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Chapter 1

The sun rose slowly behind the jagged peaks of the Whispering Mountains, bathing Greenhaven’s valley in a warm, golden light. Dew sparkled on every leaf and blade of grass, and a gentle breeze carried the rich, earthy scent of fertile soil. It was the perfect morning to begin the harvest.

I stood at the edge of my fields with a satisfied grin, basket and harvesting knife in hand. Neat, orderly rows of ordinary carrots and potatoes stretched out before me. Enough to save a few coins from the cost of food for the winter and probably even fetch a reasonable price at the village market. But they were just the beginning.

The real treasure lay behind the farmhouse.

I walked past the main fields, heart beating a little faster with anticipation. Tucked away in a secluded corner, I had carefully prepared over many months, was my true fortune: the mana-rich magical plants.

Crystal Berries that glowed like tiny lanterns, herbs prized by alchemists, and Fire-Tomatoes that could allow explosives or fire-breathing potions.

Locating that exact patch of soil…saturated with just the right concentration of ambient mana had taken weeks of trial and error. I’d dug test holes at night, mixed special compost by hand, and even bribed a traveling mage for a basic mana-density scroll.

Thankfully, no one in the village had noticed. Not yet.

“This is it,” I muttered to myself, rubbing my hands together. “Money-making time. One good harvest and I can finally expand the irrigation channels. Maybe even hire a helper for next season.”

I rounded the old oak tree that served as my natural fence and stopped dead.

The basket slipped from my fingers.

My blood ran cold.

What should have been a pristine, glowing patch of magical crops looked like a battlefield. Rows of Blue Mana Berry bushes had been torn apart. Alchemists would have paid a fortune to make Mana potions. Then the Red Glow Cherries for healing potions was mostly gone.

Everything was ruined.

“No… no, no, no!” I rushed forward, boots sinking into the soft, disturbed earth. I dropped to my knees beside one of the Fire-Tomato plants. Only a sad, half-eaten stump remained. The rich mana that should have made these plants shine brightly had been violently drained, leaving the soil cracked and dull.

Months of work. Countless early mornings and late nights. All the careful planning, the silent pride I’d felt watching these plants grow stronger every day… gone in a single night.

“What the hell happened here?” I whispered, voice hoarse.

“Animals don’t do this. Bandits wouldn’t waste the crops when they’d just steal them.”

That was when I noticed the small footprints. Tiny, bare footprints mixed with strange drag marks and… was that a handprint? A very small handprint.

My eyes narrowed. A faint, sweet scent still lingered in the air…something floral and musky that made the back of my neck tingle.

Whatever that did, this couldn’t have gone far.

I stood up slowly, fists clenched, and scanned the surrounding treeline. The peaceful morning suddenly felt far too quiet.

“…Whoever you are, you picked the wrong farm.”

Luckily, some fruits remained and close to the broken plants was a large hole like that of a mole.

“Let’s see what you are going to do”



I spent the rest of that cursed morning salvaging what little remained.

Kneeling in the torn-up soil, I carefully picked through the wreckage. Most of the Crystal Berries were smashed beyond saving, their glowing juice already soaking into the dirt like wasted mana. Still, I managed to gather a handful of mostly intact ones, a few luna-petalled leaves that weren’t completely crushed also went into my basket. It wasn’t much. Barely enough to cover the cost of the seeds I’d planted.

Whatever animal did this is going to pay.

After washing the dirt and berry juice off my hands, I dragged out the old iron cage I usually used for keeping pests away from young seedlings. It was sturdy, reinforced with basic anti-escape runes I’d asked the village blacksmith to engrave last year. I placed the salvaged Crystal Berries inside as bait, their soft blue glow visible even in daylight. Then I set the cage at the center of the destroyed patch, tying a simple alarm bell to the top with wire. One solid tug, and it would ring loud enough to wake the dead.

“If you come back for seconds, you little bastard… I’ll be ready,” I muttered, wiping sweat from my forehead.

The sun had already passed its peak by the time I finished. Exhausted and still fuming, I ate a simple dinner of grilled potatoes and smoked sausage, barely tasting anything. I locked the farmhouse door, double-checked the windows, and collapsed into bed with my clothes still on. My body ached from the morning’s frantic work, but my mind kept spinning.

Tomorrow I’ll have to replant everything. Again.



Then, in the dead of night—

Clang!

Ding-ding-ding-ding.

The bell that was supposed to be struck when the cage door snapped began to ring.

I bolted upright, heart hammering, and rushed outside with lantern and staff in hand. The cool night air hit my skin as I sprinted toward the back fields. Moonlight poured over the ruined patch, illuminating the iron cage.

Something small was thrashing wildly inside it.

I raised the lantern higher and froze.

A tiny blue-skinned girl…no taller than my waist, was locked inside. Her skin was a soft sky-blue that shimmered faintly under the moonlight. Wild moss-green hair spilled messily around her face and shoulders, tangled with leaves and bits of soil. Two pointed ears poked out, twitching erratically. What little she wore was barely more than torn rags that barely covered her chest and hips.

And she was frantically stuffing her mouth with the Crystal Berries.

“Mmmph—! Kyuuu~ Nnhaaa… mmm-mmmph!”

She grabbed another glowing berry with both small hands and shoved it into her mouth, cheeks bulging as she chewed desperately. Juice dripped down her chin and onto her blue skin, leaving shiny, glistening trails that ran down her neck and between her small breasts. Her golden eyes were glassy and unfocused, glowing with raw need. She kept making soft, needy whimpers and squeaks between bites, her body squirming restlessly inside the tight confines of the cage.

