
        
            
                
            
        

    
Big Fairy Dreams

An Erotic Giantess Story

by

Mara More






Copyright © 2026 Mara More.

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner (except for brief quotations for book reviews), including for the training of artificial intelligence technologies, without the express written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Cover models appear for illustration purposes only and have no connection with the fictional events of this story.

No generative AI was used to create this work or related materials.

All characters involved in sexual activities are consenting adults age 18 or older.

* * *
[image: ]


Read more of Mara’s writing on her website, MaraMore.org. Here, you can find new releases, her catalogue of stories, related artwork, and her discord community.

Your feedback is important! If you liked the story, why not leave a review?



Contents

Big Fairy Dreams

About the Author

Also By Mara More

Sample: Endless Curves





	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Big Fairy Dreams


[image: ]


Ember lay down among the petals of her favorite flower and dreamed herself big.

Altering your body was easy in the Fae Realm. Matter was malleable and the mores of reality merely a suggestion. If you wanted it enough, you could become anything—and the world of the Fae encouraged you to do so, whispering sweet nothings in your ear about making your fantasies into reality, if you would only let it in; the perfect lure for the unwary to trap themselves in the ever-changing wilds, never to return...

But Ember was a native, and she knew her homeland well. Transformation was not a danger to a fairy; it was her lifeblood. When she didn’t pass her time tricking gullible humans or hunting for mana, she painted her dreams upon the canvas of reality; fantasies of sweet, erotic expansion, of growing bigger and better in any way she pleased.

Just as she did now: dreaming, squirming, and flicking her bean as the tingly warmth of transformation spread through her body.

Most fairies are unashamed size-queens of some stripe. It’s not for nothing that magic-users of all kinds must learn to guard themselves well, lest they return to their towers and laboratories to find that a little winged woman has gorged on their potions and spells and turned herself into a horny giantess in the process, or simply flattened it beneath insanely overgrown tits, asses, or cocks.

Even among her size-hungry kin, Ember stood out. At her smallest, she was tiny and plain like most of fairy kind, though quick to swell at the slightest whiff of mana. She had a head of fiery red hair and wings the color of flames, and she often appeared to be seeing something else beyond sight, something bigger than mortal (or even fae) eyes could comprehend. And any mortal coming across her path surely saw themselves roped into her growth-focused shenanigans, teaching them about the joys of expansion as they fed the fairy’s desire for size.

But she didn’t need a victim to make herself what she wanted to be. Not when she was so intimately attuned to the ways of the Fae. And not when she had such a vivid imagination.

Already, she was changing. Her diminutive height inched upwards (quite literally, going from three to four) and her little dress grew sluttier by the moment as it expanded with her stature, but not with the shape of her body, which bloomed from small and flat to thick and sultry, her sensitive breasts all but demanding the touch of her hands. She complied eagerly, biting her lip in lustful anticipation as her curves advanced from merely cute to colossal. 

She had done all of this before, and she would do it again. But today was different. There was a change in the air, a subtle, but rising tension, like the world had been wound up like a giant clock and awaited the strike of the bell. She could feel it in her bones—and, indeed, in her clit, which felt even harder and more excitable than usual. Ember hardly dared draw breath, shivering uncontrollably as she touched herself and her lush, blossoming body.

She lost her balance.

“Oof!” Ember cried, tumbling from the head of the flower. At twice her regular height—and stacked like hell—she had grown too large for the stem to comfortably support her. No matter, she could fly, and hovering in the air took but a thought. This was good; she wanted to lose track of herself, wanted to let the fantastic pleasure of her growing body wash over her; the tingly sensations that caressed her skin and ran down her spine as her desires seduced her. She took a deep breath and allowed her fingers to roam as they pleased, up and down her buxom form, touching, squeezing...

Rip. The sound of tearing fabric. It never failed to bring a smile to her face. Ember watched herself with a smug smile as her bust grew too large for her dress to contain. Handfuls had grown to pomelos, pomelos to watermelons, and now those watermelons were destroying her top with all the imperious pomp that her irrepressible curves deserved. Her tits popped out in the open, huge and heavy, exactly as perfect and shapely as she wanted them to be.

