chosen to bless us with news from afar and all these wonderful things!” 
 
    “Sugar sticks!” Eden exclaimed, hoisting one overhead triumphantly. Then she dragged away a piece of silk, gasping as she felt how fine it was. 
 
    “The natra brings gifts!” Pytir yelled, and the tribe hooted and hollered. They ran in one at a time to swiftly grab a thing before scurrying to safety in the brush. But soon everyone had emerged from the burrows, and they circled Seyel’s feet, watching as she took Amalie way up in her hands. 
 
    “Amalie! Bravest Slayer!” Eden declared, and they took up the chant. 
 
    A roaring bonfire was started, and as the sun began to rise, the humes were all singing and dancing around their big new friend.
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    The Fox’s Fairy 
 
      
 
    Caught by two conniving poachers, a fairy and a foxy fae must work together to escape. Kami is wild and has the spirit of a vixen, and Tafia is determined to set her free even if she must face the giant brutes alone. The unlikely duo turns out to be quite a team thanks to their skill and cunning and quickly make a close connection. 
 
      
 
    With that ordeal behind them, how will the two celebrate their return to paradise? Kami’s company and a cozy den under a willow tree make Tafia realize she could be quite happy as her fairy. Her half-wild companion seems to intend to keep her nice and close. She can’t help but toy with Tafia as her curiosity becomes temptation.  
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    Plucked from her paradise and stowed away in a bottle, Tafia did not yet despair. These cretinous intruders had messed with the wrong fairy, she thought and was already hatching plans for escape and vengeance. The confines of a jam jar only gave her enough space to think, and she paced its tiny circumference with frustrated fervor. Soon she could hear the clumsy step of the gargantuan oath that snagged her and prepared all the best insults her captivity could conjure. 
 
    The troll was the bigger of the duo by far and had what looked at first to be a furry critter ensnared in his burly grip. He threw the poor thing into a cage just its size and held the door shut as his partner in crime passed between his legs. The ‘mastermind’ was a goblin, wearing a fine grey suit and rimmed cap. He locked the cage and secured the key around a cord on his neck. 
 
    “Fine catches Modus. These fae are worth their weight in silver. Ha! The fairy much more so than that,” he said, slapping Modus on the knee as he again passed under him. It was only then that Tafia could see their new acquisition was a person. She was short like a dwarf but had a woman’s curves and bore the features of a red fox. 
 
    “The slap of justice comes hard and true for those that harm the fae!” Tafia yelled. Her voice reverberated in the jar but sounded small and distant to the larger folk. They did not honor her with a response, but stepped out into the sun and closed the wagon’s covers. “Shitters!” Tafia spat angrily. 
 
    The fox woman spun into a flurry of movement, ramming the cage from inside at every angle, and halting only to gnaw on the lock with a snarl. Finally, she heaved an angry breath and fell back onto her rump in dismayed silence. Tafia took a glance at her and waited for their captors to be out of earshot. 
 
    “So are we busting out of here or what?” Tafia asked. She had not seen another fae that was like this one, though there were some with the traits of all kinds of beasts. 
 
    “We’d better. Can you get out of that?” Kami asked. Immediately there was a kinship between them, and Tafia was encouraged to show her merit. She beat her fist on the glass as though to invoke her own determination. 
 
    “I might be able. Could get messy,” she said. The cart began to move, traversing a dusty hill trail that went through the forest. She knew it was now or never. “I’m Tafia,” she told her. “Let’s do this!”  Tafia backed to one side of the jar and then threw herself against the other, and the force was enough to cause it to topple. It didn’t quite fall from the table, however, but began to roll in a wide arc, forcing Tafia to run along its interior like in a mouse wheel. 
 
    “I’m Kami! I’ve got you!” Kami said and put her butt to the cage, extending her long and fluffy tail as far as she could. It dexterously touched the bottle and guided Tafia to roll over nearer to her. The bottle fell, but Kami’s hand darted out from between the bars of her cage and caught it. 
 
    “Saved me getting cut to pieces!” she said. 
 
    “Now return the favor, huh?” Kami said and pulled the lid off the bottle. Tafia’s wings sputtered to speed in a moment and she flew up before Kami’s face. The fox woman was beautiful, and her eyes were enormous hearts of emerald. Tafia’s own tiny green eyes shone brightly with anticipation. 
 
    “I will have to try to get the key,” she said bravely. “They will not catch me again.” 
 
    In a move that shocked the fairy, Kami leaned in and put her snout to her belly, giving her a little kiss. “For luck!” she declared. Tafia hovered in the air and smoothed her dress with her hands. Her heart rushing, she flew out from the cart without further delay and hovered above it to think through her rescue. 
 
    The goblin was holding the reins and smoking a fat cigar, chortling with his hired man. The troll held a massive blunderbuss, but for the fairy, the gun invoked no fear. She landed just behind the two of them and steadied her breathing, and then stealthily encroached between them. A plan was appearing in her mind, but there was no time to sort out the details. One thing was for sure: she needed muscle to get the key. 
 
    She reached out carefully to grab the end of one of the reins. She was in plain sight, but neither of the poachers happened to glance there. It took all her focus to carefully the rein around the goblin’s neck cord. Even as he continued to lightly whip spurn the yak on, he didn’t notice. 
 
    A sly grin crept across Tafia’s features. Adrenaline was still with her, but the effect of fear was muted as she saw a chance at victory ahead. “Hey!” she declared once she had walked over to the troll and stepped up onto his lap. The instant he looked at her she kicked the trigger of his gun, causing it to fire into the air. The loud boom sent the yak running as both passengers hollered and tried to grab at Tafia. She flew up and over the cart again, and broke off a small low-hanging branch. Now dive-bombing with fury, she made passes to swat at the troll’s face and force his guard up. 
 
    He stood and yelled for his boss to get the net, though he was occupied in trying to halt the yak. They had to turn sharply around a narrow path on the hillside and nearly toppled. Modus got up onto the canopy of the cart and Tafia fluttered in close enough for him to make several attempts to grab her. “Good fight!” she said suddenly, curtseying in the air like a martial artist, and then pointedly staring behind Modus. Just as he turned around, a massive branch clothes-lined him straight off the wagon. 
 
    “Buddy!” The goblin yelled with alarm. He started to stand and was carrying a bunched-up fishing net. He felt the tug when the rein jerked against the cord at his neck. “What the?” 
 