“Kyaaahn~! Haa… haa… nyuuu!”

The more she ate, the more her flush deepened. Her blue cheeks burned a darker shade, almost violet, and her breathing grew heavier and more ragged. She rubbed her thighs together, back arching as another frustrated, high-pitched whine escaped her.

“Puuu~… Mmmph! Kyuuuuh!”

She finally noticed me standing there.

Her golden eyes locked onto mine. For a moment she froze mid-bite, another Berry halfway into her mouth. Then her pupils dilated wide. A hungry, almost delirious smile spread across her berry-stained lips as she swallowed hard.

“Kyaaah~! Big… nyaaa♥! Mmm… mmmph—!”

She slammed her small body against the bars, reaching one sticky, blue hand out toward me as far as she could. Juice glistened on her fingers. Her tattered rags had slipped even lower from all the frantic movement, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. She kept making cute, gibberish noises full of desperate need, pressing her flushed face against the cold iron while staring at me with pure, heated longing.


Chapter 2

I stood there for a long moment, lantern light flickering over the cage as the tiny blue gremlin continued making those needy, gibberish sounds. She was still pressing herself against the bars, golden eyes locked onto me with feverish intensity, but the frantic energy from earlier had started to settle now that she’d devoured every last Crystal Berry.

“…Alright. I’m not leaving you out here,” I muttered.

I grabbed the handle on top of the sturdy iron cage and lifted it. She was surprisingly light for how much chaos she’d caused. The bell gave one final weak ding as I carried the whole thing toward the farmhouse, her small body shifting inside with every step.

“Kyuuu~… Nyaaah♥…”

She watched me the entire way, ears twitching, cheeks still flushed that deep violet.

Once inside, I set the cage down carefully in the corner of the main room, near the hearth where the fire had died down to glowing embers. I lit a couple more lanterns so I could get a proper look at my midnight intruder.

She had finished eating, but she was far from clean.

Berry juice stained her sky-blue skin in messy, glistening streaks. It ran down her chin, across her small chest, and along her stomach. Some had even dripped onto her thighs. The remnants of her tattered rags were soaked and clinging transparently to her body.

She looked sticky, flushed, and utterly debauched like a mischievous little painting come to life.

“Puuuh~…” she let out a long, satisfied yet still needy sigh, licking juice off her fingers with a small pink tongue. Her golden eyes never left me.

I crouched down in front of the cage, studying her more closely. Pointed ears, moss-green hair full of leaves and dirt, and soft blue skin. She was clearly some kind of gnome or more accurately, a Gnomette.

They were supposed to be shy, helpful spirits of the soil… not chaotic, crop destroyers.

So what was she doing here?

Why had she rampaged through my carefully cultivated mana-rich patch like a tiny blue hurricane? Was it the berries? The concentrated mana in the soil? Or something else entirely?

I had no idea.

She tilted her head, watching me with curious, hazy eyes. Then she crawled closer to the bars on all fours, pressing her sticky blue cheek against the iron.

“Kyaaahn~♥ …Mmmph… Big… nyuuu~!”

Even though she’d eaten, the heat clearly hadn’t left her. She rubbed her thighs together slowly, making soft, whimpering gibberish as she stared at me with open longing. One small hand reached out between the bars again, fingers opening and closing as if begging me to come closer.

I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling equal parts exhausted, annoyed, and strangely flustered.

“You wrecked months of work, you know that?” I said, even though I knew she couldn’t understand me. “My best magical plants… gone. And now I’ve got a sticky, gibberish-speaking gremlin in my living room.”

She responded by puffing her cheeks cutely and letting out a long, drawn-out “Puuuuu~♥” while wiggling closer, clearly not at all sorry.

I sighed heavily and sat down on the wooden floor, resting my arms on my knees as I watched her. The night was quiet except for the occasional soft whine or happy trill she made.

Bringing her inside might have been a mistake.

But something told me letting her go right now would only lead to more destroyed crops… and I still needed answers.

Gnomes didn’t attack humans. And this one seems quite tired. So I opened the cage, letting her crawl out.

Without any warning, she let out a sharp “Kyaaah—♥!” and leapt off my lap with surprising strength. Her tiny blue hands shoved against my shoulders, catching me completely off guard. I toppled backward onto the wooden floor with a heavy thud, the air knocked out of my lungs for a second.

“W-wait—!”

Before I could sit up, she was on me.

The tiny blue Gnomette straddled my waist, her sticky thighs clamping down on my sides as she pinned me to the floor. Her golden eyes burned with renewed heat, no longer tired but wild and desperate. Berry juice still glistened across her sky-blue skin, making her look even more lewd in the dim lantern light.

“Nyuuuuh—♥! Haah… haaah…!”

Instead of attacking me, she began grinding her bare pussy against the front of my pants with frantic, needy movements.

Her small, incredibly warm folds rubbed up and down along my rapidly hardening length, separated only by the thin fabric of my clothes.

She was soaking wet, hotter than I expected, and left a slick trail of her juices every time she rolled her hips. Each desperate grind was accompanied by cute, breathy gibberish.

“Kyuuu~♥! Mmmph… Big… nyaaaah—!”

Her small hands pressed against my chest for balance as she rocked faster, her perky little breasts bouncing slightly with every movement. The remnants of her tattered rags had slipped completely off one shoulder, exposing more of her flushed blue skin. Her pointed ears twitched wildly, and her moss-green hair fell messily around her face as she looked down at me with pure, feverish lust.

“Puuuh—♥! Haaahn… kyuu kyuu—!”

