
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Valley of Want

The valley opened before Kael like a secret the world had been keeping from him. Six months of chasing rumors, of following whispered directions from merchants who wouldn't meet his eyes, of tracking a legend that shouldn't exist - and here it was. Real. Impossible. Waiting.

He stepped from the tree line into late summer evening, and the world changed. The sun sat fat and bleeding orange across the western ridge, spilling amber light across grass that came up to his chest. Thick stalks of green and gold whispered against his travel-worn clothes, brushing his thighs with every step. The air smelled alive in a way that city air never did - crushed clover where his boots fell, wild mint released by his passage, the sweet thickness of late summer growth going to seed. Honeysuckle somewhere nearby, and the sharper scent of sage. But underneath it all, woven through the botanical perfume, something else. Something warm and musky, like sun-heated skin and a floral note he couldn't name but that made his pulse quicken, made heat pool low in his belly.

The scent grew stronger as he walked deeper into the valley. With it came an awareness that prickled along his spine - the feeling of being watched. He scanned the clearing, taking in details. The grass grew in patterns, suggesting frequent passage from some large creature. Or person. The paths were worn smooth, compressed earth showing through the green.

Then his eyes found the house, and his breath caught.

It rose from the valley floor like a cathedral built by giants. Because it was, he realized with a mixture of awe and arousal. Timber beams thick as ancient oaks formed the frame, each one stripped of bark and polished to a honey-gold gleam. The roof was slate tiles, each tile the size of a wagon bed, fitted together with precision that spoke of skill and care. The walls were whitewashed plaster between the beams, glowing warm in the fading light. Windows - actual glass, which must have cost a fortune - caught the sunset and threw it back in orange brilliance. The door stood forty feet high if it was an inch, made of dark wood banded with iron hinges that had corroded to a rust-orange patina. Smoke curled lazily from a chimney you could drive a horse cart into, carrying the smell of burning applewood.

And sitting beside the house, leaning back against the massive wall with a relaxed ease that spoke of ownership and comfort, was Theryn.

His breath just stopped. Stopped like his lungs had forgotten their purpose, like breathing was suddenly optional when faced with something so impossible.

She was enormous. The rumors hadn't prepared him. Six months of hearing about "the giantess," about "the titan woman," about "she who walks with thunder" - none of it had prepared him for the reality of her. Even seated with her back against the house, one knee drawn up and the other leg stretched out before her in casual repose, she towered. Sixty feet at least. Maybe seventy. Maybe more. His scholar's mind tried to calculate, to measure, but the numbers felt inadequate for what his eyes were seeing.

Her hair fell in thick waves past her shoulders, cascading over them in a waterfall of polished mahogany. Deep brown with undertones of auburn and copper where the dying sun caught it, each strand thick enough that he could probably wrap it around his finger multiple times. The whole mass of it looked soft, touchable, the kind of hair that would slide through hands like silk and smell like woodsmoke and wildflowers. It framed a face that made his mouth go dry.

Strong jaw, but softened by full lips. The kind of lips that looked made for smiling, for laughing, for... other things his mind immediately supplied before he could stop it. High cheekbones that cast delicate shadows in the fading light, making her face a study in angles and curves. A straight nose with just the slightest upturn at the tip that kept it from being severe. And eyes - God, her eyes. The color of storm clouds, that deep gray-blue that shifts depending on the light and mood. Right now they were watching him with an expression of lazy amusement, like she'd been expecting him. Like she'd been waiting.

Dark eyebrows arched over those storm-gray eyes, expressive and currently quirked with humor. Her skin was sun-kissed, a warm tan that spoke of time spent outdoors, and smooth except for a small scar on her chin that only added character. Laugh lines at the corners of her eyes suggested she smiled often.

She wore a dress of rough-spun linen dyed deep forest green, and it clung to her body in ways that made heat crawl up his neck and settle low in his belly like molten metal. The fabric pulled taut across shoulders that were broad and heavily muscled, the kind of powerful build that spoke of physical labor and strength. Her arms were bare from the elbow down, and he could see the play of muscle there too - forearms thick and strong, dusted with fine nearly-invisible hair that caught the light. Her hands rested on her knee and thigh, and even from this distance he could see they were large and capable, fingers long, nails filed short and clean.

The neckline of the dress scooped low - not indecently, but enough. Enough to reveal the upper swell of her breasts, which were massive. Impossibly large. His mind stuttered trying to comprehend the scale. Each breast had to be larger than his entire body, round and heavy and soft-looking, creating valleys of shadow between them that his eyes wanted to trace. He could see them rise and fall with her breathing, each inhalation making the fabric strain across them, the material pulling tight enough that he could make out the suggestion of nipples pressing against it.

The dress cinched at her waist with a leather belt, emphasizing the hourglass shape of her. Her waist still looked thick from his perspective - he probably couldn't wrap his arms around it even if he tried - but in proportion to the rest of her it created a dramatic taper. Then the dress flared out over hips that were wide and curved, the fabric draping over thighs that he could see were thick with muscle even through the cloth.

Her legs... Christ, her legs. One was drawn up, knee bent, her bare foot planted flat on the ground. The other stretched out before her, relaxed and long. Even through the dress he could trace the definition of muscle in her thighs, the powerful curves and slopes of strength built through use. Her calves were equally impressive where they showed past the hem of her dress - thick and defined, the muscle clear even in repose.

She was barefoot. The detail struck him as oddly intimate. Her feet were longer than he was tall, each toe individually articulated and tipped with nails filed smooth and clean. Her skin there was slightly darker, tanned from going barefoot often. There was a small scar running across the arch of her left foot, white and old and somehow making her more real. More tangible.

He was staring at a giant woman's feet and getting hard. The realization hit him with a mix of embarrassment and raw want that made his cock twitch in his trousers.

"You planning to stand there gawking all night, or are you actually going to say hello?"

Her voice rolled across the clearing like distant thunder - deep, warm, rich with amusement. Each word resonated in his chest cavity, vibrated through his bones and made his teeth ache pleasantly. The timbre of it settled somewhere in his spine, made his skin prickle with awareness.

Kael jerked his gaze up from her feet to her face, heat flooding his cheeks. She was watching him with those storm-gray eyes, one eyebrow arched in an expression that was amused without being cruel. Her lips were quirked in a smile that wasn't quite mocking but definitely knew exactly where he'd been staring, exactly what he'd been thinking.

"I-" His voice came out strangled, embarrassingly rough. He cleared his throat, tried again. "Theryn?"

"That's what they call me." She shifted slightly, uncrossing her legs to lean forward. The movement was casual, unconscious, but it had dramatic effects. Her breasts swayed with the shift in position, heavy and soft, creating a cascade of small adjustments in the drape of her dress that he tracked with hungry eyes despite himself. The fabric pulled tighter across them for a moment before settling, and he swore he could see the outline of her nipples more clearly. "And you're the scholar who's been asking about me. Kael, right?"

He blinked, dragging his attention back to her face with physical effort. "How did you-"

"Word travels. Even up here." She tilted her head, studying him with an intensity that made him feel pinned like a butterfly to velvet. Her eyes moved over him slowly, taking in his travel-stained clothes, his dusty boots, the pack slung over his shoulder, the slight tremor in his hands. "You're shorter than I expected."

A startled laugh escaped him despite the tension coiling in his gut, despite the way his cock was filling with blood and pressing against his trousers. "You're taller than I expected. Which is saying something, given the rumors."

"Rumors." She rolled the word around in her mouth like she was tasting it, savoring it. Her voice dropped slightly, took on a purring quality. "What do the rumors say?"

"That you're dangerous." His own voice had gone rough again, but he pushed through. "That you're a goddess descended to earth. That you eat men who wander into your valley and leave only bones."

"Mm." The smile widened, showed teeth that were white and straight and looked capable of doing exactly that. "And yet here you are. Either very brave or very stupid."

"Can't I be both?"

She laughed - really laughed, a sound that rumbled out of her chest and rolled across the valley like thunder. Low and genuine and rich with pleasure. The sound vibrated through him, made his cock pulse. "I like you, little scholar. That's either very good for you or very bad, depending."

"Depending on what?"

Silence stretched between them, thick with things unsaid. The evening insects had started their symphony - crickets and cicadas weaving their calls through the warm air, creating a blanket of sound that somehow made the space between them feel more intimate. Somewhere in the distance a nightbird called, lonely and haunting. The smell of her was stronger now that he stood in her presence, wrapping around him like smoke he couldn't escape. Clean sweat - the good kind, the kind that came from honest work - and something sweet-sharp underneath it. Like crushed berries and summer heat and arousal. That last thought made his cock throb harder.

Theryn leaned back, propping herself up on her elbows against the wall of her house. The position thrust her chest forward, made her breasts press together and up. The neckline of her dress gaped with the movement, and suddenly he could see the inner curves, the shadowed valley between those massive breasts that looked deep enough to lose himself in. The fabric strained across them, and he could definitely see the outline of her nipples now - thick and prominent, pressing against the linen.

His mouth went dry. He could fit his whole head between those breasts. Maybe his whole torso. The thought sent another pulse of heat through him, made his balls tighten.

She knew. She absolutely knew what she was doing to him, what effect this casual display was having. The knowledge was there in her eyes, in the curve of her smile.

"So," she said, her tone conversational despite the heat building between them, despite the way her eyes had darkened slightly. "What is it you want, Kael the scholar? Really want, I mean. Not the polite version you'd give to the village elders or write in your papers."

His pulse hammered in his throat hard enough that he wondered if she could see it. He'd practiced this conversation a hundred times during the six-month journey. Had rehearsed different approaches, different ways of explaining his purpose. None of those rehearsed words felt adequate now, standing in her shadow with her eyes on him like a physical weight, like she could see through his clothes to the hard cock straining against them.

"I want," he said slowly, picking his words carefully, "to understand."

"Understand what?"

"You. This." He gestured at her, at the impossible reality of her existence, at the house and the valley and everything it represented. "How it feels. What it's like to be..." He trailed off, hunting for words that wouldn't sound insulting or reductive.

"Huge?" She supplied, still amused. "Gigantic? A freak of nature that shouldn't exist?"

"Magnificent," he corrected quietly, and meant it. "Powerful. Different in ways I can't even imagine. I want to understand what that's like."

Something shifted in her expression. The amusement didn't fade completely, but it softened around the edges, took on a different quality. Something warmer. More genuine. She sat up fully, leaning forward until her face was close enough that he could count the gold flecks in her irises, see the faint laugh lines at the corners of her eyes, see the individual pores of her skin. Close enough to smell the wine on her breath mixed with something sweeter.

"You're either very brave or very stupid," she murmured, her voice gone soft and considering. "I haven't decided which yet."

"Can't I be both?" he asked again, holding her gaze despite the urge to look away, to break the intensity of the connection.

A laugh rumbled out of her - lower this time, more intimate. It vibrated through the ground beneath his feet, made the grass around him tremble. "I like you, little scholar. I really do. That's dangerous for both of us."

"Why dangerous?"

Instead of answering, she reached out. He froze, every muscle locking, as her hand came toward him. It moved through the air with surprising delicacy for something so large, her fingers - each one longer than his forearm, thick as tree branches - approaching with careful control. She used just her index finger and thumb to pluck at the collar of his travel-stained shirt, the pads of her fingers rough with calluses but her touch gentle.

"Dangerous," she said softly, "because I haven't touched someone in a very long time. Because you're so small and I'm so... not. Because I want things I shouldn't want, things that could break you if I'm not careful."

Heat flooded through him at her words, pooled in his groin. This close, he could see even more details. The individual pores of her skin, each one visible and real. The fine down of nearly invisible hair along her forearm, blonde and soft-looking. The pattern of lines on her palm where her hand curved, the map of her life written in her skin. The scent of her was overwhelming - salt and sweetness and something musky that made his head swim and his cock throb with insistent want.

"I'm tougher than I look," he managed, his voice coming out rougher than he intended.

"Mm." She released his collar, but her hand didn't pull back completely. Instead her finger trailed down his chest, barely making contact. Even that light touch was firm enough to feel through his shirt, warm and solid and deliberate. It traced down to his stomach, paused there. "We'll see about that."

Then she stood.