    Tafia flew at him, grabbing the net and pulling it over his face. She accelerated as much as her tiny wings could and dragged the goblin around in a circle before finally yanking him off the wagon’s seat. A loud snap from the cord breaking was heard just before the goblin was thrown into the bushes beside the trail, his key now jingling at the end of the rein. 
 
    The fairy was able to retrieve it and rushed back into the wagon with all haste. She thrust the key into the lock and Kami burst out, hooting an excited noise as she leaped from the back. 
 
    Modus was sprinting at them, or perhaps after the cart. Kami ran away from the trail and down the slope into the bushes, darting and scurrying until the pursuers were long gone. Tafia flew down to her as they emerged into a clearing by the bank of the river. There they were able to slow and catch their breath, and the fairy laughed and cheered with passion. 
 
    “Sorry, I nearly got you smashed! That was a wild ride!” Tafia said, landing on Kami’s head. She held tightly to the fur on her scalp as she looked behind them for any sign of pursuers. 
 
    “You were awesome, Taffy! My guardian fairy!” Kami exclaimed. She spun around and skipped and kicked her feet gleefully. Tafia knew this spritely woman should never have been caged and felt immensely thankful for her luck. Now that it was over, she wondered how she had found the courage to face down those kidnappers. Kami’s fuzzy hands came up and grabbed at Tafia, and though she jolted some out of instinct, she quickly relaxed to the embrace of the foxy woman’s hand. 
 
    Kami got a good look at her, studying her all over. She touched the tiny piece of fine silk the fairy called a dress, and then examined her large, rounded ears. “You are like a mouse,” she said. “Such a teeny-weeny, itty-bitty lady!” Her happy and playful words made Tafia giggle. She adored how Kami looked at her. 
 
    “Smaller even than you!” she teased. “I’ll bet that’s a new one.” She liked Kami. Even among the fae, not all could look eye to eye with a fairy easily. The fox woman seemed to have a paw in both worlds, though she was hardly civilized. “We make a good team, I think!” she declared. 
 
    “Yeah huh! Same fur, same eyes,” she tickled Tafia under her chin, “and I guess when you get down to it we’re both quite small. How’d you manage that anyway?” 
 
    Tafia put her elbows on Kami’s finger and supported her chin with her hands. She gave her an open look of adoration, feeling a great sense of calm. She recounted the fast events and how she’d taken down the goblin pinhead. Moving alongside the river, Kami carried her and tucked her in close to her chest. Tafia felt herself stuffed into the abundant and cloud-soft fur of Kami’s chest, and the air warmed by her body washed over the fairy with a curious aroma. Kami suddenly burst out laughing at the descriptions of each of the goons flailing at Tafia, and how she imitated attacking them, making a boxer’s stance against Kami’s fluff. 
 
    “I can see you’re fierce!” Kami assured her. “I don’t underestimate the small folk.” She went up onto the side of a grass hill beside a very large willow tree. “You saved me,” she said, reclining on the grass and gently setting Tafia down. 
 
    “We saved each other, I think!” Tafia felt elated, and all the day's hazards failed to trouble her further. “A good thing, too. I can see you are a wild one, not for taming or shipping in crates!” 
 
    Kami puffed an amused breath at her. She had reclined on the grass but still, her face loomed above Tafia, and the intensity of her eyes had a powerful effect on the fairy. “Well it’s sometimes lonely being wild,” Kami remarked. Her words gave Tafia pause but the fairy didn’t want to assume anything. 
 
    “No fae should be alone all the time,” she said, feeling strangely bashful. For her own part, there was a rush of feeling that seemed to compel her toward the sweetest words and something about Kami’s softly supple form that made her want to leap back onto her fur. She wondered if Kami was also feeling something, as the fuzzy shortstack seemed to be eyeing her like a snack, and her tail swished gently in the air above them. “I would really like… to be with you for a while. I mean - spend some time together?” She felt terrified at the words leaving her mouth, which would have seemed so forlorn if Kami was not in precisely the same mind. 
 
    Kami pushed her down with her nose and licked her from toe to head. “Really?” she asked sweetly, shaking her hindquarters with excitement. “My own fairy?” Tafia could only laugh, and she wondered just what was going on in Kami’s head. Despite her vast and expressive eyes, Tafia couldn’t be sure of the nature of her affection. 
 
    “I think it’d make for a fun adventure if you’re not worried about squashing me,” she remarked. 
 
    “I’ll squash you,” Kami promised in jest. She wrapped her arms around Tafia’s tiny person and snugly held the fairy to her breasts. “Yay! I’ll show you my den. Do you like to play, Tiny Taffy?” She rolled over onto her back and rested her hands on her belly. 
 
    Tafia felt abashed at the way Kami seemed to give her ‘free reign’ over her body, though for the moment the fairy laid between her breasts where she had been pressed. Despite being so diminutive in height, Kami was fully grown and had a generous fullness to her bust and hips. On either side of Tafia, the soft furry rise of a bare breast filled her vision, and she could hear the gentle but rapid thud of Kami’s heart. 
 
    “I wouldn’t pass up the chance to play with you,” Tafia said, her small round ear twitching. “Though you are a little too big to wrestle.” 
 
    “Eheheh,” Kami’s giggling had a bit of hubris behind it; no doubt the feeling of might was novel. She pushed her breasts together and gently squeezed Tafia with them until the fairy was altogether lost in her fur. “Here is how I’ll play with you,” she said, her voice no longer merely teasing, but rich with the culmination of energy. 
 
    Her warmth seeped in as Tafia was pleasantly squeezed between two walls of soft and heavy flesh, and she felt her every inch tickled by Kami’s fur. The sense of heat seemed to reach her core, leaving few reservations. She embraced this moment of sweetness that exceeded ‘play’. Kami seemed to enjoy having all control and gently rolled and rubbed her breasts against the fairy. They were just modest handfuls to most, but enough to smother and cover the tiny winged woman altogether. “Aren’t these nice boobies, Taffy?” she demanded. 
 
    “So nice!~” Tafia squeaked. “Enormous,” she added, huffing from the effort of wrestling Kami’s mammaries. Her full might was just enough to make one shift and jiggle, but they still felt immensely soft. 
 