Every grind pressed her swollen clit against me harder. She was so small, yet the intensity of her heat made her movements surprisingly powerful. Her pussy felt incredibly soft and slippery, drooling with arousal as she tried to satisfy the burning need inside her by using my body.

I groaned, my hands instinctively gripping her narrow waist. She was light, easy to lift, but right now she felt impossibly heavy with how frantically she was humping me.

“Damn it… you really are in heat,” I muttered in a strained voice. Part of me knew I should stop this. She had destroyed my crops. She couldn’t even speak human language. But the way her tiny, soaked pussy kept sliding along my cock through my pants was making my head spin.

She leaned forward, pressing her sticky blue chest against me as she nuzzled her burning cheek into my neck.

“Nyaaah~♥! Big Mate… mmmph—! More… kyuuuh—!”

Her hips moved in sloppy, eager circles, faster and more desperate, clearly chasing her own pleasure. Her breathing came in hot little pants against my skin, and her soft whimpers grew higher and needier with every grind.

I could feel her getting wetter, her juices soaking through the front of my pants as she lost herself completely in the sensation.

For a brief moment, her movements stuttered. She froze, ears perked straight up, as she clearly felt the thick, hardening rod beneath her. Her small mouth fell open in a silent “oh,” and a fresh flush of deep violet spread across her blue cheeks.

“Kyuuu—?! ♥”

Realization hit her like a spark. A delighted trill escaped her throat as she shifted her hips experimentally, dragging her dripping pussy right over the growing bulge of my cock.

“Nyaaah—♥! Mmmph… Big… big one…!”

She began grinding harder.

Her small hips moved with renewed desperation, pressing down firmly as she rubbed her slick, swollen folds along the entire length of my now fully erect cock. Each eager stroke made her soft pussy lips part and glide over me, coating my pants in her hot juices.

The friction was maddening.

My body shuddered beneath her. My cock throbbed hard against the fabric, twitching and straining with every roll of her tiny hips. The more she ground on it, the harder I became, until the bulge was painfully obvious and pulsing beneath her.

“You little shit!” I groaned as my body began to shudder with pleasure.

“Kyuu kyuuuh—!” Her weird chirps were becoming lewder, turning into moans.

“If that is what you want…” I growled, my body fully awakened with raw lust. “It is what you will get!”

Driven by the overwhelming desire to pound the horny little Gnomette who had destroyed my crops, I grabbed her narrow hips with both hands. She was so small and light that I lifted her effortlessly into the air. Her golden eyes widened with anticipation as I yanked my pants down in one rough motion.

My erect cock sprang free like a spear, thick and throbbing, veins pulsing with urgent need. The cool night air hit my heated skin for only a second before I lowered her directly onto it.

“Kyaaaah—?!”

Her tight little gnome pussy stretched wide around my swollen head as she sank down. With her own weight and my firm grip guiding her, she impaled herself in one smooth, relentless motion.

The sensation was overwhelming.

Her scorching hot, velvet walls clamped down around me like a vice, incredibly tight and dripping wet. Every inch of my cock was squeezed and massaged by her tiny, convulsing pussy as I buried myself to the hilt inside her. The intense heat and pressure made my mind reel, pleasure exploding through my body like mana overload.

“Beeeeeeeggggg!!”

She screamed in pure ecstasy, her gibberish stretching into a long, broken moan. Her golden eyes rolled back, mouth hanging open as her small body shuddered violently on top of me. Her sky-blue pussy lips were stretched obscenely around my thick shaft, juices already squirting out around the base from how full she suddenly was.

“Fuuuuck—!” I groaned, my grip tightening on her hips.

She was impossibly tight. Her inner walls rippled and fluttered wildly around my cock, milking me with desperate, instinctive contractions. I could feel every twitch and spasm as her heat-driven body tried to adjust to being stuffed so completely.

“Kyuuuuh—! Beeeg… Beeeg Mate—! Haaahn… nyaaaaah!”

Her lewd moans filled the house as she trembled in my lap, legs twitching uselessly on either side of me. Fresh berry juice and her own slick arousal mixed together, running down my balls and thighs. Her small hands clutched desperately at my chest, nails digging in as she tried to process the overwhelming fullness.

I gave her only a few seconds to adjust before my hips bucked upward instinctively, driving even deeper into her tiny pussy. The pleasure was addictive. Every thrust made her whole body jolt cutely, her perky little breasts bouncing as I started fucking her properly.

She was so small, yet so incredibly hot and wet making her the perfect living sleeve for my cock. Her moss-green hair bounced wildly with every movement, and her pointed ears flapped with each powerful thrust.

“Puuuuh! More… kyuu kyuuuh—! Beeeg… so beeeg!”

The horny little Gnomette who had ruined my mana-rich fields was now completely impaled on my cock, screaming in bliss.

“Beeeeeeeggggg—♥♥♥!!”

Her sky-blue body trembled violently, stretched obscenely around my thick shaft. Her tiny pussy was stuffed to its absolute limit, the lips stretched into a tight, glistening ring that clung desperately to my cock. Juices squirted out around the base with every twitch of her inner walls.

Then she started moving.

Bracing her small feet against my abdomen, she slowly pushed herself upward. Her powerful little legs…far stronger than her size suggested, drove her body up my length inch by inch. The velvety heat of her insides dragged along every vein and ridge of my cock before she slammed herself back down with vigorous force.

“Kyuuuuh—♥! Haaahn… mmmyaaah—♥♥!”

Up and down she went, slowly but with surprising strength.

Each descent made her take me to the hilt again, my cock reaching impossibly deep. If she were a human of that size, then there was no way my cock would have gone that far.