Ember had her first orgasm even before her hands reached her naked breasts. The size and the overpowering display of being too much for her dress alone got her where she needed to be—though that was not to say that she restrained herself in any way in pursuit of her second climax. And the exquisite sensitivity of her fat, swelling nipples would get her there, sure as rain.

* * *
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Rain.

Ember wasn’t dripping; she was flooding. From her teats; thick streams of milk, flowing down the expanding curves of her chest, washing her naked skin with an impossible abundance. From her cunt; squirting, gushing with her orgasms, spraying with such wild abandon that it caught the light and painted a miniature rainbow in its droplets on the way to the grass below. Grass that was approaching her feet at an accelerating pace as she flooded herself with size.

The not-so-tiny fairy transitioned smoothly from hovering in the air to standing on the ground before shooting upwards among the trees. One foot tall, two feet, four feet—too big to hide from any curious humans passing by, if they were brave enough to stop and watch the eagerly masturbating redhead. Some would, probably—though the more rational-thinking of the lot might get appropriately spooked by the fact of her rapidly rising to a towering height of eight feet and showing no signs of stopping—that was, if they could tear their eyes from her fantastic tits for long enough to escape.

The bigger she grew, the better she felt. That was a universal sentiment—the act of growing was itself an orgasmic sensation, and her increased size only magnified her sensitivity. That went double for her tits, which was why she was so eager to encourage them to fill her lap, every tweak of her nipples sending violent shudders of pleasure through her long, graceful limbs.

It was a testament to the heft of her booty that only then did she start to look top-heavy.  It had kept up the pace until that point, thickening gloriously with fat and muscle, her thighs growing plump and powerful while her hips widened to complete her hourglass shape. And the race between top and bottom wasn’t over; not by a long shot.

Now the crowns of the trees rushed down to greet her, making her royalty among their green canopies. Ember arched her back, shuddering through another orgasm as her head crashed through to the other side; she looked down on her forest, on the little clearing that she called her home and the endless, mountainous wilds that spread out in all directions.

There was a moment of quiet, as if the eye of the lustful storm that raged inside Ember (and which would rage upon her surroundings through her towering body) centered on the woman herself. She cast her eye upon the infinite forest that was the Fae Realm and felt, for a moment, every single thing moving inside it. There was peace and play, joy and sorrow. Above all, there was desire; for food, for companionship, for sex, and for all the stranger quirks of the Fae folk.

Ember felt more than mere desire. It was a need, a compulsion, as if the universe itself had laid down the command for her to grow into her ideal self; to become the biggest, sexiest fae to ever exist. She had grown so large already, a monolithic giantess in comparison to her usual form, and yet seeing the sprawling landscape made her feel so very small.

That wouldn’t do.

More, she whispered, willing that sweet, addictive warmth to spread through her naked body anew. More size, more power, more wonderfully impossible curves. More of that delicious drug that was her unstoppable, mind-meltingly pleasurable expansion.

She trembled briefly.

And more she got.

Up and out, over the treetops. Towering over the mighty oaks as they had once towered over her.

Bigger.

Her hands sought out her hard, gushing nipples, spraying her milky bounty across the dwindling forest below—creating new springs and rivers, creating wild, verdant growth, creating life itself.

Bigger.

Her gigantic wings beat gently behind her, making her weightless even as her feet alone filled her clearing and felled trees by the dozen. She wasn’t just a giantess, she was a titan; soaring into the sky, casting a deep shadow across the woods that she had so thoroughly outgrown; rising into the thousands of feet, so tall that the trees became little more than blades of grass by comparison.

Bigger!

The taller she grew, the hornier she got. She had no sense of shame even at the best of times—the concept, in fact, was an unsolved mystery to her—and now, as all eyes of the forest turned upon her mile-tall body, a vision of unbounded sensuality from the shape of her lips to the grace of her long, sexy legs, nothing could be further from her mind than the thought of restraint. She wasn’t showing off for them; it was all for herself. And as a goddess in the making, she had a great appetite to sate.

