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Six stories of extreme size difference and sexy, brave women getting stretched. From fairies to furries, the fun flows in excess in this wild and kinky collection.
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 Fairy Freak



Perisa is in deep, thanks to her curiosity toward humans. Caught in a net and then smuggled home in sweaty clothes, the fairy finds herself in the hands of a manic shut-in. That is, when she’s not stuffed into her bra or panties! Long obsessed with the idea of having her own little precious fairy to play with, Malie is nearly crazed with her new toy. Despite quickly learning to like the idea of being a cared-for pet and plaything, Perisa has no idea what pleasure and perversion awaits her, and can’t help but hang her on every move with awe and suspense. Soft as she was, Malie could have easily crushed the tiny fairy, but takes care to keep her safe, and keep her secret. The two get to quite close on the journey from the fae wilds to Malie’s modest, messy apartment, and have a pleasurable taste of the kinky reality behind Malie’s many fairy-related fantasies.
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An obsessed soul trudged along in the heat; her clothes were drenched in sweat, her hair a cascading mess. A narrow and winding trail led her deep into the tropical forest, and she persisted as though without thought for return, her eyes wide and intent. Here in the Patina span, there was a prize she had long desired. She scoured the canopy for its sign and listened for the buzz of fluttering wings.
 Where are you? What will you be like?
 She pondered recurrently. Malie had come for a fairy and did not intend to leave until she found one to make her own.



To steal a fairy from the wilds was an ancient crime, forbidden by law and old accord with the fae. No gold or magical trinket would now be offered as ransom, for the fae tribes were dwindling as the unspoiled lands that once housed them grew smaller each passing year. Malie wasn’t seeking power, however. Her fixation was more complicated and more carnal. She intended to keep her prize forever and keep her well in a vacant terrarium back at her modest apartment. Although she was soon gasping from such a hike in the heat, she carried on with a deliberate pace, driven almost to mania by her long-held fixation.



The landscape was rich and verdant, and the canopy grew dense above her as she trekked far away from the developing neighborhoods encroaching on the fairy forest. Even with the shade and a gentle breeze against her sweaty sides, she couldn’t help but huff and puff, eventually collapsing into a seat on an old overturned tree. There she waited until she could manage her breath, pulling against the overly tight fabric of her drenched tank top until it stretched and hung more comfortably against her form. She drank deeply from her bottle of water from her backpack, and then, her eye was drawn to movement just before her in the brush.



The sight shook her. Perched there in plain sight, a fairy inspected her. The little winged thing was mere inches tall, dressed in wild and elegant green clothes, and she had luminous translucent wings like those of a butterfly. Malie covered her lips to muffle a shriek of excitement, her body shaking as she beheld a fairy in the flesh for the first time. The little woman watched her curiously and did not immediately fly away, though her small wings buzzed in the air. “Hi! Hiii!” Malie said to her in a lowered but excited voice, raising her sweaty palm to give her a little wave. “Hello fairy~! You’re so cute!” she cooed at her.



The little fairy seemed amused and crossed her arms. She had green bangs trimmed neatly over her brow and a tiny green top that looked as though it was made of a leaf and loosely covered her breasts. “Hello human. Why you way out here?” the fairy inquired shortly. She wore little bracelets of carved wood beads and a necklace too and looked, to Malie, like the most precious and perfect thing in the world. With little hesitation, she slipped her hand into her pocket and squeezed the messy bunch of net there in her hand. “You look like you’re die of heatstroke,” the fairy told her with a snicker.



“Eheh~ Just about…” Malie admitted. She slowly stood up, watching the fairy closely, and showed a big gentle smile as she inched closer with one hand in her pocket. “I’m out here… for you,” she said slowly, her wide eyes affixed on the tiny woman as she came to loom above her. The fairy watched her coming, taking in the sight of the thick and sweaty human with some amusement, but fluttered away to land on a branch farther back once Malie seemed near enough to grab at her.



“For me?” The fairy asked, frowning at her a little. “Why that?” She was inspecting the human closely now but again let her come near, not overly cautious about the slow moving woman. Malie looked out of place here, and had no affinity for the wilds. The fairy thought she was strange and did not understand her, but after a moment her brow furrowed intently. There was something crazy in Malie’s look that was hard to place, because she smiled in a way that seemed full of both adoration and craving.



Malie drew in as near as she could until the little fairy tensed up and looked like she was about to spring and reposition. And then Malie did not step any further but leaned in just slightly, glancing between the fairy and her pocket. “I’ve come all this way to make you…” she let her words fall off and had the fairy be distracted by the thought. In a sudden burst of movement, she threw her hand from her pocket and cast her net. “MINE!”



The webbing spread in the air, and the fairy squealed and took flight an instant too slow. She was swept up in it, thrown to the ground, and pinned under the little weights tied into the net. “Nuh!” she squawked, feeling the weight of the tiny ropes upon her body; she squirmed and flapped her wings to no avail. The ground vibrated with the impact of Malie’s footsteps as she came over swiftly to the fairy and squatted down over her in a rush.



“Mine mine mine~!” Malie sang with pure ecstatic delight, looking so crazed and hyper that she seemed almost dangerous. “My own little fairy~! Hello hello little one! Now you get to come with meeee~!” she cried out musically, reveling in her long-planned kidnapping of the tiny winged fae. She grabbed the fairy up in the net and squeezed her gently in her sweaty palms, lifting her near to her face but being sure not to realize her from the entanglement. She couldn’t believe it and could hardly form a thought but just beheld her new fairy up close.



“Guh!! Dun- don’t eat me!” the fairy pleaded. There was something predatory in Malie’s gaze, and her hot breath washed over the fairy’s tiny body. She wasn’t rough with her, however, but instead soon began to delicately remove her from the net while still holding her snug enough that she couldn’t get away. The fairy squirmed meekly and met her crazed gaze. With wet, messy hair, and eyes wide in her victory, the human looked completely crazed to her. But she smiled a wide and delighted grin and peered intently at the fairy’s little face as she held her close.



“I won’t,” Malie told her and cast the net onto the forest floor. She held her little fairy aloft by either arm and stared closely at her, seeing her little breasts rise and fall with her rapid breath. She was merely five inches tall, though proportioned like a young adult woman, and she had long pointy ears. “You are much too cute for that!” Malie said, exclaiming a gasp. Malie was breathing heavily and focused on the fairy so intently that her eyes seemed to cross. There was something unsettling about how intent she seemed, as though her mind had been cooked with plans for this moment. “What is your name, faelet?” she asked, taking her into one hand and wrapping her fingers around the fairy’s back. With her other hand, she inspected her with a finger, passing it along her leafy clothes and the bare skin of her belly and thighs.



The fairy was astounded by her and felt both fear and anger, but also a baffling confusion that delayed her from despairing. The human seemed so playful and gentle with her touching, yet she seemed intent to have her fun with the fairy no matter what. “G- gentle!” she bid with a huff, her eyes flicking widely to the left and right. “You meet Perisa,” the fairy stated in a stern voice, gnawing her little lip as the giant finger came in to stroke her body again, and touched her tiny boob. It was proportionately ample, but to the comparative giantess, seemed like a mere grape. “I am the daughter of divine fae… a nature sprite and protector of the forest… not to be trifled with,” she warned, though the words only seemed to make Malie light up with more glee.



Malie spun with her delightedly, holding her in outstretched hands and then drawing her against her sweaty breasts to hug the tiny fairy to her heart. “Perisa! Precious Perisa… I will be so gentle… sososo sooo gentle!” she promised, gnawing on her lip. Perisa huffed and puffed as she was smothered into the cleavage of the strange human woman, powerless to wrestle against her hands. A personal aroma reached up through her nose, and she squawked a noise of surprise at its intensity, looking up at Malie with tiny accusatory eyes.



“What are you doin’ with me?” she asked. The human seemed so silly to her, and were it not for her girlish softness and vivacious energy, the fairy would have wanted nothing to do with her. She felt, strangely, affected by the glee and unabashed manner she displayed, drawn to her playfulness, even though it seemed to take a wicked form. She didn’t know what a human would even want a fairy for, or what they’d do with one.



“Big hugs~ Because you’re mine,” Malie told her plainly and rocked back and forth with the tiny fairy nestled up tight between her huge saggy breasts. “And now I am taking you home. Before I collapse out here!” Malie announced and began to trod right back the way she had come with renewed energy and speed.



Perisa exhaled and collected her little thoughts, the pace of her heart slowing as she swayed with Malie’s stride. “Listen, lady… it’s not good to pick on someone so small they can’t even put up a fight! I ain’t got no magic or grant wishes or nothing…” she said with a tone of protest.



“I won’t pick on you, Peri-pear,” Malie told her affectionately, leaning down to plant her lips on Perisa’s little head and tousle her green locks with a smooch. “I am going to pamper you! Spoil you rotten. I made you your own little home… I just can’t wait for you to see!” she exclaimed gleefully.



“A home? Out of the forest?” Perisa felt confusion well up inside of her. There was something that she liked about this human, even though alarm echoed through her mind, and having her volition stolen away in an instant left her reeling internally. Malie spoke to her in the most loving and adoring way, but it was as though Perisa simply fit the part in a long-ago-formed fantasy the human held, and her kind words were laden with over-excited passion. “Why you want a fairy?” she asked, baffled. Around her, Malie’s immense breasts were like hills, and they pressed in against Peri’s tiny form, threatening to smother her in abundant and sweaty softness.



Malie was soon gasping from her hurried, and she didn’t much answer Peri, instead saying, “We got a long walk ahead of us little one!” with a heated giggle. Her finger played at Peri’s tiny head and scritched her scalp. She hummed delightedly, excitement welling in her thoughts but wouldn’t reveal much more to the little fairy as they went. Peri squirmed about some for comfort, but she didn’t try to get away, and after a short order of time, Malie stuffed her gently down between her breasts to hold her snug in her cleavage. She pulled her shirt up slightly to tuck Peri in and prevent her swiftly flying away. “And so many fun things to do! You will see!”



The prospect of being taken out of the forest intimidated Perisa. She had never flown so far and rarely came near the edge of the span, as new houses were constantly being built deeper and deeper into the woodland. Humans did sometimes hike out here, taking pictures or foraging, and sometimes made camp. Perisa had always been curious about them, but had never been sprung upon like so. She cursed her luck, seeing how slow and unstealthy the human was trekking along the trail. She may have never caught a fairy if Perisa had not been so curious of her. But then, Perisa felt strange. It seemed as though she ought to, yet she could not really detest her circumstances. If the human merely intended to dote on her, then perhaps she could linger for a time and make her escape when she saw fit.



“Okay, human,” she stated after a little while. “I will come and see.” Her voice was tiny, and she knew not what she was committing to, but just like that she no longer felt kept against her will, instead feeling drawn to see what invoked such determination and delight in Malie.



Malie exclaimed with joy. “Really really?! I’m glad you wanna come Peri-pi! You won’t try to fly away?” she asked with an intent and happy stare. “Don’t you try running off Pear-bear~!” She gasped under her breath, trodding up the slope of the rough path. “We’ve got a long way to go lil’ fairy bug.”



The pet names that dripped from Malie’s mouth invoked a further feeling in Peri. How small she felt, being hauled along in hand like a toy, kept secure to Malie’s breasts and then against her huge soft tummy. Sweat had lathered the little fairy’s form, and she reclined limply in Peri’s hand, caged by her fingers, feeling that the human was always attentive to her. Perisa suddenly let out a little harrumph of playful frustration. “My friends always said I would get caught! But humans are sort of interesting… I ain’t never seen one like you, though,” she stated.



Malie was soon nearly too out of breath to keep up conversation, but hoisted Peri up suddenly before her face and cooed an overly excited incomprehensible note of love at her. “Periiii~!” she then sang sweetly. “You little sweetie~! I will put you right here, okay…?” she asked, and gently tucked the fairy into her cleavage. Perisa felt herself slipping between two wet walls of softness, and their heavy embrace enclosed her on either side until merely her face peaked out from between Malie’s huge sweaty breasts.



Malie took her hands away and stared at the fairy intently for those first moments, fearing that she would shoot right out and fly away in an instant. Malie really wanted a fairy to be her own, but some part of her wanted the fairy to be happy in every moment. So if she really wanted to escape, she wouldn’t make it impossible. Perisa, though, met the gesture of trust with acceptance and let out a little indignant huff before squirming and positioning herself comfortably in the valley of Malie’s tits. She didn’t intend to leave, and when she settled in and leaned back to look up at Malie, she offered a smile of affection to meet the over-excited gaze of the brazen woman above. “You stinky,” she said playfully.



Malie could have sang she was so filled with raw joy, her fantasies unfolding before her eyes. The sight of Perisa happily reclined against her chest made her eyes water with the sting of emotion. In a moment, the dynamic between them was different, and while Malie still seemed intensely manic, it was clear there was little forceful about her intent with the fairy. Still, she had her plans and firmly expected the fairy to like them. “You like my stink,” she instructed her with a wild grin and a short bob of her head.



It took an hour to encroach on the edge of the span, where the trails became more developed, and the first time they came upon a real bench, Malie had to collapse and rest there for a moment. Perisa giggled and rolled onto her belly, her wings unfurling and fluttering against Malie’s breasts. She propped her head in hand with her elbows pressing into Malie and enjoyed the sight of her gasping and swooning in the heat. Malie stared crazily at the sun while her hand fumbled for her water bottle and then poured a generous amount onto her face and body, before drinking down what was left. Caught in the splash zone, Perisa laughed and buzzed her wings, fanning Malie and drying herself.



The sight of her little fairy seemingly cheering her on, offering what tiny support she could, filled Malie with determination. She pushed up and powered through, and was dripping with sweat by the time they reached a road. Malie’s hardship was over, as she was able to call an automated vehicle that would bring her to the subway, and she slowed her pace and let the cool evening air begin to work on her heated body while she waited for it to come. With her phone out, she couldn’t resist taking a picture of Perisa nestled up between her sweaty breasts, and giggled heatedly at the image captured. “Soon we’ll be home lil Pear! I can’t wait for you to see… are you as excited as me, lil fairy?” she asked, craning down to stare intently at her. Peri had been reclining blissfully with her hands behind her head and opened her eyes with a wide grin.



“Yaa! Well? The city is scary! Skyscrapers and electric!” she exclaimed. She only half understood it all, living near humans. The nearest she had dared go before was to pillage the garden of a against the span.



“Don’t worry!~ I will keep you safe and away from all that. I’ve wanted this for so long!” Malie exclaimed. “I made you a home just like the forest. You’re gunna love it!~ I will give you special treats every day. You’re gonna wish I captured you sooner!” she said with an ecstatic laugh.



Perisa felt a little strange, though she was also elated despite her sensibilities. She had heard tales of humans ransoming fairies for gold, but keeping one as a pet seemed illogical and outlandish. “Maybe I don't mind being your playmate,” she admitted with a tiny giggle. Her face was aglow with a rush, and she felt some apprehension at being brought away to an unknown place, but was not at all fearful. Soon a driverless vehicle found them along the road, and Malie got in the back. “Ehehe~ Look it only charged for one~” she said playfully to her fairy as they began to drive toward the city.



Prima lit the sky in a red hue, as it had great superstructures lit up by many crimson LEDs and neon signs. An urban sprawl extended out from the city's center, and Malie directed the car to bring her to a subway that would take her to her apartment in the heart of the city. She plucked Perisa from her breasts and set the fairy delicately on the seat beside her, and then pulled her sweaty black tank top up and over her shoulders. Perisa stepped back and let out a little gasp as she beheld the abundant curvy softness of Malie’s tummy, and then her huge, slightly saggy breasts. She wore nothing under her tank top and let out a heated giggle to see Perisa’s reaction, before throwing the soggy tank-top onto the fairy. Buried under the stinky clothes, Perisa squirmed and crawled until she managed to poke her head out into fresh air. “Whatur you doin?” she asked with a little gasp.



Malie was helping herself to a box of tissues, using them to wipe up the excessive sweat from her body. Already several of them had been balled up and cast onto the seat, as she laid back and cranked the AC up. “I need a bath,” she said with a giggle. “Gotta clean up just a little before we get on the subway,” she said, retrieving a bottle of water from the center console, she lathered her breasts and armpits and wiped herself dry with more disposable towels. To Perisa, it seemed a strange way to bathe, but then again she could hardly imagine how much water Malie would use normally. She thought of her in a big pool of a tub, making waves big enough for Perisa to surf on. The fairy drank in the sight of her companion, laying under her shirt comfortably.



“You don’t get out so much do you?” she asked with a teasing note, seeing how much the exertion had taken from the woman. With her luscious tummy and breasts on full display, she looked particularly soft and untraveled, and her skin was even paler than Perisa’s, though hued more pink. Perisa shyly grinned and looked at the big lady’s tits, and she couldn’t help but make a little noise as she saw her large, puffy areolas and soft nub of a teat enclosed within, each a disc larger than her torso. “W… wow~ You have really big booobies,” Perisa would tell her with another high pitched giggle. Buried under Malie’s clothes she was marinated in her smell, and seeing Malie’s body still just drenched with sweat before her, she felt entirely caught up by the woman’s display, and her every sense was entertained.



“Ehehe~ Thank you. Nuh, I don’t much. I am usually at home… but it will be so much nicer with you there! Do you know about anime?” she asked with a wide and excited grin. “What about candy and soda?” she inquired. “I am going to show you so much! We’ll be the best of friends,” she said, petting the little fairy on the head with a finger. She cast her shirt off the top of her and grabbed her again, depositing her on her lap. “I love reading and watching things with fairies in them… I even tried to buy one online…” she said softly. She still wore her shorts, which were sporty but tightly stretched over her wide hips, and Perisa sat in the dip between her inner thighs, laying back to stare up at her.



“Those things sound fun! I knew some humans liked fairies but not like this…” Perisa said with a heated giggle, extending her legs into Malie’s lap. The breasts of the comparative giantess hung enormous above Peri, their huge weight causing them to lay low on her body. They weren’t perky but full and thick like her belly and thighs, and droplets of sweat rolled down along Malie’s presented curves, dripping down toward the fairy in her lap.



Perisa noticed Malie had a soft bulging presence at her groin, something large that the fairy was amused to find on her. She pressed with her foot into the fat swell of her junk, and giggled fitfully at the squishy softness that greeted her sole.



Gasping at her, Malie quickly snatched her up in hand again, and gnawed her lip as she stared the fairy down. “I can’t wait to get you home…We’re almost at the subway. I need to find a place to hide you,” she said with a small series of contemplative hums.



Perisa let out a tiny gasp and her face glowed warmly with a blush. With Malie’s myriad of juicy curves on full display, the prospect of being stowed away discretely somewhere made her nearly tremble. She really liked this human, and was feeling worked up by just being in her presence. Malie looked almost nervous and cagey as she considered the fairy and how best to tuck her away, the thought of someone spotting her fairy and forcing her to give her up was unbearable. Just stuffing her deep in her cleavage wouldn’t do.



“What about…” Reaching under her left breast, Malie hoisted the heavy melon of fat high, peeling it up from her sweat-drenched torso and exposing its underside. She put the fairy right up there, snug under the base of her breast, and then let the enormous mound of softness flop back into place, burying Perisa snug under the tit. The little fairy let out a muffled moan and adjusted with a squirm to lay her body flat, but then could hardly budge a millimeter as the hot sweaty weight of Malie’s underboob sandwiched against her chest. She hummed ponderously as she felt the tiny form secure under her tit, but Perisa soon began to try to wiggle herself to where she might be able to breathe, and Malie relented, lifting her tit to let the little the fairy slide down her sweaty belly and into her lap again.



“Uhn~” Perisa groaned, swooning limp in Malie’s lap as she took some breaths to recover. Just wrestling against Malie’s tits enough to breathe had taken all the might she had in her little body. “You… so wet! And smell…” she said, her little face drenched and disheveled as she panted.