But the lust flooding my mind made thinking about logic impossible.

The wet, lewd sounds of her soaked pussy swallowing my cock filled the quiet farmhouse with the debauched sounds.

schlick, schlick, schlick

Which mixed with her shameless, chirping moans.

I didn’t know what she could stretch to fit my rod inside of her. She was so impossibly small, yet her heat-maddened body accepted every thick inch like it was made for it. Her inner walls rippled and squeezed with incredible pressure, milking me greedily as she rode me with growing confidence.

“Puuuuh—♥! Beeeg… so beeeg—! Kyaaaahn—♥♥!”

Her golden eyes were glazed with overwhelming pleasure. Drool mixed with berry juice ran down her chin as she bounced on my cock. Her moss-green hair bounced wildly with every vigorous drop of her hips. Her small breasts jiggled cutely, and her pointed ears flapped each time she bottomed out.

I groaned deeply, my hands gripping her narrow waist to help guide her movements. Every time she slammed down, her tight pussy clenched hard around me, sending jolts of raw pleasure up my spine.

She was so hot inside…and unbelievably wet. Her juices poured down my shaft and soaked my balls with every thrust.

This chaotic, crop-destroying gremlin was now using my cock like her personal breeding tool, riding me with shameless, vigorous need while making the cutest, lewdest sounds.

“Nyuuuuh—♥! More… kyuu kyuuuh—! Big Mate… fill Lira!”

She started moving faster, her small legs working harder as she impaled herself again and again. Her tight little gnome pussy stretched perfectly around my throbbing rod, squeezing and fluttering like it never wanted to let go.



The sheer tight wetness of her pussy made my vision flash white again and again with every movement.

Her tiny blue body trembled on top of me as she drove me faster and faster.

She pushed hard with her small, powerful legs, attempting to bounce quicker on my thick cock, but the incredible tightness of her gnome pussy made it a struggle. Her scorching hot inner walls gripped me like a fist, stretched so tightly around my human shaft that every millimeter of movement sent overwhelming friction and pleasure surging through both of us.

“Kyuuuuh—♥! Haaahn… mmmph! Beeeg… too beeeg!”

Despite the difficulty, she refused to stop. She kept forcing herself up and down, her slick juices pouring endlessly around my cock, coating my balls and thighs. The wet, obscene schlick-schlick-schlick sounds grew louder as she fought against the extreme tightness, her small body shaking with effort and ecstasy.

I couldn’t hold back anymore.

Gripping her narrow hips tighter, I thrust up to meet her, driving my cock deep into her spasming pussy with powerful strokes. Each thrust made her tiny belly bulge slightly as I bottomed out inside her impossibly stretched hole.

“Nyaaaaah—♥♥! Kyuu kyuuuh—! Haaah… haaaahn—!!”

Her lewd chirps turned into full-throated screams of pleasure. Her golden eyes rolled back, tongue hanging out as drool ran down her chin. The fucking grew faster, intense…primal.

The pressure kept building.

Her pussy fluttered and clenched harder and harder around me, the tight wetness becoming almost unbearable. My own climax rushed toward me like a tidal wave. I pounded into her faster, lifting her small body and slamming her back down onto my cock again and again.

Then it hit.

A screaming explosion.

“Beeeeeeeggggg—♥♥♥!!! Kyaaaaaaaah—!!!!”

She came violently.

Her entire tiny body seized up, back arching sharply as her pussy convulsed wildly around my cock. A powerful gush of hot nectar squirted out around my shaft, soaking my groin as her walls milked me with rhythmic, crushing contractions. Her scream of ecstasy echoed through the farmhouse, high-pitched and broken with overwhelming pleasure.

The intense squeezing pushed me over the edge.

With a deep groan, I buried myself to the hilt inside her spasming pussy and erupted. Thick ropes of cum flooded her tiny womb, filling her completely. Her belly swelled slightly from the sheer volume as I pumped load after load deep inside the horny little Gnomette.

She kept twitching and moaning incoherently on top of me, her golden eyes unfocused, body limp and shuddering in the aftershocks of her explosive orgasm.

“Puuuuh… haa… nyuuu~♥…”

We stayed locked together, my cock still buried deep inside her overflowing pussy as the last spurts of my cum leaked out around the tight seal. The farmhouse fell quiet again, filled only with our heavy breathing.

The chaotic, crop-destroying gnome was now a thoroughly fucked, cum-stuffed little pillow on my chest that was temporarily satisfied.


Chapter 3

Morning light filtered gently through the farmhouse windows, painting the wooden floor in soft gold.

I woke up with a warm, soft weight pressed against my chest.

The tiny blue Gnomette was still completely naked, curled up on top of me like a living body pillow. Her sky-blue skin felt impossibly smooth and warm against mine.

She was purring in a low, rhythmic, contented sound that vibrated gently through her small chest and into mine. Her moss-green hair was a wild, tangled mess spread across my shoulder and neck, decorated with dried leaves, dirt, and traces of berry juice.

She was filthy in more ways than one.

Dried streaks of berry juice, sweat, and our combined fluids stained her thighs and stomach. A thick trail of my cum had leaked out of her tiny pussy overnight, leaving a lewd, sticky mess between her legs and on my lower abdomen. Her small breasts were pressed softly against me, and one of her pointed ears twitched occasionally in her sleep.

I lay there, one arm draped loosely over her narrow back, staring at the ceiling.

Stuck.