Godhood manifested as more than mere height. There was a tension in the air, a faint, growing shimmer that wreathed her in otherworldly light. Mystical lines of red and gold drew themselves across her naked skin, adorning her overflowing curves with sacred geometry, while her mind expanded along the same lines that her body had. The impish glint in her eyes became a true glow—though no less mischievous for her elevated status—and her orgasmic haze briefly lifted as she took stock of her sacred self.

There was more of her than ever before. And her transformation from fairy to goddess wasn’t only angelic. Horns grew out of her head, sweeping back through her fiery locks. Her eyes closed and when they opened again, she saw double—owing to the second pair of eyes now sitting above the first. And a grand, mystical halo, an arcane swirl of lines and circles, sat behind her head, radiating her divine power for all to see. She raised her arms to touch it and found that they, too, had duplicated—all the better to handle her outrageously fat tits.

Ember regarded her changes and saw that they were good. So good, in fact, that she couldn’t help but get turned on again...

* * *
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The Fae Queen seated herself upon the tallest point of the landscape. 

The mountains didn’t offer much in the way of resistance to her stupendously shapely ass, but she took pleasure in their slow demise all the same, savoring the sensation of the mighty peaks crumbling beneath her weight and cratering into the shape of her cheeks.

Ember might have become a goddess, but she remained, chiefly, a horny bitch. And an unrepentant growth-slut. And so, as she surveyed the scene of her figure flattening her surroundings, rubbing her throbbing clit and flooding her lap, she steered the strands of fate towards the only end that she would permit:

Willing herself even bigger.

The jolt of pleasure rocked her just as hard as when she was still a tiny thing seated on her flower. It felt electric—every twist, every touch, every breathy shiver sending waves through her supremely sensitive body. Milk gushed from her nipples—attended by her second set of hands— and flooded the increasingly dwindling Fae Realm with lakes of white water. And from those lakes bloomed new Fae.

They weren’t all fairies, those creatures that emerged on the milky shores. Most didn’t yet have the capacity to realize what had happened, why they had come into existence so suddenly, but merely followed their inborn impulse to spread into the widening world; populating new swathes of the forested realm that Ember had taken dominion over and expanded beyond its previous limits. A goddess needed worshippers, after all—but just as importantly, her curves needed more space to fill and conquer.

While her creations weren’t all of her own kind, the fairies were undoubtedly her favorites. Among them, there were a special few; emerging from translucent, golden-orange cocoons, they took their first steps with sure feet and knowing smiles. They weren’t merely her progeny; they were her duplicates, copies of what she had been; and what she could become.

Her sparks. Her kindling.

They took to the sky under her watchful eye: A few dozen Embers, already growing and exploring themselves as they approached. What self-respecting fairy could resist, seeing the marvelous example set by their queen? They moaned in delight and Ember joined them, taking as much of a thrill in her diminutive mirror images growing thick and sultry all over again as they did—even pushing them to transform faster than the little Embers had been prepared for and sharing their gasps of erotic delight.

The cloud of fairies that reached the titanic mother goddess were giantesses in their own right—though still specks of dust next to her all-encompassing curves. And so they went to work, teasing her teats, caressing her clit, and drinking greedily from her ever-flowing fountains of milk and pussy juice.

Anticipation alone was enough to make Ember climax again. And then twice again, as she saw the effects of her potency on her smaller selves: They rose skywards, rapidly sizing up, as goddesses made manifest; big enough to wrap their lips around her nipples, big enough to worship her alluring body with all of the fervor that she deserved. More fairies joined the fray all the time, orchestrating a delightful chaos of curvy clones in all sorts of sexy shapes and sizes. Some Embers put all of their oomph into their tits, becoming little more than breasts with wings; others favored their asses, moaning as they straddled her smaller selves faces and were worshipped in turn. Her juices flowed freely, expanding the vast lakes of milk into entire seas and oceans—and all the while the Fae Realm grew bigger around its queen. 

She had set the cycle into motion.

* * *
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It was time for Ember’s next step. She had filled the Fae Realm; first with herself, then her exponentially growing crowd of clones. 

Now, she meant to become it.