    “I’ll bet you’d like to explore all over me,” Kami said, relaxing the grasp of her hands so that she could stare down her little fairy. They met eyes for a moment and Kami seemed to be considering just what all they might do. Her furry finger pet Tafia’s back as she let the fairy breathe. “I haven’t got any pockets for you,” she mused. 
 
    “You’ve got a lot of fur!” Tafia imagined herself wielding a large brush. “This is really fun~ I like you a lot. You just tell me what you’d like from your fairy,” she said. 
 
    “Let’s go. Wouldn’t want to get disturbed!” She rolled onto her feet and hands, and Tafia clung the plume of fluff at her collar. “Hold on tight!” Kami began to run on all fours, darting under some bushes and finding a small trail that lead further down the river. She arrived at a large willow tree that had broadly spread roots and ducked under to enter into a hollow. Standing on her two feet again, she set Tafia down on the large flat top of an amanita mushroom, which seemed to serve as a chair or table for Kami. Other than that there was only a bed of moss and dried leaves piled in one corner, though the hollow was warm and spacious enough for such small women. She looked at her fairy and they shared in some apprehension. 
 
    Tafia craned her neck to stare up at Kami and take in her body in full. She was about six times Tafia’s height but still only half the height of a human. The curve of her hips was wide and her soft white fur narrowed to a point between her thighs. Kami was always naked but her fur provided modesty enough, though from the near places Tafia had yet been held, she was given quite an eyeful. She longed to explore her, as Kami had suggested, and roll her body against every soft and fluffy place. 
 
    “A lovely den, and we’ll be nice and close, huh?” Tafia observed. “Have you other friends in this forest, to boast of your fairy to?” she asked with a grin. 
 
    “Some!” Kami wiggled the mushroom under Tafia, leaning down to stare at her with interest. “But for now you’re all mine,” she told her, her tail swishing. 
 
    “I guess I can do away with this, and go wild-style like you,” Tafia remarked. She removed her dress rather hastily, and stood upright and nude before Kami, trying to match her for a lack of shame. 
 
    Kami gnawed her lip and then gently grabbed Tafia’s thighs with her fingers, feeling them. “So cute,” she said under her breath. She poked one of Tafia’s breasts with her fingertip and giggled. “Smol…”  
 
    Tafia raised her arms and folded them behind her head. “Play with your fairy,” she encouraged amorously. Suddenly, Kami hopped up onto the mushroom and scooted forward until Tafia stood between her thighs and near her groin. Tafia looked over the vast showing of her body until her eyes fell on the soft swell of Kami’s pussy, obscured in all but form by her fur. Still, the slight indent there hinted at her soft lower lips. 
 
    “I’m gonna rub my scent on you. Then you’re really mine,” Kami told her, raising a brow slyly. She didn’t give Tafia more than a moment to reply, but heaved herself forward and sat directly on the fairy, slamming her down under her furry mound. As she wiggled her hips, Tafia could feel her wetness and the tender flesh of her sex. She humped the fairy, grinding her pussy on her until she was quite drenched. Kami seemed to do a little dance while she squatted on the broad-tipped mushroom, using the fairy as a toy for her own pleasure. 
 
    She didn’t waste time in conjuring her full desire and making her body ready. She fell into a rhythm as she worked her thighs back and forth, rubbing Tafia’s small and squirming body against her pussy. She could feel the fairy trying to pleasure her, and using her little hands to stroke inside of her. It was just as much fun to imagine what she was experiencing. She wanted to give the fairy all the excess and abundance she could. Her tiny moans were satisfying, though hardly louder than squeaks. 
 
    Kami got up onto her knees, turning around as she balanced on the mushroom carefully. Tafia lay spread out and gasping, her body shining with the wet application of Kami’s nectar all over her skin. Kami presented her hindquarters above Tafia and leaned down to stare at the fairy beneath herself. Her tail was raised and Tafia could see the pink slit of her pussy parting the soft fur of her groin. She loved Kami for going to town and holding little back. Her desire was almost animalistic but tender enough that Tafia had no fear of being harmed. She had long desired to be used just like this but never could have imagined one like Kami would share the same interest. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” she said heatedly, enjoying the view from below. It was all too easy for Kami to overwhelm her senses, and she already felt like she was in a stupor, with such pleasure and disbelief rushing through her head. It was Kami’s passion that was driving her crazy, as she seemed just as excited about Tafia’s tiny body as the fairy was for hers. Tafia was not used to having her beauty so appreciated, let alone utilized in the most intimate and indulgent way. 
 
    “Try to sit upright, since you’re having so much fun!~” Kami waited for Tafia to position herself on her knees in a pose that she could better enjoy. Tafia wanted it to feel as good as her tiny stature could possibly manage and tried to hold firm. Kami spread her thighs and lowered her pussy down onto Tafia, sliding her head up between her wet folds. 
 
    The fit was right and the force wasn’t too much, even as Kami relaxed her weight, and Tafia felt her whole body stuffed quite snugly up into her pussy. Her body hugged the fairy snugly from both sides, and Tafia was surprised that she could practically feel the pleasure rushing through Kami as her body twitched and tensed. There was a strange and seemingly spicy scent that went up Tafia’s nose and struck her mind like a thunderbolt. She bounced on her legs, pushing her body up into Kami in rhythm with her humping. 
 
    Tafia could feel Kami getting more excited, and her pace was rapid thanks to her general agility. She made pleasured foxy noises and let out a bit of a snarl, panting and moaning her approval. Tafia was immersed in her role as toy and massaged Kami’s insides with fervor. Her world seemed to shift around her as Kami sat back on the mushroom and spread her legs. Just the fairy’s feet were sticking out from her pussy, and she took a delicate but secure hold on them. 
 
    “Oh, this is nice. You’re just right!” Kami began to push and pull on Tafia’s feet, using her body like a dildo. Her insides had become slick and Tafia moaned as her face was stuffed in deep and rubbed against the wet velvety walls of Kami’s pussy. “I’m gonna cum like this Taffy~ try not to drown!” Kami felt bliss rising through her core and accelerated her pace further, fucking herself with her miniature lover and massaging her breast with her other hand. Kami’s nectar pooled and splashed around Tafia’s knees, and her whole inner passage tensed and relaxed repeatedly, squeezing her firm enough to hold her in place and then loosening to permit her to slide in and out. 
 