The movement was fluid despite her size, graceful in a way that seemed impossible for something so massive. She rose like a mountain deciding to walk, her body unfolding in stages. First her legs straightening, pushing her up. Then her torso following, her back straightening against the wall. Finally her full height, towering above him and blocking out the sky.

Kael stumbled backward, nearly tripping over his own feet in his haste to crane his neck back far enough to see her. She was... God, she was enormous. Standing, she cleared seventy feet easily, her head level with the roof of her house. The top of his head wouldn't even reach her knee.

From this angle he could see up the line of her body - the curve of her calves, muscles defined and powerful. The thickness of her thighs disappearing under the hem of her dress, which suddenly seemed shorter from this perspective. The swell of her hips and the round curve of her ass straining against the fabric in ways that made his breath catch. Her waist tapering in before the dramatic flare of her ribcage. The impossible size of her breasts from below, hanging heavy and soft, the weight of them pulling the neckline of her dress down enough that he could see even more of their undersides.

His cock was fully hard now, straining against his trousers with an insistence that bordered on painful. There was no hiding it, not from this angle, not with the obvious bulge pressing against the fabric.

Theryn's eyes dropped, tracked down his body to linger on that bulge. Her smile widened, took on a predatory edge.

"I can see you're very interested in understanding," she said, her voice dropping to a purr that resonated in his bones. "That's good. I like enthusiasm."

"I'm-" He had to stop, clear his throat. "Yes. Very interested."

"Come inside," she said, already turning toward the massive door. The movement made her hair swing, made her dress shift across her body in ways that drew his eyes. "It'll be dark soon, and the valley gets cold at night. Besides..." She glanced over her shoulder, and the look in her eyes made his breath catch, made his balls tighten with want. "If we're going to do this properly - if you really want to understand - we should start with the basics. Food. Drink. Conversation. Get to know each other before we..." She paused, let the sentence hang. "Explore."

Oh fuck. He was in so far over his head, drowning in want and need and the impossible reality of her.

But he didn't hesitate. Didn't pause to second-guess or reconsider. He just followed.

The door opened with a groan of ancient hinges, metal on metal, loud in the evening quiet. Warm yellow light spilled out across the darkening grass, painting everything gold. Inside he could see the flicker of firelight, the suggestion of furniture built to her scale. Everything smelled rich and inviting - woodsmoke and baking bread and herbs he couldn't identify and her, that intoxicating mix of musk and sweetness that was making it hard to think straight.

Theryn stepped across the threshold, ducking her head slightly even though the doorway was built for her height. A habit, maybe, or just instinctive caution. She paused just inside, turning to look back at him. Her massive form was backlit by the firelight inside, turning her into a silhouette of curves and power.

"Last chance to run, scholar," she said. Not unkindly. Not threatening. Just honest. "Once you're inside, the rules change. You'll be in my space, under my roof, subject to my... hospitality."

Kael looked up at her - at this impossible woman who made his six years of academic training feel like children's games, who made every fantasy he'd ever harbored seem pale and insufficient, who was offering him exactly what he'd traveled six months to find - and made his choice.

"I'm not running."

Her smile was slow, spreading across her face like sunrise. Predatory and pleased and something else. Something that looked almost like relief.

"Good boy," she purred, and the words went through him like lightning, made his cock pulse hard enough that he gasped.

He crossed the threshold. Behind him, the door swung shut with a boom that echoed through the valley like a heartbeat, like finality, like the world outside ceasing to exist.

Inside, the house was warm - almost too warm after the cooling evening air outside. Heat radiated from the massive fireplace, from the stones of the walls, from her presence. The main room stretched out before him, cavernous and strange and wonderful. A fireplace dominated one wall, the opening large enough to park a cart inside, flames crackling cheerfully over logs the size of his torso. The light from it painted everything in dancing orange and gold, created shadows that moved and shifted.

Furniture loomed in the dimness: a chair with a seat he'd need to climb to reach, the cushion on it as large as a bed. A table whose surface was level with his head, made of dark wood polished smooth and scarred with use. Shelves built into the walls holding books - actual books, leather-bound and thick - and jars of dried herbs, and objects he couldn't identify from this angle. Baskets of vegetables in one corner. Bundles of dried flowers hanging from the beams. A loom against one wall, half-finished fabric still stretched across it.

The floor was wooden, wide planks worn smooth by years of her feet padding across them. She'd left wet footprints, he noticed now - she must have been washing up outside before he arrived. The thought of her bathing made his imagination supply images: water sluicing over all that skin, running in rivers down the curves of her body, dripping from those massive breasts, pooling in the hollow of her throat and between her thighs.

His mouth went dry.

Theryn moved through the space with easy familiarity, her bare feet padding against the floorboards. The wood creaked under her weight but held strong, built to bear her. She went to the table, her movements graceful and practiced. From his perspective she looked like she was moving in slow motion - each step deliberate, each gesture economical.

She settled into the massive chair with a sigh, the wood groaning in protest. From her seated position she was still twice his height, still towering. Her knees were level with his shoulders. She'd arranged herself with one leg crossed over the other, hands resting on the chair arms, but there was nothing casual about the way she looked at him. Her eyes tracked his every movement, hungry and assessing.

"Wine?" she asked, reaching for a clay jug on the table.

"Please."

She poured dark wine into two cups - one normal-sized, one that could have held a gallon. The smell of it hit him immediately: blackberries and oak and something spiced. She handed him the smaller cup, and their fingers brushed in the transfer. The contact sent sparks up his arm, made him hyperaware of the temperature difference between them. She was so warm.

He took a sip. The wine was good - rich and complex and strong, warming his throat and settling in his belly next to the arousal already coiling there.

Theryn drank from her own cup, draining half of it in one long pull. When she lowered it, there was color high in her cheeks, a brightness in her eyes that hadn't been there before. Or maybe it had been, and he was just noticing it now in the firelight.

"So," she said, voice husky. "You want to understand what this is like. Being me. Being... this." She gestured at herself with her free hand, the movement encompassing her whole body.

"Yes."

"Do you have any idea what you're actually asking for, Kael?"

He swallowed, considered. "I think so. But probably not fully. That's why I'm asking."

"Honest answer." She nodded, took another drink. "I like that. Most people lie. They say they understand when they don't, or they pretend they're not scared when they are." Her eyes fixed on him, intense. "Are you scared?"

"A little," he admitted. "But not of you. More of... disappointing you. Of not being able to handle what I'm asking for."

Something softened in her expression at that. The predatory edge didn't fade, but it was joined by something gentler. Warmer.

"Understanding me - really understanding what this is like - means experiencing it," she said slowly. "Not just looking from a distance. Not just theorizing in your scholarly journals or writing papers about 'the phenomenon of gigantism' or whatever." Her gaze dropped deliberately, slowly, down his body. Lingered on the obvious bulge in his trousers. "It means touching. Being touched. Feeling what it's like when everything about another person is... more. Bigger. Stronger. Different."

His cock throbbed, and he knew she could see it. There was no hiding his arousal, not with her looking at him like that.

"I can see you're interested," she continued, her voice dropping to that purr again. "Your body is very honest about what it wants. But interest and readiness aren't the same thing." She leaned forward, elbows on knees, chin resting on laced fingers. The position made her breasts press together, created a line of cleavage so deep he could probably fit both his arms in it. "I haven't been with someone in a very long time, Kael. Not since I changed. Not since I woke up one morning and found I'd grown to this. Do you know why?"

"Tell me."

"Because I'm terrified I'll break them." Simple words, but heavy with years of loneliness. Years of want and restraint. "Because when I get excited - when I want something badly enough - I forget to be careful. My body moves on instinct, and my instincts are built for someone my size, not someone yours. And you're so..." She reached out again, this time letting her finger trail down his chest, hook under his chin, tilt his face up toward hers. "Small. Fragile. Breakable."

"I'm not fragile," he said, voice steadier than he felt.

"Compared to me?" Her finger was warm under his chin, the pad of it wider than his jaw, rough with calluses. "Yes. You are. I could crush you without meaning to. I could hold you too tight and crack your ribs. I could roll over in my sleep and suffocate you. I could-" She stopped, swallowed. "I could hurt you in a hundred ways without intending to, and that terrifies me more than anything."

The vulnerability in her voice made his chest ache. He reached up, covered her finger with both his hands. His fingers couldn't wrap even halfway around it, but he held on anyway.

"Then we'll be careful," he said. "Together. We'll go slow. We'll communicate. I'll tell you if something is too much, and you'll listen."

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure." He met her eyes, held her gaze. "I didn't travel six months to give up now. I want this. I want you. However we need to make it work."

Theryn was quiet for a long moment, studying him. Then, slowly, she smiled - not the predatory grin from before, but something softer. Hopeful and hungry in equal measure, want and caution mixed together.

"Alright, little scholar," she said. Her finger stroked along his jaw, a gesture that was both possessive and gentle. "But we start slow. We establish boundaries. We figure out what works. And if at any point - any point at all - it's too much, if you're scared or hurt or you just want to stop, you tell me immediately. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good." She withdrew her hand, stood with that same fluid grace. The movement made her dress shift, fabric sliding across her body in ways his eyes couldn't help but track. She moved to the table, set her wine cup down, then turned back to face him. "First, we drink. We talk. We figure out what we're both comfortable with. What we want from this."

She settled back into the chair, picked up her wine again. "What brought you here, really? And don't give me the scholar answer. I want the real one."

Kael took a drink, let the wine warm him. "I was in the capital library two years ago. Found a journal entry from a traveler who'd passed through this valley. He described you - though he thought you were a myth, something he'd hallucinated. But the details were too specific. Too real. And I couldn't stop thinking about it."

"Thinking about what?"

"About what it would be like. To meet someone so completely different. To experience something outside the normal bounds of human existence." He paused, decided to be honest. "And yes, thinking about what it would be like to touch someone like you. To be with you."

"Sexually," she said bluntly.

"Yes." No point in denying it. "Sexually."

She nodded, drained the rest of her wine. "I appreciate the honesty. So you've been fantasizing about me for two years?"

"More or less."

"And how does the reality compare to the fantasy so far?"

He looked at her - really looked. At the way the firelight painted her skin gold, at the way her hair cascaded over her shoulders, at the rise and fall of her chest with each breath, at the power and beauty and impossibility of her.

"The reality is better," he said quietly. "So much better."

Her smile widened. "Good answer." She uncrossed her legs, let them fall open slightly. Not obscenely, but enough. Enough to make it clear what she was thinking about, what she wanted. "Come here."

He approached, his heart hammering. She was huge, overwhelming, and he wanted to touch her so badly his hands shook.

"Touch my leg," she said. "Start there. Get used to the scale of me."

He reached out, placed both hands flat against her shin. Her skin was warm, smooth over the bone and muscle. He could feel her pulse through his palms, strong and steady. Slowly, he slid his hands up, over the curve of her calf. The muscle there was firm, powerful, defined under his touch. He needed both hands spread wide to span even a portion of it.

"That's it," she murmured above him. "Take your time. Learn me."

He did. His hands roamed over the expanse of her calf, tracing every curve and slope. The muscle flexed slightly under his touch as she adjusted her position, and he felt it ripple. Felt the power there.

Higher. Over her knee, fingers catching briefly in the hem of her dress. She didn't stop him, so he pushed it up slightly, exposing more of her thigh. The skin here was softer than her calf, and he could feel even more heat radiating from her body. The scent of her was stronger here too - that musky sweet smell that was making his head swim and his cock ache.

"Good," Theryn breathed. Her voice had gone rougher, more aroused. "Keep going. Don't be shy."

His hands continued their exploration, moving up the vast expanse of her thigh. The flesh here was soft over firm muscle, yielding to his touch but with undeniable strength beneath. He found a small scar, ran his fingers over the raised tissue. Found a beauty mark. Found a place where the muscle definition was particularly prominent, traced the line of it.

He was breathing hard now, arousal making his hands tremble. His cock pressed painfully against his trousers, demanding attention. Without thinking, he reached down with one hand, adjusted himself. The friction made him hiss with pleasure.

"Touch yourself if you want," Theryn said. Her voice had gone breathy, aroused. "I want to watch you get hard for me. I want to see what I do to you."

Fuck it. He was already so far past propriety. He fumbled with his trousers, unfastened them with shaking hands, pulled his cock out. It sprang free, flushed dark red and already leaking at the tip, straining upward. He wrapped his hand around himself, stroked once. The relief was immediate and nowhere near enough.

