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    There was no wind or clouds but three great lights warming the desert. The mountains wobbled in the heat, and Amalie’s beasts complained about their toasted paws. She cooed some reassurance and drove her chariot on, leading the tribe into the shadow of a Stone Tree. 
 
    “Down in there. It’s gone to hide,” Eden said, pointing with a flag-bearing rod to a wide crevice. The hunters took a rest at the rim of the monolith’s shadow. The Stone Tree rose like a mountain but then came to a wide and orderly disc at its height. Above it, the Striped Moon glowed cyan. On the horizon was another bright moon they called the Pearl. 
 
    Pytir had gone ahead and was now seen riding back. He came to Amalie to report to her, and their animals touched each other on the snouts, grunting their own communication. The rodents were smaller than horses, but there were no horses here. 
 
    “We’ll have it!” He exclaimed. “There is just one. It’s holed up and cornered in.” Pytir was a strong man despite being born of a tame hume. “It’s big, but we have enough.” 
 
    Amalie gave the order to advance, and they took up positions on the slope around the lizard’s den. They had fifteen mounted Slayers and three chariots constructed of scrap metal and polymer. Once the tribe had been greater, but they were still the only ones who dared try this quarry. “Dune Dragon!” She called. 
 
    They began to holler and make a ruckus by beating sticks. Amalie’s heart thudded faster in anticipation of the chase. Finally, Pytir charged down into the crevice with another rider, each carrying a long torch. 
 
    The lizard rushed out into the open with startling speed, and the tribe readied themselves with spears and snagging hooks. It then stood motionless, with yellowed eyes wide and ready but revealing no sign of thought. But far below her, it did not seem so monstrous or ugly as other things. 
 
    “Just another small thing,” she realized quietly to herself, as her eyes wandered to the mountainous structure above them. This was a palace of the real rulers of this world, so large and high as to not even trouble about humes. 
 
    Suddenly, the lizard bound straight up the slope, toppling Eden from her rat. It spun around with a roaring hiss, nearly trampling them both, and then broke through their line and fled. 
 
    Amalie helped Eden to her feet and then joined the pursuit. The dragon scurried toward the red rise of the Stone Tree’s base. Amalie pushed her animals, coming to the fore of her tribe. The sun shone on them again as they went up onto the steep terrain, Soon, the lizard showed signs of tiring and hugged a cliff face. Then it began to climb to a sizable mesa overhead. 
 
    She could see a way up where the stone was ordered with steps. Signaling to the tribe, she drove her animals that way. Above was a flat expanse of purple stone. The lizard ran out onto it and near two odd, shiny towers… 
 
    Amalie exclaimed with surprise and almost fell from her chariot. Those were no towers but the legs of a natra. The enormous blue being loomed above her, and Amalie arched her back trying to behold its face. She was startled to see the natra returning her gaze from what felt like such a distance, but then she calmed. The tribe had encountered this one before and she was not a hazard, though Amalie had never come so close. She then guessed that this must be the mistress of the Tree overlooking their land. 
 
    She waited there for her tribe and kept an eye on the lizard, which had frozen in the natra’s shadow. Eden came and shrieked, and then the rest of them caught up. As they arrived and cautiously studied the natra, she stepped away with slow and measured grace, but her footsteps still sent tremors through the ground. She seemed to give them the road, observing their affair with no intentions. The hunt was on again, and all riders closed in on the tiring lizard. It fought fiercely but they soon ensnared it. 
 
    “She is the kind one,” Amalie told Eden. “The one that threw food.” 
 
    “The cube stew!” Eden exclaimed happily, recalling the gift. She was panting heavily and her breasts hung out from her torn clothes, yet she seemed hardly shaken. Before they could catch up with the others again, the lizard was downed. 
 
    It was too early for celebration as the Slayers had to break it apart and load their animals, but Amalie grinned elatedly. The natra remained close, stepping nearer on occasion, and the others were apprehensive of her. 
 
    With a playful but fearsome spirit, Amalie charged, holding a spear aloft as though she would attack her toes. The mighty woman recoiled in alarm at the miniature assailant and the whole tribe roared out in laughter. Amalie looked up to see the natra was laughing too, with her fingers to her dark blue lips. Her bright red eyes were sharp and Amalie felt the weight of her stare. 
 
      
 
    As they carried the haul home, the tribe began to sing. They had scales and meat, and the shaman declared that tonight they would light up. They would be all set for several of this world’s long and adventurous days. “He was nothing but a ground dog!” Eden sang to the tune of an old song. “Stalking in the night!” The Slayers did not know where their words and songs had come from. 
 
    The sun had moved little when they returned to their burrows. A roaring fire was started, and they processed the lizard, feasting until the night finally came. 
 
    Amalie came to Eden and took her hand. Knowing that this meant she wanted to partner up for the Play of Lights, Eden let out an excited squeal and pulled Amalie to the ground beside her. 
 
    “Shall we go way out under the stars? Into the dunes?” Eden asked, rubbing her nose against Amalie’s and staring right into her eyes. 
 
    “Let us go to the Tree,” Amalie suggested. “Afterward, I will go make the natra give us sugar and gizmos,” she said. 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Eden laughed. Her hair was bright red and her face had freckles. Amalie cupped her breast and they kissed. 
 
    The men and women of the Slayer tribe left the dens and went down to a natra-made water tunnel. Holding ropes, they bathed in a fast current, and despite the cold and apparent danger of it, they all enjoyed themselves, casually swinging through the water and trusting their anchors. 
 
    “Don’t get swept away! You’ll end up in a natra drink,” Eden teased, grabbing and tickling Amalie’s foot in the water. “Oh, ask her for cloth too!” She suggested. “I don’t know that the youngins can sew my robe back together.”  
 
    “I will,” Amalie said resolutely. 
 
    Cleansed, they lined up for the shaman. She readily gave them each a lump of luminous yellow fungus as well as a glob of its glowing essence. Amalie and Eden ate it together and then filled their hands with the oily cream. They rubbed it on each other’s bodies, where it tingled and made their skin shine. 
 
    It was a formidable psychotropic, giving them energy and causing giggles. Glowing like fairies, the humes ran out into the desert and danced under the night sky. The Striped Moon was still there, and the horizon glowed a neon green. Amalie wore a blanket but threw it open and exposed her luminous body to the vast emptiness around them. Her hair and eyes were green like the strange moon and sky. There was energy all around her, and she longed to feel it flowing through her. 
 
    But the world was strange. There was something left unconnected. They had not always been here; they had not come from here. She looked instead to Eden, the only truly familiar thing. 
 
    She was spread out, her pale skin golden lit, and she reclined delicately on a bed of slate. Amalie crawled up onto her, and they let their slick bodies rub and nestle together. Tasting the fungus upon her breasts, Amalie licked Eden and sucked her teats. They gave each other pleasure and comfort, but Amalie remained restless. When Eden had her relief Amalie stood up and wrapped herself in the blanket again. 
 
    “You are truly going?” Eden asked softly. 
 
    “I want to know why the world is changing. Tame humes don’t run away to join us anymore.” 
 