It took less effort than she had thought. As she had ascended, so her mind had advanced, endowing her with a supernatural sense of her realm’s cosmology. Endless forests, endless sky; though not so infinite that she couldn’t stretch her hand into the eternal blue and break through to the other side.

The chill of the void sent goose bumps down her arm. With this single action, she had broken the boundary to a new kind of existence; a vast, cosmic sea, an uncharted territory ripe for exploration. She was no longer merely a divine Fairy Queen, but something more fundamental; a part of the building blocks that her previous perceptions had rested on.

How big had she grown by now? Big enough that she was far above the world of the Fae; hundreds, thousands of miles tall. The landscape below her was flat and green, its most notable aspects being the marks that she had visited upon it; the shapes of her body, her seas of milk and her army of smaller godlings. No, she was no longer a part of it; her destiny lay in the stars above.

She rose (with some whining from the smaller Embers being deprived of her warmth), levitating herself upright. The sky opened to welcome her. And just like that, she stepped out of the world she knew and into a greater plane of existence; a great, inky darkness illuminated by a tapestry of many-splendored constellations. The Fae Realm was one among many, the glimmering jewel sitting atop a great circle, no larger than an apple to the newly ascended Ember. She couldn’t resist; she reached out and gingerly grasped her world, smiling with no small amount of satisfaction as she rolled the luminous orb around her palm. It was shrinking from her perspective—because she was nowhere near done ascending.

“Not to worry, little ones. I’ll take good care of you.”

With that, she placed the Fae Realm against her enormous areola. A soft gasp escaped her lips as, with a tremble, her greenish-white world flowed into herself. It would be safe there, sitting on her eternally abundant nipple; the one and only celestial body that the Fae Realm would ever need.

The intensity of the sensation took Ember by surprise. In but a moment, she lost every semblance of control. Her head slumped, her eyes rolled back, and every nerve in her body was awake and firing as she came like never before; gushing wildly into the mythological space that she now inhabited. The Fae Realm was pulled along for the ride, wracked by quakes that saw its lands and the creatures within them expand in the most deliriously horny ways, soon adding new landmarks of giantesses and juices as the joining with their goddess became a festival of frenzied fucking. Ember felt them all—fairy, fae, and visitor alike—as acutely as if she was right there, inhabiting their bodies. All while the sea of ecstatic sensations from her thick, all-sensual body drowned her in pleasure.

It was, in a word, too good to only do it once. And so, the Queen of the Fae immediately set herself a task as soon as her first orgasm rush—lasting days on a mortal scale—had abated.

The creation of a new world entirely.

It was unavoidable. She couldn’t favor her left titty with a whole, living realm to tease and adorn it and leave her right one bare, could she? She even had a template to work from. Ember merely needed to put her mind to it. Grasping her immense, fist-filling areola, she began to draw a twin of the Fae Realm into existence; line by line, shape by shape. Single points at first, then lines, a flat plane that spread out towards infinity. She added mountains, trees, and rivers. And fae, drawn from the ocean of her milk that laid around her creation like a moat, infusing her virgin world with the power of life.

It was a job well done. But it was not complete until Ember laid the crowning touch on her new creation. She dipped her fingertip in milk and let a droplet fall into the center of her world. It crystallized as it fell, forming a sleeping fairy inside it: the Ember that would, in time, create her own cycle and ascend.

Ascend... 

The word reverberated inside Ember’s head. For the first time since she had begun to dream—it might as well have been an eternity ago—she recognized the imposition of something external to herself and her own indulgent will. Her curiosity piqued, she raised her gaze from the nascent civilization on her nipple to find a great eye above her, regarding her much like she had been her own creations.

“Took you long enough,” the greater Ember teased, giving her a smile that spanned across the universe.

* * *
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Ember was a monolith. A mountain, a river, a world of lust; size and sexy power incarnate. And yet... barely a speck of sea form next to the endless ocean of her larger self.

Ember was humbled.

But above all, despite the whiplash of going from the biggest thing ever to a blip by comparison, she was intrigued.

