
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Valley of Aching Need

The valley stretched impossibly wide beneath an afternoon sun that painted everything in shades of gold and amber. Wildflowers dotted the emerald grass, each bloom the size of a human head, releasing perfume that mixed with the warmer scent of earth and stone. Maya reclined against the mountainside, her spine pressed to rock worn smooth by centuries of her kind using it as a backrest. She was massive beyond comprehension, five hundred feet of woman from the soles of her bare feet to the crown of her head.

Her hair cascaded down in waves of burnt copper, thick ropes of it pooling on the ground beside her like auburn rivers. Each individual strand was as thick as a grown man's wrist, catching the afternoon light and throwing off glints of red and gold. Her face held sharp angles softened by full lips - high cheekbones that could've been carved from marble, a strong jaw that spoke of power, eyes the color of moss after rain, half-lidded now with an expression that mixed boredom and something darker, hungrier. A pale scar cut through her left eyebrow, a remnant of some long-ago battle. Her nose was straight and proportional to her massive face, nostrils flaring slightly with each breath. Her skin was sun-bronzed all over, smooth and warm, radiating heat like sun-baked stone.

Her neck was a column of muscle and grace, leading down to collarbones that could serve as pathways, so prominent they created shadows in the valleys between them. Her shoulders were broad as city blocks, rounded with muscle that shifted visibly beneath her skin with each small movement. Her arms lay at her sides, each one thick and powerful, biceps the size of houses, forearms roped with muscle and tendon, hands that could palm a cottage with fingers longer than a man was tall.

Her breasts were massive beyond description. Each one easily the size of a large hill, rounded and full and heavy, defying gravity through sheer scale. They rose from her chest like mountain peaks, soft flesh that moved slightly with her breathing, creating tiny earthquakes of motion. Her nipples were the diameter of grain silos, a dusky rose color that darkened to deep pink at the peaked tips. The areolae surrounding them were massive circles of pebbled flesh, slightly darker than the rest of her skin, each bump and texture visible even from a distance. The undersides of her breasts where they met her ribcage created deep shadows, secret valleys warm and dark.

Her stomach curved soft and round below her breasts, not flat but beautifully thick, the kind of comfortable softness that came from power without hardness. Her belly button was a deep divot you could fall into, surrounded by the gentle slope of her abdomen. The curve of her waist was still visible despite her size, the indent before her hips flared out creating an hourglass shape that was almost architectural in its proportions.

Her hips flared wide enough to crush buildings, rounded bone covered in soft flesh that dimpled slightly where her thighs began. Her ass pressed against the mountainside, two massive globes of flesh that created tremors in the earth with each tiny shift of her weight, the cleft between them a shadow canyon. Her thighs were thick enough that the space between them when she moved her legs could swallow a cottage whole, muscles defined beneath soft outer layers, skin smooth and unmarred except for a few freckles scattered across the inner portions.

Between her thighs, partially visible in her current reclined position, her pussy glistened in the afternoon light. The outer lips were massive folds of flesh, each one taller than a grown man standing, pink and darker rose in color, slick with moisture that had been building for months. The folds were textured, with tiny ridges and valleys, softer than silk, warmer than anything natural had a right to be. Where the outer lips met at the top, they formed a hood of flesh protecting her clit. The nub itself peeked out - easily the size of a human torso, deep pink almost purple, visibly pulsing with her heartbeat, swollen with need that had gone unsatisfied for far too long. Below her clit, between the folds, her inner lips were barely visible, a darker pink, leading down to her entrance - a opening that could swallow a human whole, surrounded by folds upon folds of slick flesh, all of it glistening with arousal.

The smell rolling off her was overwhelming even from hundreds of feet away. Rich musk like crushed herbs and earth, mixed with something sweet and almost floral, undercut by the sharp tang of arousal - that unmistakable scent of a woman who desperately needed to cum. It coated the air thick enough to taste, riding on the warm breeze that her breathing created.

She was horny. Desperately, achingly, mind-numbingly horny. Months without release. Months of touching herself with fingers too large to provide the precise stimulation she craved, of rubbing against mountain sides that were too hard and unyielding, of aching with a need so intense it made her teeth hurt. So few of her kind remained that finding a partner was nearly impossible. The last of her kind she'd encountered had been years ago, and they'd shown no interest.

If I don't get relief soon I'm going to lose my mind. The ache is constant now, throbbing between my thighs with every heartbeat. I can feel myself getting wetter, can smell myself in the air. It's maddening.

That's when Kieran stumbled through the mountain pass.

He was small even by human standards, maybe five foot six in his boots, lean and wiry from months on the road. His hair was black as coal, cropped short on the sides but longer on top, one piece perpetually falling across his forehead no matter how many times he pushed it back. His eyes were a startling pale blue, almost white in certain lights, standing out sharply against his tanned skin. His face would've been handsome if it wasn't currently frozen in an expression of absolute terror - sharp nose slightly crooked like it had been broken once, full mouth hanging open revealing straight white teeth, stubble several days old shadowing his jaw and upper lip a dark brown-black. His ears stuck out slightly, the left one pierced with a small silver ring.

His body was compact and efficient. Shoulders narrow but defined with lean muscle, chest visible through his sweat-dampened shirt showing a light dusting of dark hair, stomach flat and hard from physical labor, arms corded with the kind of strength that came from use rather than training. His hands were calloused, nails trimmed short and dirty from travel, fingers long and dexterous. His legs were strong, thighs thick for his frame, calves defined from miles of walking.

He wore travel-stained clothing that had seen better days. A linen shirt that had once been white, now more of a dingy cream color, open at the collar showing his collarbones and the hollow of his throat. A brown leather vest over it, worn soft from use, the lacing at the front loose. Trousers that might've been dark brown once, now sun-faded to tan, fitting close to his legs and tucked into worn boots that were scuffed and dusty. A pack slung over one shoulder, bulging with supplies, a bedroll tied to the bottom of it.

The pack hit the ground the moment he cleared the pass and saw her. The sound echoed in the quiet valley - a dull thump that made him jump even as he made it.

His whole body would fit in the palm of her hand.

Maya's pupils dilated the instant she spotted him, eyes going from half-lidded lazy to sharp and focused in a heartbeat. Her breath quickened, each exhale now a warm wind that rustled the grass between them, carrying her scent toward him in thick waves. She shifted slightly, and the movement made the earth rumble like distant thunder, made small rocks tumble down the mountain behind her, made Kieran stumble and nearly fall.

"Well," her voice was low thunder, each word a vibration that traveled through his chest and rattled his bones, "what do we have here?"

Kieran couldn't speak. Couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Her smell hit him like a physical force, wrapped around him, coated his tongue, filled his lungs. It was overwhelming, that thick musk and sweet arousal, making his head spin and his knees weak. He could see the pulse in her throat even from this distance, visible movement of blood through veins as thick as his leg, a steady thump-thump-thump that made his own heart race in response, trying to match her rhythm.

Maya licked her lips slowly, deliberately, her tongue emerging between those full lips to drag across them in one long sweep. The tongue itself was the size of a barn door, pink and glistening with saliva, leaving her lips wet and shining. "You're a brave little thing, aren't you? Or very, very lost." She shifted again, deliberately this time, brought her massive thighs together then let them fall open wider in clear display. The movement released a fresh wave of her scent, stronger now, almost visible in the air like heat shimmer. Sharp musk and sweet arousal and something underneath that was purely her - wild and earthy and desperately needy.

"I think..." she continued, voice dropping lower, becoming almost a purr that made the ground vibrate beneath his feet, "I think you might be exactly what I need."

Oh fuck yes. Look at him. He's perfect. Small enough to touch me properly, to get into all those places my fingers can't reach. If I'm careful, if I don't crush him, he could actually make me cum. Please don't run. Please stay. I need this so fucking badly.

Kieran found his voice, though it came out as barely a whisper, high and thin with fear. "What... what are you going to do to me?"

Maya smiled, and it was not a comforting expression. Her lips pulled back revealing teeth the size of tombstones, white and sharp, before she softened it into something that might've been meant to be reassuring but came across as hungry. "I'm giving you a choice, little human. You can run - try to make it back through that pass before I catch you. Or..."

She reached down with one hand, moving slowly, deliberately, her fingers longer than he was tall spreading as they descended toward her body. She touched the inside of her own thigh first, high up where it met her hip, and dragged her fingertips down in a slow caress. The touch made her shiver visibly, a full-body tremor that started at her shoulders and rolled down through her massive form like a wave, made her breasts shake, made her thighs quiver, made more moisture leak from between her legs.

"Or you can help me with a very... pressing... problem." Her hand moved higher, fingertips brushing the outer folds of her sex with a touch so light it barely made contact. But it was enough. The sound she made - a low, breathy "mmmh" - was like distant thunder, vibrating through the air and the ground simultaneously. When she pulled her fingers away they were wet, coated in clear slickness that caught the afternoon light, stretching between her fingers in thin strands before breaking.

She brought her hand up to her face, examining the wetness coating her fingers, then deliberately, maintaining eye contact with Kieran, she brought one finger to her mouth and sucked it clean. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips wrapped around that massive digit, tongue visible working against it. When she pulled it free with an audible pop, she opened her eyes again and fixed him with a stare that was pure hunger.

"I need to cum, little one. I need it so badly I can barely think straight anymore. It's all I can think about, this ache between my legs, this need that won't go away no matter what I do." Her voice had taken on a desperate edge now, the facade of control slipping. "And you - look at you - you're just the right size to give me what I need."

The smell was absolutely overwhelming now, coating everything. Kieran realized with distant shock that despite the terror, despite the absolute insanity of the situation, despite knowing he could die here in a hundred different ways, he was getting hard. His cock was pressing against the front of his trousers, throbbing with each heartbeat, responding to the raw sexual need radiating from her like heat from a forge. His own body was betraying him, or maybe responding honestly to the most primal stimulus imaginable - a woman in desperate need of sex, never mind that she could crush him like an insect.