"Beautiful," Theryn murmured. She'd hiked her dress up further now, almost to her waist, exposing more of her thighs. "You look so good like that. Touching yourself while you touch me. Don't stop."

He didn't. Kept one hand on her thigh, mapping the geography of her, while his other hand worked his cock in slow, firm strokes. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, slicked his palm.

"Look up," she commanded softly. "Look at what you're doing to me."

He looked up, and the sight nearly made him come on the spot.

She'd pulled her dress all the way up to her waist now. And she wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her cunt was right there, massive and glistening wet, the outer lips flushed dark pink and already swollen with arousal. Her inner lips were visible, slick and darker, opening slightly to reveal the pink flesh inside. And her clit - God, her clit was the size of his fist, standing proud from its hood, visibly throbbing.

He could see arousal literally dripping from her. Thick clear fluid running down her inner thighs in slow rivulets, gathering in the creases where thigh met pelvis before dripping to the floor. The scent of her arousal hit him like a wall - sharp and sweet and musky and overwhelming, filling his nose and mouth and lungs until he couldn't think of anything else.

"Touch me there," she demanded, her voice rough with need. "Put your hands on my pussy. Feel how wet you make me."

He stepped between her feet, tilted his head back. From here she was a mountain of flesh above him, her thighs like pillars on either side of him. He reached up with both hands, placed them flat against her outer lips.

The heat nearly scorched him. She was furnace-hot, wet with arousal that immediately coated his hands and wrists. Her flesh was impossibly soft and firm at the same time, yielding under his touch but with strength beneath. He squeezed gently, experimentally, and she moaned - a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through the house and through him.

"Yesss," she hissed, her hips shifting slightly. "More. Harder. I won't break, I promise."

He squeezed harder, used both hands to spread her outer lips apart. More fluid gushed out, running over his wrists and forearms, dripping down to soak his shirt. The smell of her was overwhelming now, intoxicating, making his head spin. He leaned in closer, pressed his face against her wet flesh, and licked.

The taste of her exploded across his tongue - tangy and sweet and complex, with undertones of salt and something uniquely her. It was addictive, overwhelming, perfect. He licked again, dragging his tongue over as much of her as he could reach, gathering her arousal in his mouth and swallowing.

Theryn's moan was louder this time, echoing off the walls. Her thighs trembled on either side of him. One massive hand came down, fingers threading through his hair - or trying to. Her fingers were too large to really grip, so she settled for pressing against the back of his head, encouraging him.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh fuck, your mouth. Your tongue. It's been so long, and you feel so good. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He didn't. He licked and sucked, exploring every fold and crevice he could reach. Found her clit, that massive bundle of nerves, and focused there. He wrapped his arms around it as far as they would go and squeezed while licking and sucking at the tip. It was too large to take in his mouth properly, but he did his best, sealing his lips around what he could and sucking hard.

Theryn's reaction was immediate and dramatic. Her whole body jerked, her thighs clamping down on either side of his head. Not hard enough to hurt, but tight enough that he couldn't pull away even if he wanted to. Her hand pressed harder against the back of his head, holding him in place.

"Yes yes yes," she chanted, her voice breaking. "Right there, just like that, oh fuck-"

He kept going, sucking and licking and squeezing. His face was completely coated in her arousal now, dripping down his chin and neck, soaking into his shirt. His cock throbbed desperately between his legs, untouched and aching. He wanted to stroke himself but needed both hands on her, needed to feel every inch of her that he could reach.

"I'm going to come," Theryn gasped. Her thighs were trembling harder now, her whole body tensing. "I'm so close, don't stop, please-"

He doubled his efforts, sucking harder on her clit, squeezing it between his arms. Her arousal was gushing out now, coating him in thick streams. He could feel the muscle contractions starting in her inner walls, the flutter and pulse of impending orgasm.

And then she came.

Her whole body convulsed. Her thighs clamped down harder, her cunt clenching and releasing in powerful waves. Hot fluid gushed out in a flood, soaking him completely, running down his body in rivers. The sound she made was inhuman - a scream of pleasure that shook the rafters and made his ears ring.

The waves of her orgasm seemed to go on forever. Each contraction brought more fluid, more trembling, more of those inhuman sounds. He held on, kept sucking her clit through it, riding out the storm.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she began to calm. The trembling eased. Her thighs relaxed their grip. Her hand fell away from his head. She slumped back in the chair, gasping and shaking.

Kael stepped back, breathing hard. He was completely drenched in her arousal, his clothes soaked through, his hair plastered to his head. His cock stood out from his body, achingly hard and still desperately untouched.

"Holy fuck," Theryn gasped, her voice shaky. "That was... fuck."

He looked up at her. She looked wrecked - face flushed, hair disheveled, chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her cunt was still visibly pulsing with aftershocks, still leaking arousal in steady drips.

"You okay?" he asked.

She laughed breathlessly. "Okay? I just came harder than I have in years. I'm better than okay." Her eyes focused on him, tracked down his body to his straining cock. "But you haven't. Come here."

He approached. She reached down, and before he could react, her hand wrapped around him. Or not wrapped - she used just two fingers, her thumb and forefinger, to grip his cock like he was a toy. The pressure was perfect, firm but not painful, her skin hot and still slick with her own arousal.

She stroked him twice, slowly, and that was all it took. He came with a shout, his cock pulsing between her fingers, spilling over her hand and onto the floor. The orgasm ripped through him, white-hot and overwhelming, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

He sagged when it was over, legs trembling. She caught him with her other hand, lifted him easily, and set him on her thigh. He sprawled there, boneless and satisfied and completely wrecked.

"That was just the start," Theryn said. Her voice was still rough with arousal, and when he looked at her face he could see the hunger there hadn't been satisfied. Just temporarily sated. "I hope you're ready for more, little scholar. Because we're nowhere near done."

He looked at her - at this impossible woman who had just come apart from his touch, who was looking at him like he was something to be devoured, who still wanted more - and felt his cock twitch with renewed interest despite having just finished.

"What's next?" he asked.

Her smile was pure wickedness.

"Next, I want to see if you can fit inside me. Really inside me. Not just your arm. Your whole body."

His mind went blank. Then immediately flooded with images - of being surrounded by her heat, of being squeezed and stroked by her inner walls, of literally being inside her.

"Yes," he said. Just that. Yes.

Her laugh was low and pleased. "Good boy. But first, let's get you cleaned up and fed. You're going to need your strength for what I have planned."

She stood, carrying him easily on her palm, and headed deeper into the house. And Kael, despite everything that had just happened, felt anticipation coil in his gut.

This was going to be a very long night.

And he couldn't wait.


Chapter Two: The Depths of Her

Theryn carried him through the house on her palm, his body sprawled across the warm expanse of her hand like he weighed nothing. Which, to her, he probably didn't. The thought sent another thrill through him despite the bone-deep satisfaction of his recent orgasm. He was completely at her mercy, small enough that she could close her fingers around him and he'd disappear entirely into her fist.

She moved through a doorway into what appeared to be a bathing room. A massive stone basin dominated the space, carved directly into the floor and filled with steaming water. The air was thick with moisture and the scent of herbs - lavender and rosemary, something minty he couldn't identify. Candles burned in niches carved into the walls, their flames dancing and sending shadows across the wet stone.

"You're a mess," Theryn said, amusement rich in her voice. She set him down on a wide stone ledge beside the basin. "And you smell like my cunt. Not that I'm complaining, but you should probably clean up before we continue."

He looked down at himself. She was right - he was absolutely drenched in her arousal, his clothes soaked through and clinging to his skin. His hair was plastered to his head, sticky with her fluids. The scent of her surrounded him, clung to him, invaded every breath.

"Strip," she commanded softly. "Everything off. I want to see all of you."

His hands trembled as he obeyed, peeling off his soaked shirt and letting it fall to the stone. His trousers followed, along with his boots and smallclothes. Everything ended up in a sodden pile. He stood before her naked, exposed, his cock already starting to fill again despite having just come.

Theryn's gaze raked over him slowly, possessively. Her eyes tracked every line and curve of his body - his shoulders, the definition of muscle in his arms and chest, the flat plane of his stomach, the dark trail of hair leading down to his groin, his cock hanging heavy between his legs, his thighs, his calves. She looked at him like she wanted to devour him whole.

"Beautiful," she murmured. "You're so perfectly made. So compact and strong and..." Her tongue darted out, wet her lips. "Delicious-looking."

Heat flooded through him at her words, at the hunger in her voice. His cock responded, filling further, starting to rise.

She reached for him, and he froze as her hand approached. But she was gentle, using just two fingers to pick him up by the waist. She lifted him easily, held him suspended in the air, and then lowered him toward the basin.

"The water's hot," she warned. "Tell me if it's too much."

She dipped him in feet-first. The heat was intense but not painful, just this side of scalding. It seeped into his muscles immediately, making him groan with relief. She lowered him in further until he was submerged to his chest, then held him there.

"Good?" she asked.

"Perfect," he gasped.

She began to wash him. Used her other hand to scoop water over his head, her fingers - still too large to really grip properly - working through his hair to rinse out the sticky residue of her arousal. The sensation was surreal - being bathed by someone so large, being handled like a doll or a pet. It should have been emasculating, but instead it made his cock throb harder.

She noticed, of course. Her eyes tracked down to where his erection stood out from the water, flushed dark and pointing toward her.

"Already hard again?" Amusement and heat mixed in her voice. "You really do want this, don't you?"

"Yes," he said simply. No point in denying it.

She continued washing him, her touch careful but thorough. Scrubbed his shoulders and back, his chest and stomach, even reached down to clean between his legs with a gentleness that made him shudder. Her fingers brushed against his cock and balls as she worked, not deliberately stroking but making contact nonetheless, and each touch sent sparks of pleasure through him.

When she was satisfied he was clean, she lifted him from the water and set him back on the ledge. Water streamed off his body, pooling around his feet. He was already starting to shiver in the cooler air despite the warmth of the room.

Theryn reached for something - a cloth that to her was probably hand-sized but that was large enough to wrap around him like a blanket. She used it to dry him off with the same thorough care she'd used to wash him, patting and rubbing until his skin was dry and warm.

"Better?" she asked.

"Much."

"Good." She stood, began unfastening her dress. "My turn."

He watched, transfixed, as she pulled the dress over her head and let it fall to the floor.

And then she was naked before him.

His breath stopped entirely.

Her body was... God, there weren't words. Her breasts were massive, each one larger than he was tall, hanging heavy and soft with the weight of them. They swayed slightly as she moved, the flesh pale and smooth, tipped with nipples the size of dinner plates that were flushed pink and already stiffening in the cool air. The undersides of her breasts were slightly darker, and he could see the fine tracery of blue veins beneath the skin, mapping the blood flow that kept them warm and alive.

Her waist tapered in from the dramatic swell of her ribcage, the curve of it elegant despite the scale. Her hips flared out wide, broader than her shoulders, the bones of her pelvis visible beneath soft flesh. Her stomach was slightly rounded, soft and feminine, with a deep navel that looked large enough to fit his fist inside.

Her thighs were thick and powerful, the muscle definition clear beneath the layer of softness. Between them, her cunt was fully visible - the outer lips swollen and dark pink, glistening with renewed arousal. Her clit stood proud from its hood, visibly throbbing. She was already wet again, fluid gathering and starting to drip down her inner thighs.

She had a small strip of dark hair above her cunt, trimmed short and neat. The rest of her was bare, letting him see every detail of her anatomy.

"Like what you see?" she asked, turning slowly so he could view her from all angles.

Her ass was magnificent - round and full and firm, each cheek larger than his entire body. The backs of her thighs showed the same powerful muscle definition as the fronts. Her back was strong and broad, tapering to her waist, with shoulder blades that shifted visibly under her skin as she moved.

"You're incredible," he managed, his voice rough.

She turned back to face him, smiled. "Thank you." Then she stepped into the basin, sinking down until the water came up to her waist. Steam rose around her, wreathing her in mist. She sighed with pleasure, leaning back against the side of the basin.

"Join me," she said. "The water's perfect."

He didn't hesitate. Jumped from the ledge into the water, which was now only chest-deep on him with her displacement raising the level. The heat enveloped him immediately, sinking into his muscles and making him groan.