“Come, now. You’re a big girl, you know what to do.” Her beyond-cosmic double was so enormous that Ember couldn’t even comprehend all of her at once. Her eyes were as dark and deep as the universe itself, and her mouth made Ember want to shiver and plead for their kisses. Whole galaxies glittered on her skin, captured in jewelry and absorbed into her being. Ember had no way to see it in its entirety, and yet its presence weighed on her like a black hole: a fat, hard nipple, so space-warpingly big that whole planes of existence (like the one that she currently occupied) were used en masse to decorate for her nipple studs.

Ember steadied herself with a deep breath. “I know what to do.” 

“Good. I was almost getting worried that you’d reached your limit.”

“I don’t have a limit. We don’t have a limit.”

“Exactly.” The greater Ember grinned, offering her nipple. “Drink.”

Ember drank. She accepted the flood that poured into her celestial plane and reached out to caress the wall of swollen, sensual flesh in return as it washed away the chill of the void. The stars, the worlds, the constellations—they all found refuge in the safety of Ember’s awe-inspiring figure, adorning her skin as if she had already become the canvas of a new cosmos.

And as she drank, she grew. Larger and larger, faster than ever before. She absorbed everything she touched, drawing it into herself as her burgeoning body expanded to fill her mystical realm to completion. The limits of her existence were but a minor speed bump, providing a brief sensation of tightness as the elastic bubble of all there was drew tight around her fat ass and her fatter tits, both of which decisively ended the notion that her curves could be constrained by rending the veil of reality asunder and expanding freely into what came next.

Her greater self waited patiently, still looking down from a higher state of being with a smile on her face and a hand between her legs. Her milk kept flowing, feeding Ember with all the erotic potency that she could ever want.

Time itself ceased to pass—indeed, it was a miracle that it had lasted this long under Ember’s tireless assault on the laws of physics. Her immaculate tits had crumpled up the concept of Space so far that it remained only as a vague suggestion, the better to conceptualize the strange dimension that she found herself within: a location that was only defined as being within the boundaries of the greater Ember’s nipple and arms and which she was otherwise free to fill as she pleased.

As she grew, she amused herself by varying the speed at which her parts expanded; if her breasts felt particularly good at one moment, she let them swell far past the rest of her body. At other times, her ass deserved the spotlight. Even her pussy got its moment in the sun, letting her clit go crazy as her pussy grew and squirted torrentially into the non-space.

And finally, settling into her favorite proportions, Ember became large enough to wrap her lips around the waiting super-goddess’ nipple, which had so generously accelerated her ascension. She sucked greedily, purring with satisfaction at her twin’s own pleasured moans—and joined in as the other Ember took her own nipple into her mouth.

“Finally!” the other Ember said, “I’m parched.”

* * *
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Round and round they went, gently spinning in place without a care about the strange space that they found themselves in. All that mattered was the embrace; pleasuring each other, pleasuring herself, suckling endlessly from her mirror image’s superbly fat, sensitive nipple. Ember and Ember came and grew in blissful synchronicity, a yin and yang of lusty, busty on a cosmic scale. Her quest for more was unquenchable—and here it was at last, an ever-flowing source of the size and sexual pleasure that she desired.

Heaven.

As the twin fairies orbited each other, their influence spread in all directions; not even by design, but by their mere existence; the heat of their bodies, the power of their fantasies, and—of course—their chaotic fountains of milk and pussy juice that gushed into the aether all around them, seeding new Embers into countless worlds and bringing the joy of unabashed size-lust to many more.

She could go on forever. She always had, and she always would.

A new set of hands spread her thighs; the face of another Ember appeared between them, diving in to eat her out. A fourth Ember materialized at her unattended nipple, taking it into her mouth. More Embers, unseen, caressed her ass. Stroked her legs. Kissed her neck, her hands, and her breasts, as a sea of self-love washed over her entire body. She saw herself, felt herself, tasted herself—through her own senses and through theirs. The void was no longer empty—it was all her, an infinity of curvy redheads cuddle-fucking and growing to their hearts’ content. A great, glorious chaotic mess of limbs and curves; a corpus of a higher consciousness:

Ember.