That was the right word. Her small arms were wrapped around my torso as best as they could, and one leg was hooked over my hip. Even in deep sleep, she clung to me like I might disappear if she let go. Every time I tried to shift slightly, she let out a sleepy “Puuu~…” and nuzzled closer, rubbing her cheek against my chest.

Last night’s events replayed in my mind. The destroyed field, the cage, and then…I was fucking the gnome. Filled her tiny body until her belly swelled. And now this chaotic little gremlin was sleeping peacefully on me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I should have been angry. I was still angry about my ruined crops. But it was hard to stay mad when this soft, warm, thoroughly-used Gnomette was purring so happily on top of me, her breath tickling my skin.

“…You’re going to be a handful, aren’t you?” I whispered.

She responded in her sleep with a cute little “Mmmyaaah~♥”, her hips shifting slightly and accidentally grinding her sticky pussy against my thigh. Even after everything we did, she was still faintly warm down there.

I sighed, running my fingers gently through her messy green hair. Part of me wanted to get up, clean the mess, and start salvaging what was left of my farm but the tiny, naked, filthy creature using me as her personal bed felt strangely wholesome and comforting.

The sun was rising higher. The day’s work was waiting. The fields needed attention. Yet here I was, pinned beneath a satisfied, cum-stained Gnomette who had single-handedly turned my peaceful farming life upside down in a single night.

But we needed a bath. Desperately.

I waited until her breathing grew deep and steady again, then carefully slid out from beneath her. She made a small, displeased whine when my warmth left her, instinctively reaching out with both small arms.

“Puuu… nyuuu~…”

I quickly grabbed the blanket from the bed and tucked it around her small body. She hugged it tightly, burying her face into the fabric with a contented huff, and settled back into sleep. Her moss-green hair peeked out messily, and one pointed ear twitched.

Good. Let the horny little gremlin rest a bit longer.

I stood up, my body aching pleasantly from the night’s activities, and stretched. The wooden floor was still sticky in places. I shook my head with a mix of exasperation and reluctant amusement.

“First you destroy my best crops… then you turn me into your personal breeding post. Now look at the mess you made.”

Still, I couldn’t deny the strange warmth in my chest as I watched her sleep so peacefully.

I headed outside to the side of the house where I kept the large wooden bathing tub. It was a simple but sturdy, and it was wide enough for me, and more than enough for a tiny Gnomette. I hauled fresh water from the nearby well, bucket after bucket, then used a few low-grade fire crystals and some basic heating runes to warm it up. Steam soon began rising gently from the surface as I added a handful of soothing herbs I normally used for sore muscles after long days in the field.

The clean, slightly floral scent filled the morning air.

Once the water was pleasantly warm, I wiped my hands and returned inside. She was still curled up under the blanket, purring softly, one leg sticking out and revealing the dried mess between her thighs.

I crouched down beside her and gently brushed some stray green hair away from her face.

“Time to get clean.”

Still wrapped loosely in the blanket, I simply tipped her into the tub.

She fell with a big splash, disappearing under the water for a second before popping back up like a startled duckling. Water flew everywhere as she shook her head vigorously, sending droplets spraying in all directions. Her moss-green hair whipped around, flinging more water onto my chest and the surrounding grass.

“Puuuah—! Kyuu kyuu—♥!”

She blinked rapidly, golden eyes wide with surprise. Berry juice, dried cum, and dirt began washing off her sky-blue skin in cloudy rivulets. She looked momentarily confused by the sudden wet environment, ears twitching, before a delighted expression spread across her face. She slapped the surface of the water with both small hands, giggling in her strange gibberish.

“Nyaaah~! Pssshhh—!”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at the ridiculous sight. The chaotic crop-destroyer who had wrecked my mana-rich fields was now happily splashing around like a playful child.

I stripped off my own clothes and stepped into the tub, lowering myself into the warm water with a sigh of relief. The wooden tub was spacious for me, but with her inside it suddenly felt a lot more intimate. The water level rose noticeably as I settled in.

The moment I sat down, she immediately crawled toward me through the water.

“Kyuuuuh~♥!”

She climbed straight into my lap again, pressing her now wet, slippery blue body against my chest. Her small hands gripped my shoulders as she nuzzled her face into my neck, purring loudly. The warm water made her skin feel even softer, almost silky. Most of the mess from last night was already washing away, but faint reddish blush still lingered on her cheeks.

“Puuuh… Big Mate… warm… nice…” she chirped happily, rubbing her cheek against me.

I poured some water over her head with my hand, gently rinsing her messy green hair. She closed her eyes in bliss, ears drooping contentedly as I started washing her. My fingers worked through her hair, cleaning out leaves and dirt, then moved down to her back and shoulders. She melted completely under my touch, occasionally letting out soft, pleased “Mmmyaaah~” sounds.

Her tiny body fit perfectly against mine in the water. I could feel the softness of her small breasts pressing against my chest and the smooth curve of her hips resting on my lap. Even after last night’s intense session, having her naked and relaxed like this stirred something warm and possessive in me.

She was incredibly smooth. The remaining dirt and sticky remnants of last night washed away easily under my touch, revealing unblemished sky-blue skin that glistened in the morning light. My palms traveled over the gentle curve of her lower back, then lower still, until I reached her round little ass cheeks.

They were surprisingly full and plump for her tiny size, like two perfect, soft buns that filled my palms perfectly. Despite how small she was overall, her ass had a wonderful, supple bounce to it. I instinctively gave them a gentle squeeze, my fingers sinking into the warm, yielding flesh.

“Kyuuuuh—♥!”

She let out a high-pitched, surprised moan and arched her back, pushing her rear more firmly into my hands. Her pointed ears fluttered wildly as she pressed her face harder against my chest, purring louder than before.