    Eden chuckled. “I think you want to see that big blue lady again.” 
 
    Amalie realized she was right. She turned back to smile at her. “Maybe I can show her that we are not so unalike.” 
 
    Eden then showed her concern. “I don’t know that you can ever trust a natra,” she said, but then sighed softly and seemed to concede. “You’re the bravest or dumbest, that’s for sure,” she called out after her. “Don’t get trod on!” 
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    Amalie walked around the hole in the terrain where the Dune Dragon had hidden. She was not anxious to be alone. Now she pitied the lizard. Short of the natra, humes were fiercest. They were the dragons, the intruders, and the slayers of all else. But they could not conquer this world and she wondered how long, then, they should live among the animals. 
 
    At the foot of the Stone Tree, it was dark. To go up the way she had before was quite a hike. She felt her task may be in folly but was lucid and energetic. Amalie tore her blanket and made a torch. Then she found the path again and paid more mind to the stairs. They were hume-sized stairs made by the natra. The tribe had once seen over a dozen tame humes near the Tree but that felt like an age ago. Where have they gone? She wondered. 
 
    Amalie found a thorn tree, dry and winnowy and just double a hume’s height. She set it on fire, and as she went up to the Mesa she lit anything else that would burn on fire, though there was little. When she arrived, she ran out onto the expanse of purple stone, waving her torch. Humes seldom raised their voice. 
 
    “Big Blue!” She yelled out challengingly, her call echoing far and wide. “I have come to visit! Come see me!” She made all the ruckus she could to tempt the natra from her lair. It was good fun to wreck what little havoc she could. “Come and see the bravest Slayer!” She threw down her torch and extended her arms. “Dragon Slayer! Here I am! Hello! I demand to meet the woman upstairs!” It felt good to channel her emotions. 
 
    A bright light seemed to suddenly turn night to day as the span of the Mesa was lit. Amalie covered her eyes and instinctively recoiled from the glow above. It was part of the Tree, and it soon grew dimmer, and then turned back off. “Hey!” she yelled out again, retrieving her torch. 
 
    For a little while there was no sign, and then she noticed a small and feint blue light far up the Tree. It was slowly descending the curves of the stone structure from the very top. After a while it set down on part of the Mesa, and Amalie quickly approached. 
 
    There was a hume woman there in a glass cage and on a platform that served as a lift. She looked tame and was dolled up in revealing blue finery. She was all blue like her masters, Amalie thought, and yet her clothing was more opulent than any she had seen. Looking back at Amalie she seemed to idle and hesitate in the luminous chamber. 
 
    Amalie smacked the glass with her torch. “Woman, send a message to your masters for me!” She tried to open it up. 
 
    “Calm it, wild lady!” the woman told her. She had yelped with surprise but now seemed entertained. “Will you let me out? Do not be violent.” 
 
    Amalie threw the torch away and attended to her wild bangs and messy, moss-green hair. “They’ve dressed you like some kind of princess,” Amalie said. 
 
    “My name is Meteya.” A panel of glass disappeared and she stepped out onto the mesa. Amalie briefly considered robbing her just for her clothes until she spoke again. “I am a free hume.” 
 
    “Free?” Amalie had never heard of such a thing. “I am a wild hume. You all suck the teats of natra.” She raised a hand before Meteya could respond. “I do not want to quarrel.” She froze then as she considered Meteya further. “Free?” she repeated. 
 
    “Tame or wild, the humes are free now if they choose it.” Meteya smiled at her, showing her curiosity and patience. 
 
    It was a profound surprise to Amalie, but she struggled to understand it. “What’s different then? They have given you things of your own?” 
 
    Meteya stroked some of the glowing substance off of Amalie’s shoulder and smelled it. She gave Amalie a curious look and was stared down in turn. “Humes that wish it can have their own home. There are cities of those you call tame. There are even cities of wild humes who rule themselves.” 
 
    “Where in the world is that? We didn’t know.” Amalie could think of little to say. As Meteya explained, she knew it was the truth and reflected on it. 
 
    “We are told to wait for you to come to us.” Meteya stepped back onto the platform and, fearing that she would float away, Amalie rushed to put her foot there. 
 
    “I have come,” she said. 
 
    “You come wishing to speak to Seyel, don’t you?” Meteya asked, pointing up with a finger so that it was clear she referred to the natra. She offered her hand to Amalie and she took it. 
 
    They were lifted far above the desert and higher than Amalie ever had been. She studied Meteya, seeing how healthy she looked. Her hair curled in cyan and violet spirals toward her bust, which was barely confined by an open tunic of silk. She had very large breasts and displayed them proudly, and her hips were wide and bare. “My tribe are the Slayers. We share this land,” Amalie said. 
 
    “Seyel has noticed you. She is attentive to humes.” 
 
    Amalie looked Meteya over. “She once owned many.” 
 
    Meteya nodded slightly. “She once owned me.” In the silence that followed she asked, “What is your name?” 
 
    “I am Amalie, Hunt-leader.” She released Meteya’s hand. “We will never be owned. We rule ourselves.” 
 
    Meteya giggled which annoyed Amalie. “That is true, you do.” 
 
    “We would not be so small if you humes lived with us instead of in the cities.” 
 
    “But Amalie, we are building the cities for ourselves now,” Meteya explained to her. “We talk with the natra and see them eye to eye.” She leaned in close to speak gently near Amalie’s ear. “Humes won.” 
 
    Amalie was amazed, but she pretended to be indifferent. “We want our share,” she said simply. Meteya kept smiling at her like she was in for a surprise and for the first time, Amalie was apprehensive. Not of harm, but of change. 
 
    She watched the expanding horizons. The world went on forever, and even as they reached the top of the Stone Tree, she could see mountains still higher, purple in the distant haze. 
 
    They went through the Stone Tree’s rim, and when they reached the top they were beneath a glass dome. There was mist in the air and the smell of life as if they had stepped into a different world. There were walkways, greenery, long winding pools, and a great house of glass. The color and light were much to Amalie’s eyes, though trees trimmed in an orderly fashion blocked her view further. 
 
     “What is Seyel to you, if not your owner?” Amalie asked, but Meteya would not answer her right away. “Does she own all this?” 
 
    Meteya led the way and she made their pace leisurely. “She is alone here, though her sisters and other natra do sometimes visit.” Meteya gave Amalie time to look around at the plants. There were fruits larger than a hume, and creatures flew overhead with feathers and scales of all colors. “She is someone I adore. A close, personal friend,” Meteya said obscurely as they walked a path that was wide enough for a troop of humes. 
 
    “You were freed, but you stayed,” Amalie concluded, though her voice was not judgemental then. “You love her?” she asked, raising a brow. 
 
    Meteya gave her a look of surprise and answered candidly. “Yes.” 
 
    Amalie giggled and then laughed. “You are in love with the natra.” She repeated. 
 
    Meteya crossed her arms. “So I am.” 
 