Pre-cum was already dampening the fabric of his smallclothes, making a wet spot he could feel against his skin.

"I won't hurt you," Maya continued, voice dropping to something almost like a purr that made the ground hum beneath him. "I swear on the stone behind me, I will be so, so careful. But I need you, little human. I need your hands, your body, every part of you that you can give me." She shifted her hips forward slightly, legs spreading even wider in clear invitation. The movement made the folds of her pussy more visible, made them shift and part slightly, revealing glimpses of the darker pink flesh within, all of it glistening wet.

"Touch me. Climb on me. Use your whole body if you have to. Make me feel something other than this ache that's been eating at me for months. Please." The last word came out broken, desperate, all pretense of control gone now.

Kieran swallowed hard. His pack lay forgotten in the grass behind him, supplies he'd spent months gathering now meaningless. The mountain pass that had brought him here was at his back, his exit route, his escape. In front of him was five hundred feet of desperate, horny giantess who could crush him with the slightest careless movement, whose need was so visible he could practically see it vibrating in the air around her.

He took a step forward.

Maya's breath caught - a sharp intake of air that sounded like wind rushing through a canyon, that made the grass flatten around him. "Good boy," she breathed, and the approval in her voice sent a thrill down his spine that he absolutely did not want to examine. "Come closer. Don't be afraid. I've got you."

He walked forward, each step deliberate, fighting his shaking legs. Every foot he covered brought him closer to her massive form, brought her smell stronger around him until it was all he could taste and smell and probably breathe. His cock throbbed harder with each step, pressing more insistently against his trousers, his body apparently fully committed to this insanity. The grass between her legs was wet, he could see now, soaked dark green with her arousal, clear fluid making the blades stick together and lay flat. A clear indication of how long she'd been waiting, how badly she needed this, how much she was leaking.

When he finally reached the space between her thighs, he had to tilt his head all the way back to see her face high above, so far up she might as well have been looking down from the clouds. Her expression was a mixture of desperate hope and anticipation, eyes locked on him like he was the only thing in the world that mattered.

The folds of her pussy towered over him, each one as tall as he was, massive walls of pink and rose-colored flesh glistening with slickness that dripped down in thick rivulets. He could see the texture of her skin now - soft and slightly ridged, warmer than anything he'd touched, radiating heat he could feel from feet away. The fluid coating everything was clear and slightly thick, creating strings and webs between the folds when they shifted with her breathing. It pooled in the grass at the base, soaking into the earth, releasing even more of that overwhelming scent.

Her clit - he could see it clearly now, peeking out from its hood above the entrance to her pussy - was easily the size of his torso, maybe bigger. A deep pink nub, almost purple with how swollen it was, pulsing visibly with her heartbeat like it had its own life. The hood surrounding it was softer-looking tissue, protecting it, but pulled back enough that the tip was exposed and glistening with the same clear fluid coating everything else.

"Touch me," Maya begged, and there was no command in it now, no power, only desperate need laid bare. "Please, little human. Please touch me."

Kieran reached out with trembling hands and pressed his palms flat against the outer folds of her sex. Her skin was impossibly soft, softer than silk, softer than anything he'd ever touched in his life. Hot to the touch, radiating warmth that soaked into his palms immediately. Slick with her arousal that coated his hands in seconds, making them shiny and wet, filling the lines of his palms.

The moment his skin made contact, Maya made a sound - "aaahh" - high and breathy and absolutely desperate, her whole body shuddering from just that small touch. It was like touching a live wire, the way her body responded. Her thighs trembled on either side of him, massive walls of muscle and soft flesh that could crush him to paste if she lost control and they snapped together. Her hips rolled forward slightly, unconsciously seeking more pressure, more contact.

"More," she gasped above him, voice breaking. "I need more. Get closer. Use everything you have."

Kieran pressed his whole body against her, feeling the heat of her skin even through his clothes. The slickness of her arousal soaked into the fabric of his shirt instantly, making it stick to his chest and stomach. He moved his hands up, exploring the massive folds, finding ridges and valleys in the flesh, textures that changed from impossibly soft to slightly rougher as he moved. Every touch made her gasp, made her hips twitch, made more wetness flow down to coat him and the grass beneath him.

He realized his clothes were already completely soaked through, clinging to his body. The smell was overwhelming, making him dizzy, making his cock so hard it actually ached, throbbing in time with his heartbeat. The fabric of his trousers was stretched tight over his erection, making it visible, making it rub against his smallclothes with every movement.

He needed to feel her properly. Needed skin on skin.

He stepped back slightly and started pulling at his vest, fingers fumbling with the laces, yanking it open and shrugging it off. It fell to the wet grass with a wet slap. His shirt came next, pulled over his head in one motion, leaving his chest and stomach bare. The air on his wet skin was warm but cooler than her flesh, making him shiver. His nipples hardened immediately.

"Yes," Maya moaned above him, watching him strip with hungry eyes that tracked every movement. "Yes, little one, let me feel you. All of you."

He kicked off his boots, nearly falling as he did, then shoved down his trousers and smallclothes in one desperate motion. They stuck to his legs from how wet they were, but he fought them down and kicked them away, standing naked between her thighs. His cock jutted out from his body, hard and leaking pre-cum from the tip in a steady drip, flushed dark with blood, balls drawn up tight against his body. It was laughably small compared to the massive cunt in front of him, wouldn't even register to her, but it throbbed with need nonetheless.

The air on his bare skin was warm, thick with her scent, making his head spin.

He pressed himself against her again, skin to skin this time. The sensation was incredible. The heat was intense, almost burning, soaking into his chest and stomach and thighs. The slickness of her arousal coated him instantly - his chest, his stomach, his thighs, his cock. It was everywhere, warm and slippery and smelling so strongly of her that he thought he might pass out. He moved his hands higher, exploring more deliberately now, finding where the outer lips met, tracing the seam upward toward where her clit waited.

Her flesh was impossibly responsive. Every touch made it quiver, made more fluid leak out, made her gasp and moan above him. He found a particularly soft spot, a slight indentation in the fold, and pressed his fingers into it. The flesh gave way easily, warm and yielding, and Maya practically screamed.

"Fuck! Right there, oh fuck yes!"

Her hips bucked, just a small movement, but at her scale it was massive. The fold he was touching pressed back against his hands hard enough to knock him back a step. He caught his balance, gripped tighter, held on.

Maya's breathing had turned to panting now, coming in quick gasps that made her breasts heave, made the whole landscape of her body move. "Higher," she begged, voice breaking on the word. "Touch my clit. Please, I need it, please."

He had to climb. Actually climb her body like a mountain. He found handholds in the folds of her flesh, gripped tight despite how slippery everything was, and pulled himself up. His feet scrambled for purchase, toes digging into the soft giving flesh. He slipped once, twice, but managed to catch himself both times, kept climbing upward through valleys of soft pink flesh until he reached the hood protecting her clit.

Up close it was absolutely massive. The nub itself was bigger than his entire torso, had to be three feet across at least, pulsing so visibly he could see it throbbing with each beat of her heart. It was swollen huge, the skin stretched tight over it, the color so deep it was almost purple. It looked almost painful, looked like it desperately needed to be touched. The hood around it was softer tissue, pulled back far enough that most of the clit was exposed, glistening with wetness.

He reached out with both hands and pressed his palms flat against the tip of her clit.

Maya screamed. Actually screamed, the sound echoing off the mountains around them loud enough to hurt his ears, her whole body convulsing. "FUCK! Oh fuck oh fuck yes, right there!"

The flesh under his hands was softer than the folds had been, almost spongy, and incredibly hot. He could feel it pulsing against his palms, could feel her heartbeat through it, fast and getting faster. He pressed harder, using his whole body weight, leaning into it.

Maya's hips rolled up, trying to get more pressure. Her thighs shook on either side of him, quivering with effort not to crush him between them. Her breathing was ragged now, coming in sobbing gasps. "Don't stop, please don't stop, oh gods don't stop!"

Yes yes yes finally, oh fuck finally someone who can touch me right, who's small enough to get exactly where I need, please don't stop please keep going please make me cum!

He started moving, rubbing his palms in circles against the tip of her clit, using his forearms too when his hands weren't enough. The flesh was getting wetter, her arousal flowing down from somewhere above it, coating everything, making the surface slippery. He had to grip harder to keep from sliding off, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, finding purchase.

Her clit was swelling even more under his touch, getting harder, the pulse getting faster. More fluid leaked down, mixing with what was already there, creating a slick coating that made his hands slide easier. He adjusted his grip, spread his fingers wider, tried to cover more surface area.

It wasn't enough. He needed to use more of himself.

He repositioned, planted his feet against the base of her clit where it met the hood, and started using his legs too, pushing and rubbing with his entire body. His chest pressed against the tip, his stomach, his thighs, everything making contact. His own cock dragged against her flesh with each movement, the friction sending jolts of pleasure through him that made his balls ache, made pre-cum leak out even faster to mix with her wetness.

"Yes!" Maya sobbed above him. "Just like that, oh fuck just like that!"

The smell was absolutely incredible now - sharp musk and sweet arousal so thick he could see it hazed in the air, could taste it on every breath. His lungs were full of her, his skin coated in her, his whole world reduced to this massive pulsing clit and the desperate giantess it belonged to.

He changed tactics, moved lower against her clit, pressed his whole front against the underside and started grinding up and down. Up and down, using his chest and stomach and cock all together, creating as much friction as he could. The sensation on his own cock was incredible - hot silky flesh, soaking wet, perfect pressure. He felt his balls draw up tighter against his body, felt the warning tingle at the base of his spine that meant he was getting close to cumming himself.

But this wasn't about him. This was about her.