...In all of her myriads of existences. The true goddess, the totality of all things; not just fae, despite her fairy origins. A being fragmenting itself and sending the pieces back into the world to experience the joy of life and ascension all over again: and to spread the thrill of godly power and sexual fantasies to anyone who would receive it. To become a goddess or to be her lover; to gain absolute control or lose all semblance of it. Ember had done it all, and she would do it again. An endless, erotic cycle, befitting an endless, erotic goddess.

Already, it had begun anew.

In a far-flung world, dawn broke upon a snow-covered city. A young woman woke up, stirred awake by the light flooding in past broken blinds, and rubbed her eyes in groggy capitulation. Her phone buzzed excitedly beside her bed. It was her birthday, and the well-wishes were already coming in. But she was already discovering her most exciting presents of the day as she pulled off the duvet: that her bee-stings had grown into the full-figured breasts of her dreams overnight, and—upon standing up—that she had not only outgrown her poor, straining pajamas, but the vast majority of her wardrobe. She was a bona-fide Amazon.

Ember smiled at herself. If those wishes had come true, there was no telling what might come next.

Today was doing to be a big day.





	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the Author


[image: ]


Salacious Stories for Serious Size Queens.

Mara More is a writer of excessive fantasies, delighting in the fantastic and dream-like where the rules of physics do not apply and a sexy surprise awaits around every corner. Change is the single most important element of any story - in her fiction it becomes literal, in an array of erotic transformations and the steamy sex that follows. Mara explores empowering women and loss of control; either to their insatiable desires or the viewpoint of their partners as they try (in vain) to deal with these horny goddesses.

Over the years, she has titillated thousands of her followers with her expansive works. Whether you desire impossibly endowed futas, ever-growing giantesses or endless lovers, Mara has you covered and will leave you yearning for More.

* * *
[image: ]


See more of Mara’s sexy writings and art on her website, MaraMore.org. Here, you can find new releases, her catalogue of stories, related artwork, and her discord community.

Your feedback is important! If you liked the story, why not leave a review?





	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Also By Mara More


[image: ]


Endless Curves:

An Erotic Story of Expansion, Clones, and Giantess Growth

Ravenous Shrinking:
A Size Drain Giantess Story

Psychonaut:
An Erotic Bust Expansion Sci-Fi Story

Giantess Growth Bundle:

3 More Giantess Stories (Volume 1)





	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Sample: Endless Curves


[image: ]


“Chai?”

“Yes, Penny?”

“Did you know that you have an amazing ass?”

“I do. But please, continue.”

“As if you could stop me. It deserves too much praise. Let me count the ways...”

They made for a cute pair, Penny and Chai. Short and tall, limber and buxom, cat and bunny-kin (that is, humans with the ears, tails, and intrinsic cuteness of their respective animals). Penny had short hair the color of fire and a smile to match, while Chai’s dark tresses were worn long and elegant. They were adventurers, obviously. Who else wore their armor so daring and fashionably revealing? And they had plenty of toned physique and rounded curves to reveal. Even Penny, the more petite of the pair, was far from flat. Only in comparison to Chai, in fact, did her figure pale. But nobody could stand up to Chai’s height, her chest, or her huge, round butt. Penny didn’t mind; it only gave her more delightfully thick bunny to touch and tease as they ambled through town, arms slung around each other.

It was a lovely day, not a cloud in sight. No impending catastrophe, either, which gave the part-time heroines all the time in the world to relax and take in the sights. The waterfront, the beach, and—of course—each other. The sun was out, hot and bright, and yet it didn’t hold a candle to the lustful looks exchanged between the two women. The life of an adventurer was quick and passionate, and their relationships doubly so.

“Well?” Chai demanded, eyebrow playfully cocked, as she waited for the catgirl to enumerate the merits of her backside.

“Where to start? You’ve got the perfect peach. Big, round, shapely. With a serious underlining of big! I could just lose myself in watching it jiggle as you walk. To say nothing about how its heft and oh so squeezable softness calls out to me...”

“Sounds like you’re angling to cut the scenic tour short and head straight to the bedroom.”

“I’ve been patient so far, haven’t I?”

“Patient—or maybe just weighing up the risks. Can you even handle an ass like mine?”

“I can handle anything,” Penny replied, flashing a shrewd grin. She placed her hand on Chai’s hip, teasing the line of bulging hip through the distressed fabric of her short leggings.