“Ehehehe~ Good,” Malie finished for her with a purr. She took the fairy’s wings between her finger and thumb, pinning them and lifting her again. Perisa felt as though held by the scruff and raised her arms before herself, staring with wide eyes as Malie lifted her slowly along the several round curves of her tummy, and then up toward her shoulder. “You had better get used to it lil’ Peri~ I want you to like my stink… and my room is a bit messy so… you’re gunna be around it a lot,” she said with a big coy grin. “Have a little taste, Peri-pie,” she said, and slowly raised her other arm before putting the fairy into the wet and tender crevice of her armpit.



Perisa’s sharp fairy senses had never encountered such a remarkable stank, and her wide eyes watered as her face was pressed into the almost slimy damp of Malie’s hot armpit. Her whole body was tucked snug up there as Malie lowered her arm, her whole body jiggling with heated giggles. The little fairy’s face was nestled into Malie’s armpit fat and lathered with her rich sweat, and she kept her snug there for a bit before raising her arm, and letting Peri slide down onto her thigh. The fairy squawked and scrunched up her face as the potent aroma of Malie’s body seemed stuck far up her nose. Perisa had been beginning to enjoy the wafting aroma that came off Malie but a few breathes directly from her armpit seemed to have her swooning on the verge of seeing stars, and she extended her tongue, panting with her mouth agape.



Malie poured a bit of water from her bottle onto Perisa’s face to clean her, and was giggling fitfully. “A bit much?” she asked with a noisy giggle. “It’s not usually this bad… sorry,” she said, but never abandoned her wide grin. The car pulled up to the entrance of the subway and demanded Malie exit, and she gnawed her lips as she picked up Peri again by the wings. “It’s a little swampy down in here,” Malie said, her eyes flicking between Peri and her own crotch as she wiggled her wide hips side to side. “Guess it’ll have to do!” Malie exclaimed, and at once, pulled the hem of her shorts up, showing off the wide base of her soft and feminine cock and a hint of her heavy balls under it. She let Peri go, dropping the fairy right down the front of her pants, and scooted forward to get out of the car.



Peri hardly had time to exclaim but found herself held tight against Malie’s wet, rank shaft, pinned there by the tight stretchy fabric that struggled to contain her enormous hips. It grinded against her with heat and weight as Malie shifted and excited the vehicle, and Peri felt herself slipping down to become nestled right in front of her tip, her whole body pressed snug against Malie’s junk. In the dark her sensory world was taken over by the potent rich aroma that filled her nose, and seemed to burn up into her head, like a chemical stew that pushed her into a craze to match her captor’s. Each breath was almost overwhelming and yet she pressed her face in and breathed deep, acclimated to the potent stank and letting it fill her lungs.
 So this is how she’ll keep me ‘well’
 , Perisa thought to herself, and let out a soft high pitched moan up to Malie, before opening her tiny mouth wide and worshiping her cock with a few small kisses.



She was powerless to the human, who may have been called a lowlife by her peers. Malie was unclean and her wide body stretched against ill fitting, stained clothes, and yet to the fairy she was like a goddess, filled with strange energy and risque delight. She could not help but give in to her craving, feeling her desire welling up with each musky breath she drank in. She was conscious of little beyond the hot wet presence of Malie’s soft cock against her, feeling the woman’s heart beating through it, and then feeling it swell up against her with an excited rush of blood. Malie had pulled her drenched clothes back on and went down to the subway, her curves bouncing and her weight pushing snug down on the fairy. They got an empty car but it would fill up as they closed in on Prima’s core, passing through increasingly populous residential districts. To make sure Perisa wasn’t noticed, Malie tucked her snug under her shaft, and let the fairy rest her little body on her balls like a cushion. Perisa giggled heatedly up at her from under her waistband, her tiny thighs enclosing around Malie’s length as she hugged it and pressed her face to the tip.



“GUHH stop,” Malie begged her, just because she was growing erect. She tried to force down her cock with a hand as the subway took off. Seeing Perisa so gleefully worshiping her and sucking away at her sweaty, musky dick shook her to her core, and she eventually planted her backpack on her lap and just stared forward with such a wide and crazy look, that no one so much as spoke to her until they arrived in the city. Meanwhile, Perisa had a field day. She decided she liked being a pet, afterall, and huffed groans and giggles as Malie’s taste and smell sent her into a lusty mania.



As soon as the door opened, Malie fled the subway car, and awkwardly ran with her backpack in front of herself, her near-fully erect cock grinding forcefully against Perisa’s little soft body. “Uhnn~ It keeps… swell!” The fairy squacked. The outline of her body could be seen against Malie’s bulge through her tight shorts. Malie took the elevator up to her floor, stamping her feet back and forth as she felt Perisa begin to slurp and lick at her cumslit, tasting the flow of precum that began to drizzle out of there. Now Malie felt as though it was
 she
 who had bit off more than she could chew, as the fairy’s lustful indulgence sent forceful tremors through her, and she had to resist the urge to collapse or throw her pants down right in the elevator. She had little words for the fairy then - they both knew what this was, and what was coming. She threw open the door to her apartment and pulled Perisa out of her shorts, holding the little laughing, lustful fairy up before her face.



“You’re perfect,” Malie said under her breath with a gasp. So very gently cradled her hands under Perisa and walked across her messy living room, where clothes, empty snack and beverage containers, and scraps of tissue were scattered all about. The only open path lead across the room to Malie’s bed, and right beside it, her computer desk. And there, tucked across from the bed and by the computer, there was a sizable, beautifully decorated terrarium. Malie brought Perisa over to it and held her outside of the glass. “This is for you… your new… forever home. I hope it’s comfy… I will give you everything you want… and if you promise not to fly away, we can go on all sorts of adventures too…”



Perisa took in the terrarium with wide, gleeful eyes. It didn’t seem small to her, and neither did the modest apartment of the shut-in woman. All she perceived was an abundance of attention and care, and the rich food-plants she snacked on at home were there too, carefully cultivated in this tiny little patch of simulated wilderness. “I LOVE IT!” she nearly screamed. “Yayay! I wanna be your fairy friend! And we will have all sorts of fun! Crazy, lewd fun! So many adventures, steamy sweaty and stinky adventures too!” Perisa laughed ecstatically and leapt for joy in Malie’s hands, and when Malie caught her, she thrust the fairy to her mouth as though to scarf her, but instead smothered her in the wettest and happiest of kisses. Her thick lips and tongue lathered Perisa in spit and cleaned her little face, her hair slicked back with a flick of Malie’s tongue.



“You’re mine~! All mine, and all I want…” Malie told her, her hot breath rolling over the fairy’s nude form. Her tiny leafy garment had long ago been stripped from her little chest by the rubbing. She needed no further reassurance. The fairy accepted her every quality without question, stricken with lust and glee by the thrill of their short and intimate time together. She loved how it felt to be so tiny against her, and have her every sense consumed by Malie’s presence, her every thought anticipating what she’d do next.



Malie fell onto her bed, the mattress squeaking with protest under her weight. Again she kissed Perisa and then lowered her to her lap, where her cock was straining against the fabric of her shorts. “You have me so excited Peri-pi~! I hope you’re ready… I saved up a long time to give this to you~” she said, her mouth stretched wide with a manic grin. She freed her cock from the constraints of her shorts, and held it around the base, holding it up before Perisa. Malie’s cock was triple Perisa’s height - even with her fae-ish durability there’d be no chance of taking in inside of herself, and yet she flopped forward with a needful lurch and embraced Malie around the throbbing length, hugging her and rubbing her chest and face along the underside of her cock.



“So good…!” Malie exclaimed with a gasp, delighting in her fairy. But her patience had worn thin, and the little body could only do so much to actually push her toward release. She suddenly seized Perisa in hand, and used her other hand to aim her cock toward the fairy, and began to stroke at a rapid and forceful pace. “Best Peri~ Best fairy,” she said encouragingly, her eyes affixed upon Perisa as she rapidly jerked herself off, and felt the rush of orgasm welling up swiftly within. Perisa stared point black at the huge swollen cockhead that faced her, seeing Malie’s hand rushing along her length and seeming to pump it fuller and fuller until the skin of her cockhead was stretched tight and shown red. Her luscious belly and breasts jiggled wildly with the stroking motions of her hands, and then her whole body convulsed, and her hips bucked, and it took all her effort to keep Perisa in place. “Open wide!” she cried out, and then her cock erupted with a thick white glob of cum that battered Perisa’s little face like a thrown snowball.



Bursting right on her cute features, Malie squeezed firm with her hand and expelled thick rope after rope of cum directly onto Perisa’s happy little horny face. The hot cream flowed down from her face and breasts and drenched her several times over, and Perisa gulped down what she could, opening her mouth to let it fill with the hot cum of her new mistress again and again. Malie squealed happily and slowly stopped the jerking motion of her hand, and wrung herself out to spill that last heaping pile of cum right onto Peri’s tiny face, before releasing her with sigh and a shudder that seemed to leave her spent.



Slowly Malie lifted Perisa up to see what she had done, and she laughed heatedly at the sight of the fairy drenched in cum heat to toe. It pooled so thickly on her that it was like she wore a white suit of slime. “Ehehehe gross~!” Malie said with glee, and extended her tongue to lick along Perisa’s body from her little toes to her neck. “I love you my little Peri-pie… my sweet cummy fairy bug~” she cooed heatedly. She unceremoniously wiped Perisa off on her blankets, and then rose up from the bed, and walked over to the terrarium. “Here you go… now I can watch you have your fun and play…” she said, and she gently set Perisa into the terrarium, and then securely closed it. Inside, a simulated tropic forest met Perisa’s eyes, with many tiny plants specially tended to and aesthetically arranged for her. She drank in the sight with a wide and excited smile and turned around to see Malie pressed against the glass, her face and tits causing three large ovals of steam.



“It’s perfect!” She did not at once begin exploring it, however, but plopped herself down on a tiny grassy hill, and parted her legs, displaying herself to Malie through the glass as she began to pleasure her own pussy. She was still drenched in cum, and so worked up that it wouldn’t take her long to find her own bliss. Already Malie was thinking about more ways to toy with the fairy, and things she would enjoy too. She took her phone out again and took footage of the fairy playing with her little pussy in the beautifully arranged pet paradise made for her. Malie felt a potent excitement as she planned to show off her fairy anonymously on the internet, and make all the other fairy-enthusiasts wild with jealousy, or even outrage. But she didn’t feel guilty for stealing the fairy from the wilds at all. Perisa was home, and seemed happier than ever, and ready to continue to dote on her big cuddly owner. She reveled in the thought of the fairy delighting in everything she did, and intended to keep her nice and close, forever and ever, so that she never doubted she was desired, and never lacked a toy to play with.
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 Her Pixie Plaything



A picnic with her pixie plaything was sure to be a pleasant pastime. Lana is a giantess compared to the tiny eight-inch tall fae, Zahri, but that does not deter them from getting into all sorts of mischief. Few humans ever encounter fae. For these two, it appears a fated match, for just as much as Zahri adores her towering futa companion, Lana enjoys her little toy of a lady. They’ve made a pleasure of pushing the limits, as pixie magic enables them to enjoy an ecstasy otherwise unobtainable.
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The sun and breeze, along with a picnic basket loaded full of treats, put the cyclist in good spirits. She made way to her favorite spot, following an uneven trail under trees that provided an alleviating intermittent shade. Lana’s wavy brown hair fluttered lightly behind her as she followed the old familiar path, taking particular care over the bumpy bits.



“You’re going to love this spot,” she appeared to speak aloud to herself. But a moment later, the lid of the jostling picnic basket was pushed open, and a tiny sprite with a strawberry in hand peered out from its dim.



“I’ll bet! Always great to have your own secret places out in nature. Wouldn’t want someone to walk in on the two of us,” Zahri said, propping her elbows up on the rim of the basket as it’s lid flopped back onto her head. The pixie was less than a foot tall, which was quite a benefit when trying to be incognito.



“I’m sure that’d cause quite a ruckus!” Lana laughed, using a finger to prop the basket lid up for Zahri. She soon pulled down a narrow path, and progressed steadily through the overgrowth, nearing the lake. “Is there some protocol for when people spot fae?”



“Oh yes. It’s not a mere bit of spellwork, though. The very order of our world puts barriers between fae and householding peoples. The mind turns the memory into a dream, and then it’s forgotten,” Zahri said, splaying her fingers out with a little ‘poof’ noise escaping her lips.



“How terrifying! To think I might just forget you,” Lana slowed her bike down as she coasted down a small rocky slope, and they suddenly emerged from the park forestry out into an open patch of grass beside the water. The view of the lake was gorgeous, and they could see the entirety of the shoreline.



“You never will! It’s only for brief and chance encounters, that the mind does this.”



“And shall I ever meet other fae friends of yours?” Lana inquired, stopping her bike and setting its kickstand. She dismounted, breathing heavily as the wind licked against her pale and somewhat sweaty skin. She was sparsely clothed in light and comfortable attire, wearing a salmon pink lace top that was really merely a bra, and white panties with pink polkadots. While Zahri nibbled away at the comparatively massive strawberry, Lana set about laying flat a plaid blanket for them.



“Perhaps! I mean, it is not forbidden. They may not all trust you to be gentle as I do. Some pixies and fairies are truly averse to the idea of being held in hand.”



Laughing at her warmly, Lana soon returned to her bike, and unstrapped the basket, carrying it and its passenger over to the blanket. “I’m sure you’d tell them how gentle I am,” she said playfully. “Although, I can understand why they’d have their concerns. I can hardly imagine being so small as you, and not always worrying for myself!”



Zahri grinned at her warmly. “I feel safest when you’re around. Although I’m not so fragile as I appear!” There were dangers for a smaller fae in the lands of the householders as well as their own, but quickness and inherent caution protected them well enough.



Lana gently set the basket down, and let Zahri step onto her palm, gently ferrying the pixie to a spot on the blanket between her legs. She let her off there and then began to set out the foods they’d brought, including berries, honeyed nut clusters, strawberry lemonade, pepper jack cheese with crackers, and a cinnamon scone. Each item had a small portion set aside, carefully prepared in small servings so that Zahri might manage it.



Zahri settled down contentedly, resting on the blanket as she peered up toward Lana. The human towered above her, reclining back with an arm to support herself. On either side of Zahri, Lana’s legs enclosed her like walls, and the pixie could feel the warmth from the proximity of her thighs. At just eight inches tall, Zahri could barely peer over them, standing. She enjoyed the intimacy of their nearness, and let her eyes peacefully shut, basking in the sun from her place of security, sheltered in as she was before Lana’s lap. Her wings fluttered gently to fan herself.



“Here you are, little love,” Lana said, offering a tiny plate, like that which may support a teacup. On it she had set Zahri’s tiny proportions, arrayed with care. A mug, taken from a dollhouse, was filled with a splash of lemonade.



Zahri looked up at her affectionately, endeared by the human’s efforts for accommodation. It made her feel rightly spoiled, that someone so massive should dedicate their care to tasks of precision in her service. “Much appreciated, grand friend,” Zahri told her playfully. Lana looked radiant in her nearness, the sun making her pale and unblemished skin aglow. Zahri felt some desire to touch her, or lay on her body as she often had.



For a time they ate. Even in her loose covering of knotted pink silk, which formed a robe of many breezy windows about Zahri’s form, she found herself growing hot. Eventually she strode over and settled herself down against one of Lana’s thighs, laying against it and in its shadow. The warmth of her meant that the shade did little to cool the pixie. “We’ve picked a lovely day for it. I’d go for a swim, were there not bass and toads about,” Zahri said with a giggle.



“Need to cool off?” Lana inquired implicatively. She took up her glass of strawberry lemonade and set it gently between her thighs.



Zahri chuckled at her with amusement. “My, I think a soak would do me well,” she said, and fluttered her wings rapidly, floating up to rise over the rim of the glass, which was foggy with condensation. The ice had long melted, and in truth, the chill allured as quite a refreshment. Her feet settled against the rim, and with the slight fluttering of her wings, she balanced there, and untied some of the silken knots that were bound about her. Soon the dress fell away, and she eased herself down into the beverage with a shuddering sigh. “Hope you had enough of your drink!”



Lana could not help but smirk widely at the sight of her pixie companion, relaxing nude in her drink as though at a jacuzzi. She swirled the lemonade with a finger and admired Zahri’s form, which was elegant and lithe, with delicacy exasperated by her tiny stature. Zahri’s skin was pleasantly nut-brown, and her hair done in a tight and intricate bun. Her little ears, barely longer than the tip of Lana’s finger, shot up into small points behind her head.



“I could use a sip more. I imagine you only make it sweeter,” Lana said with a sly grin. She grabbed the cup again and raised it near to her lips, the beverage sloshing around Zahri’s hips.



“Oh!” Zahri gasped, holding onto the rim of the glass. “Think so?”


Lana brought the lemonade to her lips, and took a deep sip. Grinning sillily, Zahri beheld her human companion’s pleased expression, feeling the warmth of the exhale of her nose. With a little jostle of the cup, Lana sent Zahri tumbling forward, and the naked pixie landed squarely on her face. Zahri laughed at her playfully, clinging to Lana’s cheeks as she tried to hold herself aloft. “I think you’re craving a different taste!” the pixie exclaimed.



“Why, you’re sweeter too,” Lana observed teasingly, her lips moving gently against Zahri’s legs. She leaned back, putting a kiss against the pixie’s belly, and coming to rest back against the picnic blanket with Zahri above her. “You’re right of course. My favorite,” Lana confessed, and opened wide to drag her tongue along Zahri’s nude body from her groin and up along her belly and then between her breasts. Zahri squealed and twisted her body about as the tongue lolled over her, it’s bumpy surface teasing with every motion.



“Oh, aren’t I just another snack?” Zahri asked, giggling excitedly. She hoisted herself up, tugging on Lana’s nose until she pulled her chest up over her lips. She planted a little kiss upon the spongy tip of the human’s nose, and moved her chest in to receive another kiss there. Lana’s lips gently parted around Zahri’s breasts, and her tongue worked out from between them, rubbing itself generously across the pixie’s tiny tits until she squealed from the stimulation. She could feel every little taste bud dragging itself along her sensitive teats and nippes, which were so small that Lana could hardly give them precise attention. The human’s tongue massaged her chest with some pressure, making her groan from the sensation.



“A snack, a toy, a fun and precious thing,” Lana mused. She let her tongue slide down from her lips and hooked it up gently between Zahri’s thighs, dragging it up between them until it slid over the pixie’s slit. Zahri squealed with pleasure and clenched her hands tightly against Lana’s nose, hoisting herself up for support as the comparative giantess firmly dragged her tongue along her pussy. She moved it slowly, and the pleasure was ceaseless, as the wet and uneven warmth of Lana’s tongue moved with steady ease. “Think you’re ready for me, little lady? I’ve been wondering just how much you can handle,” Lana said, crossing her eyes to behold Zahri’s face before her.



The pixie gulped down her excitement, wondering herself if she could manage it. She knew what kind of fun Lana had in mind. So long as Lana was gentle, the pixie’s magic would enable her to take all she could offer. Still, the sensation of being filled and stretched beyond what was ordinarily possible was a pleasure intense enough to intimidate.



“I was wondering when you might ask. Ever since you learned about my magic, I’ve been your own little personal pocket-pixie, haven’t I?” Zahri asked with a noisy giggle. Though she played coy in her bashfulness, she was actually full of desire, and quite enjoyed the way her small size enabled her to be always available for Lana’s companionship and relief. Being with the human had revealed all manner of unexpected pleasure, but among the most intense desires Zahri felt was the urge to serve Lana at every moment of her need.



“There’s nothing quite like you,” Lana told her warmly. She sat upright slightly, and puckering her lips, put another kiss against Zahri’s belly, pushing her gently free from her face. Zahri squealed happily as she fell down Lana’s body, sliding between the human’s massive breasts and down toward her lap. She landed on the cushiony presence of Lana’s bulge. Already the human was excited, and her cock strained within the confines of the polka-dot panties, bouncing gently beneath Zahri.



“I just love the little weight of you there,” Lana said, tensing. The pixie rode her cock as it bounced her up gently, craning her neck to beam a grin up at the towering human.