“Puuuuh… mmmyaaah~♥”

They were so soft and springy, yet toned enough to have a lovely shape. I couldn’t resist kneading them slowly, massaging the plush cheeks under the warm water. My thumbs traced the underside of each one, feeling their perfect weight and how they jiggled slightly with every small movement she made.

The horny little Gnomette responded beautifully. Her small hips began to wiggle, rubbing her ass against my palms as if encouraging me to keep going. Her breathing grew hotter against my neck, turning into soft, needy little chirps every time I squeezed harder.

“Nyaaahn~♥! Big Mate… touch… good… puuuuh—!”

With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, the tiny Gnomette brushed her bare, slick pussy directly along the length of my cock beneath the water.

The contact was electric.

Even after last night, her folds were still incredibly soft, puffy, and slippery. The moment her warm slit dragged across my shaft, my cock twitched violently and began to harden like a beast stirring from its slumber.

“Kyuuuuh—♥♥!”

Her golden eyes widened instantly. A delighted, hungry shiver ran through her as she felt my cock grow and throb against her sensitive pussy lips. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she pressed down harder, sliding her slick, heated folds along my now fully erect length with a needy little whimper.

“Nyaaahn~! Beeeg… again… puuuuh—♥!”

The sensation was maddening. Her pussy was still slightly swollen from last night’s rough use, yet it glided so smoothly thanks to the warm bathwater and her own fresh arousal. Every slow brush of her clit against the underside of my cock made her tremble. Her plump ass cheeks flexed in my palms as she rocked her hips. 

She began moving faster and faster, rubbing against my throbbing cock as if she was possessed.

Her blue cheeks became red, her round eyes grew dreamy, and my body shivered in anticipation.

The urge took me over completely.

It burned through my veins like liquid fire, setting my mind aflame with raw, primal need. Every slow grind of her slick pussy against my cock had pushed me past the point of restraint. This tiny, blue-skinned temptress had awakened something I didn’t even know was sleeping inside me.

With a low growl, I grabbed her narrow waist and turned her around in one swift motion. She let out a surprised “Kyaa?!” as I pushed her tiny body forward, pressing her soft, wet chest and stomach against the smooth wooden edge of the tub. Her plump little ass jutted out toward me invitingly, water cascading down her glistening blue curves.

I didn’t hesitate.

Gripping her hips firmly, I lined up my throbbing cock and speared her little wet pussy in one powerful thrust.

“Kyaaaaah—♥♥♥!!”

Her tight walls stretched obscenely around my thick shaft as I buried myself to the hilt inside her. The grip of her pussy made my knees buckle but it was wet like the inside of a fruit that my cock slid through, even with its sheer tightness and the mismatch between our equipment.

“Beeeeeeeg—! Beeeg Mate!”

“You are in heat, huh?” I growled, voice rough with lust as I leaned over her small frame, pinning her gently but firmly against the edge of the tub.

“Nyuuuuh—♥! Haaahn… kyuu kyuuuh!!”

She answered with a broken, ecstatic moan, her pointed ears twitched violently as I started moving. Water splashed wildly around us with every deep, powerful thrust.

Her round, full ass cheeks jiggled each time my hips smacked against them. I kept her pressed against the tub’s edge, fucking her from behind with long, possessive strokes. Her tiny body jolted cutely with every impact, her moss-green hair sticking wetly to her back and shoulders.

“Puuuuh—♥! So deep… kyaaaahn—! More… more—♥♥!”

Even in her cute gibberish, her voice was dripping with lust. Her pussy clenched hard around my cock, gushing hot nectar that mixed with the bathwater every time I drove into her. The contrast between her small size and the way she greedily took every inch of me was intoxicating.

I reached around and grabbed one of her plump ass cheeks, spreading her open as I pounded harder into her tight little hole. The wet, lewd slap-slap-slap of skin on skin echoed alongside her shameless, high-pitched moans.

My mind drowned as sensations flooded my body, crashing into my thoughts like tidal waves. It was overwhelming.

I felt a pressure building up within me with each thrust yet my hips kept moving faster. Pounding her gnome pussy, making her squeal in her cute gnomish.

““Puuuuh—♥!”

“Kyuuuuh—♥!

I fucked her harder, faster, driven purely by instinct.

“Nyaaah—! Nyuuuh—♥! Haaahn… kyaaa—!!”

Her voice cracked and rose higher, the cute gibberish dissolving into raw, feral cries. Her plump little ass rippled with every brutal slap of my hips. Her sky-blue back arched deeply as she pushed back against me, greedy for more.

Then she broke.

“Nyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!!!”

A loud, piercing howl filled the air. Her entire body seized up violently. Her golden eyes rolled back, tongue hanging out as her pussy clenched like a vice around my cock.

The sudden, crushing pressure was too much.

My vision flashed white.

A powerful orgasm ripped through me as her spasming walls sucked and milked my cock with rhythmic, greedy contractions. I buried myself as deep as her tiny body would allow and erupted.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum flooded her womb in powerful spurts. Her belly swelled noticeably from the sheer volume as I kept pumping load after load into her convulsing pussy. Her inner walls fluttered wildly, drawing out every drop like a starving little mouth.

“Fuuuuck!” I groaned, hips jerking uncontrollably as I filled her to the brim.

She continued howling in ecstasy, her small frame shaking and twitching in the throes of an intense climax. Hot nectar gushed around my cock, mixing with my cum and spilling into the bathwater. Her legs trembled wildly, barely able to support her as she came harder than she had the night before.