    “How’s that work? Explain that one for me.” Amalie felt the urge to bully her. But then she felt she wanted to know. “She let you crawl all over her? I’d try at that,” She walked backward as she prodded at Meteya, but the blue-haired woman refused to be embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh, she’ll like you. A wild, ignorant hume full of questions,” Meteya said. She smirked arrogantly and threw back her hair. “We could open up whole new worlds for you. It’s only a matter of if you’re brave enough.” Meteya halted under an arc of vines that reached high overhead. 
 
    Amalie’s grin was like that of a predatory cat. This pampered lap hume thought she could blow her mind. “Give me a chance to show how brave I am,” she urged. Meteya only nodded and looked beyond Amalie thoughtfully. 
 
    “Here is your chance,” she said. Amalie turned and stepped back, again surprised by the sudden appearance of the giantess. She was in a pool like an ocean and had just noticed them. Her silvery blue body was nude and she put a hand over her bust. 
 
    “Hey, Blue!” Amalie started to yell but her voice broke. Something instinctive made it hard to keep her bravado. Seyel’s eyes were affixed on her as she leaned across the pool to reach for and take something. Amalie couldn’t look away. 
 
    It was the familiar aspects of the natra that drew her gaze first, then the alien ones that held it. Her huge blue breasts were like moons or hills, but where a Hume had ribs, she had gills. Amalie counted the eight spikes on her head, and two more on each elbow. Something about her appearance was harsh: so sharp, refined, and pristine as to be fearsome. But there was softness in her cheeks and her full, dark lips, and her motions were so graceful as to seem divine. 
 
    She put a gizmo to her throat and then spoke in a voice that stirred the air but was far from booming. “Welcome, mighty Slayer,” she said, and Amalie straightened out to stand at her full height. “Forgive my indecency, unbefitting of this momentous meeting.” 
 
    “Speak hume!” Amalie protested, but then she smirked. “So your big red eyes have been on us,” she observed. 
 
    “They have.” 
 
    Amalie tucked the torn blanket more securely around herself. “Then you have seen our struggle.” She said and continued with conviction. “We are practical. We are strong. But we don’t have fruit, silk, or even tiny palaces to contend with your grand one.” 
 
    Seyel waded toward her and looked like she was listening intently. Her arm dropped and Amalie couldn’t help but look at her breasts. Surely her eyes were too tiny to be noticed, anyway. As Seyel neared the pool's edge, sizable waves curled and crashed from the motion of her body. Amalie glanced at Meteya and cleared her throat to continue, despite feeling like she ought to bolt. 
 
    “It is said you respect humes now, rather than corral us like pests. If you truly see us for what we are then give us these things you have aplenty.” She squeezed her hand in a fist. “As tribute.” 
 
    Meteya seemed to resist the urge to giggle, but Seyel met Amalie’s gaze with tenderness and sincerity. She leaned forward to rest her elbows outside of the pool, and her shadow almost reached Amalie. 
 
    “Hume woman, my honored guest. I am going to give you all you ask and then some. You are owed it and not just because you are strong. You deserve it.” 
 
    Amalie was stunned by her words.  
 
    “Not that you need it. You’ve proved humes can do all they set themselves to.” 
 
    “Ha!” Amalie smiled widely. She felt her anger dissolve. “True!” 
 
    “What can I do for you?” Seyel’s sweet invitation hung in the air. Suddenly, she was stepping out of the water. “Shall I send you back in splendor, like a conqueror?” The water crashed over the walkway and past Amalie’s legs but she didn’t move an inch, watching, dumbfounded, as Seyel stood above her. 
 
    With a flick of her finger, Seyel sent some things in motion. One gizmo made a torrent of air to dry her body. A floating platform that swept down to collect the tiny two. Meteya shook Amalie’s shoulder and got her aboard it. It carried them up to Seyel’s eye level. “You have come at the night’s start. There is time enough for anything you would know or possess.” Seyel’s contraptions draped her teats and sex with small articles of cloth. “So let your mind run toward any wish.” 
 
    Amalie gave it a good thought, though her thinking was muddled. From higher up she was able to take in much of the garden. It resembled her mind’s image of paradise, invoking all the decadent things she had ever craved. To her surprise, she found she didn’t desire any thing. No treat or toy or cosmic truth beyond what her tribe required. But the lengthy, patient night seemed wonderful. The hospitality and attention of her host called to her like a world of its own, and there was pleasure in knowing they’d not soon be parted. 
 
    Seyel’s body was monumental, and her words echoed in Amalie’s thoughts. “I can relate to you better now, having met your mistress. Or your lover, whatever she is.” Amalie looked at Seyel and called to her quite loudly. 
 
    “This is a riddle my tribe will have to solve themselves! But I am Amalie, and I am ready to receive.” Her voice remained stark and confident, but no longer aggressive. “Show me the new world of humes and natra. I like what yet I’ve seen,” she said. “Fashion me a dress like your little blue lady’s and another for my good friend!” she added but then made a final request with greater emphasis. “Show me if humes and natra can really see eye to eye.” 
 
    “Let’s find out together,” Seyel said eagerly. She looked away with a thought. “For you, I think, not a dress,” Seyel mused. “But endure being carried a short way and I will adorn you in more than this,” she said. Her eloquent words belied something heightened, almost urgent, in her manner. It was then that Amalie understood what truly offered. 
 
    “You can hold me. Take me for whatever ride,” Amalie said. Seyel’s hand came toward her and pinched a corner of her blanket. Amalie yelped with surprise as she was spun about and left naked. She was too timid to move for a moment as Seyel held her big open palm beside her, and she gently scooped her up. 
 
    With much less ado, she picked Meteya up too. She made her hands a platform for them to stand on as she slowly walked. Amalie remained braced on her knees for maximum safety, and Meteya grinned down at her smugly. At once, Amalie leaped up and pounced on her, starting to tear off all her nice clothes. She made them similarly disadvantaged. Seyel didn’t interfere as Meteya yelped and tried to save the fabric. “Beast!” she squawked, and Amalie growled near her throat and then kissed her there. 
 
    Meteya breathed heavily and slumped back on Seyel’s hand. She began to relax as Amalie kissed her collar and then her breasts. Amalie laughed, displaying her elation and energy, though she couldn’t say why she felt it. She stroked Meteya’s side and her thighs with far more gentleness than she had shown before. “What are you, jealous?” Meteya asked in a small and indignant voice. She held a handful of Amalie’s wild hair but didn’t stop her from taking one of her swollen pink teats into her mouth. Seyel’s eyes were affixed upon them with a temperate interest as Amalie ran her tongue around the crown of Meteya’s breast. 
 
    “Yes,” Amalie said after a moment, extending her tongue to drag it along under Meteya’s boob and taste her. “I want what you have.” she turned her eyes up toward Seyel. “I like both Big and Little Blue, “ she said with a dumb grin. 
 
    There was only a slight smile on her Seyel’s face but her eyes were bright and focused. She folded in her palms and gently squeezed the smaller women together. “Good. Good! It appears we like you too!” she observed excitedly. “Tonight will be even more fun than expected.” Meteya’s body was soft and her curves were pillowy and plush. Between Seyel’s hands, they got warm. Amalie grunted bashfully as they squirmed against each other but enjoyed the feel of it. The glowing oil spread to Meteya’s breasts and thighs and onto Seyel’s hands. Seyel separated the two tiny women and held Amalie by the feet, letting her dangle. “Perhaps I guessed Meteya would tempt you.” She held Amalie near to her lips. “But are you actually so ambitious as to crave me?” 
 