Zahri could hardly hold a facade of reservation, then. She felt the warmth of Lana’s girlcock as it strained against the tight fabric, eager to emerge to greet them, and was filled with an intense lust. She could spend days delighting in every inch of Lana’s body, for the human had so much to explore, but it was the massive presence of her cock that made the pixie excited in the most primal and overwhelming way. Without fear of discomfort from her, she could surrender to the total bliss of being stuffed and stretched to an almost unbelievable extent. Before they had managed some penetration, but Zahri was convicted now, and intent on serving Lana to the utmost.



“Shall I help you free your friend?” Lana inquired. She reached down and hooked her fingers under the band of her panties, tugging them down slowly. Zahri was pulled off the bulge of her junk, but stared forward with lustful anticipation, watching the member bend against the band until it suddenly burst free. Lana’s cock was flung from it’s confines when the band of her panties passed its head, and aimed upright, standing itself nearly as tall as Zahri did.



“You must really feel spoiled, having such a treat all to yourself,” Lana said with a sultry sigh, repeatedly tensing and relaxing about the groin as her length approached it’s firmest. For a moment, Zahri could only admire her, salivating from the sight of Lana’s immense and perfect cock, which called to the pixie with the allure of its aroma, and the taste she had known before, and now craved.



“With humans, things are so … abundant,” Zahri remarked with a flushed smirk. She crawled up over Lana’s panties as the human continued to pull them down, revealing her heavy ballsack, which flopped its weight onto the picnic blanket. Soon the pixie had perched herself upon Lana’s nuts, and laid her bare body along the underside of the woman’s macro cock. She planted her little kiss upon it, feeling the smoothness of Lana’s skin under her lips. It was almost baffling to her how good Lana’s cock tasted, as though all other pleasures in life had pointed her toward this. In that moment it was all she wanted, and she opened her mouth wide, licking clumsily around Lana’s shaft. The human laughed boomingly, finding the sensation pleasurably ticklish. She leaned back again, and strained her cock so that it pointed skyward. Soon Zahri stood beside it, and wrapped her arms around it as though she and the femcock would dance. It was large enough to embrace, and gently throbbed with the beat of Lana’s heart.



“What a delightful warmth,” Lana observed, propping herself up on an elbow to admire Zahri as she cuddled her cock and placed kiss after kiss against it. Zahri stood on her tippy-toes to secure her lips around the edge of the underside of Lana’s cockhead, and squeezed it gently between them. “Ah!” Lana exclaimed with surprise, finding the sensation quite intense despite Zahri’s tiny size. She was sensitive down there, and the pixie was already learning how to make best use of her means.



“Why, I think I’m getting the hang of it,” Zahri said with a giggle. “But feel free to help.” She knew well what the offer would mean. Quite enthused to release control, Zahri knew well what satisfaction Lana could bring about.



“Shall I? Or let you struggle a little longer with your weighty task?” Lana inquired teasingly. “I do quite love how you play with my cock. You may find yourself more of a panty-pixie than a pocket one,” Lana told her with a warm chortle. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around both Zahri and her length, squeezing the pixie against her cock in hand. “Yes that sounds rather fun. Shall I stuff you down under my cock and balls, and take you on adventures like that? What fun to go sightseeing with a secret little passenger,” Lana said with a happy groan. She began to move Zahri up and down against her cock, stroking herself off with the pixie’s body. She had become slick with the wetness of the strawberry lemonade, and Zahri could taste it’s sweetness as her tongue ran along Lana’s length.



“Keep me wherever you want,” Zahri offered her eagerly. “So long as I’m with you. That would be a pleasure for us both,” she said. The thought of spending hours in the hot confines of Lana’s panties sent a surge of arousal through Zahri. She had no reluctance to be like a toy for the comparative giantess’ pleasure, gently teasing her all through the day. She slobbered over Lana’s cock as she was hoisted up and down at an increasingly rapid pace, delighting in the sensation of that smooth and hot firmness sliding along her body. When she had first grown curious about humans, contemplation of pleasure such as this had wormed its way into her thoughts, but she never imagined she’d meet one like Lana, who seemed so perfectly made for her. Before they met, the human didn’t even know of pixies or fae, yet her affinity for the smaller woman had been immediate. Perhaps she knew, even then, what potential there was in their immense difference of size.



“You’re right where I want you, now,” Lana assured her with a sultry chuckle. A drizzle of precum moistened the tip of her cock, and soon Zahri’s face was brought up against it. Zahri put her lips against Lana’s opening, and the human held her in place, gently rubbing the pixie in against herself. Soon Zahri’s face was drenched with the smear of early release, and she eagerly licked about Lana’s urethra, delighting in her taste.



“You get me so excited with your every little wiggle,” Lana told her. She secured her palm against Zahri’s back, and worked the pixie along her cock again, jacking herself off with the softness of her little lithe form. The human's grasp was tight, and Zahri felt snug between the warmth of that pressure and the firmness of the cock she was pressed into. Her legs rose to wrap around it, and she embraced around the girth with her hands as well, keeping herself stable as Lana hastened her pace, and rushed unrelentingly forward in her pleasure. Only when her cock throbbed powerfully against the pixie did Lana slow her pace, groaning with an intensity as she fought down the rising urge to orgasm. Fully stiff, her cock bounced with its head firmly flared, and for a moment Zahri thought she’d surely fail in her effort, and send her load up like a fountain. In a moment she had managed down the rising wish for release, and now slowed her pace, smirking knowingly down at Zahri. “I hope you’re ready, little lady. I mean to give you my all,” Lana told her sweetly.



Zahri gave a big but uncertain grin at her, stooping forward to put a kiss upon Lana’s drenched cockhead. “I’m up for the challenge!”


Lana was smug and pleased in her expression, and called Zahri with the curling of her finger. “Come on up, then. Have a seat.” She relaxed her grasp around Zahri and let the little pixie slide back down onto her balls. Unfurling her wings, the pixie fluttered up, and seated herself upon Lana’s leaking cockhead, nestling it up between her thighs. She shuddered with anticipating excitement as she felt that immense presence pushing up snugly between her legs. Lana’s cock was in itself almost as wide as the pixie, but with her magic, even this was not impossible. “You’ll be well rewarded in short order, believe me,” Lana said with a warm laugh.



“Oh I’m so very glad just to serve,” Zahri told her. “Although I do not doubt your… immense generosity,” she said with a furious fit of giggling. She began to work her hips back and forth, and so massaged her groin against the wetness of Lana’s cockhead, relaxing herself against its powerful presence. Her smooth thighs rubbed gently around the edge of Lana’s cockhead, making the human squirm and tremble about the hips, the tension within her remaining unsettled.



“You like being used, don’t you? I mean, I have to help some, but you really like to be worked like a living cocksleeve,” Lana told her teasingly, knowing well she was right. “You do a good job. I could let you tease me with your tiny tongue and tush all day. But I think it’s time I took control.” Lana gently took either of Zahri’s legs between her thumb and pointer finger, and parted them widely, pushing up with her hips as she gently thrust against Zahri’s groin. The bit of pressure just began to stretch her wide, as the magic always acted before any discomfort was felt. “Is that alright with you, my toy?” Lana asked her, gnawing on her lip as she began to feel the slick warmth of the pixie’s tight pussy, already wide beyond what was ordinarily feasible as only half of Lana's cockhead had been pushed in.



“Oh please,” Zahri begged, pleasure arriving with a surging force upon her consciousness. The magic which removed all discomfort did little to dampen the immense and ecstatic sensation of being stretched wide, and so completely filled that her very capacity to experience pleasure was expanded. “I want you to fill me right up,” she groaned out, groaning out a high-pitched moan as she tried to relax to the overwhelming feeling of being stuffed like so.



“I’m gonna pump you up like a balloon,” Lana promised her, shuddering stiffly as she began to gently tug Zahri down. The pixie looked wide about the hips, with such an enormous cock advancing between her legs, and yet the feeling within her was a perfect and tight softness, bidding Lana ever forward as she felt Zahri’s body adjusting to receive her. She knew she could really go to town, working herself in and out of the pixie like she was made of mere silicone, and have no fear of harming her. She knew how the pixie enjoyed to push the limits, and meant to fill her as she never had. Soon her immense cockhead had made its way into the pixie, and Lana released her legs, taking hold of her little lover around the body instead.



Zahri’s mind was awash with an ecstatic physical pleasure, and the pace of her heart quickened with excitement. The giant woman’s hand was firm but gentle around her, and soon applied a steady downward force. The pixie howled out a blissful moan, feeling her pleasure multiplying with each moment, as the immense femcock advanced, stretching her pussy wide and deep to encompass it. “Just say if it’s too much~” Lana told her, turning her head back as she happily groaned. Her hold was tight, and her immense cock soon pressed up past Zahri’s hips, ascending into the midst of her stomach and chest, and causing her torso to bulge with its presence. “Wow, you’ve taken so much already! Hanging in there?” Lana inquired. She had never managed to fit so much of herself into her stretchy living sex toy, and moaned as she felt the snug warmth encompassing even the base of her cock. With a final effort, she secured Zahri’s hips down against her groin, and was fully sheathed in her.


“Uhngh,” Zahri groaned meekly. Lana could practically see the shape of her cock within the pixie, whose whole body seemed now dedicated to the human’s pleasure. She was more cock than pixie with such a presence within, and drooled blissfully as though in a total stupor of bliss. The experience of being so absolutely filled overshadowed all other thoughts in the pixie’s mind, and she immersed herself in the sensation, knowing that she would only be driven to yet higher states of pleasure. “Fuck me,” she pleaded between her orgasmic moaning.



“As you wish, missy,” Lana gently played with her breast with her free hand, and lifted Zahri up her cock, allowing the immense length to slide partially out of her. Then she drove herself up again, pushing up with her hips and down with her hand, and swiftly filled the pixie in her entirety once more. Falling into a rhythm, she began to jerk herself off with the living cocksleeve that was her girlfriend, easily manipulating her up and down at a steadily increasing pace. The pleasure was immense, and Lana found herself moving more easily within the pixie, as her powerful thrusts seemed to soften her resistance. Still, the expanded pussy of her micro companion remained tight against every inch of her enormous length and girth, and she felt herself throbbing excitedly within her beloved toy. Zahri was moaning in an ecstasy of bliss, and probably already nearing her own orgasm, for she seemed pleasured beyond the point of speaking as that cock began to work her rapidly. Lana meant to give her all that she wanted and more, and wondered if ever the pixie could get used to being used and filled like a living condom. Already the human imagined relieving herself with Zahri’s aid day after day, whenever the moment suited her. It would be a convenience and unspeakable pleasure for them both.



Zahri seemed absolutely fucked silly, and her vocalizations collapsed into a series of wild moans and groans. Soon Lana was working her cock rapidly in the pixie’s depths, each thrust causing nectar from the pixie’s pussy to spray out from between the tight seal between Zahri’s taughtly stretched sex and the massive futa cock within her. Lana’s thump pushed against the pixies stomach, feeling her bulging presence moving inside of her. The pixie’s flesh seemed thinly stretched when she was thrusted to her deepest, and Lana could not help but imagine her brave beloved to be like a condom, ready for her filling. She did not let up, but reached a fast and powerful pace, rapidly moving Zahri up and down her length as swiftly as she could. Soon her own moans joined the high pitch squealing of the pixie, and the powerful urge to cum rose up again. Knowing now that Zahri could truly handle whatever she offered her, Lana went with the urge to orgasm, and let that powerful euphoria rise up within her until at last the first immense bursts of cum erupted from her cockhead.



She pulled Zahri to the hilt, burying her girlcock to its deepest, and let her release flow in powerful surges. Zahri was sent over the edge by the sensation of that thick and hot warmth pumping into her, stretching her belly out even further, such that her pleasure became obliterating, and she swooned in a blind stupor of total ecstasy, moaning dumbly with each new pulse. The quantity of the expulsion was immense, and soon the little pixie’s belly was drastically distended, the visible weight of cum making her look beyond pregnant. Lana grinned with a long groan escaping her lips, satisfied to see Zahri so awash with bliss, even as she seemed to reach her capacity, and excess cum forcefully escaped her, spurting out from her pussy in pressurized bursts.



When at last Lana had emptied her weighty sack into her fucksleeve of a partner, she slowly withdrew herself, and let that great flow of girlcum escape from Zahri’s pussy. Moaning with total disregard for herself, the pixie gradually emptied, and soon resumed her ordinary form, although yet more cum drained from her pussy in little bursts as she breathed in her recovery. “There’s truly nothing you can’t manage,” Lana praised her warmly, lifting her up to her lips. She licked about Zahri’s pussy, and drank up her own release from there, teasing the fae back into reality.



“You can’t imagine how that feels,” Zahri said with a soft moan. “It’s like my every sense is overtaken by bliss. I could hardly think of or feel a thing beyond you.” She sweetly planted her kiss upon Lana’s nose, smiling at her in a lingering relaxed stupor. Lana shared in another kiss with her, and cleaned Zahri’s body with her lips and tongue. She rose up, and stuffed their goods in the basket, preparing to abscond.



“You and I will have so much fun… I thank my stars that of all humans, I was the one who chanced to meet you,” Lana told her warmly. “I’m going to keep you extra close for all the days we share. I don’t imagine you’ll easily get used to the sort of fun we have,” Lana said with a warm laugh.



“Never,” Zahri said with a ditzy giggle. “But it might get easier. I do not think, even with magic, I could have managed all that the first time,” she said with a sultry huff.



“Good that I’ve been gentle then. I wouldn’t want to hurt my little pet pixie,” she said, gently scratching Zahri’s scalp with her fingernail. “Although I see what a tough thing you are,” she laughed. Lana looked between her bike and the pixie in hand, and smirked mischievously. “Now I’ve got a perfect place for you. I hope you don’t mind getting extra close on the way home~” she said sweetly.



“I should much prefer it than to be away from you for a moment,” Zahri told her, curious as to what lewd machinations the towering human had in store. Lana moved Zahri behind herself, holding the pixie aloft above her hip, and as she pulled her panties back up, she let the pixie drop between the fabric and her plump ass. Zahri squealed indignantly as the polka-dot garment was pulled snugly up around Lana’s waist. The pixie soon found herself pressed snugly between the human’s asscheeks, and trapped in that warmth with barely room to wiggle.



“Now that’s a good spot for you,” Lana told her assuredly. She settled herself down on her bike seat, pressing Zahri yet further into herself. Delighting in the sensation of the pixie’s body squirming against her asshole, she began to ride homeward.
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 Shrunk in the Amazon







At the temple of the wilds, Vami continues to advance in training, eager to impress her mistress Entacia with her newfound skill. She is committed to her purpose but not beyond distraction, and soon finds herself called away from the safe path by the curious song of the fae. Inadvertently disrupting a potent ritual, Vami is hexxed with a magic that reduces her size, leaving her mere inches tall in the untamed rainforest. Although she is preserved from harm by a magic that enables greater toughness and the ability to stretch, she eagerly rushes to reunite with Entacia. Her towering lover is bemused to find the curious little apprentice so afflicted, and soon reveals to her the pleasurable potential of such strange fae spells. The hex may be a blessing in disguise, as Vami discovers she is able to take her enormous futa lover into herself despite their vast difference in size, and experiences a whole new intensity of ecstatic bliss.
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She who had come to the temple as a prim and proper handmaiden was now becoming a ranger, swift and sure-footed, and unwavering in her determination to please. Vami wanted to make Entacia proud, and even when her mistress’ eyes were turned away, she focused her will toward ceaseless improvement. With her bow in hand, Vami made swift pace along the winding rainforest trail, knowing well what roots might trip her and what slopes might slip her up. She was limited in her explorations, but her confidence was steadily growing, and the prospect of exploring into those untamed wilds did not seem so foreboding as it had before.



The fae were there. She did not know their nature, although one glimpse at the furry legs and hooves of a satyr had kindled for her an insatiable curiosity. As she made way now, her eyes searched the treeline, knowing that at any moment she might catch a glimpse of the unworldly. She halted and caught her breath near a tree tangled with flowering vines, and cut a length, stowing it away in her quiver. When she had first been tested here, everything that grew was unfamiliar, and she would not have known food from poison, nor medicine from kindling. Now she had a name for half of what grew along that length of rainforest where she was permitted to travel, and her eyes saw the foliage not as a mess of endless green, but as a garden assortment of useful and valuable plants.



Something reached her ears, chiming at the highest pitches she could perceive with a sweetness that made her halt in her harvesting. It was a strange music emanating from deep within the wilds, and Vami found herself transfixed with wonder, knowing that the sound did not come from any human. As it went on, the sound played with vivacious energy, and a sense of revel and delight seeped into Vami’s core. Although her inner voice protested, she found herself treading off the path, and taking careful steps deeper into the wilds. Entacia had instructed her to keep to the trail, but wonder drove Vami forward with wide eyes. She resolved that she would catch a mere glimpse of whatever made such a sweet song, and then return swiftly to the trail, lest she become lost beneath that endless canopy.



Growing nearer, she heard high voices chiming in amidst the music, singing with sweet hums and rhythmic words accompanied by bells. The sound seemed close, and yet it was small, and would have been easily lost amidst the bird calls and buzz of insects had she been any further. Bright daylight cut a path through the canopy before her, and she saw there was a clearing with uneven ground covered in lush and spongy moss. As she tread in that direction through the dense ferns, that sweet music she pursued suddenly dwindled, leaving an almost ethereal silence in the air.



“Hello?” Vami spoke under her breath, peering around uncertainly. She moved a prickly length of thorns from her path, and stepped into the little clearing. Suddenly, she saw a faint blue light fluttering in the air, luminous like a glow-bug but more bright and massive than any she had seen. She instinctively stepped nearer, moving slowly for fear of scaring the thing away. Although she could only see the glow of its light and not make out the features, she had a sense that it was watching her too.



Vami felt something bend and snap under her sandal, and turned her gaze down. Her foot had fallen on a large speckled mushroom and broke its stem. In an instant she saw other mushrooms to either side of her, looping around to form a large circle in the clearing.



“Naive girl!” A high pitched voice suddenly squeaked at her. Vami snapped her gaze back up at the floating blue light, which fluttered over toward her with haste. “Clumsy!”



She huffed a note of surprise at the accusation, realizing this tiny being saw her as a trespasser. She recalled that Entacia had warned her about straying from the path, for the fae had many rules, and there was magic woven into the wilds here that could spell trouble for the unwary. She fixed her eyes on the glowing presence until she could see the form within that sphere of light. She was a tiny winged being that was shaped like a human, but had luminous violet skin and hair.



“Oh! Sorry. Are these your mushrooms?” Vami asked, taking her feet away from the circle and being careful where she placed them down.



“You have desecrated this spot and undone its power! It may not be active again for weeks!” the little fae exclaimed, fluttering swiftly to the broken mushroom near Vami’s feet.



“What are you?” Vami asked, stooping to peer down at her.



At once the fairy woman flew up into Vami’s face, and began to scorn her. “You ought to know better! Have you not been instructed? Why do you wander about trampling in places where you should not be?” She flew in close and slapped Vami on the nose, bopping her with a tiny hand.



“Ow!” Vami gasped, stumbling backward. “Don’t!”



“I ought to hex you, stupid lady!” the fairy declared, buzzing about angrily. “We needed this place for our ritual and now everything is ruined!”


Vami huffed and furrowed her brows, becoming defensive as this tiny person aggressed her. “It was only a mushroom! Maybe if you don’t want them stepped on make them easier to see!” she said. Vami swiped out with her hand, making a grab at the fairy, although she did not intend to hit her as much as to make her fly away. “I ought to bottle you up and give you to my mistress as a pet!” Vami said angrily.



“How dare you!” the fairy squealed at her, enraged. She had easily dodged the hand, but it was clear she took the much larger woman’s attempt to grab her quite seriously. “Want to pick a fight with a fairy, do you?” she asked, encircling Vami and goading her on. She pulled some of Vami’s fiery hair and kicked her in the ear - neither of which actually caused Vami much pain.



“I don’t want to fight you,” Vami said, crossing her arms and holding her face in a pout.