For a long moment, the only sounds were our ragged breathing and the gentle lapping of water.

With a soft, shaky sigh, the tiny blue Gnomette collapsed forward over the edge of the tub. Half of her small body remained submerged in the warm, rippling water, while her upper half draped limply over the wooden rim. Her head hung completely off the other side, moss-green hair dripping wetly toward the ground like strands of wet silk. Her plump ass stayed raised slightly toward me, her well-fucked little pussy still twitching and slowly leaking thick trails of my cum down her blue thighs.

She looked beautifully wrecked.

Her sky-blue skin glistened with water and sweat. Her small breasts were squished against the edge of the tub, and her arms dangled helplessly downward. Yet even in this exhausted, dangling position, a deeply satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Puuu… haa… nyuuu~♥”

◆◆◆

I stood over the ruins of my farm, letting out a slow sigh as the weight of it settled in.

The fields that once promised a harvest were now stripped bare, reduced to broken stalks and exhausted soil. Still, when I did the math in my head, the situation wasn’t entirely hopeless. I had managed to set aside enough savings to carry me through the next season.

The gnomette darted through the field, her tiny bare feet pattering across the soil. This time, however, she was far less destructive.

She wore a little dress I had fashioned for her from the clothes of an old doll I’d found tucked away in a forgotten drawer. The fabric was faded and the gnome’s large tits pushed against it, unlike the flat chested doll, but it covered her well enough. Seeing the troublesome creature dressed in miniature human clothes was so absurd that I couldn’t help but smile.

She moved from plant to plant, her small fingers brushing the leaves with surprising tenderness. Where she touched them, she gave each stem a gentle prod, as though checking on old friends.

At first, I thought she was merely playing.

Then I noticed the change.

The drooping leaves straightened. Wilted stalks lifted toward the sun. Their dull, dusty green deepened into a rich and vibrant hue before my eyes.

I stared in disbelief.

Every plant the gnomette touched became stronger…except the ones that were oo destroyed to recover. The little creature glanced back at me, her face glowing with pride, as if expecting praise for a trick well performed.

For a long moment, I could only stand there and watch as my battered farm came back to life, greener and more vibrant than it had ever been. What I had taken for a mischievous pest might, in fact, be the greatest blessing my land had ever known.


Chapter 4

Later that evening, after a long day of work, I carried the tired little Gnomette back into the house and laid her gently on my bed.

She had earned this.

With her magic, the plants that hadn’t been entirely ruined regained their glow. It wasn’t a complete fix, but she had repaired nearly half the destruction.

So tonight, she was getting her reward.

I spread her tiny blue legs wide on the bed and knelt between them, lowering my face to her glistening pussy and plump little ass.

“Kyuuu…?” She tilted her head curiously, golden eyes sparkling with anticipation as she watched me.

“You fixed my garden,” I murmured, kissing the soft inside of her thigh. “So I’m going to eat you until you can’t think straight.”

“Nyaaah—♥!”

I started with her pussy.

My tongue dragged slowly up her slick folds, savoring her sweet, slightly earthy taste. She was still puffy and sensitive from our earlier sessions, and the moment I licked her, her small body jolted. I spread her blue pussy lips with my thumbs and dove in deeper, licking and sucking on her tiny clit with firm strokes.

“Puuuuh—♥! Kyuu kyuuuh—!! Haaahn…!”

Her moans turned high and needy instantly. Her small hands flew to my hair, gripping it tightly as her hips bucked against my face. I devoured her eagerly, tongue thrusting inside her tight hole before returning to swirl around her swollen clit. Juices coated my lips and chin as she grew wetter with every lick.

But I wasn’t stopping there.

I slid my hands under her plump ass cheeks, lifting her hips slightly and tilting her upward. My tongue traveled lower, circling her tight little asshole teasingly.

“Nyuuuuuh—?! ♥♥”

She squealed in surprise, ears shooting straight up. Her leafy-green hair spread messily across the pillow as her back arched hard. I didn’t hesitate. I pressed my tongue firmly against her puckered hole, licking and rimming her with slow, wet circles while my thumb continued rubbing her dripping pussy.

“Kyaaaaahn—! Puuuuh… haa… nyaaaah—♥♥♥!”

Her reaction was adorable and filthy. She writhed on the bed, legs trembling around my head as I alternated between eating her soaked pussy and rimming her tight ass. I pushed my tongue inside her rear entrance, fucking her with it while two fingers slid into her clenching pussy, curling against her sensitive spot.

She was losing control fast.

Her gibberish moans grew louder and more broken, turning into desperate, animalistic cries as I feasted on both her holes like a starving man. Her plump little ass jiggled every time she bucked against my face. Her juices flowed freely, dripping down to her asshole where my tongue eagerly lapped them up.

“Beeeg Mate—! Kyuuuuh—! Nyaaaaaaa—♥♥!”

Her entire tiny body suddenly tensed. Her pussy and ass clenched hard around my fingers and tongue as a powerful quake crashed through her. She squirted against my mouth with a long, wailing moan, soaking my face while her blue asshole pulsed wildly.

I kept licking her gently through the aftershocks, savoring every twitch and whimper, until she finally collapsed limp on the bed, breathing heavily.

“Puuu… haa… nyuuu~♥…”

I looked down at her spent little body, still twitching on the bed with that blissful, satisfied smile.

She had helped repair the garden with her magic, yes… but she was also the one who destroyed it in the first place.

That thought ignited something darker and hungrier inside me.

“You fixed part of it,” I said, voice low and rough as I flipped her tiny body over onto her stomach. “But you ruined months of my work.”