“As long as you know what you’re getting into. I wouldn’t want to sit on your pretty face only to find that you’re getting cold feet.” Chai tilted herself into Penny’s grip, filling her palm. “Not that any part of you is really capable of getting cold if I’m on top.”

“All the better. I don’t intend on making you want to leave. Not until I get to cover that glorious booty that you keep wiggling at me with kisses. I look forward to seeing if it looks even bigger up close.”

Chai bit her lip. “Oh boy, will it,” she muttered—and thrust out her ass for what came next.

Penny slapped the bunnygirl’s enormous butt—her sensitive ears picking up the almost inaudible moan that came, somehow, half a second before impact—and was treated to a wonderful sight: Chai’s huge backside... swelling bigger in her hand. There couldn’t be any doubt about it. No trick of the light or wishful thinking. Chai’s backside plainly expanded, becoming even more improbably bootylicious with a sudden, surging bwoomph! 

“Huh. That’s new,” Penny commented, understandably enthralled by this new phenomenon, though not so shocked that she removed her hand from the overflowing bounty of bunny butt. Sure, magic was commonplace, but Chai was no mage, and she had never showed off this particular skill before.

The owner of said butt, meanwhile, also had a distracted air about her. But where showed surprise, Chai’s expression turned downright steamy, her cheeks flushing and her voluptuous lips parting suggestively as she gave her companion an intense look. “What do you think?”

“What do I think? I think it’s fantastic! Ass-tastic, even! Can you do it again?”

Chai’s smile grew. As did the rest of her.

“That’s the right answer.” Her voice was deep and sultry, punctuated by the popping of the stitchings of her bottoms as her ass fattened right into Penny’s increasingly inadequate palm. It wasn’t until Penny peeled her attention away from it to look up that she discovered that Chai had grown taller, too, leaving the catgirl solidly at the height of her hefty chest. And though she was anything but psychic, Penny felt in her bones—or more adequately, in her clit—that she had but scratched the surface.

“We should find a room,” Chai rumbled. “Now.”

***
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They made it as far as the second floor.

Then, just as the lock to their shared room clicked open and Chai started inside, Penny gave in to temptation and squeezed the fat, sexy ass that had been swaying in front of her all the way there, but especially up the stairs. More, Chai’s growing height put her backside nearly at the level of Penny’s face; no wonder the redhead succumbed to shoving her face into it.

It was more than Chai, already struggling to keep herself composed, could manage. She bit her lip, tensed up... and finally, as she felt Penny’s extraordinarily nimble hands exploring her, lost control.

The result? An explosion of butt, as sudden as it was powerful. The rapid expansion of her hips wedged left the breathtakingly bottom-heavy bunnygirl in the door frame, too buxom to enter or leave. At least without an undignified (if entertaining) display of shimmying.

“Penny!” Chai exclaimed, breathing sharply through her teeth. 

“Yes? Need some help pushing you through?” Penny purred, running her hands lovingly over Chai’s heart-shaped backside, encouraging it to overwhelm her already struggling shorts. The hints of naked skin that showed through the tearing fabric and popping stitches only made her more irresistible to Penny’s adventurous figures, positively magnetic for her affection.

“That’s not quite what I had in mind. At least, not before we’re in private. On the other hand...” She looked down over her shoulder, shivering softly as her ass blew up again, openly bending the door frames around its soft, shapely mass. She had to hunch over, now, lest her head crack against the ceiling, and her top fared no better against her growing curves than the rest of her outfit.

“Yes?” Penny murmured distractedly, never once taking her eyes off Chai’s disintegrating hotpants. “How many hands do you need? You can have both of mine.”

“Oh, you’ll need them, and more,” Chai said. “As I was saying, I meant to be discreet. But putting on a show is probably inevitable. Especially with how ambitious you’re getting.”

“That a complaint all of a sudden?”

“Not at all. Keep touching my butt. You’ll just have to deal with the consequences.”