“Then you shouldn’t have started it!” the fairy declared. Vami saw that there were several other lights looming near, and realized at once that a small group of fairies were drifting in ominously toward her. “We’ll teach you a lesson, lumbering fool!” the first fairy said, laughing shrilly.



Suddenly the fairies encircled her, and began to rapidly spin in flight, chiming an incantation of fast words. Vami spun around, unable to affix her eyes on any of them. She tried to step back away from the clearing, but felt a magic repelling her, and holding her in place. “Hey!” Vami said with a gasp, not knowing what they were trying to do to her.



With a noisy squeal, Vami suddenly found the world enlarging around her. The bushy moss under her feet shifted as she became smaller, and the lights of the fairies enclosed more tightly, seeming bigger and brighter with every passing moment. “What are you doing to me?” Vami called out, feeling a rush of anxiety. She lost sight of the trail behind her, and was soon so tiny that the ring’s mushrooms grew up to her knees. It was disorienting to be so small, and everything in her surroundings seemed different. The ground was visible in rich detail, and the low brush she had pushed in through now loomed over her head.



“Nothing permanent. Think about this next time you try to smack a fairy from the air!” The lights suddenly burst away from her, scattering in all directions.



“I didn’t!” Vami exclaimed frantically. “Come turn me back!” she shouted. The rainforest offered no response, and she found herself suddenly alone and tiny, with an altered perception that made the world around her strange and unfamiliar.



Vami tried not to panic. Whatever this was, Entacia or Sitrina would know how to fix it and make her well again. She felt anger welling up inside, believing she had not deserved to be cursed into such a vulnerable and helpless state over a mere misstep. Now she worried that at any moment a creature might come from the brush and gobble her up. Frantically, she went running in the direction of the path, pushing under the brush and massive lengths of thorns. Vami saw a cobweb where a massive spider loomed, and squealed from fear, darting as swiftly as she was able back into the open.



It took her many long moments to reach the trail again, and she scurried out into the clear ground, catching her breath. Her heart was racing with uncertainty, but she knew that if she followed the trail, she would be safe from the dangers of the wilds. Entacia had told her that neither fae nor wild beasts would harm a temple acolyte there.



Soon she had reassured herself, knowing that she would at least be safe. The long journey back would be the humiliating punishment that the fairies had intended, and Vami could only begin to make her way, knowing that it would be a grueling hike to the temple grounds. She had gotten more of an encounter with the fae than she had bargained for, but knew that beings with magic such as this could have done even worse to her.



Even slight obstacles became an immense hassle. The mud along the path that had before only caked her sandals now rose up to her knees, and it was a feat to hoist herself up a stepping stone, or make way around them. A bee, seeming to her enormous, fluttered in near to investigate her fiery hair. Fearing its stinger, she swept away hastily.



A voice thundered through the canopy far above her, low and distant. Vami recognized it to be Entacia’s voice, though deepened by her tiny ear. To her, it was the booming call of a giant, instilling relief, but not without a hint of odd intimidation. Entacia was a towering amazon and formidable to Vami at her regular height. Small as she was, Vami might go entirely unnoticed by her mistress.



“Mistress! Entacia!” Vami called out as loud as she was able. Her voice sounded to her to be normal, but she knew that it would be shrill to her mistress, if audible at all. She scurried along the trail, soon catching sight of Entacia towering above the foliage.



Entacia was adorned in ornamental gear of crimson metal, though it barely obscured her breasts and groin, and merely winded along her thighs and biceps in an interwoven course. She was well over eight feet tall, but to Vami now seemed a giantess, standing fifteen times higher than her own diminutive form. As she rounded a bend in the trail and neared, Vami climbed up onto a stepping stone and waved to her, calling out again. She knew now that her voice must seem the mere squeaking of some creature, for although Entacia curiously peered about looking for the source, there was no recognition in her expression.



The towering amazon warrioress cast her gaze around the flowering bushes, and was carried forward by her heavy footfalls, each causing the ground to vibrate under Vami’s feet. The distance that had seemed so immense between them was closed in mere moments. Vami called out wildly as Entacia’s course brought her swiftly nearer, seeing her immense mistress towering above her. Entacia brought forth one of her feet and extended her leg to reach the stepping stone, having no idea her acolyte was there. Vami squealed wildly just in time for Entacia to move her foot slightly to the side, and cast her gaze down to where her shrunken apprentice was.



“Oh goodness! What have they done to you?” Entacia exclaimed, although there was an amusement in her tone.



Vami huffed with exasperation. Entacia’s massive foot rested beside her, and from her place she had to crane her neck to behold Entacia’s face far above her. She was momentarily rendered speechless by the sight of her mistress looming so far above her, with her muscles showcased in new immensity. Entacia was peering down through the valley of her breasts to see Vami, and soon adjusted herself to squat on the stone with Vami between her legs.



“Fairies shrunk me!” Vami squealed, cupping her hands around her mouth so that Entacia might hear her.



“Did you stay on the path, sweet one? Do not be afraid, you’re safe now.” Entacia reached down and gently wrapped her hands around Vami, hoisting her up to get a look at her. Her ranger acolyte was muddy and disheveled, though her form fitting leather attire had shrunk with her.



“Can you turn me back?” Vami asked. Feeling the warmth of Entacia’s hand enclosing her felt strangely reassuring. She sensed in the gentleness of her mistress’ touch that she had nothing to fear, even in this minute and vulnerable state. After a moment she relaxed in her holding, relieved to be back in the safe presence of her mistress.



“Fortunately, I can. You are lucky that the fae here tolerate some error. There are beings in the deep wilds that are far more dangerous,” Entacia cooed at her in gentle chiding. “I will take you back to the temple. It would take time for this magic to wear off, but with an infusion of my life energy, you should be able to gain control of the hex.”



“Life energy?” Vami asked. She recalled mention of the natural energies in Entacia’s body. When her lover had finished into her mouth, she had felt a restorative invigoration enter into her through that belly full of warmth.



“That which I keep inside of me,” Entacia said, glancing down pointedly at her groin before loosing a deep and mirthful chuckle.



Vami huffed a noise of excitement, peering down from her place in Entacia’s hands. She knew the immensity of the length that was stowed away in the hot confines of Entacia’s ornamental codpiece. Even at her full size she had been barely able to manage it.



“It is a pleasure to see you blush,” Entacia said. “You are cute, tiny as you are. Now I have my acolyte all to myself, and she can not scurry off and get lost in the woods,” Entacia cooed teasingly, gently squeezing Vami in her hand. “Let’s get you out of those muddy things,” Entacia said. Her large fingers took hold of Vami and manipulated her dexterously as they plucked off her tight leather garments, carefully stripping her. Vami’s tiny nude body was soft and doll-like, pale and freckled with no small amount of softness to her rear and breasts. The weeks of training had only just begun to define the form of her middle, making her belly tighter with forming abs obscured by a pleasant layer of chub. She may have come from a gentler lifestyle, but Entacia already knew there was great potential in her. Still, she meant to have some fun with her hexed acolyte, so that she might be keen to the powers of the fae. Entacia took her gourd of water and poured it out over Vami’s naked body, washing the mud away. She scrubbed her in her hands, passing her strong fingers over Vami’s tiny form.



“Be gentle!” Vami squealed with a fitful giggle, feeling her small form being run over by Entacia’s massaging touch.



“Those fairies were not as cruel with you as you may think. This hex makes you strong - durable, stretchy. It forces a new perspective on you, but perhaps you will one day benefit from this particular angle of the world,” Entacia suggested.



“Well I feel much safer now that you’re here. I guess being carried around is not so bad,” Vami admitted.



“I have borne you through the rainforest once before,” Entacia hummed, bemused. “Although now you are far less burdensome. Still, I will free my hands,” she said with a soft chuckle, smirking down at her tiny acolyte. Entacia briefly considered where to put her, bringing Vami near to her breast guard. She was small enough to fit snugly in there against Entacia’s breast, although it may have been no easy thing to breathe sandwiched between the metal and abundant softness of the amazon’s tit. With a mischievous glint creeping over her expression, Entacia brought Vami to her lips and kissed her, enveloping her tiny head between her soft and enormous lips. She drenched and disheveled Vami’s face with her smooch, leaving her blushing and coated with a sheen of spittle. “I know just where to put you.”



“Huh?” Vami inquired, her thoughts momentary obliterated by that curious sensation of being brought against the lips of her giantess of a mistress. There was something curious about this new reality, and Vami’s thoughts began to swim with the pleasurable potential her hex may hide. Entacia seemed divine then, taking up much of Vami’s world and filling her eyes with the sight of her strength. She was lowered in hand until Entacia’s palm gently pushed her up against her abs, and rubbed her tiny body against them just above her groin.



“I will make no apologies for it. I know well how you enjoy my size and strength. I think even my sweltering aroma will be a pleasure to you, whether you confess it or not,” Entacia said with a bemused laugh. She hooked the thumb of her free hand between her crotch guard and groin, and tugged it away from her, giving Vami a glimpse of the gigantic flaccid cock tucked within. It’s dark form shone with a gleam of sweat, and bobbed upward slightly as Entacia’s anticipation made blood rush there. “I like having you close. You had best get comfortable,” Entacia instructed her, letting Vami slide down gradually under her crotch guard, until the acolyte’s tiny legs could be felt slipping down on either side of her cock.



Vami felt that immense length moving up between her thighs, enclosed by her tiny legs as she balanced there. She was sweltering pink in the features as she cast her eyes up at Entacia, staring along that towering muscular form with a look of shock and excitement. Entacia appeared truly smug at the sight of her shrunken acolyte there, and let Vami feel her slowly growing erect under her. The slightest tensing of her cock lifted Vami with ease, making her squeal and lower her hands to secure a hold around it. Vami looked down at Entacia’s shaft, feeling its warmth radiating up around her. She could not help but pass her hand along an engorged vein, feeling the steady beat of Entacia’s heart pumping blood into her still-confined penis. “Wouh…” she softly gasped in wonder. Already Entacia’s cock was as large as her miniaturized body, and Vami knew well that it would grow far greater still.



“Let’s get you good and cozy,” Entacia said, snickering at Vami’s wordless amazement and the lust that was visibly written across her features. She pushed Vami back with a single finger, sliding her off the tip of her half-erect cock. Vami fell against the silk lining of the inside of Entacia’s crotch guard and found the head of her mistress’ dick pressing firmly into her chest, nudging her as Entacia flexed her growing length. Then Entacia released her crotch guard and tightened it back firmly into place, trapping Vami in the dark and sweaty warmth with her growing cock and heavy balls. At once Vami could see nothing, and was aware only of the tight feeling of Entacia’s junk against her. Her senses were assailed by a powerful musky aroma as she was barely able to squirm about.



“Comfortable?” Entacia asked, her voice seeming to come from far above Vami, muffled slightly by the flesh and metal that enclosed her. She began to walk, and every step caused her cock to shift and rub against Vami’s naked body. Its push grew more intense as Entacia stiffened with her erection. There was hardly enough room for her to grow to her full length, but the feeling of Vami stuffed into that intimate spot continued to excite her, making her cock strain forcefully against Vami’s tiny body.



“Not much… room!” Vami blurted with a huff. Already her tiny body had been lathered with Entacia’s sweat, and she felt herself slipping down further, until her legs were trapped under the amazon’s heavy balls. Her mistress continued to make way, causing her cock to push and rub against Vami’s face.



“I imagined not,” Entacia admitted. She reached down to wiggle her crotch guard about and adjust it for comfort, feeling the warmth of her tiny companion snugly settled in before her length. “Still, I think it is a suitable place for you. It is almost a shame to lift this hex; I could get quite used to always having my little lover so close and at hand,” she said teasingly.



Vami found it hard to carry on conversation as they made way. Although the place humiliated her, she could not help but find herself enjoying it. Each time Entacia tensed against her she sensed the pleasure of her mistress, and experienced her own growing arousal as she anticipated what they might do upon reaching privacy. Vami knew that Entacia’s cum was imbued with a natural energy that could aid the body’s healing processes. She wondered at first if Entacia meant to bathe her tiny form in a jug of her abundant release but then recalled an odd detail that had been mentioned. Entacia had said that this curse would make her tiny form more durable and even stretchy. The thought that her mistress might work Vami over her length, stretched tight around a cock twice her size, sent a powerful surge of uncertain excitement through Vami. The prospect seemed almost too much, and yet if she could endure it, she imagined the pleasure would be almost beyond belief. She had always enjoyed Entacia’s immensity, but being used and filled in that way would be an entirely new ecstasy. Soon she could hardly restrain her excitement, finding her every thought replaced by a growing need to be utterly filled by Entacia’s enormous cock. She planted tiny kisses against that bulbous head, feeling it swell against her as the tiny sensation was registered by her mistress. Entacia continued to walk, departing from the rainforest and making way toward her residence in the temple of the wilds. Vami could hear muffled voices but paid them no mind, knowing that a passerby would have no idea of the little secret Entacia kept within her armored panties.



Her mistress was unhurried in her pace, although her length had grown so erect that it strained against the silk lined inside of her plated crotch guard, pressing against Vami forcefully enough to pin her and smother her face with the tip of her cock. After a time a drool of early release managed its way from her, drenching her apprentice’s features. Small though Vami was, Entacia could detect her tiny lover’s tongue moving along the tip of her cock as she drank up that drop of cum. A shudder rushed through Entacia with force, making her length strain firmly against Vami with a strength great enough to push her crotch guard an inch away from her groin. Only then did Entacia hasten her pace, lest her excitement reveal her to the passersby. To Vami, the pressure felt almost crushing. She knew her mistress must have been right about the magic, because the strain that came with her flexing cock pressed into her tight enough to harm, and yet only induced an ever intensifying sense of pressure without true discomfort. Knowing she would come to no harm, Vami found that crushing sensation to a bliss of its own, and happily immersed herself in the pleasure of her place, drinking up each new little drizzle of sweetness as it came.



Entacia entered into the temple and ascended to her quarters. In the privacy afforded by those ornate stone walls, she hooked a finger under her armored panties and tugged them loose. Vami hugged to the tip of her cock and beamed a lust-stricken grin up at Entacia as she was exposed. Her mistress let the piece of armor fall free, and tensed her cock so that it stretched out to its full length unrestrained. Her fiery haired servant was dangling there from its tip, holding on as best as she was able. Already her face and torso was slick with precum.



“Enjoying yourself, my little love? Perhaps we ought to call on the fae to hex you more often,” Entacia teased warmly. She reached around and settled her strong hand about Vami’s back, plucking her gently from her place. “But I think that I have teased us both long enough. It is time that I had my satisfaction, and that you were restored to your regular, though still rather tiny, stature.” She chuckled softly, and guided Vami underneath her shaft, passing the small naked woman along the underside of her cock. “However excellent of a toy you may be.”



“If I please you well then I will count this as a blessing!” Vami said with a fitful giggle. She groaned with pleasure as she was slid along Entacia’s length, feeling her body being dragged up and down the vast length of that shaft. Her slick body lathered the underside of Entacia’s cock with her mistress’ own release, and Vami opened her mouth to let her tongue and lips pass along her, delighting in the potent taste.



“You always please me, Vami. Especially when you push yourself. Let us test the limits of this magic, hm?” Entacia proposed. “I’ll be careful with you, don’t worry,” she assured, wrapping her hand around Vami. She jerked herself off with that tiny nude form for some moments, allowing her cock to swell to its utmost. Vami could feel each beat of Entacia’s heart through that throbbing length, and was hit by a surge of needful arousal as she imagined what was to come.



“I’ve still no idea how this is gonna work,” Vami said with a groan. Her arms and legs wrapped up around Entacia’s length to provide her mistress some pleasure as she was passed up and down her cock. Already her imagination had cooked up some ways that she might be able to please Entacia despite her tiny size, but it remained an unfamiliar world of possibilities.



“Let’s see if this magic behaves as I expect,” Entacia said at last. She lifted Vami up into view and took hold of her legs with one hand as the other secured itself around her arms. “Just let me know if there is any pain,” Entacia told her, before beginning to tug her hands apart.



Vami huffed from the sense of strain that was applied. She felt Entacia’s controlled strength slowly increasing the tension, but never experienced great discomfort. When at last it seemed that her body was tugged as taut as it could be, Entacia pulled her that little bit more, and Vami stretched in her hands, elongating several inches with ease. The sensation was unlike anything Vami had experienced. The magic converted that sense of tightness and straining into an ecstatic pleasure, preserving her body from all harm and allowing her to adjust whenever she would have otherwise been damaged. Seeing the pleasure on her features, Entacia pulled more tightly, stretching Vami out in hand until her body was drastically lengthened. The body of her apprentice spanned Entacia’s hands like a taut band of flesh, with her features distorted.



“Ugnn! I feel like I’m gonna snap!” Vami squealed with a moan of pleasure. The senses swarming her head were unlike anything she had experienced, and ecstatically enjoyable to an intensity that was hard to manage. Entacia could have easily worked her to the verge of orgasm just by tugging and twisting her strangely malleable form. Instead, she allowed Vami to snap back to her ordinary proportions.



“What immense potential,” Entacia mused warmly. “But enough play. I can’t wait any longer,” she said, taking a deep breath as she fixed her gaze on Vami and lowered her down near to her cock once more. “Get ready, Vami. I am going to fill you fuller than you’ve ever been.” Gnawing on her lip, Entacia positioned Vami’s groin against the tip of her cock, and took hold of one of her legs with either hand. Pushing against her experimentally, Entacia beheld her servant swooning back with lustful abandon. The pressure of her cockhead against Vami’s groin grew greater and greater, and Entacia tugged her legs apart to open her toy up widely to that massive advancing force.



Entering into her apprentice had never been the easiest thing, although Entacia was eagerly awaiting the tight embrace of Vami’s body around her length. She eased her into it as best as she was able, alternating the tug of her hands to wiggle Vami back and forth. Slowly her shrunken companion began to stretch, and Entacia was able to work her cock inside. Vami’s hips were widened as her pussy stretched open, allowing the head of Entacia’s cock to move in. She groaned loudly from an almost overwhelming pleasure, finding her sensations magnified by the additional sensitive surface area of her inner walls. She could only dangle back from where Entacia securely held her as she felt that enormous cock gradually take her over from within as magic enabled her body to adjust to accommodate it. To Entacia, it felt as though her lover’s form had become rubbery and without hardness, though the hot confines of her sex gripped her even more tightly than they had when Vami was at her fullest stature. She stifled a tense grunt and tugged on Vami’s legs, gradually pushing herself deeper into that living sex toy of an apprentice. Vami’s stomach bulged immensely from that pleasurable intruder, and she found a new intensity of orgasmic bliss with each inch, as her very capacity to feel the pleasure expanded with her body.



“Oh fuck, Vami - this feels incredible. I’m going to use every inch of your tiny form,” Entacia promised her, huffing before she applied more force, and pushed herself further into her fuck-toy. The bulging presence of her cock moved up from Vami’s abdomen to her chest, pushing up her breasts as the enormous cock took over her very core. What she experienced was not pain, but a pleasure so foreign and intense as to be utterly unbearable. Seeing her ecstasy, Entacia continued to advance until Vami had been drawn all the way to her mistress’ groin. The apprentice was now more cock than person, and her body wrapped Entacia’s length like a second skin, squeezing each inch of that enormous shaft with a tense pressure. Entacia felt her convulsing as an indomitable orgasm coursed through her, and could not help but grin with satisfaction. “Cumming already, little cock sleeve?” Entacia inquired, bemused. “You are all too easy to satisfy,” she said, tutting. Vami was only able to reply with a strained and overwhelmed groan of obliterating delight, her head lolled back with mouth agape. It was one of the few parts of her that remained recognizable, as the rest of Vami’s body had expanded dramatically to house Entacia’s enormous cock.