“Kyuu…?” She glanced back at me, ears twitching with a mix of confusion and excitement.

I grabbed her plump ass cheeks with both hands and spread them wide, exposing her tight little asshole. My cock was still rock-hard and without giving her much time to prepare, I pressed the thick, swollen head right against her puckered entrance.

Then I thrust forward hard.

“Nyaaaaaaaah—♥♥!!”

I forced my way inside her incredibly tight ass in one big stroke, burying half my length into her tiny body. Her asshole stretched obscenely around my thick cock, gripping me desperately. She screamed into the pillow, her small hands clutching the sheets as her whole body tensed.

I didn’t stop. I pulled back slightly and slammed in deeper, forcing the rest of my cock into her resisting ass until my hips smacked against her soft, blue cheeks.

“Take it,” I growled, gripping her narrow waist tightly. “This is what you get for destroying my mana-rich fields, you little shit.”

“Kyuuuuh—! Beeeg—! Too beeeg—♥♥♥!! Nyaaaaah—!!”

I started fucking her ass violently. Hard, deep, punishing thrusts that made her tiny body jolt forward on the bed with every slam. Her plump ass rippled wildly from the impact as I railed her without mercy. The tight, scorching heat of her asshole squeezed me so intensely it almost hurt, but that only made me fuck her harder.

“Puuuuh—! Haaahn… kyaaa—! Kyaaaaaaaah—♥♥!”

Her moans were loud, broken, and feral. Tears of overwhelming pleasure-pain pricked at the corners of her golden eyes, but her hips started pushing back to meet my brutal thrusts. Her asshole gradually loosened just enough to take me, turning into a slick, greedy tunnel that clenched and fluttered around my pounding cock.

I leaned over her small frame, pinning her down as I ravaged her ass. The wet, filthy slap-slap-slap of my hips against her soft cheeks filled the room. Every violent thrust made her toes curl and her legs kick weakly.

“You’re mine now,” I snarled, reaching under her to roughly rub her dripping pussy while I continued destroying her tight little ass. “My personal fuck-pillow. Every time you misbehave, I’m going to wreck this greedy hole.”

“Nyuuuuuuuh—♥♥♥!!”

She came hard.

Her entire body convulsed violently beneath me. Her asshole clamped down like a fist around my cock as she screamed in ecstasy, squirting all over my fingers and the sheets. The crushing pressure pushed me over the edge right after her.

With a deep groan, I buried myself to the hilt inside her spasming ass and erupted. Thick, heavy loads of cum flooded deep into her bowels, filling her until it started leaking out around my shaft with every twitch.

She lay there trembling, completely limp and drooling into the pillow, her well-fucked ass still clenching weakly around me as I slowly pulled out. A thick river of cum poured from her gaping little hole, running down over her pussy.

“Puuu… haa… nyuuu~♥…”

Even after such a violent ass-fucking, she let out that same satisfied, dreamy purr as she went to a comfy sleep.


Epilogue

Months had passed since that chaotic first night.

Counting coins was hard.

There was too much!

Thanks to Lira’s wild earth magic and my careful cultivation, everything grew stronger and faster.

Gold coins clinked heavily as I sorted them into neat stacks on the table. The ledger in front of me was starting to look ridiculous.

“Another big order from the Royal Alchemist Guild,” I muttered, lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “At this rate, we’ll need to expand the eastern field again.”

Right under my face, two soft, plump, blue ass cheeks jiggled invitingly.

Lira was upside down on my lap, her tiny naked body folded over me in a perfect 69 position. Her moss-green hair spilled across my thighs as her small mouth worked eagerly on my thick cock. Wet, sloppy gulping sounds filled the room while she tried her best to swallow as much of my length as her tiny throat would allow.

“Glk… glk… mmmph—♥!”

Her round, blue ass shook cutely every time she bobbed her head, the plump cheeks wobbling right in front of my eyes.

I could see everything; her soaked little pussy was  dripping, and her tight asshole was still slightly puffy from a “motivation session.”

I reached down with one hand and casually spread her ass cheeks wider, admiring the view while my other hand continued counting coins.

“Nyuuuuh—♥! Glk… gluuuurk—!”

She moaned around my cock, the vibration traveling straight down my shaft. Her throat bulged visibly every time she pushed herself deeper, drool and precum running down her inverted face and onto my balls.

Despite the difficult angle, she was greedy as always, sucking, licking, and swallowing with shameless enthusiasm.

I gave her plump ass a firm slap, watching the soft flesh ripple.

“You’re getting better at this position,” I praised, sliding two fingers into her dripping pussy while she continued deepthroating me. “Keep sucking like that and I’ll buy you that shiny new garden hoe you’ve been eyeing.”

“Puuuuh—♥♥! Mmmph— glk glk glk—!”

Her ass wiggled happily at the promise, pushing back against my fingers. Even while upside down and stuffed full of cock, the little Gnomette was overjoyed. She had long since become my personal pillow, stress reliever, mana catalyst, and beloved little wife all in one chaotic package.

I dropped another stack of gold into the chest with a heavy clink, then gripped her soft blue ass with both hands and pulled her hips closer to my face. My tongue lazily dragged across her soaked pussy as she continued worshipping my cock.

Life was good.

The farm was thriving.

The money was pouring in.

And I had a warm, eager, blue-skinned Gnomette who lived to be used, cuddled, and fucked senseless.

I gave her ass another firm squeeze and thrust my hips upward, pushing deeper into her throat.

She answered with a happy, muffled “Mmmmyaaah!” as she sucked even harder, her plump blue ass shaking with pure contentment right in front of me.

The End
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