Penny flashed her wicked smile. “I can deal with any—”

Then Chai shoved Penny against the wall behind her, hips leading the charge as her enormous ass grew even bigger, swelling as if it meant to fill the hallway itself and utterly burying the catgirl in warm, shapely curves. In the process, her clothes finally gave up the ghost, tearing off her magnificent form and leaving only the finest naked bunnygirl behind, a burgeoning giantess with enough curves for ten of her kind.

“Ah, what a relief. Don’t you think, Penny? Mh, you certainly feel nice, wriggling like that...” Chai had sunk to her knees now, too tall to even think of going around inside the building on anything but all fours. Her hips would never fit through any door in there, by now, but with her head and shoulders stuck firmly inside their rented room and her bottom flaring out on the other side, there was only ever going to be one way that she left the establishment: in itty bitty pieces beneath her.

Penny, for her part, coped well with her situation. Not just anyone could react so quickly to being smothered in godlike ass, but the deft redhead rode the wave, hugging Chai’s massive thighs as she peppered her butt with kisses. She had rather hoped for something like that, after all, even if she wasn’t sure how much size she could really tease out of Chai. Fortunately for both, the answer—‘more than expected’—was exactly what both of them wanted.

“Glad you agree. Too late to back out now,” Chai laughed, slowly grinding her hips from side to side. “I’ll just make myself comfortable, if you don’t mind.” She reached into the room and dragged the bed closer, though the double-sized mattress worked as little more than a boob-rest for the nascent goddess; she was still getting taller, sharing the spurts with her greedily growing backside, which led to the poor door frame cracking and splintering around her surprisingly slender waist. But her steady ascension to giantess-hood remained secondary to the unstoppable expansion of her hips and thighs, her ass charging onwards like a runaway train to gobble up the enthusiastic Penny in its all-encompassing curves. Even without Chai growing to three times her height, it would’ve enveloped her utterly.

Penny said as much between kisses— or tried to,the mass of booty rather muffled her voice—amid the creaking and rumbling of splintering timber.

“What’s that, love? You want more ass?” Chai giggled. “Tap once for yes, twice for no.”

The din of the collapsing building only increased in volume, but anyone would’ve heard the single solid spank that Penny delivered.

Moaning briefly, Chai turned her head and laughed. “I’m just teasing. I can hear you perfectly well.” She bit her lip. “Hold on tight...”

There wasn’t any more space to give. Her curves filled the narrow corridor to completion, ass and thighs wedged in from floor to ceiling. Their room lasted slightly longer, if only because her tits didn’t grow as aggressively as her butt. But now, with that encouraging clap and the catgirl’s continuous, covetous touches, the time had come to transcend these limitations. Chai raised her hips—and the roof—before letting them fall back down onto the happy redhead, even bigger than before. And bigger. And bigger.

The wall shifted, groaned, and finally collapsed around Chai’s tremendous booty. She grew right through the building, her butt bulging outwards in ever grander, rounder shapes. Then the floor sagged and the structures confining her waist and front gave away, as the interior of the two-story inn fell apart around the bunnygirl’s unstoppable body. Wood splintered, paint cracked, and furniture turned to nothing but sticks and dust. And yet not a hint of discomfort crossed her features; she felt only warm, syrupy lust, gasping excitedly as she let go and gave in to the seductive size hidden inside her. 

Penny, too, got her fill: enveloped fully in the divine warmth of her lover’s ass, she sank into the depths of her soft thighs and cheeks, blessed with the sights and scents of Chai’s plump, sopping pussy, which drove her to worship the towering redhead with greater fervor.

It went as it must. Chai emerged from the crumbling inn, shedding the tiled roof and outer walls like a second skin, her dusky, overwhelmingly feminine figure emerging from the rubble with a satisfying stretch. There were shouts and stares, but no panic of consequence; she was in full goddess-mode now and not a soul could doubt that. Least of all the lucky redhead beneath her.

“So,” the 30-foot tall bunnygirl started, shifting in place to deposit Penny safely on a piece of rubble before moving back so that the catgirl sat between her legs, with a line of sight to her face. Penny ought to see her face directly, not only in her mind’s eye, and be thrilled by her suggestively raised eyebrow and her foxy smile as she continued, in her booming, sultry voice, “Now that we’re done with the foreplay...”

# # #
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