"Harder," Maya begged, voice almost unrecognizable now, raw and desperate. "Please, little one, harder, I'm so close!"

He gripped the hood of her clit for leverage, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and thrust his hips forward harder, grinding his cock against the base of her clit while pressing his chest against the tip. Again. Again. Finding a rhythm, building speed. His arms burned from the effort. His legs shook. His whole body was coated in sweat and her arousal, impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.

Her clit was swelling even more, getting impossibly harder, pulsing so fast now it was almost a continuous vibration. The wetness coating it increased, thick fluid flowing down in streams, soaking him completely. He could feel her getting close, could feel the tension building in the massive body around him, could hear it in her increasingly desperate sounds.

"Yes yes yes yes," Maya chanted, the words running together, "just like that right there oh gods yes I'm close I'm so close don't stop please don't stop!"

He doubled his efforts, grinding and rubbing and pressing with absolutely everything he had. His cock throbbed almost painfully, so close to the edge he could barely hold back, but he fought it, focused on her, on making her feel good, on giving her what she so desperately needed.

Her whole body was shaking now. Her thighs quivering violently on either side of him. Her breathing coming in ragged gasps and sobs. Her clit pulsing so hard and fast under him it felt like it was trying to beat its way out of her body.

"I'm gonna cum," she gasped, voice high and breaking. "Oh fuck I'm gonna cum, don't stop, right there, yes yes YES!"

And Kieran, naked and soaked and clinging to a clit the size of his torso, grinding his whole body against it while his own cock throbbed desperately, had never in his entire life felt more alive or more terrified or more aroused all at the same time.

He kept going, kept working, determined to push her over that edge, determined to make this giantess cum like she'd never cum before.


Chapter 2: The Breaking Point

Maya's thighs were trembling violently now, massive walls of flesh quivering with the effort of holding still, of not crushing the tiny human working so desperately between them. Her breathing came in ragged sobs, chest heaving, breasts shaking with each gasping inhale. Sweat had broken out across her massive body, creating rivers that ran down the valleys of her curves, pooling in the hollow of her throat, running between her breasts, dripping from her nipples.

"Don't stop don't stop don't stop," she chanted, the words running together into one continuous plea. Her hands gripped the mountainside behind her, fingers digging into solid stone hard enough to crack it, sending small avalanches of rock tumbling down.

Kieran ground his whole body against her clit with everything he had left. His arms screamed with exhaustion. His legs burned. His cock throbbed almost painfully against her flesh, smearing pre-cum that mixed with her wetness until he couldn't tell where his fluids ended and hers began. The smell of her - sharp musk and sweet arousal mixed with the salt of her sweat - was so thick he was practically drowning in it, every breath coating his tongue, filling his lungs, making his head spin.

Her clit pulsed under him faster and faster, the rhythm becoming almost frantic. He could feel it swelling even more, getting impossibly harder, the flesh stretched tight over it. More fluid flowed down from above, thick and clear and slippery, soaking him completely, dripping off his body to pool in the grass far below.

He changed his angle, pressed his chest harder against the tip of her clit while grinding his cock against the base, creating friction in two places at once. His balls were drawn up so tight against his body they ached, the pressure building at the base of his spine warning him he was seconds away from cumming himself.

Maya's whole body went rigid.

"Oh fuck oh fuck I'm cumming I'm CUMMING!"

It hit her like a tidal wave. Her back arched off the mountain, her head thrown back, mouth open in a scream that echoed for miles. Her thighs clamped together - not all the way, she still had enough control not to crush him, but enough that he was suddenly surrounded by hot flesh pressing in from both sides. Her clit pulsed under him in rapid waves, each pulse making the whole massive nub jump and twitch.

And then she came.

Fluid gushed from her pussy below, not a trickle but a flood, thick clear liquid pouring out in waves that soaked the grass, created instant streams running down the valley. The smell intensified a hundredfold - sharp musk and sweet arousal and something else, something musky and raw that could only be her cum. It sprayed up and over her clit, coating Kieran in a fresh deluge, filling his mouth and nose, making him cough and sputter even as he kept grinding against her.

Her clit throbbed under him in continuous pulses, each one making her whole body shake. More cum gushed out with each pulse, waves of it, enough to flood a small house. It ran down her thighs in rivers, soaked into the earth, created a pond between her legs.

The sensation of her cumming against him, the heat and wetness and pulsing flesh and overwhelming smell, pushed Kieran over his own edge. His cock jerked against her clit and he came hard, spurt after spurt of his own cum shooting out to mix with hers coating her flesh. His orgasm ripped through him in waves, making his whole body shake, his vision white out at the edges, his voice crack on a moan he didn't remember making.

He kept grinding through it, through his own orgasm and hers, both of them riding the waves together. His cum was nothing compared to the flood pouring from her pussy, barely visible against the massive amount of her fluids, but he felt each pulse of it leaving his cock like electric shocks.

Maya's orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after wave crashed through her, each one making her scream, making more cum gush out, making her clit pulse and jump under him. Her hands left gouges in the stone behind her. Her thighs shook so violently he thought they might throw him off despite being pressed around him.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the pulses started to slow. Her screams turned to gasping sobs. The flood from her pussy decreased to a steady flow, then to a trickle. Her clit still pulsed under him but slower now, the frantic rhythm calming to something almost lazy.

Her thighs relaxed their grip on him, falling open again, giving him space to breathe. He slumped against her clit, completely exhausted, his whole body shaking with aftershocks, his cock still twitching with the occasional weak spurt of cum.

"Oh gods," Maya breathed above him, voice wrecked and raw. "Oh gods, little one, that was... fuck, that was..."

She couldn't seem to finish the sentence. Her hands released the mountain, came down to rest on her stomach, trembling. Her chest heaved with each breath, breasts rising and falling, nipples still hard and peaked. Sweat covered every inch of her massive body, making her skin glisten in the afternoon sun.

Kieran tried to catch his breath, tried to make his brain work again. He was covered head to toe in her cum and his own, sticky and wet and smelling so strongly of sex it made his head spin. His cock was softening against her clit, oversensitive now, each pulse of her flesh making him twitch.

The grass between her legs was absolutely soaked, a small lake of her cum spreading out in all directions. The smell was incredible - musky and sweet and raw sex, so thick it was almost visible in the air. His own contribution was somewhere in that mix, insignificant in volume but present.

"That was amazing," Maya finally managed, voice still shaking. "You're amazing. Fuck, I haven't cum that hard in... I don't even know how long."

He's perfect. Absolutely perfect. And I'm still so fucking horny. That orgasm barely took the edge off. I need more. Need him deeper. Need him inside me.

She shifted slightly, repositioning herself against the mountain, and Kieran had to grab onto her clit to keep from sliding off. The movement made fresh wetness leak from her pussy, adding to the pool already there.

"How are you feeling, little one?" Maya asked, genuinely concerned. "Are you okay? I didn't hurt you?"

Kieran found his voice, though it came out hoarse. "I'm... I'm fine. That was... fuck."

Maya laughed, the sound like distant thunder, warm and satisfied. "Yeah. Fuck." She was quiet for a moment, then: "Can I ask you something?"

"Sure."

"Would you... would you be willing to go deeper?" Her voice took on a shy quality that seemed impossible for something her size. "Into my pussy, I mean. I'm still so... gods, I'm still so horny, and having you inside me, feeling you moving in there..." She trailed off, breathing harder just from the thought.

Kieran looked down at the entrance to her pussy below him. It was massive, an opening easily large enough for him to walk into standing up, surrounded by folds of dark pink flesh, all of it still glistening wet with her cum. The smell rolling out of it was intense - musky and sweet and inviting in a primal way that made his spent cock twitch with interest despite having just cum.

"I..." he swallowed hard. "You want me to go inside you?"

"Please," Maya breathed. "I'll be so careful. I promise. I just... I need to feel you inside me. Need to feel you moving, touching my walls, reaching places my fingers can't. Please, little one."

The desperation in her voice, the raw need, made the decision for him. His cock was already starting to harden again, blood flowing back despite the impossibility of it so soon after cumming. Something about this situation, about being needed so desperately by something so massive and powerful, was working on him in ways he didn't want to examine.

"Okay," he said. "Yeah. How do I...?"

"Climb down," Maya instructed, shifting her hips to give him a better angle. "You can use my folds as handholds. Just... be careful. The entrance might be slippery."

Kieran started the climb down from her clit, moving carefully through the valleys of her folds. Everything was soaked with her cum, making each handhold treacherous, but he managed. The smell got stronger as he descended, the musk and sweetness intensifying until it was all he could smell or taste. His cock hardened more with each foot he descended, responding to the pheromones rolling off her in waves.

When he finally reached the entrance to her pussy, he had to pause and just stare. Up close it was even more massive than he'd thought. The opening itself was taller than he was, easily eight feet high, the walls formed by those dark pink inner lips he'd glimpsed earlier. They glistened with wetness, fluid still leaking out in a steady trickle, running down to join the pool below. The flesh looked impossibly soft, warm, inviting. He could see inside maybe a foot before it curved away and disappeared into darkness.

Heat radiated from the opening, warmer than her external flesh, carrying that scent on waves of air that felt almost like breath. He could see the walls moving slightly, pulsing with her heartbeat, muscles contracting and relaxing in subtle waves.

"Whenever you're ready," Maya said above him, voice tight with anticipation. "Just... walk in. I'll feel you. Oh gods, I'll feel you."

Please please please walk in, I need this, need to feel something inside me, need to cum again with him deeper, touching me from the inside.

Kieran took a deep breath - immediately regretting it as the smell made his head spin - and stepped forward. His foot touched the lower edge of her entrance, found the flesh warm and yielding. He took another step, then another, walking into her pussy like entering a cave made of living flesh.