    Tafia could hear Kami’s heart beating faster. She knew the foxy woman was drawing a lot of pleasure out of knowing her little fairy friend was stuffed up inside of her and imagining her perspective. They were spurring each other on, and Tafia moaned, feeling Kami’s pleasure like it was her own. Every moan from Kami seemed to thunder and make her surroundings shake. 
 
    Kami squeezed her tight when her orgasm began. Her plush white thighs were rubbing together and her fairy was sandwiched between the wet inner walls of her sex, and every little squirm from her sent a new shock of bliss through Kami. There was no stopping the rush now, and she squealed a long moan as her whole body bucked, and her convulsions gave the fairy quite a squeeze. Her nectar flowed out and further drenched Tafia, making her gasp as she was suddenly almost swimming in Kami’s release. She was slowly pulled out and popped from Kami’s pussy followed by a crystal clear stream. Kami’s whole body shuddered once more with satisfaction as she dangled Tasia by her foot. 
 
    “Yep, I’m keeping you,” Kami told her, jiggling her like some keys. She brought  Tasia over the length of her body and dangled her over her mouth. “My little sweet Taffy,” she said and began to lick her clean, her long and dexterous tongue lapping over Tafia’s belly and small breasts. Euphoria was rushing through Tamia’s head. She could imagine many happy days with this free-spirited and spunky companion. She was dropped onto the soft fur of her belly and spread out on her, heaving a relaxed sign. It felt good to be close, to be on Kami’s person, and she wanted that feeling all the time. 
 
    “Good. That’s all I want! Let’s have ourselves an adventure to remember forever,” Tafia told her. “Every inch of you is so giving, tempting and inviting.” She stuffed her face into Kami’s fur and breathed deeply, rubbing her belly. 
 
    “We’ll see how long it takes you to get to know them all,” Kami said as she pet the fairy’s back. After they had laid for a while, she put Tafia on her back and went out from her hollow, and up the largest branch of the tree that was dangling a far way out over the river. She scurried up on all fours and then stood and balanced carefully on her feet as the branch grew more narrow, and Tafia ended up riding the curve of her tail. 
 
    Their paradise was restored, and the serene sounds of nature gave no hint of intruders yet lingering. They were not even troubled by the ordeal, as it had been a blessing in disguise. Tafia felt her affection for Kami rising and was eager to be by her side. She longed to bring her to where many other fae lived, deep in the forest, and show her the kind druids of many races who would not mistreat her or try to claim her as a trophy. Kami had much more wonder to share with Tafia, and they soaked in the sun, admiring the land around her dwelling and the sparkling water that flowed beneath them. Tafia had never settled in such a place, especially as these lands were near settlements and a shrine of the trolls. It would be a life she could delight in, and she was already imagining what further joys she and the foxy fae might enjoy.
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    Micro Celebrity 
 
      
 
    Prilyn of Venus knows how to work the crowd, both big and small. The seven-inch star hits the stage with idols Selene and Vesper for a performance of song, dance, and size-related teasing. 
 
      
 
    Enjoying it most of all is her agent and technical assistant, Cotel. She’s many things to the little socialite and happy to spur her on. Selene and Vesper seem interested in taking the show on the road, and Cotel has an idea of how to make the most of their time together. 
 
      
 
    She shares an interest with the idols and proves to be an instigator. The ever-bubbly Vesper is glad to play with Prilyn like a doll and just as eager to undress her. Selene is keen on what Prilyn’s fanbase desires and intends to give them something to drool over. She has just the thing under her skirt and expects Prilyn will soon be licking it. 
 
      
 
    They’ll do more than just snap pictures for Tinyfans if Cotel gets her way. Everyone indulges together as Prilyn worships the three women’s bodies and then gets shared like a toy between them. 
 
      
 
    Tags: Erotica, lesbian, group sex, size difference, futa, micro, foursome, size play, exhibitionism, feet, living sex toy, anal insertion, cock worship, oral sex, anal sex, performer, urban. 
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    “We are in position and ready to go!” Prilyn didn’t sound so small through the headset. Cotel took a look at the audience before she turned down the lights. They’d never had a crowd half as big. 
 
    “Don’t get trod on,” Cotel said when a hush came over the auditorium. She was somewhat apprehensive to see Prilyn near dancing feet. “We’re good. Lights on in ten, nine…” 
 
    The show was on. A single, narrow spotlight illuminated a tiny figure on the stage. Prilyn Adonis, called Prilyn of Venus, was truly an unrivaled little star. She would have looked like a doll in her pink skirt and tank top, were it not for the black lace thigh-highs she wore with a girdle. She gripped a microphone and looked up dreamily, the light glinting on her rosy glasses. Tender and mystical music began. 
 
    “Hello, it’s me if anyone’s listening,” she sang, “I was hoping you could tell me something.” 
 
    Her sweet and high voice entranced everyone. “Does time go fast or is passing slowly, and are we big or small?” 
 
    The light focused in on her and there was a beat of silence. Her silhouette was a normal person’s size, and the shape seemed to loom behind her. Then the light shone on a woman who was hidden in that shadow, standing like a giantess in comparison to Prilyn. 
 
    The crowd cheered for Selene, an idol of great allure. The stage was lit like a hazy dusk. She wore warm colors, her limbs adorned with pink-gold jewelry. Her hair was dark but shone with a hue of fire. She smiled down at Prilyn like a goddess ready to bestow her blessing and sang. 
 
     “Time passes slowly. Always so slowly.” She breathed each word like a sigh and took her time, such that Prilyn was spellbound by her voice. “The moment is lonely and long.” Also slowly, a large and luminous moon descended toward the stage, and Selene walked toward it as Prilyn jogged after her. “There is no hurry or need to worry, as slowly you’re drifting on.” Her voice was beautiful, but her words seemed almost to invite dispute. “There’s plenty of time yet so make your load secure and rest. You’re going home, so take it slowly.” She reclined on the moon and was raised into the dark and above the stage where the tiny woman stood. 
 
    Then the spotlight suddenly shone on Vesper, the third performer, who twirled onto stage fast and wild enough to make Prilyn scurry out of the way. She wore black, white, and pink, and her every motion was flashy as she began to sing and dance to a much faster rhythm. 
 