    “Yes!” Amalie blurted and laughed. She went limp other than at the neck as she looked Seyel in the eye, and then at her lips. “If nothing else is true, I am the one that would try!” She yelled out proudly. “I am the one who would rock you, woman who stands among the stars!” 
 
    Seyel’s lips curled into a potent smile. Some of her teeth peaked out, each a formidable sword. She turned Amalie upright near her face and set Meteya against her breast. “I am seeing you more clearly now,” Amalie said, flicking back her ponytail. She rested her foot on Seyel’s palm and reclined in her hand. “And I love what I see,” she declared assuredly. 
 
    “You are the one that should be praised,” Seyel said, drawing in a sharp intake of breath that made Amalie’s hair flutter. “You are a warrior poet.” As alien as her features were, the joyful desire on her face revealed all. She had a woman’s desire to please and be pleased, but new to Amalie was the amazement and fixation shown in Seyel’s gaze. She handled and inspected her like an exotic flower, wrapping her gently with a finger like a bird that might fly. “Amalie.” She said her name with delight. 
 
    Amalie turned her face and kissed Seyel’s hand. She looked for Meteya and could see where she was tucked under the cloth at Seyel’s breast. “Enough poetry. Enough words!” she declared. 
 
    Seyel slowly closed her hand around Amalie, smiling at her with rich warmth and confidence. “Just what do you plan to do?” she asked, holding her near to her face like a bouquet. “Or what should I do with you?” 
 
    “What is natural.” Amalie squirmed around in Seyel’s grasp, but her words invoked some curiosity. “Do what you like to do to humes and I’ll do what I’d do to a  natra,” Amalie said. 
 
    “Humes and natra,” Seyel repeated and gently chuckled. Off the walkway, there was a contraption large enough for a natra to stand in. “Let’s be better acquainted than that,” she suggested. Once she had stepped into the chamber, gizmos took her temporary clothes. Meteya held on and remained where she was, clinging to an oversized deep-blue nipple. “Yes?” Seyel briefly affirmed, and then she brought Amalie to her other breast. 
 
    It was a bed of abundant softness, and Amalie shuddered as Seyel pressed her rather firmly, but tenderly, into the curve of her boob. She felt a large teat slide up between her thighs and then press into her belly. The soft flesh rose up around Amalie as though to swallow her as Seyel held her there with a finger. 
 
    The machine began to beep, whirr, and display vibrant colors, though Amalie buried her face in blue skin. She listened to the internal rush stirred by Seyel’s powerful, slow heartbeat. When she looked to the side she saw that the gizmos were weaving a purple silk sleeve onto Seyel’s arm.  Then Seyel moved her hand away and Amalie felt silky strands rapidly falling into place along her back, from her toes to beyond her head, and then tightening up. She groaned as she found herself in the dark with nothing but Seyel to occupy her senses. Her hand slid along the large areola she was pressed so snugly against, feeling its many smooth bumps. 
 
    “I won’t forget to outfit you, in turn,” Seyel promised. Amalie felt her hand touch her through the new fabric of her top, and she was repositioned so that Seyel’s nipple pressed right against her cheek. “But what rush?” 
 
    Amalie could hear that Seyel was returning to the water, and then feel her laying down on something floating. Once settled, her body rocked slowly back and forth under Amalie, who found she could make Seyel’s breast jiggle by jerking about. She laughed and reached up to put her hand on Seyel’s teat beside her face. As Seyel drew breath, Amalie felt herself pushed up from below. It stirred something in her to be able to cause such a sizable reaction with her tiny touch. 
 
    “Is that an agreeable cage?” Seyel asked playfully. She contentedly hummed. “I will only trap you a little while, here and there,” she said. “As my treat.” She used one finger to slowly pet Amalie’s back through the fabric as she felt the tiny wild woman beginning to lick and kiss her nipple. “I like to keep my humes close. Yes, even today I am… possessive,” she admitted, a low rumble causing her chest to vibrate. 
 
    Amalie liked the sound of that word, as much as she hated the idea of losing her freedom. To be owned by Seyel the way Meteya was did not seem the worst thing. Neither did she mind losing her volition for then, as what is natural if not for a giantess to take what she wants and do what she wants? For Amalie, it was natural to serve the strong, and the beauty spread before her demanded devotion. 
 
    She pushed up against the fabric to get onto her knees and ran her hands in a circle around Seyel’s areola. She kissed the nipple on its tip, though it was quite wide. She stretched her lips around it as best as she could, squeezing the dark blue teat until she had managed to fill her mouth. It pressed the inside of her cheek, and Amalie was shaken about as Seyel’s chest trembled but remained latched tight. The taste was curious but she liked it at once. She lapped with her tongue at the big tender nub and found she was able to invoke shudders out of the womanly landscape below. 
 
    “Yes,” Seyel softly moaned. “Have a taste.” Though they could not see it, she was lying on a floaty with her hands behind her head and her eyes blissfully closed. “Diligent tongues and dexterous fingertips, I am at your mercy,” she chuckled softly and then let out a small whine. Amalie was reminded that Meteya was likely at the same business as her, but they were more likely to succeed together whether competing or collaborating. She took Seyel’s teat so far into her mouth that it nudged the start of her throat, and heard a deep moan rumble from her chest. Her fingers slid around a single bump on Seyel’s areola, and then another, tending to each in turn as she blindly explored with her hand. By the residual glow of her body, she could see just enough to draw back and admire the sparkle of slobber on Seyel’s teat. 
 
    “How about this?” Amalie called out, and making her hand into a ball she ran it in rapid circles around Seyel’s nipple as though whisking up a bowl of batter. “I gotta know what I can do to you!” She kneaded with both hands, spreading out the pressure but being as forceful as her portion of might permitted. She leaned in and massaged her there the way she might have rubbed Eden’s back. 
 
    “Ah!” Seyel exclaimed. A slight jerk of her chest was enough for Amalie to be bucked up and then slammed back down onto her boob. The tight fabric made it hard to rise to her knees again, so she rubbed and licked what she could reach. Then Amalie started to squirm forward to find her way out. Her head popped out from under the silk and she found herself in Seyel’s cleavage just beneath her collar. “Well Slayer, should I let you run amuck?” Seyel asked, sitting upright to peer at her. 
 
    Seyel’s silvery hair cascaded down her body. The suit she wore now was like a one-piece swimsuit, skintight and with ovals missing such that it looked to Amalie like it had been stretched out from within and ripped. Amalie climbed out between her breasts and smiled at her earnestly. “Bring me to your lips,” she demanded but then cracked up. “I’ll seize a big kiss!” 
 
    Seyel delicately took Amalie into her hand. “Meter by meter, you may seize and conquer me,” she said, her voice rich and enticing. Amalie was held near to her mouth and could feel the warmth of her breath. “Spare nothing, take it all in excess,” she said. She put Amalie to her mouth and spoke slowly, rubbing her chest and belly with her lips. “It is a selfish indulgence for both of us.” 
 