The heat was incredible. It wrapped around him immediately, soaking into his skin, making him sweat. The walls on either side pulsed, contracted slightly, like she was trying to pull him deeper. The floor under his feet was slippery with her fluids, making each step careful. More fluid dripped from above, landing on his head and shoulders, running down his body.

"Oh fuck," Maya gasped above him. "Oh fuck, I can feel you. You're inside me."

He took another step deeper, then another. The light from outside was fading, the entrance behind him getting smaller. The walls curved around him, the space narrowing slightly. He reached out and touched the wall to his right, found it impossibly soft and hot, pulsing under his palm. The texture was slick and slightly ridged, muscles contracting against his touch.

Maya moaned, long and loud. "Yes, touch me, oh gods yes."

He pressed both hands against the walls, feeling them pulse and contract. His cock was fully hard now, jutting out from his body, brushing against the wall in front of him with each step. Every time it made contact the flesh contracted around it slightly, like she was trying to grip him, and the sensation made him gasp.

He went deeper, the space narrowing until his shoulders brushed both walls. The flesh surrounded him, pressed against him from all sides, hot and wet and alive. The smell was overwhelming, pure concentrated arousal, making his cock throb with each breath. More fluid dripped from above, coating him, making everything slippery.

The walls contracted harder, pressing against him, and he realized she was clenching her pussy muscles deliberately. The pressure was incredible, squeezing him from all sides, not hard enough to hurt but firm enough that he could barely move.

"Sorry," Maya panted. "Can't help it. You feel so good."

The pressure released and he stumbled forward, catching himself against the wall. His cock dragged across the ridged flesh, sending sparks of pleasure through him. He was maybe fifteen feet inside her now, deep enough that he could barely see the entrance behind him, just a faint circle of light.

He started exploring deliberately, running his hands over the walls, finding different textures and sensitive spots. When he pressed against a particularly soft area to his left, Maya gasped and the whole passage clenched around him. When he dragged his nails lightly over a ridged section, she moaned and more fluid gushed down from deeper inside.

"Fuck, little one, that feels amazing," she breathed. "Keep going. Go deeper if you can. Touch everything."

He pushed forward, the space narrowing more. Now his whole body was in contact with her walls, the flesh pressing against his chest and back and thighs, his cock trapped between his stomach and her pulsing flesh. Each step forward made his cock drag along the wall, made her contract around him, made both of them gasp.

The heat was intense, sweat pouring off him, mixing with her fluids coating everything. The smell was so strong now it was probably all he'd smell for days after this. His cock throbbed desperately, pre-cum leaking out to add to the wetness, the stimulation constant and overwhelming.

He found a spot that made her scream when he touched it - a raised ridge about chest height, softer than the surrounding flesh, pulsing faster. He pressed both palms against it and rubbed, feeling the texture change under his hands, feeling it swell slightly.

Maya's whole body convulsed around him. "Right there! Oh fuck, right there, don't stop!"

He kept rubbing that spot, using his hands and forearms, leaning his weight into it. The walls around him clenched hard, released, clenched again in waves, like she was trying to pull him deeper. More fluid gushed down from above, thick and clear, soaking him completely.

His cock was trapped between his stomach and the wall, each pulse of her flesh dragging along the sensitive underside, each movement of his hips creating friction. The pressure was building again despite having just cum, his balls aching with the need to release.

He started moving deliberately, grinding his whole body against that sensitive spot while thrusting his hips forward to drag his cock along her walls. The sensation was incredible - hot wet flesh surrounding him, pulsing and contracting, the smell of her arousal so thick he could barely breathe, the sound of her moaning echoing around him.

"I'm gonna cum again," Maya gasped. "Fuck, you're making me cum again already, oh gods!"

He ground harder, thrust faster, using everything he had. His cock throbbed, the pressure at the base of his spine building to unbearable levels. The walls clenched around him rhythmically now, faster and faster, matching her building orgasm.

"Yes yes yes," Maya chanted, "I'm cumming, fuck, I'm cumming!"

Her pussy clamped down on him hard, muscles contracting in rapid waves, and he felt a flood of fluid gush past him from deeper inside. It soaked him instantly, filled the space around him, thick and hot and smelling so strongly of her cum it made his head spin. The walls pulsed around him frantically, each pulse pushing more fluid out, each one making her scream above him.

The sensation of being inside her while she came, of being squeezed and soaked and surrounded by pulsing flesh, pushed Kieran over his own edge for the second time. His cock jerked between his stomach and her wall and he came hard, spurting his cum against her inner walls. Each pulse of his orgasm was met by a contraction of her pussy, like she was milking him, pulling every drop out.

They came together, her screaming above him, him gasping and moaning inside her, both their fluids mixing together in the hot confined space. The walls squeezed and released and squeezed again, prolonging both their orgasms until Kieran thought he might pass out from the intensity.

Finally the pulses slowed. Maya's screams turned to whimpering gasps. The flood of her cum decreased to a trickle. Kieran slumped against her inner wall, completely spent, his softening cock still twitching with aftershocks.

"Fuck," Maya breathed, voice wrecked. "Fuck fuck fuck, that was... oh gods, little one, you're incredible."

Kieran couldn't form words. Could barely form thoughts. He was exhausted, covered in sweat and cum, his whole body shaking, surrounded by the pulsing heat of her pussy. His cock was definitely done for now, soft and oversensitive, but somehow still responding to each pulse of her flesh with tiny twitches.

The smell of sex was absolutely overwhelming, the combined scent of her cum and his cum and her arousal mixing into something that would probably never wash out of his memory. He could feel her heartbeat through the walls around him, still elevated but starting to calm.

"You can stay in there as long as you want," Maya said softly. "Take your time. Rest. You've earned it."

And Kieran, exhausted and satisfied and absolutely covered in evidence of what they'd just done, decided that was exactly what he needed.

He'd explore more later. Right now, he was content to just exist in this space, surrounded by her heat and her scent and the afterglow of the most intense sexual experience of his life.


Chapter 3: Depths Unexplored

Kieran stayed inside Maya's pussy for what felt like hours, though it was probably only minutes. The walls around him pulsed gently now, no longer the frantic contractions of her orgasm but a steady rhythm matching her heartbeat. The heat was still intense, wrapping around him like a blanket, making sweat bead on his skin and mix with the fluids coating every inch of him. The smell - gods, the smell - was pure concentrated sex, musky and sweet and so thick he'd probably carry it on his skin for days.

His cock had softened completely, oversensitive and spent, tucked against his thigh now. His whole body ached in the best way, muscles trembling with exhaustion. But despite all that, despite having cum twice in the span of maybe an hour, he felt his cock twitch with interest as the walls around him pulsed. Something about being literally inside a woman, surrounded by her flesh, feeling her breathing and heartbeat through the walls, was working on him in ways that defied biology.

"How are you doing in there, little one?" Maya's voice filtered down to him, still rough but warmer now, satisfied. The vibration of her words traveled through her body and into him, making the walls pulse slightly faster for a moment.

"Good," Kieran called back, his voice sounding strange in the enclosed space. "Really good. Just... catching my breath."

Maya laughed, and the sound made her whole body shake, made the walls squeeze around him playfully before releasing. "Take your time. We're not done yet, are we?"

Please say we're not done. I came twice and I still feel empty. Still need more. Need him touching places I've never been touched, need to feel him everywhere.

Something in her tone made Kieran's softening cock twitch again, a spark of interest despite the impossibility of getting hard again so soon. "What did you have in mind?"

"Well," Maya said, and he could hear the smile in her voice, "my pussy isn't the only part of me that's sensitive. And you're so perfectly sized to reach places I can't..." She trailed off, letting the implication hang.

Kieran felt a thrill run through him. "You want me to explore more of you?"

"Gods yes," Maya breathed. "My breasts, my nipples especially - they're so sensitive and I can never touch them right at this size. And my ass..." She made a sound that was half-moan, half-laugh. "I've dreamed about having something small enough to actually penetrate me there, but I never thought I'd get the chance."

His cock was definitely hardening now, blood flowing back despite all logic. The thought of exploring this massive giantess, of touching and penetrating parts of her that had never been properly stimulated, of making her feel things she'd only dreamed about - it was intoxicating.

"I can do that," he said, voice rougher than he intended. "All of that. Whatever you want."

"Then come out," Maya said, shifting her hips slightly. "Carefully. I'll help you climb up to my breasts first."

Kieran started making his way back toward the entrance, the journey easier now that he knew the terrain. The walls still pulsed around him as he moved, still slick with fluids that made each step treacherous. When he finally emerged back into the afternoon light, blinking against the sudden brightness, he saw that the sun had moved considerably - it was later than he'd thought, the light turning golden as evening approached.

He was absolutely covered in her cum and his own, sticky and wet from head to toe, his hair plastered to his skull, every inch of his skin glistening. The smell clung to him so strongly he thought he might never smell anything else again. His cock jutted out from his body, half-hard and getting harder, flushed dark with renewed blood flow.

Maya was watching him with eyes that had gone dark with renewed hunger, pupils blown wide. "Look at you," she breathed. "Absolutely soaked in me. You're beautiful like that."

The praise sent heat through him, made his cock throb harder. "Where do you want me?"

"My breasts," Maya said immediately. "Start there. I'll lift you up."

She brought one massive hand down, palm up, fingers spread. The hand itself was enormous, each finger longer than Kieran was tall, the palm wide enough to use as a bed. He walked onto it carefully, his feet sinking slightly into the soft warm flesh. Her skin was smooth here, the lines of her palm deep enough to trip him if he wasn't careful.

"Ready?" Maya asked. When he nodded, she lifted him smoothly, bringing him up past the curve of her stomach, past the underside of her breasts where they created deep valleys of shadow. She brought him level with her right breast, holding her hand steady near the massive slope of flesh.