He swam toward her, the water rippling around him. When he reached her, he placed his hands on her stomach, felt the give of soft flesh over firm muscle. Her skin was incredibly smooth, water-slicked and warm.

"Touch me wherever you want," she said softly. "Explore. Learn me."

He did. Let his hands roam over the expanse of her stomach, tracing the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. Moved higher to cup the underside of one massive breast, feeling the weight of it fill his arms. The flesh was incredibly soft, yielding to his touch, warm and perfect. He squeezed gently, felt her nipple harden further against his forearm.

Theryn moaned, the sound vibrating through the water. "That feels good. Don't stop."

He kneaded her breast with both hands, working the flesh, learning the feel of it. Moved to her nipple, which was already standing out firm and proud. He wrapped his arms around it and squeezed, felt it throb under his touch.

"Harder," she gasped. "You won't hurt me."

He squeezed harder, twisted slightly, and she cried out - a sound of pure pleasure that echoed off the stone walls. Her hand came up, cupped the back of his head, held him against her breast.

"Bite it," she commanded. "Use your teeth."

He did. Sank his teeth into the sensitive flesh of her nipple, not hard enough to really hurt but enough to leave an impression. She gasped, her back arching, pushing more of her breast against him.

"Fuck yes," she moaned. "More. Suck on it. Make me feel it."

He sealed his mouth over as much of her nipple as he could fit - which wasn't much, given its size - and sucked hard. The taste of her skin filled his mouth, clean and slightly sweet. Her nipple hardened further under the suction, and he could feel it throbbing with her pulse.

Theryn's moans filled the space, loud and unrestrained. Her free hand moved down her body, disappearing under the water. He could see the movement of it, knew she was touching herself, rubbing her clit while he worked her breast.

The thought made his cock throb desperately. He was achingly hard again, pressed against her side, the friction of water-slicked skin not quite enough.

He pulled back from her nipple with a wet pop. "I need to fuck you," he said, the words coming out rough and desperate. "Please. I need to be inside you."

Her eyes were dark with lust, pupils blown wide. "Not yet," she said, though her voice was strained. "Not until you're fed. I wasn't joking about that - you need your strength."

She stood, water streaming off her body in rivers. Reached down and plucked him from the water with the same gentle two-finger grip. "Come on. Food first, then I'll let you have what you want."

She carried him back to the main room, both of them dripping water across the floor. Set him down on the table - which was still too high for him to reach from the floor - and moved to the kitchen area. He watched her move, naked and unselfconscious, her body an endless landscape of curves and soft flesh and power.

She assembled food with practiced efficiency. Bread from a covered basket, still warm and smelling of yeast and butter. Cheese from a cloth-wrapped wheel. Sliced meat - venison, by the smell. Dried fruit. A jar of honey. She set it all on the table, then poured more wine into both their cups.

"Eat," she commanded, settling back into her chair. She'd positioned it close enough to the table that she could reach everything easily.

He was suddenly ravenous. Hadn't realized how hungry he was until the food was in front of him. He tore into the bread, stuffed cheese and meat into his mouth, barely tasting it in his haste. The wine helped wash it down, warming his throat and belly.

Theryn ate too, more slowly, watching him with those storm-gray eyes. She'd propped her chin on her hand, elbow on the table, studying him like he was something fascinating.

"Tell me something," she said after a while. "Why me specifically? Why travel six months for this? There are other oddities in the world. Other things to study."

He swallowed his mouthful, considered. "Because you're not just an oddity. You're a person. A woman. You have thoughts and feelings and desires. You're not some mindless creature to be observed from a distance." He paused. "And because the thought of being with you - of touching you, of being touched by you - that's lived in my head for two years. I had to know if the reality could match the fantasy."

"And does it?"

"It's better," he said honestly. "So much better than I imagined."

She smiled, something warm and genuine. "Good answer." She reached out, trailed one finger down his chest. "I'm going to enjoy this. Enjoy you."

The touch sent electricity through him despite its lightness. His cock, which had started to soften slightly during the meal, immediately began to harden again.

She noticed, of course. Her smile turned wicked. "Still want to be inside me?"

"God, yes."

"Then finish eating. You're going to need every bit of energy you have."

He forced himself to eat more, even though his body was screaming at him to just take what she was offering. Drank more wine. Let the food settle in his stomach, building his strength.

When he was done, Theryn stood. "Come here," she said, moving to the center of the room where there was more space.

He followed, his heart pounding. She settled onto the floor on her back, the wooden boards creaking under her weight. She spread her legs, bent her knees, planted her feet flat. The position opened her completely, put her cunt on full display.

From this angle, with her lying down, the scale was even more dramatic. Her cunt was at least as tall as he was, the opening huge and dark and glistening wet. Arousal dripped from it steadily, pooling on the floor beneath her. The smell of her was overwhelming - sharp and sweet and musky, flooding his senses until he couldn't think of anything else.

"I'm going to put you inside me now," she said, her voice rough with anticipation. "All of you. Completely. Are you ready?"

"Yes." His own voice came out as barely more than a whisper.

"You can stop me at any time," she continued. "If it's too much, if you can't breathe, if you're scared - anything. You say stop and I pull you out immediately. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good boy." She reached for him, picked him up between thumb and forefinger. Lifted him until he was level with her face. "Last chance to back out."

He looked into her eyes - those beautiful storm-gray eyes dark with lust and want and something that might have been affection. "I'm not backing out."

Her smile was pure satisfaction. "Perfect."

She moved him down her body slowly, giving him time to see every inch of her from this perspective. The underside of her chin. The long line of her throat. The dramatic swell of her breasts rising on either side like mountains. The soft plain of her stomach. The dark strip of hair. And then her cunt, massive and wet and waiting.

She positioned him at her entrance, his feet touching the slick outer lips. The heat radiating from her was incredible, almost burning. He could feel the pulse of her arousal, the steady drip of fluid coating his legs.

"Ready?" she asked one more time.

"Yes."

She pushed him inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her outer lips parted around his feet and legs, impossibly soft and slick and hot. The pressure was immense but not painful - she was so wet that he slid in easily, her arousal coating every inch of his skin. Her inner walls closed around his legs, squeezing with rhythmic contractions that he had no hope of resisting.

She pushed him deeper. His waist disappeared inside her, then his chest. The heat was all-consuming, surrounding him completely. Her inner walls rippled around him, massaging and squeezing. He could feel every pulse of her heartbeat through them, every flex of muscle.

She pushed until only his head and arms were outside her body. From this position he could see her clit rising just above him, that massive bundle of nerves throbbing visibly with her pulse. He could reach it if he stretched.

The pressure around his body was incredible. Her cunt squeezed him from all sides, holding him in place, rippling with contractions that felt like waves rolling through him. It was like being in a hot, wet, living cave that was actively massaging every inch of him.

His cock was trapped against her inner wall, pinned between his body and her flesh. The pressure there was perfect - not quite enough friction to make him come but enough to keep him desperately aroused, right on the edge.

"Oh fuck," Theryn moaned above him. "Oh fuck, you feel incredible. So hard inside me, so warm. I can feel every inch of you."

He reached up with his arms, wrapped them around her clit as far as they would go, and squeezed. The response was immediate and dramatic.

Theryn screamed, her whole body convulsing. Her inner walls clamped down on him so hard he couldn't breathe for a moment, squeezing him like a vice. Hot fluid gushed out around him, coating his face and hair, running in rivers past his body.

"Yes!" she cried. "Yes, touch my clit! Make me come with you inside me!"

He squeezed harder, rubbed the sensitive flesh with his arms and chest. Her clit throbbed under his touch, pulsing with her racing heartbeat. More fluid gushed out, and he realized she was getting wetter by the second, her arousal building toward something massive.

Her hips started to move, grinding in small circles. The movement shifted him inside her, changed the angle and pressure. Suddenly he was being fucked - her body moving while he stayed relatively still, her inner walls stroking over every inch of him in waves.

The sensation was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. It was like being simultaneously crushed and caressed, like drowning in heat and pressure and sensation. His cock throbbed where it was trapped, and he could feel his orgasm building despite the lack of direct friction. The constant pressure and movement were enough, more than enough.

"I'm going to come," Theryn gasped. Her voice was strained, breaking. "I'm so close. Don't stop touching me. Please don't stop."

He redoubled his efforts on her clit, squeezing and rubbing and stroking with everything he had. His own pleasure was building in time with hers, that familiar coiling sensation in his balls, the tightening of every muscle.

Her inner walls started fluttering more rapidly, the contractions coming faster and harder. He could feel her whole body tensing around him, preparing for release.

And then she came.

It was like being caught in an earthquake. Her entire body convulsed violently, her back arching off the floor. Her cunt clamped down on him with crushing force, rippling and squeezing in powerful waves that went on and on. Hot fluid gushed out in a flood, more than he'd thought possible, coating him completely and streaming past his body to soak the floor beneath her.

She screamed - a sound of pure ecstasy that shook the rafters and made his ears ring. Her thighs clamped together reflexively, nearly crushing him between them before she forced them apart again.

The sensation of her coming around him triggered his own release. He came with a shout that was muffled by her flesh, his cock pulsing where it was trapped, spilling against her inner wall. The orgasm ripped through him with devastating intensity, pleasure so acute it bordered on pain, amplified and drawn out by the constant squeezing pressure surrounding him.

The waves of her orgasm seemed to go on forever. Each contraction brought more fluid, more trembling, more of those earth-shaking sounds. He held on to her clit desperately, riding out the storm, his own pleasure extending far beyond what should have been possible.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she began to calm. The trembling eased. The crushing pressure of her inner walls relaxed slightly, though they still squeezed him in gentle, rhythmic pulses. Her screams faded to gasping moans.

"Pull me out," he called, his voice hoarse. "I can't breathe."

Immediately her hand was there, fingers wrapping gently around his torso. She pulled carefully, and he emerged from her body with an obscene wet sound, drenched and gasping. She laid him gently on her stomach, which rose and fell with her heavy breathing.

He sprawled there, boneless and wrecked, every nerve ending singing. He was completely coated in her arousal - it filled his nose and mouth, ran in his eyes, matted his hair. The scent and taste of her surrounded him completely.

"That was..." Theryn's voice was shaky, breathless. "Fuck. That was the most intense orgasm I've ever had."

He couldn't respond. Could barely think. His body felt like it had been wrung out and put back together wrong, every muscle trembling with exhaustion and lingering pleasure.

Her hand came to rest on his back, covering him completely. The touch was gentle, possessive, protective all at once.

They lay like that for a long time, both recovering. The fire crackled. Outside, full night had fallen, and he could hear the nighttime sounds of the valley - insects and distant owls and the whisper of wind through grass.

Eventually, Theryn spoke. "Can you move?"

"Maybe," he croaked. "Give me a minute."

She laughed softly. "Take your time. We have all night." Her finger traced lazy circles on his back. "Though I should warn you - I'm nowhere near satisfied yet. That was incredible, but I want more."

His cock, which should have been completely done for at least an hour, twitched with interest. Apparently his body was on board with more, even if his brain was still trying to process what had just happened.

"What did you have in mind?" he asked.

"Well..." Her voice took on that purring quality again. "I've been thinking. That was you mostly inside me. But what if we tried you completely inside me? Head and all?"

His breath caught. "You mean..."

"I mean I want to swallow you with my cunt. Pull you in all the way until you're completely surrounded by me. See how deep you can go. How it feels to have you buried inside me so far you're touching my cervix."

The image that created in his mind was obscene. Arousing. Terrifying. Perfect.

"Would that be safe?" he asked.

"As long as you can hold your breath for a few minutes, yes. I won't keep you in there long - just long enough to feel it. And I'll be gentle. I promise."

He considered. His rational brain was screaming that this was insane, dangerous, that he should say no. But his body was already responding, cock filling with blood again despite his recent orgasm, pulse quickening with anticipation.

"Okay," he said. "Let's try it."

Her pleased sound rumbled through him. "I'm going to clean you up first. And myself. Then we'll try this properly."

She sat up carefully, keeping him cradled against her stomach. Stood and carried him back to the bathing room. This time she climbed into the basin with him, settling into the hot water with a sigh of contentment.

She bathed him again, just as thoroughly as before. Washed every trace of her arousal from his skin and hair, scrubbed him clean until he was pink and warm. Then she washed herself, using a cloth to clean between her legs, though he could see fresh arousal already gathering as she touched herself.