Entacia wrapped both hands tightly around her cock and the woman that covered it, and began to work her palms rapidly back and forth, stroking herself through Vami’s flesh and using her entire body like a pocket-pussy. She jacked herself off hastily with Vami, hearing her high-pitched squeals and moans with no small amount of satisfaction. Vami was sent into the throes of an unabaiting orgasm, bowled over again and again by a torrential pleasure. Her apprentice was lost to an oceanic bliss that washed away all thoughts but for the sheer joy she felt in serving her mistress in this way. The slightest motion of Entacia’s hands worked that enormous cock through the entirety of Vami’s body, causing unbelievable intense pleasure with total ease. Entacia pushed her hips back and forth and hastened her pace, eager to join her tiny lover in that world of total delight. She drew herself almost entirely out of Vami only to rapidly push in again, fully sheathing her immense cock as she beheld Vami’s body elongate and bulge with its presence. She didn’t know how much her apprentice could handle, but soon felt her own climactic energy building up within, and rushed to meet that intense urge for release. Rapidly working Vami’s body back and forth over the entirety of her enormous cock, she soon felt herself throbbing and convulsing, and pulled Vami tightly to the base of her length with a gasp.



Entacia’s hot and thick cum began to spew out in a heavy and torrential flow, and Entacia beheld her apprentice’s body be filled beyond all capacity with cum, expanding first in the chest and then down into her stomach. Each convulsion of Entacia’s cock sent forth another blast of her release until Vami appeared bloated beyond belief, and began to expand to bear the immensity of her load. Vami groaned a long gutteral noise of absolute ecstatic bliss, losing sense of everything except for that tight and pleasurable sensation of being inflated full by her lover’s invigorating release. Immediately the energy of Entacia’s began to seep into her, adding a new pleasure to the overwhelming assortment. Entacia kept Vami held snugly down over the length of her cock until she was entirely spent, leaving her apprentice ballooned up with such a great quantity of cum that it seemed certain she would burst if even one more spurt was expended. Even then, the magic preserved her and negated all harm or pain, leaving Vami swooning in that indescribable state of total pleasure.



Slowly the life energy of Entacia’s release began to counter the hex upon Vami, and she grew in size, regaining a more reasonable proportion as her body enlarged around Entacia’s cock. The immensity of cum within her remained enough to make her abdomen bulge, but she eventually seemed to regain some sense of herself, lifting her head to give Entacia a fucked-silly gaze of admiration. Entacia secured a hand at Vami’s hip and another to support her neck, and held her comfortably in place as her cum’s life-energy was gradually absorbed. Once more Entacia drew herself out of Vami only to thrust in again, pushing into the depths of her tightly stretched pussy and forcing out much of her excess cum. It spewed out from between Entacia’s cock and the tight seal made there with Vami’s folds, drenching the floor. Only then, when Vami had regained her full size, did Entacia slowly withdraw herself entirely. She threw Vami nonchalantly onto a cushioned bench on the room, and strode over to stand beside her.



“All better? I can not tell if you are still a bit smaller,” Entacia said, scruitinizing her sex-obliterated lover with amusement.



“Ouhgh…” Vami groaned out blissfully, laying back on the bench as she took a sizeable moment for recovery. The torrential bliss that had assailed her continued to swarm about in her head, although she gradually regained her senses, and turned her eyes up toward her mistress. “That was something else,” she said with a soft moan, smiling weakly to her.



Entacia brought her cock to Vami’s lips and held it there for her, allowing her apprentice to lick her clean and drink up the last pulses of that healing cum. Vami eagerly drank down her sweet release, and licked her cock clean as it began to soften.



“Do you feel well?” Entacia inquired, reaching down to pet her mess of fiery hair.



“Mhmm…” Vami agreed warmly. “Though I have this strange feeling… a sense that I didn’t before. It is as though an empty place has been left where my hex was - in the realm of my head,” she said, tapping her skull as she again swooned back to relax on the bench. “And I can feel your energy swarming all about within me… more intense than usual.”



“I suspected the magic may be of this nature. Try to concentrate and move my energy into the place of the hex,” Entacia instructed her, affixing her crotch-guard back into place.



Vami closed her eyes and tensed her face with visible focus, and at once, she began to shrink again. Alarmed, she snapped out of it, and soon enlarged back to her regular size. “Huh?” she inquired. “I can still shrink?”



Entacia chuckled warmly, and bent down to take Vami up into her arms. She lifted her from the bench and carried her toward her bed-chamber, planting a warm kiss upon her pale brow. “The spell is under your control now. I think we shall have a lot of fun with it,” Entacia mused, snickering. Realizing that the immense pleasure she had experienced could be accessed again, Vami then saw the affliction of the fae as a gift, and beamed a wide grin up at Entacia, anticipating what further pleasures this power may provide them. Vami was now blessed with magic, and would put it to excellent use in service of her mistress and the temple of the wilds. Entacia set her down gently upon her bed and brought her into a warm embrace, permitting her to cuddle up and rest after such an intense delight.
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 Time to Pounce







A predator is on the loose and the smaller anthros that live west of Nerat are riled. Some from the city have come to show their support, including a lioness and a towering, lean hyena woman named Roche. Mina is a short-stack pygmy mouse and stands just under three feet tall. Encouraged by her friend, she decides to thank their protectors personally. When Roche clearly enjoys her doting affection, she wonders what more she can do besides tease. Afterall, four feet of height separated them, and she had to make some effort to walk to work tomorrow. Why did this all have to happen when she was in heat?
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The sun was setting down on the forest west of Nerat, illuminating the treetops of Mina’s home with a golden glow. It seemed far from the city to her little legs, but Tess accompanied her, and they made fast pace through the grassland. They were both mouse anthros, Mina the shorter, standing just under three feet tall. Tess was a prairie mouse and had almost a foot of height on her. Tess’s company was a comfort on the way home, even knowing they were both shorties to most.



"I can’t believe a predator would lurk out here," Tess remarked, unable to stop bringing the topic up. She didn’t mean an anthro of a species that was carnivorous, but rather any individual who preyed on others. "It just seems cruel... and you would think us field mice are not worth the risk! Why not go prey on a cow?" Tess said with a nervous and displeased huff. Mina couldn’t help but smile at her softly.



"Well, I wouldn't wish it on them either. But yeah, there’s always a bigger fish. I know there are large mammals hanging out here to make sure everyone is safe," Mina said. Rushing past them, a group of mice women were laughing and giggling together, so energetic and silly that it was obvious they were in heat. "Hopefully things don’t get too crazy around here," she remarked.



Mice like Tess lived in the gently rolling plains and grassland that spanned between the city and the forest’s edge and lived peacefully there for the most part. Many of them tended the land, and others worked in the city. A home for the small, the field was actually less than a kilometer across, and yet dozens of residences were built into the earth like happy hobbit holes. "Yeah, people getting ate is not the kind of excitement I’m looking for," Tess remarked with a giggle. "I kinda like the community getting attention, though. Is that silly to say?" she inquired, her eyes peering out at the distance. "Look over there… big ladies," she remarked under her breath.



Mina followed her eyes further and further until she saw a distant group: several large people who looked like canine anthros and maybe a great cat. They were encamped a bit away from the path that led toward the forest residences. "Holy moly!" she exclaimed. "What is that, a lion?" she inquired. Going that way, the mice continued to observe the group. They had made a fire as though intending to keep watch at the edge of the forest.



"Yeah, and two hyenas," Tess remarked as they got closer. "Should we... thank them?" she asked, her eyes turning sidelong to Mina with a playful flick.



Mina huffed a little amused gasp. "Oh yeah. Thank you, our big protectors! Keeping us out of the jaws of the big bad wolf~" she imagined how it’d go aloud. They did have to pass near them, and Mina smiled slightly, amused by the idea of doting on someone who more than doubled her height.



"They might appreciate it... One of them looks cute, too," Tess remarked. As they drew up to the forest entrance, they hesitated there for a moment, and Mina turned her eyes to slowly attend to each of the larger mammalian anthros. They were all humanized carnivores, and it amused her to see them protecting mammals from predation. A predator was rare to see but could come from any species. The tallest among the encamped was a lioness, with light golden fur. She looked beautiful and confident and had a warm and friendly poise as she spoke to a hyena beside her. A fair bit shorter but still well over seven feet tall, she had frazzled hair and spots on her arms and legs.



Mina felt her gaze momentarily halt as she looked at the hyena woman. There were other hyenas there too, she noted, but her eyes returned to the first and trailed over her spots from afar. When she looked up, she was startled to see the hyena woman looking back at her, her eyes fixed from many yards away.



"Aw hell, she saw me gawkin’," Mina remarked, and Tess laughed at her. "The hyena."



"Oh yeah? Come on, let’s gawk some more," Tess said, starting to step off the path, her eyes directed ahead. Mina huffed a note of surprise but could only scurry along with her, as they were seen now and watched by the group.



The two mouse women approached, and the contrast between them and the very tall assortment resting beside the fire grew stark. The lioness raised her paw and gave an inviting wave, and Tess scurried right on ahead, all too ready to embrace her role as worshiper. A woman that tall, Mina thought to herself, Tess can only tease. Yet she looked back again at the hyena woman and wondered if she too would be in folly, flirting how she might.



"Awh," the lioness purred, "Fair evening, lil’ ladies… are you staying warm?" she asked amiably and seemed to beckon that they could come beside the fire.



"Ouh plenty warm! And we’re getting home nice and early tonight, what with some freakshow on the loose," Tess remarked. "Know anything ‘bout that?" she asked, immediately throwing herself onto the log that the lioness was seated upon, just by her side. Mina came nearer and offered a warm smile and wave, first to the two hyenas that were seated together, then to the one that interested her, and then to the lioness too, though she was affixed upon the sight of Tess at the time.



"Well," she purred softly, looking to her side. "It is likely they are far gone from here. But a shame ‘till they are caught, yes," she said, a small rumble in her chest suggesting she anticipated that fall.



"Are you keeping watch all night?" Tess would inquire, casting her huge eyes up at the lioness with blatant affection. However, Mina could charge her for no crime, however. This time of year, they were all driven by their urges. She found herself hovering, little inclined to start up an additional conversation. She went over and sat near to the hyena who was alone and slightly jumped when she heard her voice directed toward her.



"We’ve run through just about every inch of the forest," she told her, smiling. "All clear! Unless the predator is as small as you and stuffed down in a hole somewhere," she teased Mina. The simple reassurance and friendly words made Mina feel immensely comfortable, though she blushed slightly to behold the hyena looming over her.



"We appreciate it… speaking for the little guys, it's just nice to know you’re looking out," Mina said to her warmly. The hyena looked strong, but she had sleek ordered fur, but for at the elbows where it poofed out like a cow-lick and the messy main of hair on her head, wild and cut to a medium length without care for aesthetics. All the same, Mina felt she looked wild and beautiful. Tess and the lioness continued to speak but spoke now to each other, their voices increasingly lowered. In the back of her mind, Mina was conscious of the six becoming three pairs and wondered just what she was doing. "I’m not really worried about it, though. I mean, a regular amount I guess," she said, shrugging her little fluffy shoulder.



The hyena woman smiled at her intently. "That’s good. I like brave smallfolk," she said with a little snort. "But if you see anything weird, I hope you’ll come right to us. I’m Roche," she said and spared a glance over at the lioness. Somehow, Tess had already found her way into the lap of the comparatively giant furry woman and was scritching her jawline fur with an outstretched paw. "Aha- and these are friends of mine from the city. We do this sort of thing sometimes," Roche told Mina, looking back at her slowly with a slightly repressed smile.



"I’m Mina… Yeah~ well we wanted to thank you," she couldn’t help but slightly giggle, feeling bashful at what sort of thanks were implied, at least from Tess. "Roche… you look really cool," Mina said. In that moment her senses were affixed on something else, actually: Roche’s aroma. She dared not call attention to it, but the heated musky scent wafted up to Mina’s nose with every other gentle breeze, and told her much of Roche consciously and unconsciously.



"Mhm? You’re a little cutie too. I might recommend you don’t scurry up in my lap, though," Roche told her with an implicative wink.



Mina giggled overly hard, a fitful of chuckles escaping her fluffy little snout. "Uhm, why is that?" she asked with a wide and silly grin. "I didn’t quite plan too, although..."



Roche paused and then huffed a hearty and amused chortle at her, with a little whine in her voice that seemed like a hyena quirk when she laughed. "You’d just be biting off more than you can chew, likely," she remarked. Roche put her hand against Mina’s back and felt through the cloth of her milk-chocolate top, tightly stretched over her fluffy body. It seemed to struggle to contain her softness, and Roche spread her hand to let Mina feel the width of her palm warming her back. Roche could have scooped Mina up into her lap, and the mouse’s head would have hardly reached up through her breasts, so great was the height difference between them.



"Eheh~" Mina chuckled softly. She looked up at Roche in earnest and smiled at her after a pause. She then put her hands in her lap and tucked her arms together, presenting the swell of her large breasts. "You couldn’t... be gentle?" she asked softly.



Roche gave Mina an adoring look and slowly exhaled; her breath stuttered with an internal vibration like a series of chuffs. She considered the proposition, her hand slowly moving to pet Mina’s silky straight hair and her fluffy ears. "I could. But it still might be tough. Mm… see how I’m equipped?" she asked gently, her palm turning Mina’s head down to look toward her hips. The hyena wore black sports shorts to match her top, and there was a prominent and sizable bulge there. Mina blinked with wide eyes as she drank in the sight, trepidation, and desire strongly invoked within. For a moment, she imagined trying to take such a thing into herself and envisioned limping to work tomorrow or being unable to sit. Nervousness took her, and she gasped with a blush, looking up at Roche with a more playful gaze.



"Ehehe~ Wow… well I guess some things are… only for fantasy," she said with a playful giggle, trying to assuage the tension between them, but Roche continued to watch her intently.



"Hm. Well you can always tease," she offered, smirking. "Though… I do like the idea of granting a little mouse her wish," she said. Looking at each other, there was a visible shared interest—and yet hesitation.



Mina smiled at her intently as she collected herself in part and then spoke in a sweetened way. "Having you as my protector would be an old dream come true... My tallest real friend is Tess! And you can see she’s just a little short-stack too," Mina said. "I never minded being small. So long as someone’s got your back!" Mina laid on the praise, but she felt at a slight impasse. She felt delayed in coming on to Roche by the logistical issues but her interest welled all the more intense, and as Roche seemed to suggest she was open to experimenting, Mina could not help but commit and go further with her words. "I like your strength… someone to look up to… and you just have so much to appreciate," she said with a playful giggle.



Roche had drank in the words but then laughed and shook Mina gently about the shoulders. "You will make me blush, acting like I’m a hero, or a goddess just because I’m tall and ripped," she said, raising her shoulders to display her well-formed abs and powerful thighs. "I like you too, Mina… you’re a little softy bombshell," Roche told her with a rumble. "I admire you."



Mina put her hand gently on Roche’s thigh and passed her fingers through her silky, well-ordered hair, touching her spots. "Then… I suppose I don’t need to get on my knees for you?" Her remark was a joke, and she was embarrassed after making it, but Roche grinned widely and drew Mina in closer. Mina embraced her arm against her chest and leaned slightly into her.



"Silly mouse…" Roche purred softly. Her eyes trailed down Mina’s form, mentally undressing her and sizing her up. The thoughts stirring inside of her were growing more risque and explicit, and she tensed up slightly about the pants, shifting her legs with a chuff. "Mmm… you do excite me. Perhaps one day we will test your bravery, small-thing," Roche said softly. She would have banged Mina in any way the smaller woman could handle, but out there in plain sight and with there certainly being no space for her in Mina’s residence, she presumed it was a lost cause as far as this very night was concerned. Still, Mina did not let up in her affection, and her soft little hand came over to Roche’s lap and settled upon the curve of her covered swell.



Mina giggled with a blush. "Yeah… someday. Though, I’m not gonna grow any bigger," she said with a playful laugh. "And hopefully not get stretched out much," she added flagrantly. Her desire was obvious, and Roche caught the mouse’s needful aroma in the wind, knowing at once she was in heat like most of the dubious little creatures around here. It was harder than ever to resist her then, but what could she do? Stealing her away to her residence in the city would be too much of an event. She looked over to the woodline, and decided to let Mina make the final decision.



"Well the thought is fun. And uh, I’m sorta sitting here with a hard-on," she said with a short laugh. At least in the dim, it couldn’t be noted from afar, as mice continued to pass by and into the woods. "I guess I might need a little walk in the woods? You’ve sorta done a number on me," she remarked, surprised at how turned on the blatant doting and affection from Mina made her, especially as she herself seemed held between craving and apprehension.



Mina’s ear flicked, and she was dumbfounded for a moment. The thought that Roche couldn’t get herself to go down made her feel struck silly. The prospect that she might go away, and their moment could be missed, invoked a sudden certainty in her. "My~! Did I do that?" she asked with a playful and high pitched giggle. "If you don’t mind walking me home… maybe I can help on the way, eee!~" Mina asked with a little squeak.



"Mhmm.. eheh. Yeah, you’ll help me, Mina," Roche cooed at her, huffing as she felt a potent satisfaction in her core at being desired and knowing her companion embraced her entirely, even if she might be beyond her means. Her lip curled into a wide grin as she studied Mina closely and ran her hand down along her head and back, petting her. "Lets get you home," she stated with a suggestive note and slowly rose up, offering her hand to Mina.



Mina had to hold back her little chirps and giggles, feeling the urge to squeak excitedly, which was an awfully embarrassing noise to make around sensitive mouse ears. She stood up and found herself faced with Roche’s bulging shorts, having to crane her neck a long way to look past the hyena’s abs and breasts and to her face far above. Roche bid goodnight to her company, and Mina offered a smile and a wave to Tess, who was cuddled up in the arms of the lioness like a doll. She directed her eyes back up at Roche, feeling the larger woman’s hand possessively squeezing her own. "It’s not very far," she said softly, a blush beneath the white fur of her cheeks.



"Well, let’s take the long way," Roche said, and led her into the forest. The quiet dim set upon them like a blanket and Mina could hear Roche’s breath as they walked, soon conscious of no one else around them. She felt her heart beating fast and soon released Roche’s hand and skipped out in front of her, turning around to face her as she walked backward.



"The predator isn’t really scary to me, especially with you here," she remarked with a little giggle. "Though there is something in the back of my head that... teases me with flighty instincts," she admitted with a small squeal.



Roche lifted a brow at her and kept up easily with her larger stride, staring down at Mina before her. "Ah, now I don’t want to scare the little mouse away," she remarked curiously, listening to Mina attentively.



Mina had to giggle and reassure her with a little dismissive wave of her paw. "It’s not that! You won’t… I like the excitement. I think once we get going... I will really be happy we did," she said, gnawing on her little lip.



Grinning at her, Roche stepped forward and did a little mock-lunge, grabbing Mina about the belly and prodding her with the points of her claws gently. "Yeah? Let’s get going then!" she said with a barked chuckle from her throat, tickling and poking her.



"EEE~!" Mina squealed sharply and scurried away in a fit of giggles, putting some distance between herself and Roche’s sharp claws. She took a few deep breaths, her eyes affixed on Roche intently as she seemed to be lost in thought. "Chase me," she said.



"Hm?" Roche inquired, seeming interested at once, though she was surprised by the request.



Skipping out a bit ahead of them, Mina put her fingers to the waistline of her woolen skirt. She slowly lowered the garment, and exposed the pale white fur of her upper thighs, and her pleasantly broad and fluffy hips. Enclosed by warm brown, her belly and breasts were white, and her soft white fur trailed down to her groin, culminating in a puff there above her pussy. "Chase~ me down…"



Deeply amused, Roche slowed her pace, and her lips curled with a grin. She lowered her body and adopted a prowling posture, her eyes seen to fixate upon Mina so directly she swore she felt it. "Oh, should I?" Roche asked softly. "Better start running, then," she said. Mina could only squeak, a rush of excitement hitting her head, as she was set off into action by the words. With excited noises, she took off running at the fastest pace her little legs could carry her, weaving along the narrowing path this way and that. Roche was right behind her in a moment, her powerful stride closing the distance between them as Mina felt the vibration of her pursuer’s stomping through the ground.