    “Time blows by like a rocket. Only fools and sloths try to knock it. Eat my dust! You blinked and missed it; the moment came you, should have kissed it.” A luminous comet burned over the stage and Vesper grabbed hold of it and was pulled up level with Selene. “It takes no time at all to change your fate. In the blink of an eye a world unmade and you would sigh and hesitate? There’s no time to wait, no time to waste.” She stepped onto bright red stairs that seemed to float in the air. Rising to her challenge, Selene rose from the moon and onto her own set of stairs. They began to sing together, dueling with their voices as they each descended back toward Prilyn. 
 
    
     
      
      	  “Time passes slowly. Ever so slowly. It’s gentle motion an old song. It echoes, yes forever, in day, night, dusk, and dawn. 
  Time enough for breathing and receiving all that time is bringing, slowly.” 
  
      	  “Time can’t be bought or bottled, it’s in motion now and won’t be throttled. You can waste the day if you want to; I’ve got things I got to get to. 
  Yeah, that’s right, we’re busy bees on a one-way track to destiny. Hold on tight it's, rough and wild; we’re going fast not out of style.” 
  
     
 
     
   
 
    “Alright, alright!” Prilyn squawked at them. “So which is it then?” They both affixed their eyes on her, looming far over her candy-floss head. As they stepped directly beside her, each in high heels, Prilyn was barely ankle height. 
 
    “We completely agree,” Selene said and chuckled. “That you are small.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh. I am?” Prilyn turned around to look at the audience in disbelief. They posed together as Cotel brought the lights up. 
 
    “Selene, Vesper, and Prilyn of Venus!” she announced. In the booth she was far away from the action but giddy and sweating from the thrill of the work. The audience’s cheers and laughter were inspiring. They loved Prilyn, and so did the other performers. Cotel watched as Selene and Vesper turned their affection toward her in the next musical number. 
 
    They were singing about her like a tiny treasure. She was the crumb they coveted. The larger world was still getting acquainted with the smaller. Prilyn had built her name on that relationship, but it may have been Cotel who, more than anyone else, envisioned being on that stage and teasing the little star. 
 
    It was a pleasure just to watch and she found herself deeply immersed in the fantasy they sold. She didn’t feel jealous when they bent down and gave Prilyn a look under their skirts, or held her up between their lips, but Cotel saw the performing couple were truly enjoying it and felt a strong urge form inside. She weighed her chances in her mind and thought it over until the show was done. 
 
    Cotel had tired eyes, blonde hair, and was full-bodied and quite attractive. She got to the changing room before the performers and fixed her make-up in the mirror. Her freckled cheeks were warm with a blush. She pressed her breasts together, imagining that she had Prilyn there. 
 
    Only a few times had she done more than tease, but Prilyn had always been receptive. The miniature woman was just as indulgent as her online persona and content suggested, but Cotel was her agent, her sound and light manager, and other things beyond that. She didn’t want to risk what they had. 
 
    Selene and Vesper came in together, and Prilyn too, who was standing on Selene’s hand. They were whispering to her and giggling, and Cotel smiled at them from across the room. Live it up, lil’ lady, she thought, knowing how Prilyn loved to be spoiled and doted on. They looked good together and had made quite a trio. 
 
    “Cotel!” Vesper called to her. Her strawberry-blonde hair was in curls, bouncy like her personality. 
 
    “That was incredible, girls,” Cotel said, leaving her clipboard and paperwork by the mirror. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear and came over. “What did you think Prilyn? Wish we could perform with these ladies every night?” she asked. 
 
    Prilyn had laid out on Selene’s hand and laughed, kicking her tiny legs. “Oh yeah. They’re wonderful! My socials are going crazy,” Prilyn said. Her voice was tiny and high-pitched but could be heard easily enough, though she always sounded like she was shouting from afar. 
 
    “Everyone enjoys a little tease,” Selene said. Her lush lips were painted bronze and drawn tight with an enduring smile as she stared down at the co-star in her grasp. She had dark, glossy hair with crimson tips, somehow still pristine after all the dancing around. 
 
    “And Prilyn likes being a little tease,” Cotel remarked. Prilyn didn’t deny it, laying her chest on one of Selene’s fingers as she looked at her micro-sized phone. 
 
    “We were about to steal her away and snap some pictures,” Vesper said and burst out with laughter. “Gotta please the crowd. I guess it’s good she has you looking out for her, or just anyone could snatch the little cutie up,” she said and instantly plucked Prilyn out of Selene’s hand. “Woh hoh!” She made Prilyn fly around a little before tucking her against her chest. Prilyn was happy to be toyed with and cooed with pleasure as she hugged a tiddy that matched her size. 
 
     “A photoshoot huh? How I expect that’d go, I’d be glad to see it,” Cotel said. “Did you need someone to take the pictures?” she asked. Internally she felt awkward as she earnestly tried to include herself. 
 
    “That’d be great! We could do it right here. Do the doors lock up?” Prilyn asked. “I was going to see what you thought.” 
 
    “What did you have planned?” Cotel asked. As she turned around to check if the doors were indeed secure, she felt a smile and a blush rise on her face. She could see where this was going and tried not to get ahead of herself. 
 
    “First of all a picture for scale!” The micro yelled from across the room. She began to giggle as Vesper was doing something to her with her hands. 
 
    “Should I find a banana?” Cotel asked. As she returned she met eyes with Selene, who seemed to take in her appearance and smiled at her. Just a bit of attention made Cotel’s cheeks warm but she was playing it cool. 
 
    Vesper had pealed off most of Prilyn’s tiny little outfit, leaving just her bra, girdle, and leggings. “Wow, you’re an itty bitty sweet. You’ve got nice mini-curves!” Vesper said and set her down on the floor. As Prilyn posed and showed off, Vesper moved her foot beside her to compare them. She had pink lace frills around her ankles. Both women were displaying their legs. Vesper raised her foot a little, almost as though to stomp on Prilyn, but the tiny lady just gaped and enjoyed the view from below. “This is what they like to see, huh? How many of your followers are micros, and how many bigs?” Vesper asked. 
 
    “Mostly micros, online!” Prilyn said. “Though our fanbase is getting bigger,” she snickered. “It’s becoming a bigger thing to date inter-size,” Prilyn remarked tellingly. 
 