Up close, her breast was incomprehensible in scale. The slope of it rose like a hill, skin smooth and golden-bronze, covered in a fine sheen of sweat that caught the light. He could see the texture of her skin, tiny pores, the faint blue lines of veins beneath the surface carrying blood. The nipple at the peak was the size of a grain silo, a dusky rose color darker than the surrounding flesh, the tip peaked and hard, surrounded by a massive areola covered in tiny bumps.

The smell here was different - still that underlying musk that was purely her, but mixed with the salt of sweat and something softer, almost sweet. The heat radiating from her breast was intense, making the air shimmer slightly.

"You can walk on me," Maya said, voice tight with anticipation. "Use my breast like ground. The flesh is soft but it'll hold you."

Kieran stepped from her hand onto the slope of her breast, and immediately his feet sank into the soft flesh. It was like walking on the most luxurious mattress imaginable, warm and yielding but still supportive. Each step made the flesh dimple and bounce slightly, made Maya gasp above him.

"Oh fuck," she breathed. "I can feel every step. Keep going."

He started walking up the slope toward her nipple, each step sinking into the soft flesh, his feet leaving temporary indentations that slowly filled back in. The texture under his feet was incredible - softer than anything he'd ever felt, warm enough to almost burn, covered in that sheen of sweat that made each step slightly slippery. His cock bounced against his thigh with each step, fully hard now, leaking pre-cum that dripped onto her skin.

Maya moaned with each footfall, the sound vibrating through her chest and into his feet. "Your cock is dripping on me," she observed, voice heavy with arousal. "I can feel it. Such tiny drops but I can feel them."

He reached the slope where her breast really started to curve upward, the incline getting steeper. He had to use his hands now, grabbing folds of her soft flesh to pull himself higher, his whole body pressed against her breast. His cock dragged across her skin with each movement, leaving wet trails of pre-cum, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through him.

The areola when he reached it was a massive circle of darker, pebbled flesh. Each little bump was the size of his fist, creating a textured landscape. He stepped onto it and the texture under his feet changed, became slightly rougher, each bump distinct. Maya's breath hitched, came faster.

"Almost there," she panted. "Almost at my nipple. Oh gods, little one, please touch it."

The nipple itself rose from the center of the areola like a tower, easily fifteen feet tall, the same dusky rose color but darker at the peaked tip. It was hard, visibly pulsing with her heartbeat, glistening slightly with moisture. Up close he could see tiny openings at the very tip, the milk ducts, currently dry but still visible.

He wrapped his arms around the base of her nipple - or tried to, his arms only making it maybe a quarter of the way around the massive circumference. The flesh was firmer here than her breast, less giving, but still incredibly soft. Hot enough that he pulled back slightly at first contact before his skin adjusted to the temperature.

Maya screamed. Actually screamed, the sound echoing across the valley, her whole body convulsing. "FUCK! Oh fuck, yes, hold me there!"

He gripped tighter, pressed his whole body against her nipple, felt it pulse and throb under him. His cock was trapped between his stomach and the firm flesh, already leaking pre-cum that mixed with her sweat. He started moving, grinding against it, using his hands and arms and chest and cock all together.

Maya's hands came up to grip her own breasts, fingers sinking into the soft flesh on either side of him, lifting and squeezing. The movement made her nipple shift under him, made it throb harder. "More," she begged. "Use your mouth, your teeth, anything!"

He leaned forward and dragged his tongue across the side of her nipple, tasting salt and sweat and something else, something uniquely her. The flesh was hot on his tongue, firm but yielding slightly to the pressure. He opened his mouth wider and bit down gently, teeth sinking into the soft flesh.

Maya bucked so hard he almost lost his grip. "YES! Bite me, oh gods, bite me harder!"

He bit down harder, felt his teeth sink deeper, felt her pulse against his tongue. He sucked at the same time, creating suction, and was rewarded with a tiny drop of clear fluid that leaked from one of those milk ducts. Not milk - she wasn't lactating - but some other fluid, slightly sweet, that coated his tongue.

"I'm gonna cum," Maya gasped. "Just from my nipple, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!"

He doubled his efforts, biting and sucking and grinding his cock against her, using everything he had. His own orgasm was building again, impossible but real, the pressure at the base of his spine increasing with each thrust of his hips. His balls drew up tight, aching with the need to release.

Maya's nipple swelled even harder under him, pulsing frantically. Her breath came in sobbing gasps. Her whole body trembled, making him bounce slightly with each breath.

"Cumming," she managed, "cumming cumming CUMMING!"

Her back arched, pressing her breast up harder against him, and he felt her nipple pulse in rapid waves. More of that clear fluid leaked out, coating his mouth and face, sweet and slick. Her whole body convulsed, making him have to grip tighter to stay on.

The sensation of her cumming under him, of her nipple throbbing against his cock, pushed him over his own edge for the third impossible time. His cock jerked and he came, spurting against her nipple, each pulse making him bite down harder, creating a feedback loop of pleasure.

They rode it out together, both gasping and moaning, his cum mixing with her sweat and that clear fluid coating everything, until finally the waves slowed and stopped.

Kieran slumped against her nipple, completely spent, his cock softening, his whole body trembling. He'd just cum three times in less than two hours. His body should be done, should be incapable of any more arousal for at least a day. But something about this situation, about this massive desperate giantess responding so intensely to his touch, was overriding every biological limit he had.

"That was incredible," Maya breathed, her voice shaking. "I've never... my nipples have never been touched properly before. That was..." She couldn't finish the sentence, just made a sound of pure satisfaction.

And we still have so much more to explore. My other breast. My ass. I want him everywhere. Want to feel him in every sensitive place I have.

Kieran caught his breath slowly, felt his heartbeat gradually calming. "You mentioned," he said carefully, "something about your ass?"

Maya's breath caught. "Yes," she said, voice going husky. "My ass. I've never... nothing has ever been small enough to actually penetrate me there. The thought of having you inside me, feeling you moving in that tight space..." She moaned just from the thought. "Will you? Please?"

His spent cock twitched with interest despite everything. "Yes," he said. "Fuck yes."

Maya carefully lifted him from her breast, bringing him down past her stomach, past her still-wet pussy, toward the massive curve of her ass. She was still reclined against the mountain, which meant her ass was pressed against stone, but she shifted slightly, rolling partially onto her side, creating access to the cleft between those massive globes.

The canyon between her ass cheeks was deep and dark, a valley of soft flesh. The smell here was pure concentrated musk, stronger than anywhere else, mixed with sweat and something earthy. Her asshole - he could see it now, partially hidden in shadow - was a tight pucker of darker flesh, maybe four feet in diameter, the edges slightly wrinkled, visibly clenching and unclenching with her breathing.

"I'll spread myself," Maya said, breathing hard already just from anticipation. "You'll have to help me relax. It's going to be tight, even for you."

She reached back with one hand, massive fingers spreading her ass cheeks wider, creating more light in the valley, making her asshole more visible. It clenched tight as he watched, the muscle contracting, before relaxing slightly.

Kieran walked into the cleft, the soft flesh of her ass pressing against him from both sides, heat radiating from her body. The smell was overwhelming, pure musk and sweat, making his head spin. His cock was hardening again - impossible but happening - responding to the raw sexuality of the situation.

He reached her asshole and pressed both hands against the puckered flesh. It was hot, the muscle tight and resistant under his palms. Drier than her pussy had been, though still slightly slick with sweat. He could see it pulse with her heartbeat, could feel the resistance as he pushed gently.

"Use your fingers first," Maya panted. "Help me stretch. I'll try to relax but... gods, I'm so nervous and excited I can barely think."

He pressed his fingers against the center, felt the muscle resist, then slowly start to give way. The heat increased as he pushed, his fingers sinking into her maybe an inch before the resistance became too much. He pulled back, pressed again, working the muscle slowly.

Maya was making continuous sounds, breathy gasps and moans that echoed around him. "Yes, just like that, oh gods that feels weird and amazing and..."

He got his hand in deeper, past his wrist now, the muscle stretching around him. The inside was different from her pussy - tighter, hotter, the flesh firmer, gripping his arm like a vice. He twisted his hand slightly, exploring the texture, and Maya practically sobbed.

"More, I need more, I need you inside me."

He pulled his hand out and positioned himself at her entrance, his cock fully hard again, throbbing with need. He pressed the head against her asshole, felt the muscle resist, then slowly start to give. The heat was incredible, the tightness almost painful, but he pushed forward, felt her flesh slowly stretch around him.

Maya screamed, the sound raw and desperate. "FUCK! Oh fuck, you're in me, you're in my ass!"

He pushed deeper, inch by inch, the muscle gripping him so tight it almost hurt, the heat so intense he thought he might cum immediately. Her flesh squeezed him from all sides, pulsing and contracting, trying to pull him deeper and push him out simultaneously.

"Move," Maya begged. "Please move, fuck me, I need it!"

He started thrusting, shallow at first, then deeper, using his whole body, gripping her flesh for leverage. The friction was intense, the tightness incredible, each thrust making Maya scream above him, making her ass clench around him harder.

His fourth orgasm built impossibly fast, the stimulation too much to resist. He thrust harder, faster, felt his balls draw up, felt the pressure build to unbearable levels.

"Gonna cum," he gasped, "gonna cum in your ass!"

"Do it," Maya sobbed, "fill me, mark me, make me yours!"

He thrust one final time and came hard, spurting deep inside her, pulse after pulse of cum shooting into her tight heat. Maya came with him, her ass clenching rhythmically around him, milking every drop, both of them screaming together.

And when they finally collapsed, spent and satisfied and absolutely covered in evidence of their activities, the sun was setting over the valley, painting everything gold and pink and perfect.


Chapter 4: Twilight Hunger

The sun had dipped below the western mountains, painting the sky in streaks of orange and purple and deep crimson. The valley was bathed in golden twilight, long shadows stretching across the grass that was still soaked with Maya's fluids from earlier. The air had cooled slightly but remained warm, carrying the thick scent of sex that had permeated everything within a half-mile radius.