"Hehehehe EEEEE!" Mina’s giggles turned to squeaks as she was almost set upon, but she quickly changed her pace, causing Roche’s swooping grab to miss her.



"I’mma getchuuu," Roche promised, falling slightly behind but soon beginning to close the distance again. "Look out, mousey, I’m gunna wear that butt out," she said, the teasing words invoking some sincere apprehension in Mina and adding to her pace. She ran at the full speed her prey nature afforded her, darting and rushing until adrenaline kicked in and provided a second wind. Even Roche had to gasp as Mina played hard to catch, impressed by her.



Barking high-pitched laughs, Roche watched as Mina worked herself up. They only sprinted for a few minutes, but soon Mina had sweat pouring down her face, and Roche was laughing heatedly, enjoying the endorphins and excitement of pursuing her timid admirer. On a straight path, there was nothing Mina could do to outpace her, and Roche finally swept up with a rush to pass her and throw herself into Mina’s way. Her arms outstretched, she let out a hyena snarl as the smaller mouse woman was carried by her momentum into her arms. "Got you now," she told her simply.



Mina was gasping and swooning in her hands, the rush of their game making her feel manic and ditsy. Her little lungs filled and emptied as fast as they could, and she laid back against Roche’s arms, squeaking little moans with her exhalation. "Roche~" she mewled with a swoon, seeming beside herself. Roche knew this was just where the mouse woman wanted to be, worked to such heights that she could embrace desires beyond her usual comfort. She would give it to her in the height of her passion, before her heart could steady. Roche reached forward and sank her clawed grip into the light brown tank-top over Mina’s tits, and she tore through it with her claws, gripping and ripping the garment away. Roche’s cock was swelling against the confines of her sporty pants, and she pulled Mina in roughly to grind her bulge against the soft swell of the mouse woman's little fat pussy, letting her get an indication of what was to come.



"Are you ready? We’ll start nice and slow," Roche said with a rumble in her throat. "Know that I would never hurt you," she told her softly.



Sweat poured down Mina’s face, and she gaped with wide eyes, an unsteady grin trembling on her lips. She first gave only a little nod as permission and then squeaked, "We’ll see!" Roche growled with satisfaction and released her, drinking in the sight of the curvaceous mouse as she lowered her shorts.



"Don’t go running off again now," she murmured, her cock and balls flopping into sight and looming over Mina’s eyeline. She might have had some dog in her and was built like so down there, with a sharp canine length and the slight swell of a knot at its base. Mina was drawn closer, and her rapid breathing soon saw a rush of chemicals assailing her mind as Roche’s body signaled its readiness and potency. Mina had to look far up to meet Roche’s gaze and see the satisfied snarling grin upon her cheeks, and then her body moved as though on its own accord, and she put her furry maw around the pointed tip of Roche’s cock and tasted it with her tongue.



Roche growled in her throat. The sight of Mina wrestling away at her too-big cock was a delight, yet it teased her agonizingly. "You precious little slut," she said in the most affectionate way. "Needful thing, cooking from your heat… I'm gunna give it to you," she told her, putting her hands firmly on Mina’s arms. She resisted the urge to force or jerk her in however, letting Mina drive them forward. The mousey woman made her best effort, and slowly swallowed down inch after inch of the broadening crimson swell, feeling it pin her tongue and nudge the back of her throat. Her eyes rolled and she swooned as though she would go limp, and Roche had to support her. "Poofball…"



Squeaking needful moans but seeming to contend with an effort beyond her means, Mina seemed to beg Roche to help her. Her little head was tumultuous with desire, such that she could hardly think. There was no indignation of true discomfort in her straining features, though Roche had to do some thinking on her behalf, and determine what she could really manage. Roche slightly withdrew her length, until just her tip was in Mina’s mouth again. She was fully erect, and the bulge of her knot was just beginning to swell up but had not yet bloated in earnest.



Mina cooed an interested note, breathing heavily through her nose while she could. Never able to catch her breath, she felt an urgency in every moment and anticipated Roche’s actions with wide and lust-crazed eyes. Roche held Mina’s head and reached down with her other hand to squeeze the base of her cock, and she held her grip around it firmly until she was able to force out a first spurt of cum. Mina felt it streaming as though from an unending tap, spraying with pressure until it filled her mouth entirely. The taste of cum made her buck and gag wildly, throwing her head back as Roche leaned over her and let the early release flow. Eventually the hyena let out a groan and released her knot, which had now swollen up to bulge like a fist. It was smooth and red and seemed to throb sensitively as it swelled.



Roche expected Mina to need a moment's relief, yet she affixed her eyes upon that bulge and pushed forward with crazy, crossed eyes, her little foot kicking against the ground as though to push herself forward. Roche let out a howl as her cock bent down into Mina’s throat, swallowed up until her lips pressed snugly against the bulbous swell. Roche helped to hold her there with her hand as her cum again began to stream, making her whimper and bark some excited notes into the night. Her release poured out in little squirts as Mina worked her lips snug and tight as far up onto her base as she could. She couldn’t believe the mouse woman could do so much with her little throat. The effort seemed intense already, and yet she couldn’t resist helping her go that extra mile. "Open… wide,"



With her stern words, Roche tensed her thighs and then rocked her hips forward, holding Mina’s head secure. At first she could not push the swell of her knot past her lips at all, but she rocked her hips back and forth as Mina strained to open wide for her, and slowly that swollen apple slid into the snug confines of Mina’s mouth, filling it entirely. "YAH!" Roche exclaimed. She felt a rush of euphoria as cum began to pour in abundance right into Mina’s belly. She was so proud of her, and utterly amazed, and Mina squeaked a noise of overwhelmed delight as she held her place as long as she might. It soon looked to Roche as though she would pass out, suffocating with her cock embedded far down her throat, and she had to relent. She released Mina’s head, first letting the mouse try to pull herself off.



Mina groaned and showed a frantic flare in her eyes, more cum entering her in every second, and the need to breath assailing her suddenly and with little warning. She put her hands to Roche’s abs and pressed snug, trying to pull herself off of the cock, only to feel the knot locked behind her lips, so firmly stuck that she couldn’t imagine how she had gotten in there. It didn’t help that Roche had only seemed to swell bigger. But before it was any true predicament, Roche barked some high pitched hyena laughs and then pulled Mina’s face forcefully free, her cock sliding up from deep within to spew a few more spurts of cum on Mina’s lips.



Mina fell to her knees and was a gasping mess, as Roche let the remaining cum flow onto her body and stick all over her fur. With the pressure to her knot relieved the flow soon halted, and yet it was clear Roche still had a lot more to give. "You like it, little Min?" Roche asked. Groans became moans, and Mina returned to her senses with undimmed desire.



"So goood~" she murred out. "Am all filled…" she cooed, rubbing at the soft white fur of her cum-packed belly. She had swallowed nearly a cup of the stuff and felt bloated and warm inside.



"Eheh... not yet," Roche told her softly. Mina cast a quick and inquisitive glance up at her, and Roche made her meaning clear by slowly taking hold of Mina around the belly and turning her to face away. Slowly her body lowered, she put her hand on the ground, and she crouched in a half-crawl with Mina held snugly to her belly. "Your heat is mine…"



Mina squeaked and moaned simply from the anticipation, and soon she felt the cummy tip of Roche’s cock pressing up against her furry slit, finding its way through her fluff and sliding on in. Steady and inevitable, she felt stretched wider and wider, as Roche gradually pushed deeper. When it seemed she could take no more, Roche gently withdrew her and then began to buck rapidly with her body, working the distance she knew Mina could take with fervor.



"Ouhh~!" Mina moaned out, feeling Roche ever accelerate, until her pace seemed almost animalistic and her throbbing length was ramming into Mina’s depths twice each second, and then faster still. Slowly more of Roche was able to push into Mina with each thrust, and Roche seemed to alternate between working herself deeper and rapidly massaging and stretching what of Mina’s pussy she could already claim.



Kicking her legs and flailing her arms widely, Mina was held in place as orgasm assailed her, and she flew into a storm of ecstatic bliss, her body convulsing and twitching as her eyes flicked wildly out at the dark. She could feel the heat of Roche’s abs snug against her back and the fiery pleasure of that convulsing length going further and further into her. Then, Roche howled out a fierce and passionate note, and she pulled Mina’s soft, furry cheeks against her hips and worked them back and forth until her inflated cockball stretched its way into Mina’s sex. "MINE!" Roche howled with satisfaction, and her cum began to pour out into the very depths of Mina’s body with torrential force.



Knotted and held snug, Mina felt a new rush of ecstatic pleasure striking her chaotic thoughts in each moment, and struggled to retain any hold of herself as she was worked over so. Her little body was packed full and used like a cocksleeve by the hyena, who stuffed her as though to breed her, and she felt more and more cum forcing itself right into her cervix and packing her tautly stretched pussy to the brim until it sprayed out back against Roche’s hips.



"Ahahhh… goood mouse," Roche would tell her, and held the scruff of her neck as her other hand pressed into her lower belly. She could feel the quantity of her cum making Mina swell. Slowly, her satisfaction came in earnest, and when it seemed that Mina could truly handle no more, she pulled herself out with a noisy pop. Cum flowed from Mina’s gaping sex, and Roche let her rest on the ground, falling back to sit and gasp as her cock seemed to feebly spew out a last few little squirts before slumping into victorious rest.



Well, Mina was hardly in a state to walk. And yet, her blissfully crazed features made it seem as though it had been worth it to her, and Roche eventually took her up into her arms to see her home. She was pleased to discover that Mina was not truly hurt, having feared she might have gotten a little carried away. She eventually recovered some, finally having a chance to breathe and settle the powerful assortment of feelings within.



"I’m glad it was you who got me," Mina told her sweetly as they walked along, and Roche’s lips curled into a wide grin.



"Well, that’s all you have to fear, little lady. No one’s gonna get you but me," Roche told her with a grin, reaching down to boob Mina’s nose with a claw. "So you better rest up. We’ve got a long season ahead of us," she cooed to her affectionately, and Mina squeaked little giggles, adoring Roche as she was cradled and cuddled away. Her thoughts were cozy and satisfied, and while she still anticipated what Roche might do to her, she no longer had an inkling of fear. If she could handle that, small as she was, she could handle anything, right?
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 She Comes in Dreams



Was she a spirit, a fae, a succubus? Erei hardly ever paid attention to her dreams until noticing a curious pattern; each night a beautiful pixie woman appeared, seeming to want only to satisfy the fiery headed femme’s every whim. Was it a blessing or a curse, to be haunted by this mysterious woman, who somehow held the key to her bliss? Though she struggles to recollect her dream, Erei knows what awaits her in the night, and resolves to find out the truth about these evening visits.
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This story begins in bed. It was in the stories of the night that
 she
 came, gifting carnal visitation to sleeping minds. Erei could not place when these special dreams first began occurring, for she did not remember them then. Only after so many times, so many bizarre, incomprehensible bouts of dream-logic sex, did the dejavu trigger lucidity and let her recollect them in the morning.



There could be no doubt about it. Her nights were being haunted by a manic pixie, a woman like a fae or a goddess, immaterial and ethereal, who could not be deterred from her play. For it seemed a game to her to pull Erei down into the depths of her subconscious, and coax out her innermost desires, before obliterating her with a pleasure for which only she had the key.



Was it a gift? Erei could not even remember her name - though she remembered the spirit-being scolding and reminding her, as though she had done so dozens of times. Being no expert at remembering her dreams, Erei must have frustrated that spectral guest, though she knew not why she was being visited anyway.



She turned over in bed, taking up her journal from her bookshelf at its head. At a glance the text there might have seemed the workings of a maniac, as there were several pages with mantras written repeatedly. Erei blew her fiery bangs from her face and again wrote her intention:
 Tonight I will remember my dream. Tonight I will wake up in my dream. I will become lucid in a dream tonight!
 And, after some consideration, added an additional mantra:
 Tonight I will remember
 HER name.



She laid back then, resting herself and repeating the intention she had written. Her mind strained to remember all that she could of her nightly guest - but as the dream faded so involuntarily from her mind, it was hard for her to concretely place a single detail.
 What color was her hair?
 She did not know, but remembered, as the dream traveler had carried her up from some nightmarish plane, that her hair smelled like butterscotch and cream, and there was something sweet there, unspeakable. Erei meant to remember that too.



When Erei began to fantasize, she caught sight of the woman in her mind's eye, and heard the briefest tones of her voice, teasing, not yet comprehensible, but so very aware of her. She drifted, fluttering up, and often dipping just beyond the black of her eyes to catch a glimpse, so clear and sweet, of she that awaited her just beyond the veil.



Then she was asleep, and slept deeply. She lost herself, and did not recollect herself until early in the morning, during the longer intervals of her dreaming.



She felt afraid. How long had she been wandering in these tunnels? Others crawled along beside her, advancing up a dark and slick slope toward a distant light. She had the sense of there being so much more climbing yet to come, and the feeling that her loved ones were waiting for her. She was immersed in the dream, and suddenly, a great tidal surge of water came from above, blocking out the light and rushing down to sweep every struggling person far down into the depths.



But the torrential waters reached her, and embraced her, carrying her up in comfortable arms. The presence of the water was like a woman, vibrant with living energy, and when Erei looked at her, she saw fractals of detail woven into the torrential waters of her form. She had been pounced on, as though it were fun and play, by what had seemed to her a moment before as impending doom. Now all of that uncomfortable dreamscape was gone, evaporated, and only the elemental other was there with her.


“You-” Erei said, taking in her form, a surge of realization flowing through her. At once she had the intuition that she was dreaming, and brought her fingers to her nose, pinching it shut and closing her mouth, before managing to take in a deep breath all the same. This was her reality check, and it confirmed at once that this was a dream. She looked to the other, and at once remembered her name. “Ukiel!” she nearly screamed with delight.



“You remember this time! You did not remember before you were asleep!” The elemental being cast off her water, splashing Erei with droplets that almost stung. “It’s all coming back to you then?”



Erei beheld Ukiel with a wide grin. “I have to remember what you look like, hold still!” Erei cried to her, as a gust seemed to move them easily about an endless empty space. But Ukiel made it so they were at once face to face, and in utter stillness, with not one other thing to be perceived.



Her hair was white and blue! And there was violet and pink to be seen too, when she turned this way and that. The color shimmered before her eyes, changing ceaselessly, yet always maintaining a candy-pastel palette. Behind her, a rising sun, pink as ros, began to cast that infinite space with a warm glow.



“Look quickly, dreams are so fleeting!” Ukiel said with a noisy giggle, turning herself this way and that, and showing off. She was delightful, filled with energy that shone from within, and sparkling with life. Erei thought she looked like a pixie, for that was her character, and Ukiel freely changed her size and form.



Her eyes could not be placed. Erei could behold their color without any trouble, but its color was a mix of green and purple, woven in the iris with impossible beauty. She could not name the color in which they appeared, and staring there, felt herself falling deeper and deeper into the dream, her wakeful consciousness rising.



“You’re really here, then! I always forget what this is like!” Erei said. “Tell me what to do when I wake, so that I can remember it! Tell me how to always see you in my dreams,” Erei implored her.



Ukiel laughed at her excitedly, grabbing her hands and kicking downward into space with her toes. Her hair shone with shining adornments that looked like gems, but were so brightly behind as to glow like colorful stars, trapped amidst her locks.. “You are doing well! Just keep at it! I’ll be here! We’ve made the connection!” Ukiel giggled at her warmly.



Erei then found herself fully lucid, awake within the dream, and feeling an intense pleasure and euphoria to be there. She beheld the vibrant forming clouds around them, a world that slowly manifested as Ukiel fluttered about. Each time that vivacious being cast her eyes at Erei, she could see the intense amusement, the mischief, the delight. Erei hovered slowly through the air, taking control of her movement now that she remembered her ability to do so.



“Ukiel,” she said, feeling a strange shift as her heightened state of consciousness made her cognizant of this strange circumstance. “I like you very much… we have - already been… engaging, these last nights?”



Again Ukiel laughed at her, and curled her finger, pulling Erei along as she descended through the clouds. Soon, forms ahead of them could be seen in the warm orange mist, like high reaching mountaintops still far below them. “Every night, Erei! We play and play!” she said in a sing-song tone. At once Ukiel threw herself down against a mountain’s peak, crashing into a snowbank there. Erei yelped and followed after her.



Ukiel rose up from the snowpit, now wearing a long icy gown, fabulous and crystalline like silk and diamonds beyond any mortal make. “The role may change day by day~ I’m always thinking up new games!” she sang gleefully. “I’ve been your queen, I’ve been your slave!”



Erei did not know how to respond to her. She tried to keep up as they descended, and suddenly felt the chill of the wind. She too was wearing a wondrous icy gown, but it felt cold against her. Ukiel guided her down to wear a small line of crimson that could be seen amidst the snowy mountainside, and when they neared it, it was seen to the light of a hearth through a crack in a door.



Ukiel opened the door and guided her in, and Erei rushed along, eager to escape the chill. Suddenly, the tiny hole in the mountainside had given way to an enormous golden hall, richly adorned at every wall, with multicolored glass planes illuminating the smoke of incense in the air. The place was alive with magic and adorned with luxury beyond comprehension, with treasures beyond the wealth of earth presented everywhere the eye could rest.



As her eyes passed from treasure to treasure, Erei was suddenly caught off guard as an enormous handly gently grabbed her and lifted her into the air. The feeling which should have been terrifying was strangely familiar, and she turned to see Ukiel in the towering form of a giantess, holding her with a wide grin. “You wonder why I keep coming by!” she sang to her teasingly. “It is because I adore you… such that I would bestow on your all gifts, and delight, every sweetness, every kiss. I would smother you with love,” Ukiel said, chomping her teeth near to Erei before puckering her lips.



Erei swooned her gasp, her mind not able to keep up with the pace of her emotions, as Ukiel spoke so sweetly of her. She had barely an instance to behold the enormous form of her dream lover, but the glance she managed revealed her form in such lustful clarity, for it was as though to uphold her up close. Her icy adornment was melting away by the moment, turning from frosted glass that mimicked silk and diamonds to clear crystal, and finally falling away all together, so that all that remained of the fine conjured clothing was the water now dripping cooly down Ukiel’s enormous naked form. So too did Erei feel her own dress turning to water in the gently squeezing embrace of Ukiel’s digits. The lips of the giantess settled on her face, and she received them in blissful stupor.



“Why of all slumbering mortals do you bestow me with your love - such love as I’ve never known. Where have you come from, bringing love for me? What deed makes me worthy of such a good thing as this?” Erei asked. The emotion she felt then was not one of the waking world, but an elated confusion, desperate in its pleasure. Ukiel seemed then like a goddess to her, a genius of delight, an oneironaut and spirit of bliss.



“Well, it’s like this:” she was again singing, and Erei tuned into her with amusement and delight. “You don’t have to do anything to be worthy of bliss! And the people that bestow it, wouldn’t you know it, get a heck of a kick from doing the trick, and there’s nothing so simple as a kiss!”



Erei could only burst out in laughter toward her, knowing she would get little comprehensible answers that could be returned to waking consciousness. Yet the emotions she felt continued to carry her to a higher state of joy, and realizing that whatever the reason, she was in for a treat, she submitted altogether to what was to come.



“This isn’t just some do-goodery of mine, though,” Ukiel said, speaking normally for a change. “I picked you because you dream the sweetest, and you’re the cutest thing around,” she said playfully, winking at her. Ukiel again drew Erei near to her lips. “You’re my favorite toy,” she told her, staring her down with those violet and green speckled eyes, her platinum hair shining with a myriad of colors. “You’re the most fun!”



Erei would have indeed looked like a doll, small as she was. Her fiery locks made her look almost like a torch, for how they shone in that golden chamber. Ukiel was walking along a carpet of red silk, until she approached a bed, with a pale yellow sheet that had floral patterns woven at its hem. She turned and fell back against it, and the aroma of lemon cream rushed to meet Erei’s nose.