    Cotel leaned over a loveseat and began to take pictures. Prilyn was frozen in idle chatter in one, as Selene’s foot slipped out of its heel in the background. “Oh that’s perfect,” Cotel said under her breath, her chest shaking as she restrained her giggles. Vesper got out of her shoes, too, and each performer offered toes toward Prilyn’s little head. The camera flash caught her smooching Selene’s big toe while Vesper’s foot was gripping her back. 
 
    “Just what all can we do for your size-curious fans?” Selene asked, her voice measured and inviting. “Or for ourselves,” she added, hooking one thumb under her skirt. 
 
    Prilyn glanced at Cotel’s camera before answering excitedly. “Anything you’d like. Believe me, I’ve done it all. I can’t imagine better people to play around with than you three,” Prilyn said, her excited voice like birdsong. 
 
    “Are you two also a couple?” Vesper asked. 
 
    “I’m just her agent, but hey, I’ll play,” Cotel said, staring intently at Prilyn through the camera’s preview. Her casual and candid-seeming voice belied the real intentions stirring, but Prilyn would know better. With the go-ahead both Selene and Vesper showed their eagerness, moving in on Prilyn with their feet and causing her to tumble over. 
 
    Selene laid a foot on her tiny body and took her head between her toes. Prilyn’s little tinted glasses fell from her head and she gasped from the warm weight pressing down on her. Then she let out a pleased hum, seeming to enjoy the belittling position. She gave Selene several ticklish kisses until she giggled and lifted her sole. When Prilyn sat upright, Vesper rested the pad of her foot in her lap and offered her own toes. Cotel leaned in closely to take pictures as Prilyn kissed, licked, and sucked on them. She took in their faces and the pleasure in their downturned eyes and found herself feeling giddy and chuckling under her breath. 
 
    “Precious! We should let her smooch all over us. Look at the teeny lipstick kissies!” Vesper exclaimed with delight. She grabbed Prilyn with her toes and raised her toward Cotel. “Here,” She and Selene came around to join her on the loveseat. “Let’s play,” she said suggestively. Cotel turned around, holding Prilyn gently against her breast, and looked between the two stars approaching her. They crawled up and sat at each side of her, reclining and staring down at Prilyn with interest and adoration. 
 
    Cotel looked too and met her tiny eyes. They were expressive despite being so small. Prilyn was in paradise and her little heart was pounding rapidly. She winked at Cotel and gnawed her lip. “Not too often we get into these things, but always fun,” Prilyn said smally. 
 
    Cotel looked between the two idols. They’d turned it around on her and she could barely believe it. “Here’s what we used to do,” Cotel said. She pushed her breasts apart before tucking Prilyn snugly between them. The soft abundance of her cleavage closed back in around Prilyn and it looked as though she could hardly budge an inch. 
 
    “That’s a perfect fit,” Selene said, reaching to push on Prilyn’s head and stuff her that little bit further down. “I imagine you two have explored all sorts of things.” 
 
    “It’s cozier than a burrito,” Prilyn remarked. As only her face was peaking out from between Cotel’s rather large freckled tits, they all laughed at her and took their pictures. 
 
    “Tiny as she is, Prilyn can’t be tamed. But tonight I bet she’d be willing to be all ours. Is that kind of fun… what we want?” Cotel asked peaceably. 
 
    “I’ll be honest Pril, I want to stuff you all sorts of places,” Vesper leaned in and said after a moment. Cotel grinned widely at her, glad to see her imagination running. She fished Prilyn out and returned her to Vesper. Taking the micro in hand, Vesper bounced with excitement and then immediately stuffed her down her shirt, tucking her into her bra cup. “Whoopsie! Can you breathe in there?” Vesper asked. “Oh yep. I can feel it!” She laughed, touching her boob where Prilyn was squirming. “That’s your new home now. That’s where I’ll keep you,” she said assuredly. 
 
    Selene laid her body against Cotel’s as they watched. “Seems you do the heavy lifting,” she said amiably, and Cotel turned slightly to smile at her. “But you make an exciting duo, too.” 
 
    “It’s all Pril. I’m just some big goof that adores her,” Cotel said quietly. “But I’m glad to be a part of this. I thought I’d stayed out of the spotlight, mostly,” she said. 
 
    “Now we can all take a turn,” Selene remarked, her fingertips twirling a bit of Cotel’s hair. It would be Vesper’s turn, first, and she seemed to consider just what to do with the little lady at her breast. “Woah!” she exclaimed, though what Prilyn was doing to her could not be seen. “You can almost fit that in your mouth!” 
 
    Vesper soon pulled her shirt off over her head. There was a little bulge in her bra where Prilyn was nestled, likely right against her teat. “Can we show everything?” Vesper asked. 
 
    “Be my guest,” Cotel said, trying to sound nonchalant. She held her camera with a straight face but her cheeks were pink and her tired eyes shone with rare glee. Off came Vesper’s bra and the sight underneath was revealed to the world. Prilyn dangled from her nipple, looking as though she might be swept away by Vesper’s springy, pink-blonde curls. 
 
    “She’s all up close and personal now,” Selene remarked, her hand passing slowly along Cotel’s back. She seemed to guide her forward, and Vesper presented her chest, her freckled breasts rising with each breath. Cotel would have been happy to just keep taking pictures. She and Prilyn could cherish them together, but Selene plucked the phone from her hand and gently set it aside.  
 
    Vesper’s eyes were trained upon her as she unabashedly displayed her beauty. Cotel felt momentarily dumbfounded, even giddy. “What should I do?” she asked, her voice unusually girlish and tiny. Maybe she was putting herself in the role of Prilyn; she was the expert on these things. She was being no help in that regard, though, busily sucking a nipple like it was something else. 
 
    “Come get comfy with us,” Vesper bid sweetly. She swung a leg over Cotel’s lap and straddled her, bringing Prilyn and her breasts near to her face. “I’m sure we’ll find a good place to put her.” Selene was undressing too. She pulled her dress off over her head in one easy motion. Cotel drank in her appearance readily. Her skin had a wonderful warm and rosey hue and she wore dark red lace panties. The was a bulge there between her pleasantly broad and toned thighs. 
 
    Cotel could no longer play it so reserved. In her haste, she snapped one of the buttons keeping her top on. Once her own large and freckled breasts had slumped free, she leaned in and kissed Prilyn’s back, and then Vesper’s other boob on its teat. “Prilyn,” she whispered. “How should we toy with you?” 
 