When they were both clean, she dried them off and carried him back to the main room. But instead of setting him down, she settled into her massive chair and arranged him on her thigh, facing her.

"Before we continue," she said, her tone serious, "I need you to understand something. What we're about to do - what we've already done - it matters to me. You're not just some experiment or curiosity. You're..." She paused, seemed to be choosing her words carefully. "You're someone I'm choosing to be vulnerable with. Someone I'm trusting. And I hope you're trusting me too."

The earnestness in her voice made his chest tighten. "I do trust you," he said. "More than I probably should, given we just met. But I do."

She smiled, soft and genuine. "Good. Because I'm already getting attached to you, little scholar. And that's dangerous for both of us."

"Why dangerous?"

"Because you'll have to leave eventually. Go back to your life, your studies, your world. And I'll still be here, alone in this valley, remembering what it felt like to not be alone." She stroked his back with one finger, the touch melancholy. "But that's a problem for later. For now..." The heat returned to her eyes. "For now, I want to feel you completely inside me."

She stood, carried him back to the center of the room. But this time instead of lying on her back, she remained standing. She spread her legs wide, bent her knees slightly, and positioned him at her entrance from below.

"This way I have more control," she explained. "I can lower you in slowly, pull you out immediately if needed. Ready?"

His heart hammered. "Ready."

She began to lower him, feet first, into her cunt. The heat enveloped his legs, then his waist, then his chest. This time she didn't stop. She kept lowering him, kept pushing him deeper, until his chin touched her opening.

"Last chance," she said, her voice tight with arousal and control. "Say stop and we stop."

"Don't stop," he managed.

She pushed him in completely.

His world became nothing but heat and pressure and darkness. Her inner walls surrounded him entirely, squeezing from all sides, massaging and rippling. He couldn't see anything - couldn't hear anything except the muffled thunder of her heartbeat and his own pulse roaring in his ears.

He couldn't breathe. His lungs burned for air, but there was none. Just the hot, wet pressure of her surrounding him completely.

Panic flared for a moment, instinctive and immediate. But he forced it down, reminded himself that she would pull him out. That this was temporary. That he wanted this.

And God, did it feel incredible. Despite the lack of air, despite the crushing pressure, his cock was rock-hard again, and the sensation of being completely enveloped by her was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. It was primal and overwhelming and perfect.

He felt her moving around him, her inner walls contracting and releasing. Felt fluid gushing past him. Heard the muffled sound of her moaning.

Then she started to pull him out.

His head emerged first, and he gasped for air, filling his lungs greedily. She pulled him out slowly, letting him catch his breath before pushing him back in.

She did it again. And again. Fucking herself with his entire body, pulling him out just long enough to breathe before plunging him back into her depths.

Each time he went in, his cock throbbed with the pressure and heat. Each time he emerged, he gasped for air and immediately wanted to go back in.

"You feel so good," Theryn moaned above him. "So perfect. I'm going to come again. I can feel it building."

She started moving faster, pulling him out and pushing him in with increasing urgency. Her inner walls were fluttering now, the contractions coming rapid and hard. He could feel her whole body tensing, preparing for release.

One more thrust in, and he felt something different - a harder surface at the deepest point. Her cervix. His head pressed against it, and she screamed.

Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Her cunt clamped down on him with brutal force, squeezing and rippling in waves so powerful he thought he might pass out. She pulled him out completely as she came, and he emerged to the sight of her throwing her head back, mouth open in a silent scream, fluid gushing from her cunt in streams.

He came too, still held in her hand, his cock pulsing and spilling over her fingers. The orgasm tore through him with devastating force, pleasure so intense it was almost painful.

They stayed frozen like that for a long moment - her standing with legs spread wide, cunt gushing fluid onto the floor, him held in her trembling hand, both of them lost in the aftermath of earth-shattering pleasure.

Finally, she moved. Carefully carried him to her chair and collapsed into it, breathing hard. She arranged him on her chest between her breasts, the massive swells rising on either side of him like mountains.

"That was..." She couldn't finish the sentence. Just laughed breathlessly. "Fuck."

He couldn't respond. Could barely move. His body felt used and perfect and completely wrung out.

Her hand covered him, the palm warm against his back. "Stay," she murmured. "Sleep here. We'll figure out what comes next in the morning."

He didn't argue. Couldn't. Just let his eyes close, let the steady rhythm of her breathing lull him, let the heat of her body warm him.

He fell asleep buried between the breasts of a giantess, and his last conscious thought was that he never wanted to leave.


Chapter Three: Consuming Hunger

Kael woke to warmth and the steady rhythm of breathing beneath him. For a disoriented moment he couldn't remember where he was - only that he was comfortable, safe, wrapped in heat that seeped into his bones. Then awareness returned in a rush: Theryn's chest rising and falling under him, her breasts forming massive hills on either side of his body, the scent of her skin filling every breath.

Dawn light filtered through the windows, painting everything in shades of pale gold and rose. He pushed himself up onto his elbows, looked around. The main room of her house looked different in daylight - warmer, more lived-in. Books stacked on shelves, bundles of dried herbs hanging from the rafters, a half-finished tapestry on a loom in the corner showing a forest scene in greens and browns.

Below him, Theryn stirred. Her hand moved to cover his back, the palm warm and slightly rough against his bare skin.

"Morning," she murmured, her voice rough with sleep. "Sleep well?"

"Better than I have in months," he admitted. It was true - despite the strangeness of the situation, despite sleeping naked on a giantess's chest, he'd slept deeply and dreamlessly.

She smiled, eyes still half-closed. "Good. I was worried I might have broken you last night."

"Not broken. Just thoroughly used."

Her laugh rumbled through him. "Thoroughly used. I like that." She sat up slowly, careful not to dislodge him. He slid down slightly, caught himself on the upper slope of her breast. "Hungry?"

"Starving."

She stood, carrying him easily on her palm. Morning light painted her naked body in warm tones - her skin glowing golden, her hair mussed and wild, her eyes still heavy with sleep but warming as she looked at him. There was something intimate about seeing her like this, soft and unguarded in the early morning.

She set him on the table, moved to the kitchen area. He watched her move through her morning routine - stoking the fire, setting a kettle to boil, pulling out ingredients for breakfast. Her body was magnificent in motion, every movement showcasing the play of muscle under soft skin. Her breasts swayed as she worked, heavy and perfect. Her ass flexed when she bent to retrieve something from a low shelf.

His cock stirred with interest despite how thoroughly he'd been drained the night before.

She glanced over, saw him watching. Her eyes tracked down to his growing erection, and she smiled. "Already? You really are insatiable."

"Can you blame me?"

"No." She came back to the table, leaned down so her face was level with his. This close he could see the individual lashes framing her eyes, could smell her morning breath - not unpleasant, just human and intimate. "But we should eat first. I have plans for you today, and you'll need your strength."

"What kind of plans?"

Her smile turned wicked. "The kind where I find out exactly how much of me you can take. How deep you can go. How long you can last." She straightened, turned back to cooking. "Last night was wonderful, but we barely scratched the surface of what's possible."

His cock went from interested to fully hard in seconds. He wrapped his hand around himself, stroked once. The friction felt good, necessary.

"None of that," Theryn said without turning around. "Save it. You're going to need every drop of cum in your balls for what I have planned."

He groaned but released himself. The anticipation was almost worse than the need.

She cooked eggs and bacon, the smells making his stomach growl. Sliced more bread, toasted it over the fire until it was golden and crispy. Brewed tea that smelled of mint and honey. When everything was ready, she settled into her chair and set his portion in front of him.

They ate in comfortable silence. He was ravenous, the physical exertion of the night before having depleted him more than he'd realized. The food was simple but good - the eggs rich and perfectly cooked, the bacon crispy and salty, the bread still warm from the fire.

Theryn watched him eat with that same assessing expression from the night before. He eats like he fucks, she thought, enthusiastic and uninhibited. Gods, I want him inside me again.

When they'd both finished, she cleared the dishes and poured more tea. Settled back in her chair with her cup cradled in both hands, looking at him over the rim.

"Tell me something," she said. "When you fantasized about this - about being with someone like me - what did you imagine? What were your wildest thoughts?"

Heat crept up his neck, but he met her eyes. "You want honesty?"

"Always."

"I imagined..." He paused, gathering courage. "I imagined using my whole body to pleasure you. Not just my cock or my hands, but all of me. I imagined you using me like a toy - something small and perfect for reaching the places you can't reach yourself. I imagined being so deep inside you that I could feel your heartbeat through your walls. I imagined you coming so hard you couldn't speak, couldn't think, could only feel."

Her breathing had gone shallow. Her nipples were visibly hardening, pushing against nothing since she was still naked. Between her legs, he could see her cunt beginning to glisten with fresh arousal.

"I imagined," he continued, emboldened by her reaction, "what it would be like if you sat on my face and ground against me until you came. If you used my whole body as a dildo, fucking yourself with me until we both couldn't take anymore. I imagined tasting every inch of you, learning every sensitive spot, making you lose control."

"Fuck," Theryn breathed. Her hand had drifted down to rest on her thigh, fingers trembling slightly. "Keep talking."

"I imagined sliding between your breasts, fucking that valley between them while you squeezed them together around me. I imagined you sucking on me - not my cock, but all of me, taking me into your mouth and using your tongue until I couldn't tell where I ended and you began." His own hand had found his cock again, stroking slowly. "I imagined being covered in your cum, marked by it, smelling like you for days afterward."

"Gods." Her fingers had reached her cunt now, rubbing slow circles over her clit. "You have a filthy mind, little scholar."

"You asked."

"I did." She stood abruptly. "And now I'm going to make every one of those fantasies real."

She scooped him up, carried him to the center of the room. But instead of lying down, she remained standing. Spread her legs wide, positioning him at face level with her cunt.

"First fantasy," she said, her voice rough with need. "You wanted to taste every inch of me. So taste."

He didn't need to be told twice. Wrapped his arms as far around her thigh as they would go and pulled himself closer, pressing his face against her wet flesh.

The taste of her exploded across his tongue - that same tangy-sweet flavor from the night before, but stronger now. Fresh arousal mixed with the clean scent of her morning wash. He licked from bottom to top, gathering her wetness in his mouth, swallowing it down.

She moaned, the sound vibrating through her whole body. Her hand came down to steady him, fingers pressing gently against his back.

He explored methodically, learning every fold and crevice. Traced the seam where her outer lips met, licked along the inner lips until they glistened with his saliva mixed with her arousal. Found the entrance to her cunt and pushed his tongue inside as far as it would go, which wasn't far given the size difference, but enough to make her gasp.

"Higher," she commanded. "My clit. I need your mouth on my clit."

He climbed up her body using her pubic hair and the folds of her flesh as handholds. Reached her clit, which was already standing proud and swollen, throbbing visibly with her pulse. Up close it was massive - definitely the size of his fist, maybe larger. The hood had retracted completely, leaving the sensitive glans exposed and glistening.

He wrapped his arms around it, squeezed, and felt it throb under his touch. Leaned in and licked from base to tip, tracing the shape of it.

Theryn's whole body shuddered. "Fuck yes. Just like that. Use your whole body on it."

He did. Wrapped himself around her clit like he was trying to fuck it, grinding his cock against the sensitive flesh while he licked and sucked at the tip. The taste of her was overwhelming here - concentrated and intense, flooding his mouth and nose.

His cock rubbed against her with every movement, the friction perfect. He was already close, the combination of her taste and smell and the heat of her body against his pushing him rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm going to come," he gasped against her flesh.

"Do it," she moaned. "Cum all over my clit. Mark it. Make it yours."

Three more grinding thrusts and he came with a shout, his cock pulsing and spilling over her sensitive flesh. The sensation made her cry out, her hips bucking.

But he didn't stop. Kept grinding against her, using his softening cock and the slickness of his own cum to stroke her. Kept licking and sucking, feeling her clit throb harder with each pass of his tongue.

"Close," she gasped. "So close. Don't stop, please don't-"

She came with a scream, her whole body convulsing. Her cunt gushed fluid that ran in rivers down her thighs, coating him completely. Her clit pulsed under his arms and mouth, throbbing with the waves of her orgasm.

He held on through it, letting her pleasure wash over him. When she finally started to calm, he released his grip on her clit and slid down her body, catching himself on her thigh.