    “You are magical.” Amalie laid her hands on her face and hugged her. “You are strange.” Nestling her face between Seyel’s lips she felt she was dreaming. “Here is the first place I have felt I belonged.” 
 
    Seyel looked at her with wonder. It was a beautiful and tragic thing to say. To answer she pursed and felt Amalie’s features pressing so lovingly to her lips. It was an impossible kiss, yet in a way, they fit. Amalie swooned and let her leg dangle down Seyel’s jaw. She was held in place loosely as the giantess reclined on her inflated bed. Her bright red eyes closed as she seemed to sink into joy. 
 
    “It makes you happy?” Amalie asked smally. “I never bite back a sour word so you ought to know it's true.” 
 
    “What is true?” Seyel encouraged, hanging on Amalie’s tiny voice like life’s very tether. She kissed her tummy and then her breasts, but Amalie could see the pleasure was in her ears. 
 
    “You are weirder than anything and I ought to be terrified. Everything strange before only made me feel more lost. I feel something entirely different now.” 
 
    Seyel opened her eyes and looked at Amalie with adoration and excitement. 
 
    “I live on an exotic planet!” Amalie exclaimed. “All this time I thought I was cast away. You are the one that makes me realize I’m exactly who I was meant to be.” 
 
    Meteya had slipped out and was watching from below. Her mouth hung agape as Seyel and Amalie kissed again. Giant blue legs shifted and made their world wobble as Seyel seemed to feel delight flowing clear through her toes. Meteya’s heart was racing and she wondered what had happened to transform them. Seyel collected her and held both women to her chest just beneath her chin. 
 
    “Meteya, can I keep her?” Seyel asked in good humor. “Just this one.” 
 
    “Maybe I will keep you!” Amalie claimed. She looked over at Meteya. “I’ll wedge myself in like a thorn you can’t remove, and you’ll like it.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll fit wonderfully,” Meteya told her and snorted. “There’s a place for you; Seyel and I would be all too happy to wedge you in.” She reached out to offer her hand to Amalie again and smiled wide. “Yeah, it will be hard to get you out!” she said and laughed. 
 
    Amalie’s head lolled as she looked up at Seyel with stuporous delight. “I’m in,” she said simply. 
 
    “You will have my love,” Seyel gently enclosed them in her hands. “I will keep you this close to me, night and day.” She released them but then slowly pressed her breasts together until her little two lovers collided again. “This is a sweet beginning. But know this Amalie and Meteya, we have only just begun.” 
 
    This time, Meteya’s body felt moonglow soft. Amalie took her in her arms and held her tight. Her weakness was welcome, her receptiveness tempting, and Amalie couldn’t help the feeling spreading there to her too. 
 
    Love. She barely knew what it was but she knew it was too early for love. 
 
    Yet no other word described what she felt stirring. Big Blue and Little Blue, I want to be a part of you. In her thoughts, she was practically singing. “Let’s begin with a bang!” 
 
    “Yes!” Seyel laughed. 
 
    “I want to look into your eyes!” 
 
    “You can ride my tongue.” 
 
    Amalie gasped. This time she scrambled up and leapt into Seyel’s hand. 
 
    “This will be a treat for all of us,” Seyel said, picking Meteya up too. She made sure Amalie could see what was done with her. Seyel tucked her through a hole in her suit, sliding her down until she was up against her pussy. She let the stretchy fabric snap back in with Meteya in place. Amalie shuddered in Seyel’s grasp, feeling new cravings in her body as much as her mind. This was something else entirely. 
 
    Seyel made her hand like a throne and held Amalie up. She wiggled her jaw and grinned coyly, and then slowly extended a long, dark-purple tongue, that flicked at the air and curled up toward Amalie’s toes. 
 
    Amalie was spellbound. Staring down into Seyel’s maw made her nervous, but right now, the nerves felt so good. She was going to get what she wanted, ready or not. She suddenly leaped from Seyel’s hand and landed on her tongue. It bucked but she found purchase with her tights and her hands gripped the dark rim of Seyel’s plush lips. “Ha!” Amalie laughed. Then she gasped sharply as she felt Seyel’s tongue raise between her thighs. 
 
    It was warm and not at all smooth, but slippery, with a myriad of bumps: Taste buds to roll along every inch of her thighs and groin. The flow of nubs stampeded her most sensitive places, making her groan and vibrate in place as though electrified. A slight effort of Seyel’s tongue was enough to lift her and she fell forward, pressing her face to Seyel’s upper lip. She parted her legs to receive her tongue again, and Seyel began to slowly lap by pushing it back and forth under Amalie’s body. She curled her tongue up to taste Amalie’s pussy and let its texture do the work as every tiny motion made the wild woman squirm. 
 
    Seyel’s hand was between her own legs. She touched herself and Meteya in a practiced way, knowing well how to best use her cherished hume. Amalie could hear her moaning, faintly, but Seyel’s hums of pleasure and delight were far louder. She tasted Amalie like a piece of candy, and soon swallowed her up to the hips, such that she had to ride her tongue carefully for fear of getting gulped. Not that there was any real danger. It seemed to take no effort at all on Seyel’s part to entertain the smaller duo. Amalie let go of all reservations, enticed by her familiarity, and knowing that there was only pleasure ahead. That kind of joy beset her bodily. She moaned and tensed in the abdomen, and gripped with her thighs to bind herself to Seyel’s wicked tongue. 
 
    “Woo!” She exclaimed, tossed about by the muscle she wrestled with her legs. She met eyes with Seyel who was looking down her nose at her. “I’m wet and wild!” Seyel chuckled with her mouth full and then leaned forward to gently spit Amalie into her hand. Her fingers curled around her arms. She held Amalie near her face. 
 
    “Stay wild, Amalie.” Seyel closed her eyes and leaned in, extending her tongue to lick Amalie from her toes to her face. She licked again and followed the curve of her body. Amalie tried to catch her breath but was too worked up. No matter where Seyel’s tongue touched her it made her writhe. Her body was licked clean. She loved the smell of the spit that now coated her every inch. 
 
    Seyel smooched her face, taking it into the wet softness between her lips so gently but then keeping her there as if she would never let it end. Amalie kissed her back; she kissed all around. A hum of pleasure started in Seyel’s depths and then rose to trumpet around Seyel’s face. 
 
    “Mwah!” Seyel exclaimed as she popped Amalie free from her lips. For an instant, a bridge of saliva connected them. “Uh uh!” Her voice chimed with delight. “Here I come!” She made her tongue straight and pointed it toward Amalie’s groin. It was quite a massive thing to envision ramming into her, but Amalie spread her legs and gnawed her lip, feeling that one lick more might make her explode. 
 