    The micro was out of breath. Just one enormously proportioned teat was enough to entertain her, though the warmth of Cotel’s breath on her back woke her to the possibilities. “I wanna be smushed between them,” she said. “As close as it gets.” 
 
    “That has a nice sound to it,” Selene said. “Let the little star get lost in it.” She reclined comfortably with one leg around Cotel’s back. “Is she tough enough to grind on?” 
 
    Cotel chuckled. “Well I accidentally sat on her and she was alright,” she remarked. She opened wide and suddenly took Prilyn's feet into her mouth and then swallowed her up to the neck just as easily. Vesper gasped and leaned back as Prilyn seemed to be nearly gobbled down. Cotel giggled with her mouth full and Prilyn’s face squeezed between her lips. Prilyn was laughing too, her voice like a mouse squeaking as her legs kicked a playful tongue. 
 
    Cotel gestured for the idols to come together. As they entangled their legs she leaned down over them and then spat Prilyn out onto Selene’s groin. The micro landed with a wet plop on the soft bulge in Selene’s panties. She laughed faeishly as she embraced what she found there. Vesper lifted her legs and pulled her panties off. She nestled her lap back in close to Selene’s. Prilyn rolled over to stare at her pussy. It was crowned with a neat tuft of blonde hair and looked just about the right size to make a sultry den. 
 
    “You might push her inside me,” Vesper said to Selene. Her playful manner had evolved into something manic and carnal. Cotel was almost apprehensive about just what they might do. Vesper wiggled in until Prilyn was enclosed snugly between her pussy and Selene’s slowly growing bulge. 
 
    “Wet and wild!” Prilyn exclaimed, her tiny elated voice was funny. She disappeared between their bodies but could still be heard making kissy noises, and Vesper seemed to feel the efforts of her tiny mouth. 
 
    “If she was mine I would play with her all day and night,” Vesper said. She sat upright, bearing down on Prilyn as well as Selene’s erection with her hips. “I don’t know why Cotel doesn’t just keep you in her panties. You’d make the perfect toy-to-go,” Vesper said. Her sultry and amorous words were like hypnotism to Prilyn, who went limp and swooned as Vesper’s pussy rubbed her face and torso. She could feel Selene’s penis flexing through the thin fabric of the panties, lifting her to meet Vesper’s humping. The wet and silky folds of Vesper’s pussy parted around her and drenched her face and torso, and as she moaned Vesper could feel her voice resounding inside. 
 
    Selene reclined comfortably, her eyes half-lidded, and she unfastened her bra and bid Cotel to take it off. “Can you feel her?” Cotel asked, watching their bodies slowly rub together, seemingly kneading the tiny star into their most intimate places. Selene’s breasts were larger than Vespers and slumped pleasantly on her chest, and her teats were firm and dark. Cotel rested her hand on Selene’s breast, beginning to gently massage it, and enclosed its nipple between her fingertips. A low sound of pleasure and strain came from Selene’s chest and Vesper rose onto her knees. 
 
    Prilyn was drenched and her little bra had slid so far off as to be on her arm, and her girdle had snapped, leaving her legging free to depart from her legs. She laughed and ran her hands along her breasts as Vesper’s nectar was trickling down onto her. Prilyn was raised on the now quite prominent rise of Selene’s hard-on. It looked as though she was close to bursting out of her panties. Vesper set Prilyn gently on Selene’s abdomen and freed Selene’s cock from its confines. 
 
    “That’d be a tough fit,” Cotel said, and they laughed as Prilyn got up and compared her height to Selene’s length. There was no question of her taking it, though she was not so small that she could have no effect. 
 
    “There’s a sight I’m tempted to capture,” Selene remarked, her cock gently twitching as Prilyn stood against it and then hugged it like a tree. She met eyes with Selene and grinned brightly, turning her face in to smooch her length just under the glands. “But your fans should have… something to imagine.” As she spoke, Cotel leaned in and wrapped her lips around one of Selene’s teats. She gave in to her craving, and it seemed to embolden the idols. 
 
    “You like that?” Vesper asked, and she bit her lip as she stared Prilyn down, seeming to find something quite titillating in the sight. Maybe there was even a flicker of jealousy, or she put herself in Prilyn’s tiny shoes and imagined touching her lover that way. “We’re about to get real close,” Vesper said. She eased her wet pussy down onto the head of Selene’s cock and rubbed it there, slathering her nectar onto the tip and glands. 
 
    Prilyn tucked her hands behind herself as she leaned back into the length. She grinned ecstatically at Selene and Cotel and held her nose for effect as though she was about to cannonball. Cotel was kneeling by the loveseat and leaned in to rest her chest against Selene’s and enjoy the show. “Should strap her in,” Cotel said half-jokingly. “Might lose her up there.” 
 
    “I might not want to come out!” Prilyn agreed mischievously. 
 
    Vesper was undeterred, however, and let her hips rest as her co-star slid a good way up inside of her. “You might drown!” She warned with a snort. Vesper closed her eyes, wobbled on her legs a little, and made herself halt just before her pussy-lips reached Prilyn’s head. Selene reached down, holding her length and pressing against Prilyn with her thumb. She slid Prilyn up until her head was tucked under Vesper’s clit. Vesper then took Selene the rest of the way into herself and Prilyn went with her. “Ah!’ Vesper let her mouth hang agape and held perfectly still, focusing on the sensation of Prilyn’s tiny body. One could tell the instant she began to squirm and dance around because Vesper did too. She squealed and her hips shifted back and forth, obviously enjoying the little living sex toy. 
 
    Selene’s breath caught as Vesper lifted off her just enough for them to see that Prilyn was still in place. Her tiny naked body somehow gave an air of glamor despite being drenched and she looked much like a fairy without her wings. She turned around and held onto Selene’s length again, her tiny hands sliding along its channel. She kissed it, tasting Vesper’s nectar, and then moved her lips and tongue to the swollen rim of Selene’s tip. There she could find purchase with her miniature mouth and tongue and gum away at sensitive curves of flesh. 
 
    Vesper squeezed Selene’s cock-head in her hand, and she wrung out a little dab of cum onto her fingertips. At once she deposited the thick white drop onto Prilyn’s head, and it coated her hair and dripped down her face like frosting. 
 