Maya lay on her side now, having shifted position after Kieran had pulled out of her ass. She was propped up on one elbow, her massive body creating hills and valleys in the landscape, her copper hair spilling across the grass like molten metal in the fading light. Sweat still covered every inch of her sun-bronzed skin, making her glisten, catching the sunset colors and throwing them back in shades of gold and rose. Her breasts rose and fell with her breathing, still rapid despite having cum four times. Her nipples remained hard, peaked and sensitive, visibly pulsing even from a distance.

Kieran sat in the grass between her thighs, absolutely covered in fluids - her cum, his cum, her arousal, sweat, everything mixing together into a coating that made his skin shine. His black hair was plastered to his skull, sticky with her fluids. His pale blue eyes were wide, slightly dazed, his face flushed dark with exertion and continued arousal. His body was marked with red patches where her flesh had gripped him too hard, slight bruises forming on his shoulders and hips. His cock lay against his thigh, soft for now but still twitching occasionally, the skin reddened and oversensitive from cumming four impossible times.

He should be done. His body should be completely spent, incapable of any more arousal for at least a day, maybe more. But every time he looked at Maya, every time he smelled that overwhelming musk of her need, every time she moved and he saw the wetness still coating her pussy and thighs, he felt that spark of interest, that impossible stirring.

Maya was watching him with eyes that had gone dark with hunger, pupils blown so wide the moss-green of her irises was barely visible. Her breathing came faster as she studied him, taking in every detail of his small exhausted form covered in evidence of what they'd done together. Her tongue emerged to drag across her lips, leaving them wet and shining.

"You're incredible," she said, voice still rough from screaming. "I've cum four times and I still want more. How is that possible? I should be satisfied for weeks but instead I just keep getting more desperate."

I've never felt like this. Never been properly touched before and now that I have been I can't stop craving it. Him. I need him in ways I didn't know existed. Want him touching parts of me that have never been stimulated. Want to try everything before this ends.

Kieran laughed, the sound a bit hysterical. "I've cum four times in maybe three hours. That shouldn't be physically possible. My cock should be broken. Instead..." He gestured to his softening member, which twitched visibly at the attention, already starting to show signs of renewed interest.

Maya's eyes locked onto his cock, watching it slowly begin to harden again despite everything. A low moan escaped her throat. "Look at you," she breathed. "Getting hard again already. You're as insatiable as I am."

"It's your smell," Kieran admitted, his own breathing picking up speed as his cock continued to swell. "That scent you put out when you're aroused. It's like... it's doing something to my brain, overriding everything my body's trying to tell me about being tired. Every time I breathe it in I just get harder."

Maya shifted, deliberately spreading her legs wider, and a fresh wave of that scent rolled over him. Sharp musk and sweet arousal and something underneath that was pure pheromone, designed by nature to drive males into breeding frenzy. At her scale it was concentrated beyond anything that should exist, thick enough to be almost visible in the air.

Kieran's cock went from half-hard to fully erect in seconds, throbbing as blood rushed back, standing up from his body despite the impossibility. His balls ached with the renewed need, drawn up tight again despite having been emptied four times already.

"Fuck," he gasped, wrapping one hand around his cock almost unconsciously, giving it a slow stroke. The sensation was intense, the skin oversensitive, making him hiss through his teeth. Pre-cum was already leaking from the tip, his body somehow producing more fluids to continue this insanity.

Maya's breath caught as she watched him touch himself. "Do that again," she commanded, voice going husky. "Touch yourself for me. Let me watch."

He stroked himself again, slower this time, his hand slick with the mixture of fluids coating his skin. The friction sent sparks of pleasure-pain through him, too intense but impossible to stop. He'd never been particularly into exhibitionism before, but something about Maya's massive eyes locked onto him, watching his every movement with desperate hunger, made his cock throb harder.

"That's it," Maya encouraged, her own hand moving down her body toward her pussy. "Show me how you pleasure yourself. I want to see everything."

Her massive fingers reached between her legs, found her clit - still swollen from earlier - and started rubbing in slow circles. The sight of it made Kieran stroke himself faster despite the oversensitivity. Her clit was the size of his torso, pulsing visibly with her heartbeat, and watching her touch it while she watched him touch his comparatively tiny cock was obscene in the best way.

"Tell me what you're thinking," Maya panted, her fingers moving faster on her clit, pressing harder. "Tell me what you want to do to me next."

Kieran's mind raced through possibilities, each one more depraved than the last. "I want..." he started, voice rough, "I want to fuck your mouth. Want to feel your tongue wrapped around me, your lips sucking me. Want to cum down your throat and feel you swallow it."

Maya moaned loud and long, her fingers pressing hard against her clit. "Yes, fuck yes. What else?"

"I want to explore more of your body," he continued, stroking himself faster now, his orgasm already starting to build again impossibly. "Want to find every sensitive spot you have. Want to make you cum in ways you've never cum before. Want to..." He paused, then pushed forward with the thought that had been building. "Want to see if I can fit my whole body inside your pussy. Want to be completely surrounded by you, swallowed up, feeling your walls pulse around my entire body."

"Oh fuck," Maya gasped, her whole body shuddering. "That's... gods, that's so hot. Yes. We're doing that. All of it."

She pulled her hand away from her clit with visible effort, brought it down to him. "Get on," she commanded. "Let's start with my mouth."

Kieran climbed onto her palm, his legs shaking slightly, his cock jutting out hard and leaking. She lifted him smoothly, brought him up past her breasts, past her throat, level with her face. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted, breath coming fast and hot enough that it washed over him like warm wind carrying her scent.

"Open wide," Kieran said, feeling a thrill of power despite his tiny size.

Maya's mouth opened, revealing the cavern within. Her tongue was massive, easily twenty feet long, pink and glistening with saliva that dripped down to pool in the bottom of her mouth. Her teeth were white and sharp, each one bigger than he was, framing the entrance. The heat radiating from her mouth was intense, humid, carrying the scent of her breath - sweet with a hint of the wild herbs she'd been eating earlier.

She extended her tongue out past her lips, laying it flat. The surface was textured with tiny bumps, covered in a thick coating of saliva that caught the twilight. "Walk onto it," she said, words slightly slurred with her tongue extended. "I'll pull you in."

Kieran stepped from her palm onto her tongue, and immediately his feet sank into the soft wet muscle. The texture was incredible against his bare feet - warm and slippery and slightly rough from those tiny bumps. Saliva soaked through immediately, coating his feet and ankles. The taste of it on his skin was slightly sweet, slightly salty, purely her.

He took another step forward, toward her mouth, and her tongue flexed under him, the muscle contracting. His cock dragged across the wet surface, sending jolts of pleasure through him that made his knees weak. The heat was intense, increasing as he got closer to her mouth.

Maya slowly retracted her tongue, pulling him into her mouth with it. The moment he crossed the threshold of her lips, the heat and humidity intensified dramatically. Saliva dripped from above, landing on his head and shoulders, running down his body. The smell of her breath surrounded him, mixed with the saliva, creating a scent that was uniquely hers.

Her tongue continued pulling him back until he was fully inside, then it pressed up against the roof of her mouth, pinning him there. The pressure was gentle but firm, the wet muscle holding him in place. He was surrounded by heat and wetness and darkness, only faint light filtering in through her slightly parted lips.

He could feel her heartbeat through the tongue pressed against him, fast and getting faster. Could hear her breathing, amplified in the enclosed space. The tongue flexed beneath him, the muscle contracting and relaxing in waves, rubbing against his whole body.

His cock was trapped between his stomach and her tongue, the wet heat and constant movement creating incredible friction. He started moving his hips, thrusting against her tongue, using the pressure to stimulate himself.

Maya moaned around him, the sound vibrating through her whole mouth and into his body. The vibration made his cock throb, made his balls draw up tighter. Her tongue pressed harder, moved faster, the muscle working him deliberately.

Then she started sucking.

The suction was gentle at first, just a slight pull, but it increased rapidly. Air rushed past him toward her throat, carrying more of her saliva with it. The pressure difference made his ears pop. His whole body was pulled slightly backward, toward her throat, only her tongue holding him in place.

The sensation on his cock was incredible. The combination of the sucking pressure, the wet heat, the tongue rubbing against him, the vibrations of her moans - it was too much. His fifth orgasm built fast, pressure coiling at the base of his spine.

"Gonna cum," he gasped, not sure if she could hear him.

The suction increased. Her tongue pressed harder. Her whole mouth worked him like she was trying to pull his orgasm out by force.

He came with a shout, his cock jerking between his stomach and her tongue, spurting cum that was immediately mixed with her saliva and sucked backward toward her throat. Each pulse made him thrust harder against her tongue, prolonging the sensation. His vision whited out at the edges, his whole body shaking with the intensity.

Maya swallowed around him, the muscles of her throat contracting, creating waves of pressure that traveled forward through her mouth. The movement of her swallowing massaged his whole body, pulled more cum from his throbbing cock, extended his orgasm until he thought he might pass out.

Finally the pulses slowed and stopped. He slumped against her tongue, completely spent, his cock softening, his whole body trembling. Her tongue relaxed its pressure slightly but didn't release him, just held him gently against the roof of her mouth.

Then slowly, carefully, her tongue extended forward, carrying him with it. She opened her lips and deposited him back onto her palm, now even more soaked with her saliva than before, absolutely covered in the slick stuff from head to toe.

He looked up at her face and saw her eyes were glazed with arousal, her lips wet and parted, her breathing ragged. She was staring at him like she wanted to eat him in an entirely different way.

"That was so fucking hot," she panted. "Feeling you cum in my mouth, tasting you, swallowing your cum... gods, little one, I need more. I need you inside my pussy again but deeper this time. I need what you said - your whole body inside me, completely surrounded, swallowed up."