    Seyel’s steely temperament was long gone. Now a violet hue filled her cheeks. The craving there was palpable. To see her blush and salivate was an ecstasy in itself. Even then she touched Amalie so delicately, but her gentleness only made the feeling more pronounced. She tasted her with the very tip of her tongue, nestling in between her thighs and encircling her slit. A small target, but Seyel had no trouble hitting it. She made her tongue spasm with a rush of tiny twitches. Seyel watched Amalie’s eyes intently as she slowly guided her up higher into the feeling, up into bliss and starlight. Amalie squealed; she roared victoriously. She squeezed Seyel’s finger like she was holding on for dear life. Seyel kissed Amalie on the groin and moaned into her, vibrating her tongue. Then they came together, soaring at orgasmic heights. The force of it made Amalie convulse and jerk and she might have fallen if Seyel hadn’t held her tight. She felt herself squirting — the feeling was too much — and then surrendered to total relief. When the mojo had run its course, she hung limply in Seyel’s hands like a doll and whined a high-pitched song of satisfaction. 
 
    Seyel took a moment to stare at Amalie and get to know the look of her well, in a moment she looked so fierce and disheveled. She adored her new, wild hume, though her breathing calmed, and her face soon retained its usual impassiveness. Meteya was retrieved, and Seyel put her and Amalie on her stomach, reclining without urgency. The sky had only just reached its darkest, and it seemed to Amalie there were three times as many stars as usual. There was nothing up here to disturb them but beautious cosmic light. Amalie laid on Seyel’s belly and held onto Meteya loosely. She had never felt so secure and had no say about falling asleep. 
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    Something warm was enclosing Amalie and gently pressing her on either side. The feeling called her back before she began to dream. Though she thought she had been dreaming. Confused and barely able to believe where she was, she found herself lying between Seyel’s thighs. They were still in the garden, though some hours had passed. Seyel was in a chair beside a different pool of water, and she and Meteya studied a globe of light. 
 
    Now Amalie found herself quite interested in the things she had before shunned, scientific wonder and natra extravagance. She laid out straight, putting her feet on the cloth over Seyel’s groin and smiled up at them from below. 
 
    “Behold this world, green and blue, like us,” Seyel said, letting the projected planet float overhead. 
 
    “Rather pretty. Is that water?” Amalie asked. She stared up with tired and happy eyes, still processing all that had happened. 
 
    “Earth,” Seyel said. 
 
    Amalie rarely heard mention of that place. “Are there humes there?” 
 
    “That’s our homeworld! A lost connection, though,” Meteya said. “Even the natra know little about them.” 
 
    “Did they forget about us?” 
 
    “It seems so.” 
 
    They looked to Seyel for more explanation but she seemed to be carefully choosing words. 
 
    “What if we go there?” 
 
    Seyel gently picked Amalie up. She held her up to the holographic earth and then brought her crashing down into her bosom. “It would take many of your lifetimes.” 
 
    “I suppose I’m stuck here,” Amalie conceded, though she did not seem to mind it. 
 
    “Sadly, we haven’t been good hosts at all,” Seyel said remorsefully. “But I shall try to make up for it.” She poked the Earth with a finger, causing it to vanish. 
 
    “You’ve sure made it up to me,” Amalie said. “Though I could go for some clothes, now.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Seyel stood up, tucking them both into her cleavage. She walked quickly and Amalie felt the wind in her face as they seemed to traverse a great distance in just several steps. They went back into the room that had clothed Seyel. 
 
    “There is actually a way for you to see visions of our world and Earth. To reveal it all would be a pleasure, and you ought to know.” Seyel said. She held Meteya out before herself. There was again chaotic noise, and light seemed to form into thread until a queenly blue robe was upon her. “We will do that next. No device is a better toy,” she said, and Amalie wondered what she could be talking about. 
 
    Seyel held her out in the center of the chamber. “I visualized this while you were sleeping,” she said, and the mechanism whirred to life. Amalie looked down as a sleek black and green material coalesced about her feet. It was shiny and felt tight at first, crawling up beyond her knees. There began a neon green splotching of color. She was made to look sleek and wild, Patterned more like a warning than as camouflage, and like the Striped Moon, glowing. Seyel painted it with her gaze and covered Amalie up to her neck. She gave it seams, pockets, and suitable protection until Amalie looked like a little tactical soldier. Not only could she move freely, but wearing it was invigorating, and she felt sexy and invincible. 
 
    “Ha!” She threw a kick high into the air. She hopped a few times on Seyel’s palm, no longer fearing a fall. “I’d say give me a weapon, too, but I’m beginning to think my slaying days are done.” 
 
    “You’ll be my hero, regardless,” Seyel assured her warmly. “Come, let us have some more fun,” she said. 
 
    She took a lift down from the garden and into her dwelling within the Stone Tree. Amalie got a glimpse of the immense halls on the various levels of the structure. They arrived at a room with many places to rest, but featureless, smooth stone walls, and no visible gizmos. 
 
    “This is what people — natra do with much of their time. Perhaps it is why we were so ignorant of humes.” Seyel said. 
 
    “Meditate?” Amalie asked. Humes knew that meditation was the only real concern of most natra. It was not nearly so rewarding for them. 
 
    Seyel sat on a pillowy sphere, crossing her ankles. She supported her palms with her knees, having Amalie on one and Meteya on the other. “Sit,” she gently instructed. 
 
    She sat down on Seyel’s hand, finding it comfortable. She was happy to slow down for a moment. 
 
    The room darkened. “I’ve got you. Relax deeply,” Seyel told them. 
 
    A small splotch of light like a glowing bug slithered across the chamber, darting this way and that over the other shapes and forms in the dark. Then more lights were scattered, and then a multitude. They moved disorientingly, and Amalie found that no matter where she stared, she could see nothing clearly. She could not even hold an image in her mind of her surroundings or Seyel’s hand beneath her. 
 
    The light and the dark turned her vision to static, and then white. 
 
    For a moment it felt like her body was asleep in the tingly sense. Then she couldn’t feel Seyel anymore. She was floating in endless mist. Desiring to find some purchase somewhere, she immediately and instinctively created a small platform of grassy terrain using her imagination. She was able to stand there and looked around for Seyel and Meteya. 
 
    Seyel emerged from the mists, her hands slowly enclosing the island of earth Amalie had conjured. She wore shining natra armor, blue and sleek like what she had made for Amalie. Like a bird of paradise, Meteya came fluttering into sight upon glowing azure wings. She landed by Amalie with perfect grace and seemed even more beautiful than before. 
 
    “This is not real,” Amalie observed, though it seemed as real as anything. 
 
    “It has no physicality,” Seyel agreed. “Though you may start to think otherwise. We use it for what is better seen and felt than said.” 
 
    Amalie casually undressed Seyel in her mind, recalling the sight of her she so recently enjoyed. But to her immediate shock and embarrassment, her thoughts actually tugged the fastenings of Seyel’s armor, causing the protective plates to fall away. 
 
    “Be careful what you dream up,” Seyel advised with amusement. “Here is what you call the Pearl,” she said. 
 
    The small and bright moon appeared in their sight and grew and grew until they appeared to fall toward it. Seyel still held the small terrace of dirt as they hovered over a bright landscape. It was not plainly white, seen up close, but shining with every color. A crystal city spanned from one horizon to the other, with small, luminous dwellings lining every hill and feature. 
 
    “Many humes live here and coexist with natra.” 
 