She was breathing hard, her chest heaving. Sweat gleamed on her skin despite the cool morning air.

"That was one fantasy," she managed. "What's next?"

He grinned up at her. "Your breasts. I want to fuck them."

Her answering smile was pure heat. "Then let's make it happen."

She moved to the center of the room, settled onto her back on the floor. Her breasts flattened slightly with gravity, spreading out across her chest. She reached down and cupped them, one hand on each, pushing them together to create a valley between them.

"Come here," she commanded.

He climbed up her body, over the soft plain of her stomach, up the slope of her ribcage. Reached her breasts and positioned himself in the valley between them.

The flesh was incredibly soft, yielding around him as she squeezed her breasts together. It enveloped him from shoulders to knees, warm and smooth and perfect. His cock, which had started to harden again during the climb, pressed against the underside of her breast.

"Move," she said. "Fuck my tits. I want to feel it."

He did, thrusting his hips forward. His cock slid through the valley between her breasts, the friction perfect. She squeezed harder, creating more pressure, and he groaned.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Use me. Take what you need."

He set up a rhythm, thrusting between her breasts while she squeezed them together around him. The sensation was incredible - soft flesh on all sides, heat, the perfect amount of pressure. His cock leaked pre-cum that slicked the way, making each thrust smoother than the last.

Theryn watched him with heavy-lidded eyes, her expression pure lust. He looks so good like this, she thought. Small and perfect and completely lost in pleasure. I could watch him fuck my tits all day.

"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck me harder. I can take it."

He increased his pace, slamming his hips forward with more force. His balls slapped against her skin with each thrust, adding to the obscene wet sounds filling the room.

The orgasm built quickly, pleasure coiling tight in his groin. "I'm going to cum," he gasped.

"Do it. Cum all over my tits. Cover them."

A few more thrusts and he came with a hoarse shout, his cock pulsing between her breasts. Cum spilled out in thick ropes, coating her skin, pooling in the valley between her breasts.

She released her grip, let her breasts fall back to their natural position. His cum gleamed white against her skin, marking her.

"Beautiful," she murmured. "You look perfect covered in your own cum and my arousal."

He collapsed against her breast, breathing hard. His whole body was trembling with exertion and pleasure.

"How many fantasies left?" she asked.

"Too many to count."

Her laugh was breathless. "Good. We have all day."

She let him rest for a few minutes, stroking his back with one finger. Then she sat up carefully, cradling him against her chest.

"Next fantasy," she said. "You wanted to be my toy. My personal dildo. Let's make that happen."

She stood, carried him to her bedroom - a space he hadn't seen yet. The room was dominated by a massive bed, easily large enough for her to spread out comfortably. The mattress was covered in soft furs and woven blankets in earth tones. Windows along one wall let in morning light, and the scent of lavender and sage filled the air from bundles hanging from the ceiling.

She settled onto the bed, lying on her back with her legs spread. Her cunt was visibly wet again, arousal dripping steadily onto the furs beneath her.

"I'm going to use you now," she said, her voice low and commanding. "Really use you. Not gentle. Not careful. I'm going to fuck myself with your whole body until I can't take anymore. Tell me if it's too much."

His cock, which had barely softened, immediately surged back to full hardness. "Don't hold back."

Her smile was feral.

She positioned him at her entrance, his feet touching her wet flesh first. Then she pushed him inside.

The heat and pressure were just as overwhelming as they'd been the night before, but this time he knew what to expect. Her inner walls parted around his legs, his waist, his chest. She pushed him in until only his arms and head were outside her body, his cock trapped between his belly and her inner wall.

Then she started to move.

She used her hand to fuck herself with him, pulling him out until just his feet remained inside before slamming him back in to the deepest point. The motion was rough, almost brutal, and it felt incredible.

Each thrust pressed his cock against her inner wall with perfect pressure. Each pull out gave him just enough time to gasp a breath before she plunged him back in. Her inner walls rippled and squeezed around him, massaging every inch of his body.

"Fuck," she moaned. "You feel so good. So hard. So perfect."

He reached out with his arms during one of the deeper thrusts, wrapped them around her clit from the inside. The angle was awkward but he managed it, squeezing and stroking as well as he could.

Her reaction was immediate. Her whole body jerked, her inner walls clamping down on him hard. "Yes! Touch my clit while you're inside me. Make me feel it everywhere."

He kept his grip on her clit while she continued to fuck herself with his body. The rhythm became almost violent - hard, deep thrusts that buried him completely before yanking him back out. His cock throbbed with each movement, pleasure building with impossible speed.

"I'm going to cum," he gasped during one of the brief moments when his head was outside her body.

"Do it," she commanded. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

The next thrust buried him completely, pressing his cock hard against her inner wall. That was all it took. He came with a shout that was muffled by her flesh, his cock pulsing and spilling inside her. The sensation of being surrounded by her heat while orgasming was indescribable - like being consumed by pleasure from all sides.

His orgasm triggered hers. Her inner walls clamped down on him with crushing force, rippling and squeezing in powerful waves. Fluid gushed around him, running in streams. She screamed, the sound shaking the house.

She pulled him out as the waves of her orgasm continued, and he emerged drenched and gasping. She held him against her heaving chest while they both recovered.

"More," she gasped after a minute. "I need more. I'm still not satisfied."

He looked up at her through sweat-dampened hair. "What do you want?"

"Everything." Her eyes were wild with need. "I want you in every hole. I want you to make me cum until I can't remember my own name. I want to use you until we both pass out from exhaustion."

His cock, impossibly, twitched with interest despite three orgasms in rapid succession. "Then use me."

What followed was a blur of pleasure and exertion. She used him in ways he'd never imagined - had him fuck the crease behind her knee while she squeezed her thigh against her calf. Had him crawl inside her cunt and use his whole body to massage her from the inside while she rubbed her clit frantically. Positioned him so he could lick her asshole while she fingered herself, his tongue tracing the tight ring of muscle until she came screaming.

She came six times. Seven. Eight. He lost count.

He came four more times himself, until he was shooting dry and his cock was oversensitized and aching.

They tried positions that shouldn't have been possible. She lay on her stomach and had him tunnel through her ass cheeks to reach her cunt from behind, fucking himself into her while surrounded by the soft flesh of her ass. She sat on her knees and positioned him beneath her, letting her weight press down until he was completely enveloped by her body, every inch of him in contact with her skin.

She rubbed him against her nipples until they were red and swollen and aching, then switched to the other breast and did it again. Had him climb inside her bra - which she'd retrieved from somewhere - and nestle between her breasts while she squeezed them together, creating a cocoon of soft warmth that had him hardening yet again despite the soreness.

The sun tracked across the sky, afternoon fading toward evening. They took brief breaks for water and food, but each time the rest lasted only long enough to catch their breath before the need overtook them again.

Finally, as purple twilight painted the sky outside, they collapsed together on her bed. She was sprawled on her back, breathing hard, her body glistening with sweat and various fluids. He lay on her stomach, equally wrecked, every muscle trembling.

"No more," he gasped. "I physically can't. Everything hurts."

"Same," she agreed, her voice rough from all the screaming. "But fuck, that was amazing."

They lay in silence for a while, both too exhausted to move. The evening insects started their chorus outside, and the smell of her - sweat and sex and something uniquely Theryn - filled his nose with every breath.

"Stay," she said quietly. "Not just tonight. Stay with me. For as long as you can."

He turned his head to look up at her face. Her eyes were serious, vulnerable in a way he hadn't seen before.

"I can stay a while," he said carefully. "But eventually I'll have to go back. I have responsibilities, a life."

"I know." She traced a finger down his spine, the touch gentle. "But for now? Stay. Let me have this. Let me have you."

He thought about his research, his colleagues waiting for his return, his rooms in the city sitting empty. Weighed them against this - against her warmth and the connection forming between them, against discovering pleasures he'd never dreamed possible.

"Okay," he said. "I'll stay. For now."

Her smile was radiant despite the exhaustion.

They fell asleep like that, her hand covering him protectively, his body curled into the soft warmth of her stomach.

And in the morning, they would start all over again.


Chapter Four: Endless Depths

The days blurred together in a haze of sweat and sensation and discoveries that rewrote everything Kael thought he knew about pleasure.

Three days since that first night. Or was it four? Time moved differently in Theryn's valley, measured not in hours but in orgasms, in the spaces between exhaustion and renewed hunger, in the slow mapping of her impossible geography.

Morning of the fourth day - he was certain of that much because he'd been keeping careful count, scholar's habits dying hard - Kael woke to find himself nestled in the curve of Theryn's palm. She was sitting up in bed, back against the headboard she'd carved from a single massive tree trunk, looking down at him with an expression he couldn't quite read.

"You're staring," he said, voice rough with sleep.

"You're beautiful when you sleep." She stroked his back with one finger, the touch gentle. "Peaceful. Makes me wonder what you dream about."

"Lately? You."

Her smile was soft, pleased. "Good dreams or bad?"

"Filthy dreams." He stretched, working the kinks from muscles that ached in the best way. "Dreams where I'm drowning in you and I don't want to surface."

Heat flickered in her eyes. "We could make those real."

"Haven't we been?"

"Not even close." She shifted, settling more comfortably against the headboard. The movement made her breasts sway, and his eyes tracked the motion helplessly. "I've been holding back. Being careful. Making sure you could handle it."

"And now?"

"Now I think you can handle more." Her thumb brushed over his chest, the pad of it wider than his torso. "Now I want to see exactly how much you can take before you break."

His cock stirred, filling with blood despite the thorough workout it had received over the past days. "I won't break."

"We'll see." She lifted him, brought him close to her face. This near he could count individual pores, see the way her pupils dilated as she looked at him. "I want to try something new today. Something I've been thinking about since that first night."

"Tell me."

"I want you deeper. Not just in my cunt, though we'll get there. I want you in my mouth, my ass, between my tits for hours. I want to use every part of my body on you until you can't remember what it feels like to not be touching me."

Arousal spiked through him, sharp and immediate. His cock was fully hard now, standing out from his body, flushed dark and already leaking.

She noticed, ran the tip of her finger along his length. The touch was feather-light but firm enough to make him gasp. "Already eager. Good. But first, breakfast. I need you strong for what I have planned."

She carried him to the main room, both of them still naked. It had become their default state - clothing seemed pointless when they'd be tearing it off within hours anyway. The morning air raised goosebumps on his skin, made his nipples tighten. Theryn's skin, always so warm, was like a furnace against him.

She set him on the table while she prepared food. Porridge this time, rich with honey and dried berries. Fresh cream that she must have gotten from somewhere - he hadn't asked about the logistics of her life here, how she sustained herself, where supplies came from. Those were questions for later, when his brain wasn't constantly fogged with lust.

They ate quickly, both too eager to linger. The porridge was good, warming him from the inside, the honey sweet and thick on his tongue. Theryn watched him eat with that same intense focus, like she was memorizing every movement.

When they finished, she didn't bother clearing the dishes. Just stood, scooped him up, and carried him back to the bedroom.

"First," she said, settling onto the bed, "I want to see how deep you can go in my cunt. We've played at it, but I want you completely inside. As deep as you can possibly get."

She lay on her back, spread her legs wide. Her cunt was already glistening, swollen and dark pink with arousal. The scent of her filled the room - sharp and sweet and musky, making his head swim.

He climbed up her body, his hands and feet finding purchase on her skin. Over the soft swell of her stomach, up the dramatic curve of her ribcage, across the plain between her breasts. Down the other side, over her belly, down to the junction of her thighs.

Up close, her cunt was massive. The outer lips were thick and swollen, glistening with arousal that dripped steadily onto the furs beneath her. The inner lips were darker, slick and engorged, parted slightly to show the pink flesh inside. Her clit stood proud from its hood, as large as his head, visibly throbbing.

"Touch me first," she said, her voice already rough with need. "Get me ready."

He pressed both hands against her outer lips, felt the incredible heat radiating from her core. Her flesh yielded under his touch, soft and slick. He spread her lips apart, exposing more of her inner anatomy.

Fluid gushed out, coating his hands and wrists. The smell intensified, overwhelming his senses. He leaned in and licked, dragging his tongue over her inner lips, gathering her arousal in his mouth.