Kieran's spent cock twitched with interest despite having just cum for the fifth time. The thought of being completely inside her, surrounded by her flesh on all sides, feeling her pulse and contract around his entire body - it was terrifying and arousing in equal measure.

"Do it," he said. "Put me inside you as deep as I can go."

Maya's pupils dilated even further. She brought him down past her breasts, past her stomach, between her legs where her pussy waited. The folds were swollen and glistening, still wet from earlier, new arousal leaking out to add to the fluids already coating everything. Her entrance gaped slightly, muscle still relaxed from his earlier penetration, darkness visible beyond.

The smell was overwhelming - concentrated arousal and musk and the lingering scent of her earlier orgasms. It made Kieran's head spin, made his cock start to harden again despite everything.

Maya positioned him at her entrance, the heat radiating from within making sweat break out on his already-wet skin. "Ready?" she asked, voice tight with anticipation.

"Yes. Do it."

She pressed him forward, and he walked into her pussy for the second time, but this time she didn't stop him at fifteen feet deep. She used her fingers to push him deeper, the walls squeezing around him, pulling him in, the space getting tighter as he went further into her body.

Twenty feet. Thirty feet. The light from the entrance behind him was barely visible now, just a faint glow. The heat was intense, the walls pulsing and contracting around him, coating him in fresh arousal with each squeeze. The smell was pure concentrated her, so strong he could barely breathe without choking on it.

Forty feet. The space was getting tighter, the walls pressing against him from all sides now. He could barely move forward, had to push with his legs, use his hands to grip the slick ridged flesh and pull himself deeper. Maya's heartbeat was loud here, echoing through the flesh surrounding him, fast and frantic.

Fifty feet. The walls contracted hard around him and he stopped moving, completely surrounded by pulsing flesh. He was deeper inside her than anything had ever been, the muscles gripping him tight, the heat so intense his vision was starting to blur.

Maya was making continuous sounds above him, muffled by the flesh surrounding him but still audible. Gasping moans and breathy cries and his name repeated over and over like a prayer.

He started moving, not thrusting but writhing, using his whole body to stimulate her from the inside. His arms and legs and head and torso all pressing against different parts of her inner walls, finding sensitive spots, rubbing and pushing and grinding.

The walls contracted around him in waves, squeezing tight then releasing, trying to pull him even deeper. Fresh arousal gushed past him from somewhere ahead, soaking him completely, filling the tight space. The smell was suffocating, the heat was unbearable, and his cock was rock hard again, trapped against the wall in front of him.

He found a particularly sensitive spot - a ridge of flesh that pulsed faster when he touched it - and focused all his attention there. He pressed against it with his chest and arms, rubbed his cock against it, used his legs to brace himself and create as much friction as possible.

Maya screamed above him, the sound vibrating through her whole body and into him. Her pussy clenched hard, squeezing him so tight he couldn't move, couldn't breathe. Then it released and contracted again, establishing a rhythm.

He was being masturbated by her pussy itself, the walls squeezing and releasing and squeezing, each contraction pressing him harder against that sensitive spot, each release letting him shift position slightly before the next squeeze.

His sixth orgasm built fast, the constant stimulation too much to resist. His cock throbbed, pre-cum leaking out to mix with her fluids. His balls ached with the need to release despite having cum five times already.

"Cumming," he gasped, not sure if she could hear. "Cumming again, fuck!"

His cock jerked and he came for the sixth impossible time, spurting deep inside her, his cum immediately mixed with her fluids and squeezed out by the contracting walls. Each pulse of his orgasm was met by a contraction of her pussy, milking him, pulling every drop out.

Maya came with him, her whole body convulsing, the walls around him going absolutely wild - contracting and pulsing and squeezing in rapid waves. A flood of her cum gushed past him from deeper inside, thick and hot, filling every available space, making the already tight passage even tighter.

They rode it out together, him completely swallowed by her pussy, surrounded by pulsing flesh and drowning in her fluids, her screaming above him in the fading twilight. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave crashing through both of them, until finally it started to slow.

The walls relaxed their frantic squeezing, settling into gentler pulses. The flood of her cum decreased to a trickle. Maya's screams turned to whimpering gasps. Kieran slumped in the tight space, completely spent, his cock finally, truly soft, his whole body shaking with exhaustion.

He'd cum six times. Six. That shouldn't be possible. His body should shut down, should refuse to produce any more, but somehow he'd done it. And the scary thing was, some small part of him knew that if Maya asked, if she needed more, he'd probably manage a seventh.

But not yet. Not for a while. Right now he needed to rest, needed to catch his breath, needed to exist in this space surrounded by her heat and her scent and the afterglow of the most intense sexual marathon of his life.

"Are you okay in there?" Maya called down, voice wrecked but concerned.

"Yeah," he called back, his voice muffled by the flesh surrounding him. "Just... give me a minute."

"Take all the time you need," Maya said softly. "You're incredible. Perfect. Everything I needed and more."

And Kieran, buried fifty feet deep inside a giantess's pussy, covered in more fluids than he could identify, having just had his sixth orgasm, felt a strange sense of pride and satisfaction.

This was insane. This was impossible. This was the best day of his life.


Chapter 5: Surrender to the Night

The twilight had deepened into true night by the time Kieran finally began his slow extraction from Maya's depths. Stars were emerging overhead, brilliant points of light against the darkening purple sky, and the first hint of moon glow touched the eastern horizon. The valley had cooled further, the grass releasing its daytime heat, but the warmth surrounding Kieran remained intense, almost stifling in the tight passage of Maya's pussy.

He started working his way backward, using his hands to grip the slick ridged walls and pull himself toward the entrance. The walls pulsed around him with each movement, Maya's internal muscles contracting reflexively, trying to keep him inside. Fresh arousal leaked down past him with each squeeze, coating him in new layers of her fluids, the scent so concentrated here that he thought it had probably soaked into his very cells by now.

"You're coming out?" Maya's voice filtered down to him, muffled by the flesh surrounding him but audible, tinged with disappointment and exhaustion in equal measure.

"Need air," Kieran called back, his own voice hoarse from screaming through six orgasms. "And to see you."

"Okay," Maya said softly. "Take your time. I'll help."

She contracted her muscles in waves, helping to push him back toward the entrance rather than pull him deeper. The sensation was incredible - being massaged by her entire pussy, the walls squeezing and releasing in rhythm, propelling him forward. His soft cock dragged along the flesh, and despite everything, despite six impossible orgasms, it twitched with faint interest at the stimulation.

Twenty feet from the entrance, he could see light again - not the golden twilight from before but the silver-blue of moonlight mixed with the faint glow of stars. Ten feet, and the air was cooler, easier to breathe, carrying the scent of night-blooming flowers mixed with the overwhelming musk of sex. Five feet, and he could make out the shape of her entrance, the dark pink flesh framing the opening, glistening wet.

He emerged into the night air and immediately gasped, filling his lungs with breath that wasn't saturated with her scent. Cool air on his overheated skin made him shiver despite the lingering warmth. His whole body was trembling with exhaustion, muscles screaming from the exertion, covered head to toe in so many layers of fluids he probably weighed twice what he normally did.

Maya's massive hand came down and scooped him up gently, lifting him to her face level. In the moonlight her features were softer, the sharp angles of her cheekbones and jaw gentled by shadow. Her eyes were still dark with arousal but also warm with something else - affection, maybe, or gratitude. Her copper hair looked almost silver in this light, spilling around her shoulders and across the grass.

"Look at you," she whispered, voice rough but tender. "Absolutely destroyed and still the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

Kieran laughed, the sound weak. "I look like I've been dunked in a lake of cum."

"My cum," Maya corrected, smiling. "You're covered in me. Marked as mine. And I love it."

She brought him closer to her face, and for a moment he thought she might put him in her mouth again. Instead she extended her tongue and dragged it slowly up his entire body, from his feet to his head, licking him clean in one long stroke. The heat and wetness of her tongue made him gasp, made his exhausted cock give another faint twitch of interest.

When she pulled her tongue back, he was significantly cleaner - still damp but no longer coated in inches of mixed fluids. He could feel his own skin again, could see the bruises forming on his shoulders and hips where her flesh had gripped him too hard, the red patches on his chest and thighs from friction.

"Better?" Maya asked, studying him with concern.

"Yeah," Kieran admitted. "Thank you."

She shifted position, moving from her side to lying on her back, and positioned him on her stomach. The surface was warm and soft, rising and falling with her breathing, the skin smooth beneath him. He could feel her heartbeat through the flesh, still elevated but slower than before, calming gradually.

They stayed like that for several minutes, both catching their breath, both processing the insanity of what they'd done. Six orgasms for him. Six for her. Hours of the most intense sex either of them had ever experienced. The valley around them smelled like a brothel, the grass soaked, the air thick with musk that would probably linger for days.

"I should let you rest," Maya finally said, though her voice carried reluctance. "You've given me so much. More than I ever dreamed possible. You should sleep, recover."

"Do you want me to rest?" Kieran asked, pushing himself up to sitting, looking up the long expanse of her body toward her face. "Or do you want more?"

Maya's breath caught. Her stomach muscles tensed beneath him. "I... I shouldn't. You're exhausted. Your body has to be past its limits."

"That's not what I asked," Kieran pressed. "Do you want more?"

A long pause. Then: "Yes. Gods yes. I've cum six times and I still ache for you. Still need you. I'm trying to be considerate but the truth is I'm still desperately horny and the thought of stopping now makes me want to cry."

I'm insatiable. What's wrong with me? I should be satisfied for months but instead I just keep needing more. Keep wanting him in every way possible. Keep imagining new things we could try.

Kieran felt his cock stir more firmly at her admission. Against all logic, against everything biology should allow, he was getting hard again. The seventh time. Impossible, but happening.