    “Like me!” Meteya said helpfully. 
 
    “Others live in the parks and wild places on Erenth. We mostly leave them alone.” 
 
    From above, they watched the tiny humes about their business. They had parties and seemed to be always changing their decorations. 
 
    “I don’t know that I see the appeal. Maybe a little,” Amalie said. She noticed a natra-sized path that wound its way right through a denser part of the city. Amalie stepped out of space and onto the path and found that she was a giantess. She got the giggles and was very careful about where she put her feet. Seyel came to stand beside her, with only Meteya remaining hume sized. 
 
    It was odd to look Seyel in the eye, the normal way. Amalie felt some urge to pounce on her the way she got Meteya, but she didn’t dare. She grabbed Meteya though, dangling her over her mouth and ready to swallow her up. 
 
    “Now, one must not let their size go to their head,” Seyel said, softly chuckling. She thwarted Amalie, causing her to diminish to her proper tiny self. Meteya tumbled down on top of her. Seyel then put her foot slowly down between them. “Forget this place,” she said, beginning to disperse it like smoke with the waving of her hand. “Let’s stop by Earth.” 
 
    It seemed that Meteya’s mind took over for this. The void she brought them into was black and not white, but the Earth glowed within it like a beautiful polished stone. Amalie was yanked in with incredible speed and launched low over the ocean. She glided over the water and began to slow as a city with many towers appeared on the horizon. “This is how I imagine it,” Meteya said, though Amalie couldn’t see her. “Not entirely true to life.” Then her motion was gentle, and she found she was keeping her balance with her feet. 
 
    Amalie was surfing, though her mind had never dreamt of it. Fish leaped about her. She swept near a sandy beach, where humes were all dressed in swimwear. Not humes, humans. Meteya’s voice spoke in her mind. Amalie saw an enormous green statue of a woman with a spiked crown that made her look like a natra at first. She was majestic, holding a torch, and Amalie was full of wonder about these people. But as she surfed up onto the shore, the humans scattered, and she could behold none of them closely. She was able to walk up to one who was lying on a towel with dark circles of glass over her eyes. 
 
    “These are sunglasses.” Amalie was surprised when it turned out to be Meteya. “And a beach umbrella!” she said, gesturing at the weird circle of cloth above. 
 
    “They’re cute.” Amalie liked the yellow sand and luminous, blue sky. There were billowing, fluffy clouds while the desert on Erenth had only little wisps, and rarely. The sun was curiously similar. Since Meteya seemed to be able to hear her thoughts, Amalie listened for hers. She perceived a broader image of this place. “The sandy shores of America,” she said after having heard the name in Meteya’s mind. 
 
    “Some humes still talk about this place,” Meteya said. “Some came from elsewhere, and the human nations are very different from each other, much like hume tribes.” 
 
    “It is an odd feeling, standing here.” 
 
    “It is odd for me too,” Seyel said. Amalie looked around and saw she had taken the place of the large green statue. She smirked at her, holding aloft a blazing torch. “For a long time, natra did not know what humes really were, and then we were in denial,” she said somewhat bashfully. Seyel stepped down onto the beach with little humans scurrying away underfoot. Her attire transformed into a black two-piece bikini. “For my part, I am now in love with everything hume and human. You are the most charming and precious little things. Persons,” she corrected. 
 
    Amalie enjoyed the look of Seyel as she approached them and sat down. She extended her feet and Amalie was drawn to the translucent webbing between her toes. “What I like best is that it’s just us,” she said. “Now I am curious what we can do here.” 
 
    “There’s little we can’t. Use your imagination again,” Seyel invited. 
 
    Amalie walked to the shore and turned to face them. Meteya had followed and leaned against one of Seyel’s feet. Amalie willed herself to crash on them like a wave. The water did stir, and she reached down to pull it up and make a flowing pillar rise from the sea. “I can touch you like this,” she said, feeling a sense of power coming from her mind. Then the water formed into the shape of Amalie’s hand and arm. 
 
    “An amount of might befits you,” Seyel said, curling her toes. 
 
    For only that moment, Amalie did wish that she was larger. There were some kinds of relief she just couldn’t provide. She wondered if her efforts here would be wasted or if Seyel even benefitted from massage. But as easily as she imagined doing so, she took a gentle hold on Seyel’s foot with her watery limb and found that she could feel her warmth and sense the pleasure from her touch. 
 
    She gently kneaded the pad of her foot with her thumb, and absent-mindedly brought forth another big blue hand. She cradled Seyel’s foot between them and stroked its arch with her fingertips and soon found she was looking down on Seyel from above. She lifted her foot and opened her mouth and the taste of Seyel’s toes surprised her. She forgot about the water and found herself crawling on top of the once-giant woman. Seyel’s brows went up with surprise as Amalie gently stroked her cheek. 
 
    “Eye to eye is right! Though, you will always be larger than life in my mind,” Seyel said. “Still, I am surprised how deep your eyes go.” 
 
    Amalie fumbled around with a hand until she found Meteya and grabbed her quickly, causing her to give out a tiny squeak. “The eyes seal the deal,” Amalie said. She laid Meteya’s head on Seyel’s lips, then enclosed her face there with a kiss. Meteya flopped and convulsed and curled her toes but then let out the happiest, high-pitched squeak Amalie had ever heard. Seyel’s eyes were still wide open; she processed it like a machine, and then all at once took hold of Amalie and rolled with her in the sand. Poor Meteya tumbled around between wrecking-ball-sized tits but don’t worry, Amalie and Seyel made out with her in place snugly between them. 
 
    “You kiss different,” Seyel said with a whine. “I’ve never known a hume to charge in the way you do.” She held Amalie’s shoulders, the illusion of her substance, finding comfort in her strange strength and quickness. Natra did not react so swiftly as humes, and Amalie was not likely to let a chance for surprise pass. “Your love is so free.” 
 
    Amalie made her tremble by kissing the lobe of her ear, her neck, and her collar and then scooped Meteya up to press her into her breast. The once-tame hume seemed all too happy to be made a toy. Amalie now liked her quite a lot, but she thought of her almost like an extension of Seyel. 
 
    “Just once, I gotta feel you like this,” Amalie said. She moved her palm in circles around Seyel’s breast and rubbed Meteya in there. She cupped the other breast in her hand and held it delicately. Amalie’s kissing explored down onto its curve and she let Seyel’s chest rise to meet her lips, and then wrapped them gently Seyel’s teat and squeezed it. It had been too big to suck before but now was just a little thing, and Amalie felt as though she could move mountains with her tongue. 
 
    There was sureness in doing things the way she knew. Seyel was now not all that different from what Amalie had tasted before. Still, it was sweeter then than ever. She knew an expansive mind and heart were compacted beneath her. “Huggable goddess,” Amalie said, stroking and kissing her. “It feels so good to hold you.” They were breathing in turn and felt as if they could meld together. “While I can, there is something that I’ve got to do.” 
 