So swiftly had they moved along that Erei found few moments to truly look at Ukiel, and to take her in at a glance was impossible. Now that she had made herself so enormous, the view of her filled Erei’s eyes, and yet still she could not make a precise construction of Ukiel in her mind’s eye. She turned as Ukiel relaxed her hands into a platform for her, and looked down her body, seeing the rise of her sweet and perky breasts, and the softness of her belly. Her legs dangled off bed, gently kicking there.



“The more you look the more you’ll need me,” Ukiel said, warning her with a mischievous tone. “In a dream… one travels swiftly that way,” she said.



Erei felt at once what her giantess companion was speaking of. As she took in the subtleties of Ukiel’s curves, breathing in her sweet candy-like aroma, she felt a potent excitement begin to stir in the very core of her being. She snapped her attention back to Ukiel’s eyes, feeling almost caught in the act. “What is that sweet smell of your body?” she asked, unable to help herself. It was so rich, but unplaceable, with aspects that brought to mind caramel, butterscotch, poundcake, and perhaps even blackberry cream.



Ukiel giggled at her warmly. “It is Nectar. Your favorite taste and smell in this lifetime.”



“I do not know that I have ever had it,” Erei said. To merely speak of tasting that sweetness represented by the aroma Ukiel carried incited a strange wistfulness in Erei. She felt as though in love. It was the most familiar thing, but she had no actual memory of it.



Ukiel again burst out in laughter at her. “You have it every night… you have more of it than you’d imagine,” Ukiel said, blushing warmly as she laughed, though Erei did not altogether comprehend her. “You have already told me all your secrets! Every night you have it all, and have it like it was the first time,” Ukiel said, laughing at her almost ecstatically.



“This is nuts!” Erei said, unable to stop herself from giggling. Ukiel suddenly dropped her, letting her plop down onto her chest, her body coming to rest between the giantess pixie’s breasts.



How strange it was, to be at once overwhelmed by the utter perfection and delight of a woman’s skin. For just to lay against Ukiel’s body felt to Erei as like a paradise beyond worldly attainment. She was warm and soft, and moved under Erei in response to her, subtly, and yet in a way that revealed the clever attentiveness of Ukiel’s action. Slowly, a breath came in, and Ukiel’s chest rose, carrying Erei up easily. Her skin seemed so healthy, and she had faint and tiny freckles that would have been hard to behold were Erei not so close. She looked to either side of herself and saw the looming presence of one of Ukiel’s perfect breasts, extending beyond her chest at least the reach of Erei’s head, as she now stood mere inches tall.



Ukiel’s brightness seemed to grow, until her skin was like the bright lit surface of the moon, and the golden finery of the chamber around them grew blacker and blacker, until only the brightly colored jewels reflected Ukiel’s light, and became themselves like stars in an infinite void. Erei got up and jumped playfully across Ukiel’s naked body, gravitating toward her as they floated together in an endless abyss. Ukiel spun in space, laughing and playing with Erei, and encouraging her to dance about with the sprightly energy that she now felt.



“I wish I could sing like you! There’s no way to say what this feels like!” Erei laughed.



“Go on, sing! All of space is listening,” Ukiel encouraged her. But Erei could not conjure words as easily as she might during the day, and it would have been a challenge even then, to spontaneously pull forth the right words to make her song really emanate correctly. So instead she just sang with her humming, and made a delightful and wondrous tune of joy, until Ukiel’s hand again snatched her swiftly from the air.



“You’re so good!” Ukiel told her. “I love how you love this! What a delight to try, this funny thing which you enjoy,” Ukiel said, laughing warmly. “You have told me all your kinks and desires. You’ve confessed them to me again and again! And I always reward you… because you’re. So. Good.” She brought Erei near to her face again, the warmth of her breath and hands washing over her tiny naked body. Erei took in her face up close, feeling in every moment that the intensity of her love and desire for Ukiel was increasing, She was remembering then that she was already deeply in love for her - and had been for so very long, and yet went about each day unaware of the love that was hers. Erei thought of her loneliness during the day, and felt an immense surge of joy that somehow, the universe had arranged for her to have pleasure and true happiness one-hundredfold greater than she knew. For though she would forget it, it was real in this moment, and she would carry its vitality into every day. She remembered then that a few years ago she had begun to wake with much more energy and heightened spirits.



“Ukiel! Just how many times have we done all this?” Erei asked, sounding baffled.



Again, Ukiel could only laugh, almost uncontrollably. She brought Erei again to her lips and kissed her deeply, surprising her and overwhelming her confusion with sheer delight.



“You wouldn’t believe me!” Ukiel told her amidst her fits of giggles, but then immediately went on to say, “One duodecillion five-hundred and sixty duononillion…” and continued like that, losing Erei and going on and on until at last she finished with “...sixty nine thousand four hundred and twenty! That’s how many times we’ve fallen in love in all these dreams and all these lives! And it never gets old.”



Erei had no clue what to say, and just closed her eyes and beamed a wide grin, lost in a tidal surge of bliss within. “Kiss me again you crazy lady!” she begged, and again, Ukiel pulled her into a kiss. They spun together, in space, sharing spit and tongues, and phased through space and time, taking a hundred different forms. Ukiel was wrapped up in her arms in a battlefield, then spitting out water to behold Ukiel as a lifeguard having just saved her life. In another instant, they were the bride and groom of a royal wedding, kissing as thousands of blessed citizens cheered. They kissed across the ages, they kissed as rivals, friends, strangers, and lovers.



Erei saw then that Ukiel always came to her, that their dance of delight spanned back eternally and would continue longer yet. But in this life, Ukiel came to her in dreams. Here they faced no limits, but Erei would have to spend her waking hours alone.



Finding herself back in the arms of a giantess, Erei felt an urgent rush of desire, a passion and lust that knew no reservation or barrier. She recognized this coming pleasure by its signs, and ran to it. “Oh Ukiel!~ You know just what to do!” she said, laughing ecstatically. “I’m just little me but you’ve got the magic this time! You’ve got the magic, indeed!” Erei said, almost tearing up from giddy delight.



“I’ll work my magic on you!” Ukiel promised, her eyes focused in on Erei’s bliss-stricken face with an almost predatory confidence, ready to do what she did best. She slowly brought her tiny lover to her breast, and pressed her there, letting Erei’s cute face press against the immense presence of her soft tit. She knew just how to tease Erei, exciting her with the abundance of her body, and letting her soak in her aroma and warmth. Erei gasped with excitement as Ukiel rubbed her against herself, feeling the giantess’ teat pressing into her belly. From so near to her, Erei could behold the goosebumps arranged on Ukiel’s glowing pale skin, and hear the dull thud of her heart through the deep softness of her chest.



Erei always felt this desire, though she couldn’t place its origin. To be loved by a woman of impossible size was a true fixation in her head. Ukiel’s every action was inciting a growing lust in her, and sending her thoughts into worlds of kink and unbridaled passioned sex. When it was presented, Erei stuffed her face into Ukiel’s teat, sucking its crown and licking her. That petite and pink cap looked small compared to Ukiel’s breasts, though both were comparatively enormous in Erei’s sight. The taste of nectar met Erei’s tongue, and she sucked the giantess’ teat needfully, drawing in her sweetness with frantic motions of her lips and tongue.



“You do a great job at that… many nights I have kept you in my panties or bra, and let you pleasure me through all manner of adventure,” Ukiel toward her. She set Erei’s tiny body in the middle of her chest and pressed her breasts in together, smothering her dream-girlfriend in the engulfing presence of her tits. Erei disappeared altogether from sight under them, held snugly in place as Ukiel floated peacefully. She worked her breasts up and down, grinding Erei in their softness. The ecstatic bliss of her partner radiated as a tangible energy within the dream, echoing back more pleasure for them both. “You’re always so eager to serve! I know just what turns you on,” Ukiel told her. She released her breasts, and let Erei float in space beside her, drifting away from her body.



“Always during the day I am craving you, and I had no idea!” Erei said, her voice full of wonderment.



Ukiel grinned at her startlingly, her stare intent and keen. “Oh I crave you too~” she told her, and drew in near, opening her mouth wide as she prepared to catch Erei out of space. Erei only had a moment to gasp before Ukiel’s lips engulfed her. She’d been swallowed up like a fish in water, and felt herself suddenly wrapped in the softness of Ukiel’s mouth.



Erei squealed as she was made to hold to Ukiel’s tongue, feeling as though any moment she might slip down the giantess’ throat. It was dark in there, but thanks to her lover’s luminosity she could see her swallowing, spittle pouring into her mouth as she apparently enjoyed the flavor of her little snack of a lover. Ukiel moaned out with delight as though enjoying the most satisfying meal, and began to swallow, slowly working Erei further down until she slid altogether down her throat. “You’re
 so
 good,” Ukiel said softly, her voice emanating from all around Erei in deep and muffled tones.



Erei slid naked and helpless down the warm soft passageway of Ukiel’s throat. She felt an indescribable pleasure at having been consumed, as the warmth and dim of her surroundings seemed to close in on her. Suddenly she was beyond Ukiel’s throat, and dumped onto a slick tile floor. She opened her eyes with surprise, and discovered herself beside a luxury pool. She squinted at the brightness of a midday sun above her. She was at a mansion, and beyond the property she saw far reaching fields of herbs and flowers, and hemp that reached meters tall.



“So nice of you to drop in,” Ukiel’s voice teased her from nearby. Erei snapped her attention to her, having to take a moment and refocus her senses as the dream seemed altogether out of control. Now her beloved was reclining in a sunchair beside the pool, a small laptop posed on a pull-out desk before her.



“I’m caught up right in the current of you! Slow down and let me get a sense of things,” Erei said, grinning widely as she walked over. They were in swim-wear now, each having a two-piece with fine lace silk and frills, and a transparency to the cloth. Ukiel’s was violet and Erei’s orange and gold.



Ukiel laughed at her again. “Don’t worry, you aren’t going anywhere,” she told her. “Until we’ve done our work…” Ukiel’s tone was suggestive and teasing, though her implication was not made clear.



“Work?” Erei asked, walking over to her. She admired the glowing form of her bikini-clad lover in the sun, still unable to believe Ukiel was really there, albeit in this dream world.



“Yes that’s right… I must do my work on the laptop. I am making you a special gift. And you,” Ukiel began, slowly uncrossing her legs to reveal her violet lace panties, “also have a job to do.” Erei’s eyes grew wide as she looked down over Ukiel’s body. Between her immaculate and soft thighs there was a bulging presence, pushing up from within her violet panties. At once she realized how Ukiel had altered her form, and felt a surge of desire so intense that she lost all control of herself. Erei fell to her knees, crawling up before the sunchair to get nearer to Ukiel’s body.



“I’ll leave you alone with your favorite treat… I know how you love the taste. You can lick and lick as long as you’d like,” Ukiel told her, running her finger gently along her bulge, pressing there against the arcing presence of her cock, which strained against that thin fabric.



Erei set her hands on Ukiel’s thighs, feeling that perfect softness under her fingers. She squeezed her there, and then moved her legs to part them further, leaning in close to Ukiel’s groin. Again that irresistible aroma greeted her, and she felt herself craving Ukiel’s body like a drug. The dream was stable, and there was nothing to stop Erei from delving fully into her pleasure. Ukiel had let the laptop sit before them, and the thought of pleasuring her as she went about her regular activities and tasks filled Erei with delight. More memories came to her, of the fantasy lives they had created together in these spaces, and all the ways they enjoyed them together.



She hooked her finger under the hem of Ukiel’s panties and pulled them down, tugging them until the manic pixie’s cock finally flopped free, bouncing up gently toward Erei in greeting. It was the most perfect and delicious looking penis Erei had ever seen, effeminate, delightful smelling, and rather sizeable. A tiny and perfectly groomed tuft of platinum blue hair adorned Ukiel’s mound, and above that, her belly and breasts were presented, lax and perfect.



Ukiel held a smug grin, the laptop’s screen visible only to her, yet known to the dream, showed her recording Erei’s act, with a front facing camera to retrieve Ukiel’s response, in all its quality. It may have seemed strange, but the context of the dream heightened Erei’s arousal immensely, and she immersed into the conjured role, beginning to suck Ukiel’s cock with absolute enjoyment.



She let her lips meet it, kiss it, and taste the dollop of nectar that was coaxed, so easily, from the tip of her cock. Erei parted her lips, breathing in the sweetness of nectar and blueberry cream, and other things she could not place. Ukiel’s body radiated warmth and aromas that soothed like incense. Her energy was ablaze within, her pleasure was a hearth. Erei drooled to feel and taste the warmth of Ukiel’s length as it slid gently back and forth in her mouth, greeting her slurping tongue and drizzling a steady flow of that sweet release she so desired.



The slow adjustment of Ukiel’s hips worked her shaft forward, passing it an inch further beyond Erei’s lips, and teasing her with yet more of that delicious taste. Erei’s tongue moved as though locked in a kiss, teasing Ukiel's cockhead and lolling along under the front of the shaft. Her lips squeezed Ukiel, feeling the beat of her heart through her throbbing cock. Ukiel was teasing herself, giggling as she watched the footage of Erei’s work, seeing all the pleasure in her eyes. Her fingers gently stroked her own teat, coaxing it to harden as she flexed her firming cock in Erei’s mouth. She bounced her hips upward, letting Erei take her cock deeper and deeper, until finally Erei was able to kiss her croin, and hold the entirety of her length in her mouth and throat.



Ukiel took Erei’s head of hair in her hands, gripping her fiery locks. Erei’s freckled features were disheveled with pleasure, her eyes moving up to behold the length of Ukiel’s body as her mouth and throat was filled with cock. Ukiel pressed her down firmly against herself, extending into the deepest reaches of her throat and convulsing there. Her cock erupted with a flow of liquid nectar, obliterating Erei’s senses with sheer pleasure. This taste was the manifestation of the greatest pleasure she could obtain in this world, and she drank it down from the place of utmost intimacy and pleasure on her partner, sharing in perfect bliss. Ukiel had came fast and she continued to come, hard, giving much to Erei to drink. Her cock throbbed as each pulse of the thick white cream traversed the length of her cock only to be jettisoned deep into Erei’s eager throat. The moment seemed to last an eternity, until Erei’s stomach felt full, and her mind was sweltering, almost sick, from the sustained bliss coursing through it. She groaned and breathed through her nose as able, working Ukiel’s cock fiercely under her lips. She pinched its base between them and pulled upward until that final bit of cum in her urethra was wrung out to drizzle from her tip, filling Erei’s mouth with an additional taste.



“Good girl… didn’t spill a drop,” Ukiel praised her, allowing Erei to pull back slightly from her cock and have a proper breath. Erei felt euphoric, her every sense awash with tingling bliss. She felt a fullness and warmth that had a deeply restorative quality, as though her innermost self was being fueled.



“I’ve got another treat for you,” Ukiel told her. “You’re still thirsty, aren’t you?” she asked, laughing elatedly. She suddenly wrapped her thighs around Erei’s head, and tucked her in close to her crotch, pushing her softening cock deeply down Erei’s throat again. She slowly constricted her thighs, smothering Erei between the softness of her thighs and the warmth of her groin, with her entire cock sheathed snugly in the warmth of Erei’s mouth.
 [If you don’t like watersports, skip a page.]



Erei’s eyes widened as she realized what Ukiel meant. In one instant she felt the rush of desire for what was to come, realizing her need for it almost instantaneously, as she knew that Ukiel had no doubt already extracted it from her in many previous dreams. She had never explored this desire, but the thought that Ukiel might relieve her delicious piss-nectar into her sent her overboard with lust, and her eyes rolled back as she felt Ukiel relax herself. A moment later, a rush of hot and delicious piss flowed freely from Ukiel’s cock, pouring down Erei’s mouth. She gulped as though dying of thirst, drinking down mouthful after mouthful despite the present fullness of her stomach. She could not get enough of that divine flavor, which seemed to change in every moment while maintaining a blissful character beyond any other taste. To drink of Ukiel was purifying and refreshing; Erei felt no dirtiness.



Ukiel let out a long lasting sigh of bliss and relief, emptying her lungs, seeping down into the sunchair, and otherwise displaying her pleasure and relaxation in all bodily ways. Finally the stream dwindled and then ceased, with a few final spurts escaping Ukiel as she dwindled down, and coating the back of Erei’s throat a few final times. Only then did Ukiel relax the grip of her thighs and allow Erei to slide back and remove her mouth from that softening cock. She groaned and licked Ukiel’s shaft clean, slurping up all that was left.



“Wow! You did
 wonderfully,
 ” Ukiel said, slapping her hands onto Erei’s cheeks and squeezing her face with delight. She stared intently at her eyes, and began to glow with magic within the dream. “I think I know one more game that we can play,” she said, shrinking Erei again. Erei found herself growing smaller and smaller until she was easily held between Ukiel’s hands, her body reduced to the width of Ukiel’s arm. She would have only reached two feet in height if she stood then, though her proportions were the same. She relaxed herself in Ukiel’s holding, staring at her dreamily.



“We’re not done yet, my love… no time to rest,” Ukiel said with a hearty chuckle. “Though no time is needed, either…” she mused humorously. Already, her now immense-seeming cock was beginning to rise, its drenched head nudging up between Erei’s legs.



“Oh wow - you’re so huge!” Erei gasped, feeling Ukiel’s cock pressing up against her with formidable strength. It was an impossible fit, and yet Ukiel guided her down onto it, coaxing her legs to part as she worked Erei back and forth against the very tip of her cock. Slowly, it began to slide into her, sending thundering waves of pleasure through her as she felt herself being stretched beyond her limits. There was no discomfort, only overwhelming bliss as more and more of Ukiel’s cock entered into her, delving beyond reason to fill her entire body and consume her every thought in ecstatic pleasure.



“You think I would forget your favorite part? If only you could remember how many times you’ve been a living condom to me. You were made to be my cocksleeve, you know.” Ukiel told her matter-of-factly, groaning as she slowly pulled Erei down over herself, until her immense cock was sheathed in the woman who did not seem much more massive than the length itself. Erei caught sight of the bliss stricken features of the goddess looming above her, seeing her gnaw on her lip as she slowly worked her hips back and forth, fucking Erei like a toy. Her immense cock moved easily thanks to her strength, passing wholly into Erei over and over again, as her entire body seemed to loosen and become like a fleshlight for her beloved. Soon Ukiel was going faster and faster, and Erei felt herself growing smaller, the massive presence within increasing in size and force with every passing moment. The pleasure was more than she could withstand, and she spasmed in orgasmic bliss, cumming the bed as she slept and dreamt.



Ukiel released her seed again, bursting forth into Erei’s depths with torrential pressure and speed. At once the sense of utter fullness that Erei felt was redoubled, and redoubled again, as she felt herself stretching out from within due to the immensity of the dream-cum being pumped inside of her. Her every sense and nerve was afire with pleasure, her mind overwhelmed and moved far beyond the world of reason. Ukiel screamed out her bliss and continued to cum, her cock throbbing within Erei until it rested in an ocean of cum, and Erei had been ballooned out to impossible proportion.



The last thing she recalled of the dream was Ukiel gasping out a final ‘ah!’ of delight and surprise as the ends of her orgasm coursed through her, and then Erei was sent rushing toward the waking world, pulled from the wet-dream in an instant by the chiming of an alarm.



“Ukiel!” she screamed orgasmically, likely waking half of her apartment complex.



She lay there gasping in her bed, feeling drenched in her panties. She was worn out as though she had been exercising fiercely, and her blanket had been bunched up and hurled across her room.



Her name was Ukiel,
 Erei thought to herself. She strained to remember as much as she could. A surge of elation moved through her as she found much of the dream well recollectable, realizing that this beloved presence that so often visited her was truly there to stay, and would bless her evenings for long to come. She felt herself forgetting some of the specifics of what they had done, but she figured it was all the same. Next time those delights would be just as surprising as ever.