The taste exploded across his tongue - tangy and sweet and complex, uniquely her. He swallowed, licked again, working his way up to her clit.

When his tongue touched that sensitive bundle of nerves, Theryn's whole body jerked. Her thighs trembled on either side of him. "Fuck," she gasped. "Your mouth. I'll never get tired of your mouth on me."

He sealed his lips around as much of her clit as he could fit and sucked hard. His hands worked her opening, fingers pushing inside as far as they would go, which wasn't far given the size difference, but enough to make her moan.

More fluid gushed out, running over his arms. Her inner walls clenched around his fingers, rippling with the beginning of arousal's peak.

"Not yet," she gasped. "Don't make me cum yet. I want you inside me first."

He pulled back reluctantly, his face and chest coated in her arousal. His cock throbbed between his legs, achingly hard and desperate for friction.

"Now," Theryn said. "Climb inside. As deep as you can go."

He positioned himself at her entrance, feet first. The heat was immediate and intense as he pushed his legs inside. Her inner walls parted around him, slick and incredibly hot. He kept pushing, working his way in inch by inch.

Waist deep. Then chest. His arms were the last to go, reaching up above his head as she pulled him deeper with careful pressure from her hand.

And then his head slipped inside, and he was completely enveloped.

Darkness. Heat. Pressure from all sides. The thunder of her heartbeat surrounding him, her pulse throbbing through the walls that squeezed him rhythmically. He couldn't breathe - there was no air here, just the wet heat of her body.

But instead of panic, he felt something else. Peace. Belonging. Like he'd found a place he was meant to be.

His cock was trapped against her inner wall, the pressure perfect. Even without movement, the constant squeezing and releasing of her muscles was enough to send pleasure coursing through him.

He felt her moving around him, felt the shift of her body as she adjusted position. Then new pressure - her fingers on the outside, pressing against where he was buried inside her. The pressure increased, and suddenly he could feel her touching herself through her own flesh, could feel the shape of her fingers finding her clit.

She started to move. Not pulling him out, but shifting her hips, grinding, working her clit while he was buried inside her. The movement created friction against his cock, the tiniest bit of slide, but it was enough.

His orgasm built fast, pleasure coiling tight despite the lack of air, despite the crushing pressure. Or maybe because of it - the intensity of sensation was unlike anything he'd experienced.

He came deep inside her, his cock pulsing, the pleasure ripping through him with devastating force. The sensation seemed to last forever, drawn out by the constant pressure and heat.

His orgasm triggered hers. Her inner walls clamped down on him with brutal force, squeezing so hard he thought he might pass out. Rhythmic contractions rippled through her, each one wringing more pleasure from both of them.

Just when his lungs started to burn, desperate for air, she pulled him out.

He emerged gasping, drenched and shaking. She laid him gently on her stomach while they both recovered.

"Holy fuck," she breathed. "I felt that. Felt you cum inside me. It was incredible."

He couldn't respond yet, too busy dragging air into his starved lungs. His whole body trembled with aftershocks.

After a few minutes of recovery, Theryn spoke again. "Ready for round two?"

He laughed breathlessly. "Already?"

"I told you. I want you in every part of me. That was just the start."

She picked him up, repositioned herself so she was sitting up. Leaned back against the headboard with her legs spread.

"My ass," she said bluntly. "I want you in my ass."

Heat surged through him despite his recent orgasm. "Have you ever...?"

"Not since I changed. Too nervous. But I want to try with you." She reached back, spreading her ass cheeks to expose the tight ring of muscle. "Start small. Just your fingers. See how it feels."

He climbed around her body until he was positioned behind her. Her ass was magnificent up close - each cheek larger than his entire body, round and firm and perfect. The skin here was softer, more sensitive. He could see goosebumps rising as he trailed his hands over the curves.

Between her cheeks, her asshole was surprisingly delicate - a tight rosebud of darker flesh, clenched and clearly nervous.

"Relax," he said softly. "I'll be gentle."

He started with his tongue, licking around the rim. The taste here was different - cleaner, just the salt of her skin and the musky scent that was purely Theryn. He traced the ring of muscle, feeling it flutter under his attention.

She moaned, the sound vibrating through her whole body. "That feels good. Keep going."

He licked more insistently, pressing the flat of his tongue against her asshole, feeling it start to relax. His hands spread her cheeks wider, exposing more of her.

When he felt the muscle loosen slightly, he pushed the tip of his tongue inside. Just barely, just enough to feel the heat of her inner walls.

Theryn's gasp was sharp. "Oh fuck. More. Push deeper."

He did, working his tongue in as far as it would go. The taste changed here, became more intense, uniquely intimate. Her inner walls were scorching hot, rippling around his tongue.

His hands found her cunt while he worked her ass, fingers pushing inside to stroke her while his tongue fucked her other hole. She was dripping wet, arousal running in streams.

"Fingers," she gasped. "Put your fingers in my ass. I want to feel the stretch."

He pulled his tongue out, positioned his hand at her entrance. Started with one finger, pushing gently. The resistance was immediate - her muscle clenching tight around the intrusion.

"Breathe," he coached. "Relax and let me in."

She did, and slowly his finger slipped inside. The heat was incredible, the pressure even tighter than her cunt. Her inner walls gripped him like a vice.

"How does it feel?" he asked.

"Full. Strange. Good." She shifted her hips slightly. "Another finger."

He added a second, working them in alongside the first. The stretch was visible, her asshole spreading around his fingers. More arousal gushed from her cunt, her body responding to the dual stimulation.

"I think you're ready," he said.

"For what?"

"For all of me."

Her breath caught. "You think you can fit?"

"Only one way to find out."

She repositioned herself, got on her hands and knees with her ass in the air. The position spread her cheeks naturally, exposing everything.

He positioned himself at her entrance, feet first again. The muscle resisted at first, clenching tight. But he was patient, pushing gently but insistently, letting her body adjust.

Slowly, inch by inch, he slipped inside. The heat was beyond anything - hotter even than her cunt, the pressure more intense. Her ass gripped him like a fist, squeezing from all sides.

He worked himself deeper. Legs, waist, chest. His cock was rock hard again, trapped against the impossibly tight walls of her ass. Every tiny movement sent sparks of pleasure through him.

"Oh gods," Theryn moaned. "You're so deep. I can feel every inch of you."

He pushed until only his head and arms remained outside. From here he could reach down between her legs, could find her cunt and work his hands inside while buried in her ass.

He did exactly that, pushing both hands into her cunt while his body filled her ass. The sensation of being in both her holes at once, of feeling his own hands through the thin wall separating her cunt and ass, was surreal and incredibly erotic.

"Move," she demanded. "Rock your hips. Fuck my ass while you finger my cunt."

He did his best in the limited space, rolling his hips, creating friction against her walls. His hands worked inside her cunt, stroking and exploring, finding the sensitive spots that made her moan.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming for both of them. Theryn's whole body shook, her moans filling the room. Her muscles clenched and released rhythmically, massaging him from all sides.

"I'm going to cum," she gasped. "Both holes. You're going to make me cum with you in both holes."

He increased his efforts, thrusting harder, fingers moving faster. His own orgasm was building again, pleasure coiling tight in his groin despite how recently he'd finished.

"Now," Theryn screamed. "Cum with me now!"

Her ass clamped down on him first, the muscle contracting with brutal force. Then her cunt followed, rippling around his hands. Both holes squeezed and released in perfect rhythm, milking pleasure from him.

He came with a shout that was muffled by her flesh, his cock pulsing deep in her ass. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, each wave more intense than the last.

When it finally subsided, she carefully extracted him. His body emerged slick and trembling, and she laid him gently on the bed while they both caught their breath.

"That was..." She couldn't finish the sentence. Just laughed breathlessly.

They rested for maybe an hour, dozing in the afternoon light. When Kael woke, he found Theryn watching him again with that same intense expression.

"More?" he asked.

"So much more." She sat up, positioned herself cross-legged. "I want to try something different. I want you to fuck my nipples."

His cock, which had finally softened, immediately started to fill again. "How?"

She cupped one massive breast, lifting it slightly. Her nipple was thick and prominent, the aureola wide and dark pink. "They're sensitive. And there's a little opening - milk ducts. I want to see if you can fit inside."

The idea was so obscene, so impossibly arousing, that he was fully hard in seconds.

He climbed onto her breast, the flesh yielding under his weight. Up close, her nipple was massive - easily as thick as his thigh, the tip slightly indented with a small opening.

"Start by licking," she instructed. "Get me worked up."

He sealed his mouth over the tip of her nipple and sucked hard. The flesh hardened immediately under his attention, growing even more prominent. He licked and bit, used his whole body to stimulate the sensitive tissue.

Theryn moaned, her hand coming up to cup her other breast, fingers working her other nipple. "That's perfect. Keep going."

He worked her nipple until it was rock-hard and visibly throbbing. Then he positioned his cock at the tiny opening at the tip.

The fit was incredibly tight - tighter even than her ass. He pushed gently, felt the resistance, pushed harder. Slowly, impossibly, the opening stretched around him.

Just the tip of his cock slipped inside, surrounded by impossibly hot, incredibly tight flesh. The pressure was insane, almost painful, but the pleasure was equally intense.

"Oh fuck," Theryn gasped. "I can feel you. Inside my tit. That's so fucking hot."

He worked himself deeper, inch by agonizing inch. The milk ducts squeezed him like a vice, rippling and contracting. It was like fucking the tightest, hottest hole imaginable.

He couldn't get very deep - maybe half his length - before the ducts became too narrow. But it was enough. He started thrusting, shallow movements in the limited space.

Theryn's moans grew louder, more desperate. Her hand worked her other nipple frantically, pinching and twisting. "I'm going to cum just from this. Just from you fucking my nipple."

The thought pushed him over the edge. He came with a hoarse shout, his cock pulsing and spilling deep inside her breast. The sensation of filling her tit with cum was surreal and perfect.

His orgasm triggered hers. She screamed, her whole body convulsing, both her nipples contracting rhythmically.

When he pulled out, a trickle of his cum followed, running down her breast in a white stream.

They collapsed together, both completely spent.

The sun was setting outside, painting the room in orange and gold. Kael lay sprawled across Theryn's chest, every muscle trembling with exhaustion. His cock was soft and oversensitive, aching pleasantly.

"No more," he gasped. "I literally can't. Everything hurts."

"Same," Theryn agreed. "But gods, that was incredible."

They lay in comfortable silence while the light faded outside. Eventually Theryn stirred, carefully scooping him up.

"Bath," she said. "We both need it."

She carried him to the bathing room, settled into the warm water with a sigh of contentment. Washed them both with gentle care, her touch tender now instead of demanding.

When they were clean, she carried him back to bed. Arranged the furs and blankets into a comfortable nest, settled into them with him cradled against her chest.

"Stay with me," she murmured, half-asleep already. "Don't leave yet."

"I won't," he promised, knowing it was a lie he'd have to break eventually.

But not tonight. Tonight he was exactly where he wanted to be.

He fell asleep to the steady rhythm of her heartbeat, surrounded by her warmth, marked by her scent, completely and utterly hers.

For however long this could last.


Chapter Five: The Inevitable Goodbye

One week. That's how long Kael had been in Theryn's valley when he woke on the eighth morning and felt the pull of the outside world like a physical ache in his chest.

He was nestled between her breasts as usual, her warmth surrounding him, her scent filling every breath. But instead of the contentment that had defined every previous morning, he felt something else. Guilt. Responsibility. The weight of a life left on pause.

Theryn stirred beneath him, and he knew immediately that she was awake. Her breathing had changed, lost that deep rhythm of sleep.

"You're thinking about leaving," she said quietly. Not a question.

"How did you know?"

"Your body is different when you're here with me versus when part of you is already gone." Her hand came to rest over him, covering his back. "I've been waiting for this morning."

He pushed himself up to look at her face. Her eyes were open, storm-gray and sad despite the small smile on her lips.

"I don't want to go," he said, and meant it. "But I have responsibilities. People expecting me. Research to write up."

"I know." She stroked his back with one finger. "I've always known this was temporary. Doesn't make it easier."

They lay in silence for a long moment, the morning light painting everything gold and rose. Outside, birds sang their dawn chorus. Inside, the weight of impending separation pressed down on them both.

"How long?" she asked finally.

"I should leave tomorrow. Maybe the day after at the latest."