    “Do what you must do!” Seyel’s voice was full acclaim. She gently grasped Amalie’s green locks as her kisses fell lower still. Amalie lowered her face and explored down with her fingertips, finding the waistband of Seyel’s bottoms and taking it into her grasp. She took one last look at her face, so full of excitement, so that she could hold the image in her mind as she got to work. “It’s only shadow,” Seyel said as her clothing melted away, leaving Amalie’s hands empty. 
 
    “But you are real and we aren’t going anywhere,” Amalie said. Her chin dipped between Seyel’s thighs and she admired her most intimately. She dragged Meteya by the foot and laid her out with her face just beside the start of Seyel’s slit. She looked like she could have fit in perfectly, and then so could have Amalie, though now she only wanted to with her tongue. 
 
    And kiss her so that she could feel her love. Amalie crashed down tenderly with her lips. She moved them in a stupored rhythm just as when she kissed Seyel’s mouth. Her tongue went forward eagerly, and Amalie finally got the taste she had been craving. Seyel was wet to receive her, and the water of her body had a tingle to it. Amalie poured out her love with the exploration and dancing of her tongue and lips. She tried to channel bliss from her heart to Seyel’s womanhood. She thought about nothing but her pleasure and felt humility and gratitude at last. Amalie knew how to love and worship. This at least, she was sure she had in hand, and she worried only that the dream might suddenly end. But then, she felt sure it would last forever. 
 
    Seyel squeezed Amalie with her thighs, and she felt strong. Her hips were slowly curling up to meet Amalie’s affection. Amalie felt as though the energy she had borrowed was flowing back to her. She began to grow smaller, though she did not rebel against the return to reality. Redoubling her efforts, she made her face the toy and pushed up against Seyel’s warmly receptive sex until it filled her sight and then loomed over her. 
 
    “You hold me too highly in your mind,” Seyel gasped. This kind of service and adoration challenged even her resolve. She guided Meteya in from above until her little blue lips could reach her clit. She held them both to her privacy and let them use their bodies as they could. But, at last, she could no longer let Amalie drive the pace. She grabbed the wild scavenger and stuffed her inside her pussy. Now she intended to indulge as fully as if she dreamt alone. In went Meteya, too, and Seyel held them both about the ankles with one hand. “Hold on to one another. At least I need not worry about hurting you.” She could offer them little warning before starting to have her way. 
 
    Meteya giggled heatedly and Amalie grabbed her tight. All around them, Seyel’s soft inner walls were pressing in. She slid them deeper into herself and squeezed them, clenching and groaning from their squirming. Seyel rubbed herself vigorously so that her internal cavern trembled, and Meteya made herself buzz and vibrate like a gizmo. Amalie licked her face and began to finger her, but she was thinking most of all about Seyel’s bliss welling up around them. She tried to imagine how it felt, and what it would be like being a piece of Seyel, sharing in pleasures once beyond her world and mind. 
 
    “Feel it with me,” Seyel invited with ecstasy in her voice that made it musical. Suddenly, her rising climax invaded and occupied the minds of Amalie and Meteya. They gasped, face to face with each other, The total bliss of orgasm was felt surrounding their bodies. It was bigger than their minds and shaking even to the very core. Amalie buried her face into Meteya’s breasts and came in place, squirting down her thighs. She gripped soft flesh hard with her fingertips and held on for her life. 
 
    “Ahh!” Seyel’s moaning echoed through the dark, though it was no longer muffled by her body. Amalie found herself sitting in her palm again, and at once collapsed, basking in the feeling. The echoes of what had totally overwhelmed her were now warmly stirring her core. 
 
    “Oh my starlight,” Amalie softly muttered in wonder. The lights came on and Seyel unsteadily breathed and opened her eyes. 
 
    “Seems I tried to give you a little too much,” she said and chuckled bashfully. She brought Meteya and Amalie to her face and kissed each in turn. “Next time we’ll go higher, taking smaller steps.” 
 
    “You're always trying to put on a bigger show!” Meteya said, happily swooning in Seyel’s hand. She looked over at Amalie. “Are we altogether too much?” she asked playfully. 
 
    “Too much for me to want anything else,” she replied sweetly. 
 
      
 
    After all that, they went to Seyel’s bedroom. She laid out an assortment of tempting hume gifts. “Should I generate you some manner of carriage?” Seyel wondered, but when she thought of Amalie wandering off alone, she knew it wouldn’t do. “Say, Slayer, do you think your tribe would mind my visiting? You just tell me where to step, and I can bring the load.” 
 
    Amalie laughed. “It’ll scare them half to death, but yes, let’s do that. There’s a few more there who are likely to praise you if you bring gifts like these.” 
 
    There was cloth enough for a dozen dresses, sweet protein cube stew in a bottle, and long little rods of candy that Amalie could have used as a cane. They had also printed waterproof boots and other things the tribe could use. 
 
    “Amalie,” Seyel said after some pause. “I understand it will be complicated talking to your tribe. Whatever path they choose, I will be here as a friend should you need one. My garden is open, and they may live there in the interim of finding another home. I hope, of course, you will return to me…” 
 
    “Seyel, I’m not going anywhere!” Amalie stopped her fast and beamed with a grin. “Though I expect half my tribe will be coming back for more. If you don’t mind it, they’re sure to take it. But I can’t say what they will decide on the whole.” 
 
    Seyel reached down to offer her hand to Amalie. Meteya was already perched upon her shoulder. “Shall we go? It will only take a minute to get there. Some surprise to wake to, but I suppose they will not mind.” 
 
    Amalie laid against her palm and stared at her with adoration. She spared a glance at the treasures as they were gathered up. “If I had thought you were this generous, I would have been sneaking up your doorstep long ago.” 
 
    Out they went, lowered to the base of the tree. Seyel’s relaxed stride cleared the field where the earlier battle had raged. The view of the familiar land was wonderful to Amalie, more beautiful than any landscape they had formed in their minds. Amalie pointed the way until Seyel stepped up a hill of earth. Then they began to hear the tiny squeals and shouts of humes stirred from their sleep. 
 
    “I had better let you talk to them,” Seyel said, putting Amalie down, and setting up the tribute beside her. 
 
    “Woah woah woah!” Eden exclaimed, her voice full of fear but growing excitement, and then amazement. “You brought the blue back with you! What are you crazy?”  
 
    At the same time, Pytir and the squad came charging in with rodents and grappling hooks. 
 
    “Cool it! Look at me!” Amalie yelled and got everyone’s attention. She was standing beside Seyel’s feet with gifts on either side. “Our friend above has chosen to bless us with news from afar and all these wonderful things!” 
 
    “Sugar sticks!” Eden exclaimed, hoisting one overhead triumphantly. Then she dragged away a piece of silk, gasping as she felt how fine it was. 
 
    “The natra brings gifts!” Pytir yelled, and the tribe hooted and hollered. They ran in one at a time to swiftly grab a thing before scurrying to safety in the brush. But soon everyone had emerged from the burrows, and they circled Seyel’s feet, watching as she took Amalie way up in her hands. 
 
    “Amalie! Bravest Slayer!” Eden declared, and they took up the chant. 
 
    A roaring bonfire was started, and as the sun began to rise, the humes were all singing and dancing around their big new friend. 
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