"Then let's not stop," he said, wrapping his hand around his hardening cock and giving it a slow stroke. The skin was so oversensitive it bordered on painful, but the sight of Maya's eyes going dark as she watched him touch himself made it worth it. "Let's keep going until we literally can't anymore. Until we're both so fucked out we pass out. Let's make this a night neither of us will ever forget."

Maya moaned, the sound vibrating through her stomach and into him. "Are you sure? I don't want to break you."

"I'm already broken," Kieran said with a grin. "Might as well break me more thoroughly. What do you want? What haven't we done yet that you've dreamed about?"

Maya's hands came up to grip her own breasts, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, lifting and squeezing. "I want..." she started, then paused, seeming to gather courage. "I want you on my clit and my nipple at the same time. I want to feel you stimulating both, see if I can cum from the combination. I've always wondered if that would feel different, better, if both my most sensitive spots were touched together."

Kieran's cock throbbed at the image. "We can do that. How?"

"I'll hold you against my nipple," Maya said, her hands already moving from her breasts to reach for him. "You work that with your whole body while I use my other hand on my clit. The stimulation from both should..." She trailed off into a moan just thinking about it.

She picked him up and brought him to her right breast, positioning him at the base of her nipple. The flesh was still hard from earlier, the dusky rose color darker now, almost purple in the moonlight. It pulsed visibly with her heartbeat, radiating heat that made the air shimmer slightly.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Do it."

She pressed him against her nipple, not hard enough to hurt but firm enough that he couldn't escape even if he wanted to. His whole front was in contact with the firm flesh - chest, stomach, cock, thighs. The heat was incredible, the texture slightly rough from arousal, pulsing against every inch of him.

He started moving immediately, grinding his whole body against her nipple, using his hands to grip and pull, his legs to brace and push, his cock to drag across the sensitive flesh. Each movement made Maya gasp, made her nipple throb harder against him.

Her other hand moved down her body toward her pussy, and even from his position on her breast he could hear the wet sound of her fingers finding her clit and starting to rub. The dual stimulation made her back arch slightly, pressing her breast up harder, crushing him more firmly against her nipple.

"Fuck," Maya gasped. "Oh fuck, yes, both at once, this is..."

He bit down on her nipple, teeth sinking into the firm flesh, and she screamed. Her whole body convulsed, the breast beneath him shaking, the nipple swelling even harder. He sucked at the same time, creating suction, and was rewarded with drops of that clear fluid leaking from the tiny openings at the tip.

The taste was sweet and slightly salty, coating his tongue, mixing with the saliva in his mouth. He swallowed it down and bit harder, sucked harder, ground his aching cock harder against her flesh.

Maya's fingers on her clit were moving frantically now, the wet sounds audible even over her gasping moans. Her breathing came in ragged sobs, her chest heaving, making him bounce slightly with each breath. The hand holding him against her nipple pressed harder, the pressure bordering on painful but not quite crossing that line.

"Close," she panted. "So close already, oh gods, both at once is so much better, I'm gonna cum so hard, don't stop, please don't stop!"

Kieran didn't stop. He used everything he had left - teeth and tongue and hands and cock, all working together to stimulate her nipple while she worked her own clit. His seventh orgasm was building impossibly, the constant friction on his oversensitive cock pushing him toward another edge he shouldn't be able to reach.

Maya's nipple was pulsing frantically now, the flesh so hard and swollen it felt like stone beneath him. More of that clear fluid leaked out, coating his face and chest, sweet and warm. Her whole body was trembling, muscles tensing and releasing in waves, building toward something massive.

"Cumming," Maya gasped, "cumming cumming CUMMING!"

It hit her like a freight train. Her back arched hard, pressing her breast up so forcefully that Kieran was crushed against her nipple with bruising pressure. Her nipple pulsed in rapid waves, each one releasing more fluid. Her hand on her clit pressed hard, fingers rubbing frantically. And she screamed loud enough to echo off the distant mountains, a sound of pure ecstasy that seemed to go on forever.

The combination of sensations - her nipple throbbing against his entire body, the fluid coating him, the pressure of her hand, the sound of her screaming, the smell of her cumming - pushed Kieran over his own edge for the seventh impossible time.

His cock jerked against her nipple and he came, spurting weakly now - his body had to be running on fumes - but still pulsing with orgasm, still sending waves of pleasure through him that made his vision white out completely. He bit down hard on her nipple, sucked desperately, ground against her through each pulse of his orgasm.

They came together, both screaming, both shaking, her breast heaving beneath him as her chest worked for air, her nipple pulsing and leaking, his cock spurting its meager offering against her flesh. The orgasm went on and on, prolonged by the dual stimulation, until finally it started to crest and then slowly, gradually, fade.

Maya's hand released its crushing pressure on him, went slack, fell away to land heavily on the grass beside her. Her fingers on her clit slowed, then stopped, the hand falling limp against her thigh. Her screams turned to whimpers, then to gasping breaths, then to silence broken only by heavy breathing.

Kieran slumped against her nipple, completely spent, his soft cock twitching with final aftershocks. He couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Had no idea if he'd ever be able to get hard again or if he'd broken something permanently. Didn't care. That had been worth it.

For a long moment they just stayed like that - him pressed against her nipple, her hands limp at her sides, both trying to remember how to breathe properly. The night air had cooled further, carrying away some of their heat, making the sweat on his skin go cold. Stars wheeled overhead, indifferent to the sexual carnage happening in the valley below.

"Holy fuck," Maya finally whispered, voice completely wrecked. "That was... I've never... oh gods, little one, what did you do to me?"

Kieran managed a weak laugh. "Same thing you did to me. Completely destroyed me in the best way."

Maya carefully moved her hand back up and gently peeled him off her nipple. He stuck slightly, the fluids coating both of them creating adhesion, but she was patient and got him free without hurting him. She brought him up to her face level, and in the moonlight he could see tears tracking down her cheeks.

"Are you okay?" he asked, alarmed. "Did I hurt you?"

"No," Maya said quickly, smiling even as more tears fell. "No, you didn't hurt me. These are happy tears. Relief tears. I just... I've been alone for so long, touch-starved for so long, desperately needing this for so long that finally having it, finally getting to experience pleasure like this with someone who cares enough to give it to me..." She shook her head, unable to finish.

He cared. He actually cared about my pleasure, about making me feel good. Not just using me but being present with me, responding to me, learning what I needed. No one has ever done that before.

Kieran felt something warm bloom in his chest. "Of course I cared. How could I not? You're incredible, Maya. This whole thing has been incredible."

She brought him to her lips and kissed him - or rather, pressed her massive lips gently against his entire body, the flesh soft and warm and slightly wet with her tears. "Thank you," she whispered against him. "Thank you for finding me. For not running. For giving me this."

"Thank you for not crushing me," Kieran said with a smile.

Maya laughed, the sound wet with tears but genuine. She pulled back and studied him for a long moment, her moss-green eyes searching his face. "What happens now?" she asked quietly. "Do you leave? I wouldn't blame you if you did. You've given me more than I could've hoped for."

Kieran considered the question seriously. He thought about the life he'd left behind - months of wandering, no real destination, no real purpose. Then he thought about this valley, this giantess who'd been alone for so long, this insane sexual connection they'd discovered.

"What if I stayed?" he asked. "At least for a while. I don't have anywhere else to be, and you... you could probably use the company."

Maya's breath caught. More tears spilled down her cheeks. "You'd stay? Even though I'm massive and could accidentally kill you? Even though we can never have a normal relationship?"

"Who wants normal?" Kieran countered. "This is way better than normal. And yeah, there's risk, but we managed seven rounds without you crushing me. I think we've figured out how to be careful."

"Seven rounds," Maya repeated, shaking her head in wonder. "You came seven times. That's impossible."

"Everything about today has been impossible," Kieran pointed out. "Why stop now?"

Maya smiled, wide and genuine, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Okay," she said. "Stay. Please stay. I promise I'll keep you safe and fed and..." She paused, a blush coloring her cheeks darker. "And satisfied, if you want. Not today, obviously. We both need recovery time. But when you're ready again..."

"When I'm ready again," Kieran agreed, "we'll explore more. There's a whole landscape of you I haven't touched yet."

Maya shivered, the movement traveling through her whole body. "Don't say things like that when I'm too exhausted to act on them."

She shifted position again, moving to lie on her side, and created a little nest in the curve of her body - her arm curled around, her breast and stomach forming walls, her thigh pulled up to close off the other side. She placed Kieran in the center of this nest, where he was surrounded by her warmth and the lingering scent of their activities but not crushed.

"Sleep," she said softly. "Rest. I'll keep watch to make sure nothing bothers you."

Kieran looked up at her face, at the gentle expression there, at the way the moonlight caught in her copper hair and made it glow silver. He was lying in a nest made of giantess flesh, covered in the evidence of seven orgasms, in a valley that smelled like the world's most intense brothel. By all logic he should be terrified or disgusted or at least deeply uncomfortable.

Instead he felt safe. Content. Maybe even happy.

"Maya?" he said as his eyes started to drift closed.

"Yes?"

"I'm glad I found you."

Her hand came to rest gently near him, not touching but close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her palm. "I'm glad you found me too, little one. So glad."

Kieran's eyes closed fully. The last thing he was aware of was the steady rhythm of Maya's breathing, the warmth surrounding him, and the distant sound of night insects beginning their songs in the grass.

When he woke the next morning to golden sunlight and the smell of wild herbs Maya had gathered for breakfast, his cock stirring with interest despite everything it had been through, he knew he'd made the right choice.

The valley had been Maya's prison of loneliness. Now it was their sanctuary.

And as Maya's massive hand reached down to stroke one finger gently along his body, her eyes already darkening with renewed hunger despite their exhaustion, Kieran realized they had many, many more impossible things to explore together.

The adventure was just beginning.
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