"Then we have today." She sat up carefully, cradling him against her chest. "And tonight. And however many hours until you walk out that door."

"Theryn-"

"No." Her voice was firm. "No sadness yet. No goodbyes. We have time, and I want to spend every second of it making you feel so good you'll have no choice but to come back to me eventually."

Heat stirred in his groin despite the melancholy. "That's a tall order."

Her smile turned wicked. "Good thing I'm tall enough to fill it."

She carried him to the bathing room, settled into the warm water with him in her lap. But instead of the frantic coupling that had defined their previous days, she washed him slowly. Methodically. Like she was memorizing every inch of his body with her hands.

The touch was sensual without being overtly sexual - her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles, the curve of his spine, the shape of his face. She washed his hair with gentle care, her massive fingers somehow finding the dexterity to work through the strands without pulling.

"I want to remember this," she murmured. "Exactly how you feel. How you fit in my hands. The sound of your breathing. All of it."

He reached up, placed his palms flat against her chest. Could feel her heartbeat, steady and strong. "I want to remember too."

When they were both clean, she dried him off and carried him to the kitchen. Made breakfast - eggs and bacon and fresh bread, the same meal they'd shared that first morning. They ate slowly, savoring each bite, neither wanting to rush toward the inevitable.

After breakfast, she took him outside.

The valley was beautiful in the morning light - grass still wet with dew, wildflowers blooming in patches of purple and yellow, the distant mountains sharp against a cloudless sky. The air smelled of growing things and summer warmth and that unique scent that was purely this place.

Theryn walked barefoot through the grass, carrying him in her palm. She showed him her garden - vegetables growing in neat rows, herbs in raised beds, fruit trees heavy with ripening apples and pears. Showed him the stream where she got water, clear and cold and full of smooth stones. Showed him the places she loved, the geography of her solitude.

"It's beautiful here," he said. "Lonely, but beautiful."

"Less lonely now." She settled onto the grass, lying on her back with him on her stomach. "You've changed this place for me. Changed what it means."

"How?"

"It was a refuge before. A place to hide from a world that couldn't accommodate me. Now it's..." She paused, searching for words. "Now it's a place I want to share. Want to show someone. Want to fill with more than just my own presence."

He crawled up her body until he could see her face. Her eyes were wet, tears gathering at the corners.

"Don't cry," he said softly.

"Why not? You're leaving. I'm allowed to be sad about that."

"I know. But I'm coming back."

She looked at him sharply. "Don't make promises you can't keep."

"I'm not." He placed his hand over her heart, felt it beating beneath his palm. "I have to go back and handle my responsibilities. Write my reports. Make my excuses. But then I'm coming back. For as long as you'll have me."

"You mean that?"

"Every word."

A tear slipped free, ran down her temple into her hair. "How long will you be gone?"

"A month. Maybe two at most. I need to settle some things, but then..." He smiled. "Then I'm yours. For however long this lasts."

She lifted him, brought him close to her face. Kissed him gently, her lips soft and warm and wet with tears. "Then let's not waste the time we have."

What followed was different from their previous couplings. Slower. More deliberate. Each touch weighted with the knowledge that tomorrow they'd be apart.

She carried him back inside, laid him on the bed. Positioned herself above him on hands and knees, her massive body creating a cave of warm flesh around him.

"Touch me," she said softly. "Everywhere. I want to feel your hands on every part of me."

He did. Started with her face, tracing the line of her jaw, the curve of her lips, the arch of her eyebrows. Moved to her neck, feeling her pulse jumping beneath his fingers. Down to her shoulders, broad and strong. To her chest, running his hands over the upper slopes of her breasts.

She lowered herself slightly, bringing her nipples within reach. He cupped one in both hands, felt the weight and warmth of it. Squeezed gently, then harder when she moaned. Found the nipple and rolled it between his palms, feeling it stiffen and swell.

"Put your mouth on it," she breathed. "Please."

He sealed his lips over as much of her nipple as he could fit and sucked hard. The flesh hardened immediately, growing thick and prominent. He licked and bit, used his teeth to send sharp pleasure-pain through her.

Theryn's moan was low and deep, vibrating through her whole body. Her hips shifted, grinding against nothing, seeking friction.

He released her nipple with a wet pop, moved to the other breast. Gave it the same treatment - licking and sucking and biting until she was trembling above him.

"Lower," she gasped. "Touch me lower."

He crawled down her body, over the soft plain of her stomach. Her skin was warm and smooth, the muscle beneath firm despite the layer of softness. He kissed her belly button, licked around the rim of it, then pushed his tongue inside.

The indentation was deep enough to fit his whole fist, warm and slightly salty. He explored it thoroughly, making her shiver and moan.

Further down. To the junction of her thighs, where her cunt waited - already wet, already swollen and dark pink with arousal. The scent of her was overwhelming this close, sharp and sweet and musky, making his cock throb.

He didn't rush. Took his time exploring every fold and crevice, mapping her with his hands and mouth. Licked along her outer lips, gathering her arousal on his tongue. Pushed his fingers inside her entrance, felt her inner walls clench around them.

Found her clit and wrapped his arms around it, squeezing while he licked at the tip. The bundle of nerves throbbed under his attention, swelling larger.

Theryn's moans filled the room, echoing off the walls. Her thighs trembled on either side of him, her whole body shaking with building pleasure.

"Inside," she gasped. "I need you inside me. Please."

He positioned himself at her entrance, let her pull him in with gentle pressure from her hand. The heat enveloped him in stages - legs, waist, chest. This time she left his head outside, just his arms reaching back to grip her clit while the rest of him was buried in her depths.

The pressure was immense but perfect. Her inner walls squeezed him rhythmically, massaging every inch. His cock was trapped against her, the friction building pleasure with each pulse of her muscles.

She started to move, slow rolling motions of her hips. Not the frantic fucking of previous days, but something gentler. More intimate. Like she was savoring the feeling of him inside her.

He worked her clit with his arms, squeezing and stroking in time with her movements. Could feel her pleasure building, the flutter of her inner walls intensifying.

"Don't stop," she moaned. "Please don't stop. I want to feel you cum inside me. Want to remember what that feels like."

His own orgasm was building, pleasure coiling tight. The constant pressure and heat were pushing him rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm close," he gasped.

"Me too. Cum with me. Please, together."

A few more rolling movements of her hips and they both went over the edge.

Her inner walls clamped down on him with crushing force, rippling and squeezing in powerful waves. Fluid gushed around him, hot and thick. She screamed his name, the sound shaking the rafters.

He came buried deep inside her, his cock pulsing and spilling against her inner wall. The orgasm ripped through him with devastating intensity, pleasure so acute it was almost painful.

They stayed locked together through the waves of it, both trembling and gasping. When it finally subsided, she carefully pulled him out and cradled him against her chest.

They lay like that for a long time, both recovering. Her hand covered him, warm and protective. His ear was pressed against her chest, listening to the steady thunder of her heartbeat.

"Again," she said eventually. "I want you again. And again. As many times as we can before tomorrow."

They made love four more times that day. Each time different, exploring new positions and sensations. She sat on his face and ground against him until she came screaming. He fucked the crease behind her knee while she squeezed her thigh against her calf. She took him in her mouth - carefully, so carefully - and sucked gently while her tongue worked over his body. He buried himself in her ass while his hands worked her cunt, making her cum from the dual stimulation.

By evening they were both exhausted, sweaty and sore and completely satisfied. They bathed together in the cooling water, washing away the evidence of their afternoon. She made dinner - roasted vegetables and bread and cheese - and they ate quietly, the weight of tomorrow pressing down on them.

When night fell, she carried him to bed. But instead of sleeping, she positioned him between her legs.

"One more time," she said softly. "Slowly. I want it to last."

He entered her carefully, let her pull him in inch by inch. This time she took him completely - head and all - surrounding him entirely with her heat.

She held him there, buried deep, not moving. Just feeling him inside her, whole and complete and perfectly fitted.

After a minute she started to pull him out, slowly, giving him time to breathe before pushing him back in. The rhythm was gentle, almost meditative. Not about racing toward orgasm but about connection, about being together.

It went on for what felt like hours. Her pulling him out to the edge, him gasping air, then being plunged back into her depths. The pleasure built slowly, a steady climb instead of a frantic race.

When they finally came - together, perfectly synchronized - it wasn't explosive. It was deep and rolling, waves of pleasure that seemed to go on forever. Gentle but all-consuming.

Afterward she held him against her chest while they both drifted toward sleep.

"I love you," she whispered into the darkness.

He should have been surprised. Should have questioned it - they'd known each other barely more than a week. But instead it felt right. Inevitable.

"I love you too," he whispered back.

They fell asleep tangled together, her warmth surrounding him, his heartbeat syncing with hers.

Morning came too quickly.

Kael woke to find Theryn already awake, watching him with those storm-gray eyes.

"I packed you food," she said quietly. "And clean clothes. Everything you'll need for the journey back."

He sat up, felt the weight of it settling over him. "Theryn-"

"Don't." She pressed a finger gently against his chest. "We said our goodbyes last night. This morning is just... logistics."

She carried him to the main room where his pack waited, cleaned and restocked. His clothes - washed and mended - sat folded beside it. She'd even included a few books from her shelves, wrapped carefully in cloth.

He dressed slowly, each piece of clothing feeling like armor he didn't want to put on. When he was fully clothed for the first time in over a week, he felt strange. Constrained. Like his skin didn't fit right anymore.

Theryn knelt down, brought herself closer to his level. "Two months?"

"Maybe less. I'll move as fast as I can."

"And you'll really come back?"

"I promise."

She smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Then I'll be waiting."

She carried him to the edge of the valley, to where the trees began. Set him down gently on the grass.

For a long moment they just looked at each other. Then he stepped forward, pressed his whole body against her ankle - the only part of her he could reach from the ground - and held on tight.

"Thank you," he said. "For everything. For trusting me. For this week. For you."

Her hand came down, stroked his back one last time. "Come back to me, little scholar."

"I will."

He forced himself to step back, to pick up his pack, to turn toward the trees. Each step away from her felt like tearing off a piece of himself.

At the edge of the tree line, he turned back. She was still there, kneeling in the grass, watching him go. Even from this distance he could see the tears on her face.

He raised his hand in a wave. She waved back.

Then he turned and walked into the trees, leaving his heart behind in a valley where a giantess waited.



Six weeks later, Kael stood at the edge of Theryn's valley again. The sun was setting, painting everything in shades of orange and gold. His pack was lighter this time - he'd left most of his belongings in the city, bringing only what he'd need for an extended stay.

Because he wasn't visiting. He was coming home.

He stepped out of the trees into the clearing, and immediately saw her. She was sitting beside her house in exactly the same position as that first night, one knee drawn up, the other leg stretched out. Like she'd been waiting.

When she saw him, she stood. Crossed the distance between them in three massive strides. Knelt down and scooped him up with trembling hands.

"You came back," she breathed.

"I promised."

She brought him close to her face, and he could see the tears streaming down her cheeks. "I was so afraid you wouldn't. That you'd realize how insane this is and stay away."

"Never." He pressed his hands against her cheek, felt the wetness of her tears. "This is where I belong. With you."

Her laugh was half-sob. "For how long this time?"

"As long as you'll have me. I've arranged things. I can work from here, send reports back. I don't have to leave again unless..."

"Unless what?"

"Unless you want me to."

"Never," she echoed his word back to him. "I never want you to leave."

She carried him inside, and the door closed behind them with that same final boom. But this time it felt different. Not like an ending.

Like a beginning.

That night they made love slowly, gently, with all the time in the world. No frantic coupling, no desperate race toward pleasure. Just two people learning each other all over again, remembering how perfectly they fit.

Afterward, as they lay tangled together in the firelight, Kael realized something: he'd spent six months searching for her, eight days loving her, and six weeks missing her.

And now he had the rest of his life to keep doing all three.

"What are you thinking?" Theryn asked, her finger tracing lazy circles on his back.

"That I'm home."

"Good answer." She pulled him closer, her warmth surrounding him completely. "Because you are. This is your home now. I'm your home."

"And you're mine."

Outside, the valley settled into night. Inside, a giantess and a scholar held each other close and dreamed of all the tomorrows they now had to explore every depth, every height, every impossible pleasure yet to be discovered.

Together.
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