Erei rose easily and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. Strangely, the top notification read ‘Downloaded Video from the Cloud [Complete].’ She tapped it, and saw at once, to her shock and astoundment, that it was the video taken from Ukiel’s laptop within the dream, complete with the view of Ukiel during the entire act, and all the signs of pleasure she gave. Finally Erei could behold her in waking life and commit her look truly to memory, and she laughed like a madwoman, unable to make sense of it all.
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 Bunny Packed







Mila is a mouse-anthro living in a city of furries and scalies that largely dominate her in height. She’s all too used to bunnies and dogs looming over her or booping her tiny snout, though she does like the attention of taller women. She soon draws the eye of two big rabbit gals who want to do more than just pet and cuddle her. After working up a sweat, the larger and much more athletic rabbits decide to see if Mila would make a good pet, and share her between them. Testing their toy, they treat Mila to a forceful spit-roast, and then
 fanny-pack
 her for further adventures.
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The sun was already setting as Mila got into the park, the cool breeze appreciated against her warm white fur. She was a small and soft mouse-anthro with big cute ears and eyes, and a pretty short-stack form that was a bit bottom-heavy. Soon she’d worked up quite a sweat, making surprisingly fast pace despite her short legs. Around here, Mila stood less than half the height of most, as without the reach of her ears, she was under two feet tall. Others in the park ranged from the common hare to much larger wolves. Mila gasped when a cougar jogged over her, standing well over ten feet in height.



There was plenty of space out here, but still, her instincts made her conscious of the bustle. Nature called to them all, the park was well used day and night, but Mila found few opportunities to escape the monotony of her work in the city.



She pushed her little legs hard, a poof of sweaty fur bouncing at her cleavage. Her little ears flopped humorously as she strained to cover the ground others could grace in stride, and yet, she was admirable in a sense, for displaying such intensity and energy despite her lacking means. Mila was known for holding herself high and not turning to jitters when loomed over by the larger furries and scalies that called this city home. They still made her nervous sometimes with their strength, and one had to take care not to get trod on, but she enjoyed having larger women around to look up to.



“Aw, look,” a voice said behind her on the trail. Her ears perked up, hearing it from far off, along with the two pairs of heavy footsteps that closed the distance toward her.



“So cute,” The other voice answered, quiet enough that they must have been sure Mila couldn’t hear them. She felt herself blush and kept her pace, feeling that the joggers behind her would soon overtake her on the trail, and she could resume focus. They slowly did get neared, the beat of their steps rising as Mila felt she could feel two sets of eyes upon her. When they seemed just behind her, she slowly slightly, turning to her side.



On either side of her, the two joggers pulled up into her space, and slowed to match her tiny legs. “Hello~! Mouse.” The left said to her, making Mila look up with surprised at having been addressed racially. “Push it, little lady!”



Looking between them swiftly, Mila saw they were both bunnies, both standing over five feet tall and so more than double her height. They jogged so close she felt she had to dodge the swift forward movements of their legs. “Very funny… yes, thanks!” she said, first showing a flicker of uncertain annoyance but then grinning widely to them, and redoubling her efforts some with their encouragement. “Can’t keep up with you girls though!” Mila admitted amiably.



“I’m Lopa,” the one on the left said. She had darker brown hair and was slightly buffer, as well as taller, but otherwise looked much like her companion.



“I’m Sunni!” the blonde one said gleefully. Her hair matched the pale yellow white of their bodies. Mila saw that their bellies and thighs had soft white fur while at their arms and sides longer fur grew more in order, looking sleek and wet from sweat. “Don’t worry mousey, we’ll carry you,” she promised with a playful snicker.



“Sounds nice about now…” Mila admitted. Some would have been embarrassed at the remark, but Mila had embraced her smallness and didn’t mind being held or carried one bit, though she hardly yet knew what to make of these two. “You’re quite a pair!” she decided, grinning.



They kept her running at a fast pace, but Mila couldn’t hold it forever. She started to slow, and Lopa came out and ran backward in front of her, giving encouragement Mila tried her hardest but she was only willing to be pushed so far. “Guess I could use some trainers,” she snickered under her breath. “You two would be good at it…”



“Well it’s cute seeing a mouse get all worked up,” Lopa told her playfully. “Maybe we can offer some more incentive for you,” she said, and as Mila was slowing to a piteous jog, she slowly walked back in front of her, and displayed her body as though the carrot on the stick. Mila felt shocked by the words and stared at her with wide eyes, trying to understand Lupa - or even the two of them, were coming on to her, or just teasing. Her eyes fell on Lopa’s well defined abs and her thick, sweaty thighs, and then the black bottom she wore, covering no more than panties, while Sunni had least had shorts. But both of them, Mila quickly noticed, had prominent bulges at their groin, as whether they intended or not they displayed their sex at Mila’s eye level. Seeing her eyes, they were as conscious of it as she was.



Mila stopped and huffed and groaned, buckling over and using her exhaustion to create mental space and think. Already the two bunnies were looming over her, and she felt she could hardly look up at them, without her eyes confessing embarrassing lust, as her vision was filled with their athletic forms.



“Hey that was pretty good!” Sunni encouraged, and reached down to pet Mila’s head. She actually scritched her and then sort of hoisted her head up by the scruff, running her hand through Mila’s sweaty fur and also holding her upright between them. The two rabbits enclosed on her, both standing just inches in front or behind of her, and she felt herself surrounded by their thighs, having to crane her neck up far to see the grinning bunny women fawning on her from above. “Should we reward her?”



Mila huffed and gnawed her little lip, her big eyes trailing over Lupa’s body. She couldn’t hide her interest in what they were doing and they seemed to require her to say little, already set on their intent. She felt a flush of excitement and also nervousness coming through her as they seemed to control her with such ease, and now, there was no one on the trail beside them, and the trees around seemed serene. Lupa looked at her and then to a little bench along the side of the trail. “Well we all deserve a moment’s rest,” Lupa decided. She stooped low and picked Mila up, hugging her to her chest and carrying her easily over to the bench. She felt Sunni’s hand petting her and ruffling the fur at her back, above her tank-top, and then the tree of them sat down on the bench, with Mila enclosed on either side.



“You bunnies are funny,” Mila said smally, her body hot against the breeze. They snuggled up against her and closed her against their furry bodies, reaching with their arms to embrace and draw the mouse woman closely between themselves. She was now very conscious of the big bulge in either of the rabbit’s laps, where she could have easily reached them. She felt a compulsive urge to boop at those little swells.



“Yeah?” Lopa inquired at her sweetly. “Would you like to see what fun
 we
 get into?” she asked pointedly, her hand wrapping gently around Mila’s little head, and holding her firm and gentle.



Mila could only let out a little apprehensive squeal. She did want to know. In fact she wanted to feel exactly how these two women would use her. She felt beside herself with lust, taken so easily by their domineering confidence that had stripped her of reservations and made her feel like a pathetic and horny creature. She bobbed her little head and that was all they needed. Lopa’s mouth curled with a grin as she looked between Sunni and Mila. “Good…” she purred softly, and then pushed Mila’s face down into her lap. Holding her with both hands, she thrust and rubbed her bulge right into Mila’s fluffy face, grinding her features against the sweaty mound as it swiftly began to harden and push up into her.



Mila felt a rush, and even the urge to squirm or protest, as she was held down snug in the larger woman’s lap, and rubbed quite unceremoniously against her junk. Her senses were filled by that warmth and the musky aroma that rose through the tight fabric of Lopa’s bottoms. Mila could feel her swelling and tensing against her little fluffy face, and had to turn her face to the side to take a proper breath. That smell! As Lopa gradually forced her face down again, she breathed in deep, drinking of it directly from Lopa’s groin. It sent a rush of euphoria through her that hit stronger than nicotine, but only invoked more craving with its pleasure. She could only whimper needfully as Lopa bounced her face against her half-hardened bulge, watching the mouse woman’s tail swishing in little jerks.



“She loves it!~” Sunni cooed happily. Her hands set around Mila’s hips and tugged down her shorts, easily pulling the little garment off as Lopa kept her smothered. “Wow~ Look at her cute little ass~ so big on her!” she said with adoration, her hand sliding up between Mila’s thighs to sink into the soft fluff guarding her pussy. She could have filled her well with just a finger or two, but gently pet up between her legs and stroked her thighs. Mila’s finally gave out a high pitched moan as she felt her senses overtaken, the aroma kindling her desire beyond what she could contend with.



“This little mouse is a musk addict already… I think we’ll have her begging to be on our cocks,” Lopa said with a purr, hoisting Mila up enough that she could breath. She looked fucked-silly already, spit drizzling from her open maw and her nose glowing bright blushy red. “It’s nice playing in the city, with little fluffy cocksleeves to breed,” she growled with satisfaction. Lopa hooked her thumb under the tented waistline of her panties and pulled them down until her hot, peachy cock flopped free. She didn’t have to pull Mila in, as the horny mouse pressed her face against that throbbing length took multiple sharp lungfuls of air, her breath squeaky as she grew in her excitement. She looked between Lopa and her cock as though asking for permission, unable to form a word in that moment. “Go ahead… silly mouse.”



Lopa was really quite impressed with her, and Sunni was having her own fun. She groped rubbed at Mila’s soft wide butt, and stroked her tail, offering pleasurable scratches to her lower back too. Mila soon lifted her snout to the tip of Lopa’s cock and planted a kiss on the underside of its head, through the skin of her sheath.



“What a good worshiper~ She is not all moans and begging,” Sunni remarked. “We should keep her…”



“Oh~ but they are more fun wild,” Lopa would retort, her cock twitching as her tip flexed and bulged. Mila parted her lips as wide as she could, barely managing to swallow up part of it within. Her tiny tongue played about Lopa’s cumslit and tasted that heavy and musky first bit of her release, feeling it smear the inside of her mouth. The bunny’s cum was thick and the sensation of it falling onto her tongue as she squeezed that huge soft cock between her lips made her twitch and buck with excitement. “Look at her go,” Lopa said with a soft chortle, her hands supporting her head as the tinier humanoid strained to push her cock further into her mouth.



Sunni’s hands again pushed up under Mila and found her wetness under the soft fluff of her groin. Her fingers slid deeply inside of the smaller woman, making her moan around Lopa’s cock. “She’s so sweet for us~ and a cute little fat pussy too. Hope you’re ready little mouse~ We’re gonna stretch you out,” she said with a heated laugh. Lopa lowered her hands as Mila moaned and squirmed, and pressed down casually, her strength easily allowing her to force her huge cock up into Mila’s mouth, and then around the bend of her throat. She groaned and gagged with wide eyes, watching as more and more of Lopa’s enormous length found a way to slide into her, until her face was nestled tight in the bunny’s groin. She felt her huge cock pressed snug against the entirety of her throat and couldn’t breathe at all, but her sense of taste was overwhelmed by the powerful virile flavor of the rabbit's breeding stick, making her moan in submission and crave more despite the strain.



Lopa enjoyed the sight of her so fully sheathed like so, her fluffy body pinned between them as Sunni pressed in with her hands, and helped her friend to grind and work herself deep in the smaller woman’s throat. She bucked and humped up against her face, but eventually pulled her back by her ears, until that huge cock was tugged free from her muzzle with a pop. “Lift her up,” Lopa instructed, and the two of them rose easily from the bench. Lopa put both of Mila’s ears into her hand and squeezed them together in a firm hold, while Sunni held Mila around the middle, positioned behind her hips.



Sunni laughed as she got her cock to flop onto Mila’s back, and Lopa began to push herself down Mila’s mouth again, as she dangled suspended between them. “We could almost meet in the middle,” she remarked, seeing how tiny the mouse anthro looked between them.



“She’s so perfect… try not to break her, okay?” Lopa instructed. Having a willing pet this cute was too good of a treat to waste or scare away. The feeling of her soft mouth and then throat slipping over Lopa’s cock felt wonderfully natural, as she seemed able to stretch just enough to manage it, and gripped the entirety of the throbbing length with the hot and slick passage down to her belly.



“You’re the one that’s too rough!” Sunni insisted. But without wasting a moment, she directed her own massive bunnycock up against Mila’s fluffy pussy, and bucked her hips firmly to sink at once into her hot waiting depths. “She’s too tight!” Sunni moaned, and carelessly rocked her hips back and forth, stretching and massaging Mila wide to bear more and more of her thrust each time.



Overwhelmed by their might and the powerful orgasmic sensations already assailing her, Mila could only moan, and moaned her pleas for more incoherently, though Lopa and Sunni abided her all the same. They pushed in against each other’s stretch until Mila was held up upon their cocks, suspended in mind-breaking bliss and pummeled as either bunny worked forward, hardly needing to hold her up.



“Oh fuck, there we go,” Sunni said, falling into a rhythm. She pushed forward until her cock pushed all the way into Mila just as Lopa withdrew most the way from her throat, and then pulled back as Lopa slammed in from the other side. Mila was like a living sex toy between them that they could grind and work against for their own bliss, and Lopa and Sunni stared into each other’s eyes, grinning and growling and howling little moans out into the wood around them.



“She’s strong,” Lopa groaned, burying Mila’s face against her groin, and holding her there as Sunni continued to ram at a faster and faster pace. She could see their toy was already about to cum, and kept her suffocated deep-throating her cock as that orgasmic bliss rose up to strike her. “Prepare to get bunny-bred cute mouse.”



Lopa kept increasing her pace, falling into a smooth rhythm that made use of half of Mila’s body in swift and powerful thrusts, falling back and forth twice in a second and then faster. Mila squirted around the fast shifting fuckmeat that was thrusting into her, the sweet mouse cum spilling and spraying in spurts. Lopa stuck her tongue out and drank in the crazed look of Mila’s face as she gagged and convulsed, orgasm obliterating all thought from her tiny head long enough for her to nearly pass out. Eventually her needful squeak reached Lopa’s ear and she pulled back slowly, pulling her throbbing cock from Mila’s lips. Spittle and cum trailed between Mila’s snout and the whole of Lopa’s bronzey cock, and she spilled out a tiny squirt of cum onto the white fur of Mila’s face and her little pink nose.



“UgnN!” Mila moaned, her tiny voice rising to yell. “It’s so goood…!” She seemed as though she could hardly take the intensity of the stimulation coursing through her but begged for more all the same. She whimpered and panted and opened her mouth wide, staring down Lopa’s cock, which throbbed so huge that she couldn’t believe she had managed to get it inside at all. Sunni slowed her pace just enough to delay her own relief, enjoying the way their toy came and squirmed between them. “Uhn… Uhnnhn..” Mila moaned as Lopa slowly withdrew from her. “Did… you cum?” She asked.



They both laughed at her loudly, and slowly turned her about to face up. Sunni cradled her hands under Mila’s ass and spread her legs wide before herself, her heavy cock resting against the soft white fur of Mila’s tummy. “You’ll KNOW it when we cum,” Lopa teased her. “I’m close… so brace yourself, pet,” she told her firmly, the warning seeming sincere.



Lopa’s cockhead was brought to Mila’s lips again, and wrestled against her lips, and then forced up into her mouth to pin her snug tight against the bottom of her mouth. Lopa let her cockhead drizzle more cum onto Mila’s lips and press against her cheeks from within, giggling as Mila gagged and struggled with the size of her. She reached out to Sunni with both hands, and they interlocked fingers. Slowly, each bunny drew their hips back slightly, keeping just their tips pushed up snug into Mila. “Here we go!” Sunni exclaimed excitedly.



Both forms fell together, their cocks pushing through Mila and stretching her down to her cock. She was filled from one end to the other until the huge throbbing lengths met in the middle, her entire body stretched to serve for their bliss. The intensity sent her crashing against a torrential wall or orgasmic bliss, and held her there unrelentingly. Lopa and Sunni pulled back and fell forward again, the powerful ecstasy crashing through Mila like a lightning bolt and leaving her senses obliterated.



Even as their living cock-sleeve was swooning in orgasmic bliss, they fell into a faster pace, slamming her throat and tiny pussy in unison. Their bodies seemed to draw closer together as Mila was increasingly squeezed and bent up by the force of their powerful thrusts, her back arching and her belly rising between them. Finally Lopa moaned a deep and loud note of satisfaction, and slid herself with gentle finality down Mila’s throat all the way, so that her hot ropes of cum poured out freely into the mouse’s waiting belly.



“Fuck yes baby~!” Sunni accelerated further, and worked Mila over with an intensity the mouse woman had never felt, causing her vision of Nopa’s groin to go blurry and starred, as her senses seemed to yell out deafeningly with blissful joy, far overpowering the non-negligible discomfort. Then she froze up suddenly and groaned sharply, and a massive burst of cum exploded from her cock into Mila’s depths, packing into her with such rapid intensity that Mila felt stretched from within. “YAA!” she hollered, shifting Mila’s thighs up and down as her cock bucked and sprayed an immense virile load into Mila’s cervix.



Both bunnies packed Mila so full that their excessive release sprayed out from around their cocks, and they kept her held firm to the base of their lengths, watching her stomach visibly fill and then distend as those last huge throbs of cum were pushed out into her ballooning form. Luckily they were only bunnies, as an anthro wolf or lioness could have destroyed the horny little woman. All the same their lustful passion left them to trust Mila could bear it, and they didn’t stop until their toy had taken all they had to give.



Only when Mila began to groan with desperation did Lopa slowly pull her cock back, still spilling thick ropes of cum into Mila’s mouth as it departed, her tightly stretched lips wringing out the bunny’s channel for yet more release. The cock popped free and bounced joyously, spewing more spurts of cream onto Mila’s gasping, moaning face. “What a treat…” Lopa said lowly as they both withdrew. Neither bothered to hold Mila up but for with their cocks, and so when they pulled back, her cum stuffed form fell to the trail beneath them, and she landed with a little squawk and a groan.



Mila slowly returned to a more manageable state, though her entire body was yelling with post-orgasmic bliss and strain. She felt she could hardly rise; this was exactly how she wanted to be used. As Lopa and Sunni loomed over her and stroked off the rest of their cum onto her limp body, she knew they weren’t done with her. Despite having been nearly destroyed by the bliss they invoked upon her body, the last thing she wanted was for them to abandon her. She crawled up meekly and kissed Lopa’s paws, struggling to rise to her knees. She took a moment to plant a warm kiss on the dangling tip of both Sunni and Lopa’s cocks.



“I can’t believe she’s still kickin’,” Lopa said with a hearty giggle. “The last one had to go to the vet,” she snickered, seeming to tease. Sunni pulled her shorts back on, tucking her still half-erect cock snugly down into them. She began to do some stretches, as filled with energy as ever. Mila felt a moment’s apprehension as she thought they might go jogging off again.



“A little much, mouse?” Lopa asked her, petting her head affectionately. “We said we’d carry you,” she reminded.



Mila huffed and moaned, touching her pussy through her soaked fur as she continued to lick and kiss at Lopa’s length. “I might need that now… you can carry me home~” she offered sweetly, feeling an intense amorous desire to be kept and owned by the bunnies as long as they wanted her.



“I’ll do that. But don’t expect a free ride,” Lopa told her, her lips curling into a wide grin. “Here’s what we’re doing for the rest,” she said, and then, stooped down to pick Mila up. She turned her away from herself, and held her against her chest snug with one arm.



Sunni laughed at them. “Oh gosh~ Get her,” she encouraged. Mila huffed with wide eyes as she wondered what was next, only to see Lopa’s massive cock pointed up between the soft white fur of her thighs. Lopa grabbed Mila’s legs one at atime and tucked them down into her shorts, through her own leg-holes, and then she pulled her tank-top snug over Mila’s head, and left her face buried between her fluffy tits.



“Finally a perfect fit!” Lopa declared with absolute glee. She put the fingers of both her hands on either of Mila’s labia and pushed up with her cock, stretching her wide to take the length far up inside of her pussy again. At this angle it forced against her belly from within and sent shocking waves of bliss through her with Lopa’s every twitch. Then the bunny had her, and took her hands away casually, turning some and then experimentally jogging over to Sunni. Each fall of her feet sent her cock thrusting up into Mila as she was bound to the bunny’s undercarriage, fanny-packed to be fucked and used casually as she ran through the park. “She feels great! Will make these next few miles go by like a breeze,” Lopa laughed, and began to jog fast down the trail into the deeper section of the woods, Mila’s moaning voice echoing loudly through the trees.



“I get to use her on the way back!” Sunni demanded, chasing after.
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