    “That’s rich,” Cotel said warmly. “I wonder how few have done it like this.” She watched Prilyn wipe her face clear and help herself to a taste of the early release. “You like to push the limits, huh?” she asked. So often it had been Cotel plotting and speaking on her behalf, but Prilyn couldn’t deny her love of excess. 
 
    “I love a big finale!” Prilyn exclaimed fervently. 
 
    “Let’s try it faster!” Vesper said musically. “But I won’t make her cum just yet,” she added and Selene chuckled, seemingly bashful. “Because…” Vesper lowered her body as she spoke, engulfing Selene’s length and Prilyn in the wet warmth of her passage. “It’s your turn soon,” she said to Cotel. She began to bounce on her knees, causing Selene and Prilyn to thrust up inside her repeatedly and at a rapid pace. 
 
    Cotel was baffled but then felt a rush of delight, as Selene looked at her tenderly and the simple meaning was clear. “Oh really?” She laughed. “You want to finish in me? You like me?” She wondered what it was about her. She was blessed with fairly abundant curves.  
 
    “Before this,” Selene said between breaths and gave Vesper a look. “We joked about Prilyn ending up in your butt.” 
 
    “And Selene following her!” Vesper was all too ready to add. Selene was holding onto her thighs and signaled for her to slow down as she was brought near to climax. She slowly rose again, and Prilyn gasped for air, now dripping from every limb with a mix of precum and nectar. 
 
    “I’m down if she’s down!” Prilyn chirped, and despite their arousal, they were all turned into a giggling mess. This time, Prilyn had spoken for Cotel, who wordlessly turned herself around and leaned over the coffee table. Cotel pulled down her panties and panties and presented her large freckled ass to them all. 
 
    “That’s what you were after all along? A tale as old as time,” Cotel said with mock exasperation, teasing the idols. “I guess we come as a package deal.”  
 
    “As do we!” Vesper said, springing up to stand beside the table. Selene gradually got to her feet. She grasped Prilyn and her length in a hand and held her there, gently stroking the micro’s body along her shaft.  
 
    Rolling up onto the table, Cotel rested on her back. She tilted her head back and stared up at Vesper, who already loomed above her and with clear intentions. Selene eased herself in between Cotel’s thighs. She rested her cock on Cotel’s pussy and stared down at Prilyn there. “Let’s make a mess,” Selene said. “Can I…?” she wrapped her fingers around Prilyn and aimed her head toward Cotel’s anus. “In she goes?” 
 
    Cotel lifted her thick legs and held herself around the thighs. “That’s a good place for her,” Cotel said, her lashes fluttering. “In she goes,” she agreed. To just lay back and take it was exactly what she wanted to do. She was riding the high of her luck and wanted to give them all their way. “Stuff her way up there, then seal the way with cum,” she said. Her steady voice and calm disposition did little to obscure how much she wanted it. She looked up toward Vesper. She said nothing but opened her mouth wide, and Vesper knew what to do. 
 
    At the same time as she sat down on Cotel’s face, Cotel could feel Prilyn’s warm and wet little body being eased up inside of her. Her presence sent a flow of warmth up through Cotel’s core. She gently clenched her ass around Prilyn and could hear and feel her tiny giggles. Vesper moved her pussy to Cotel’s open mouth, and Cotel began to kiss and lick her. She was better at communicating her pleasure like this, and as Vesper rested her weight, Cotel explored far up into her with her tongue. 
 
    Selene and Vesper had taken over the task of holding Cotel’s legs up. They pushed or pulled them back as much as Cotel’s flexibility allowed. The wet tip of Selene’s cock secured itself in the beginnings of Cotel’s backway, and there was a sensation of pleasant and hot stretching as she pushed in a little deeper. Then Cotel could feel Prilyn getting stuffed deeper too, until she was so far up there that it could be deuce-difficult to get her out again. Cotel moaned loudly, pushing with her tongue to the left and the right as she filled her mouth with Vesper’s taste. 
 
    Vesper humped her face rhythmically, and Selene started back and forth at a similar pace. Her cock was big but it felt perfect to Cotel. At the end of each thrust, its tip seemed to collide with Prilyn’s little butt and ram her just a fraction of an inch deeper. Selene began to thrust faster, and Vesper pushed Cotel’s breasts around under her palms, groaning happily as she rode on her tongue. 
 
    “Here comes!” Selene grimaced but it was too late to hold it back. 
 
    “It’s gonna be a cum-bath!” Vesper said, pinching Cotel’s nipples with her fingers and rapidly bouncing her hips. 
 
    “Woo hoo!” Prilyn’s muffled voice could barely be heard through Cotel’s chub. 
 
    “Oh, ah!” Selene sucked in a deep breath of air, and then her warm spunk could be felt, spraying out and sending more warmth deep up Cotel’s ass. She felt stuffed full instantly and could feel Prilyn spinning and swimming around in the mess of release. Selene’s cock continued to throb, and cum sprayed out from Cotel’s ass to splatter her groin and thighs. Only when the flow had entirely ceased did they think to give Prilyn a chance for air. 
 
    Selene pulled out, and a waterfall of cum followed. She used a finger to poke around a little for Prilyn but she was still way too deep. “Unnn!” Cotel moaned but didn’t stop licking Vesper. Prilyn’s every little squirm now felt highly pronounced and she began to stroke the lips of her own pussy. She squeezed with her anus and slowly pushed Prilyn out. Thankfully, Selene caught her. She used the dress she had taken off to wipe some of the cum from Prilyn’s face. 
 
    Then the micro was given a chance to watch and enjoy the show for herself. Selene dropped her onto Cotel’s very soft tummy. While still hard, she stuffed her cock into Cotel’s pussy and immediately began to thrust. Vesper rode her face until she orgasmed, squirting on Cotel’s tongue. Cotel was the last to cum but Selene hit the spot just right and didn’t start to go soft until Cotel writhed and finished under her attention. 
 
    They breathed and cooed sounds of pleasure together. Selene pinned Prilyn under her shaft and squeezed out the last of her cum onto her face. With a mouth wide open and displaying her glee, Prilyn turned her face up at Cotel, blinded by cum and proud of herself. Cotel was proud of her too. Selene and Vesper collapsed onto the loveseat and Cotel slumped back tiredly onto the coffee table in a blissful stupor. “We’re living big, tonight,” she said to Prilyn with a tender smile. She lifted her up and near to her lips, and they kissed. 
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