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    A sleeping giantess is a sizable problem for the peaceful village at lake Ganse. She may not be a man-eater, but has sent the local farmers into hysterics, helping herself to a cart of melons and vegetables too. Far from the might of their liege lord, the elders put their trust in Esquire Semes Demada, who has always proven capable in the face of seemingly impossible tasks. 
 
    This giantess is unlike any Semes has known. She soon proves to be more of a disruption than a danger, and potentially even a sizable boon for Semes and her village. She is a druid of the unknown west, with power and wisdom enough to entice. 
 
    Can she do her duty, or will she be tempted by giantess booty? Semes wrestles with the urge to fall like a barbarian and worship. This Mosa has got to move, but she seems intent on having her fun first. The determined esquire won’t let thirty feet of height difference get in the way of her glory. 
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    “Ravenous! Beastly!” the farmer hollered, swooning dramatically back against his pillaged cart of veggies. Caban’s hands rose feebly, clinging to shreds of lettuce and melon-shells. “She scarfed my trolley, everything bigger than a grape. All down her gaping maw!”  he exclaimed, extending his hands wide with a wild stare. 
 
    “Did she wear armor? How tall?” the chief tried to provoke some practical information out of Caban, as the other elders began to murmur. Semes pitied them all. Only little problems had washed ashore for this lakeside village; they couldn’t contend with fae and giants.  
 
    “She was tall like a hill! Overgrown by grass and shrubs, she had no hair but wicked vines that could snatch the carrot right from your hands,” Caban growled, grasping at the air before himself as though wringing a neck. 
 
    “And you say she is still in the high pass?” chief Haidan cast a look at Semes, and she pursed her lips considerately.  
 
    “Aye! She went right back to sleep, her belly full of my crop!” he howled, stomping lettuce shreds into the floor. “The farmer on the terrace said she’d been there two days already! She’s a hazard! She is in the way!” 
 
    “Calm yourself, Caban. We will see you are paid and that the way is made clear,” Haiden signaled toward Semes. “Esquire Semes will see if the giant still remains, and if so, bring word to Lord Fesslocke.” 
 
    Caban seemed relieved, mostly at his coming compensation, and Semes stood at attention and considered the task. “A giant can sleep for days at a time. At least this one seems to crave vegetables more than man-flesh,” she remarked dryly. 
 
    “Are you up for the task?” Haidan asked. 
 
    “Yes… though I am no giant-slayer. If she is there, I can do little to move her,” Semes said. “I’ll hurry over before she helps herself to someone else's salad,” she stated. “Or rolls over a carriage in her sleep…” 
 
    Haidan cleared his throat and spoke in a deeper voice. “Good, it’s settled then,” he paused and looked to Semes, leaning forward slightly. “This task is suited to you. Take care and perform it well so that I may sooner call you Dame Semes Demada. You have given our village much, but dealing with a giant would strengthen your claim.” 
 
    Caban huffed. “You put too much stock in that green-sleeved sprout!” he declared before turning to squabble with the elders about the worth of his losses. 
 
    Semes readied herself and did not linger there long. Her ambition invoked a potent energy and she could abide no end but victory. There was just one big woman loafing in the way of her knighthood, and she would not be made to feel too small for the task. 
 
    She departed from the lake and followed the trail to the north, which steadily inclined toward greater hills. From not far away, lake Ganse looked like a blue dot against a rolling plane of green. Lush grasses swayed with a warm breeze, and the verdant landscape calmed Seme’s nerves. After two hours she reached the base of the steeper hills, and there the path was narrow and strenuous, winding back and forth up the hill with room enough for a single horse. 
 
    The high pass crowned a hilltop overlooking the woodland to the north and south, and a gray face of bare rock rose at its height. Semes soon caught sight of that tip of her destination and then saw a sign hammered into the trail. “Giant ahead! Turn back!” the sign read. Farther up the trail she saw an abandoned cart with something sparkly fluttering about it. She strode forward at once to investigate. 
 
    She recognized the cart as from the farm down the hill and saw its modest contents abandoned. But there, seemingly pillaging what was left, were at least four minute fairies, each little more than a mote of light, and squabbling among themselves. Semes felt a little awe, drawn closer but moving slowly so as to try to see them up close. In a sudden instant, the fairies collectively squealed in alarm and darted off in different directions. Semes felt as though there may be dozens of tiny eyes affixed upon her. Such lesser fae would not gather without a greater force to draw them. Semes took up a watermelon from the cart and spoke up in case the creatures had reason. 
 
    “Little green faelets, come out, come out. I won’t swipe at you, I won’t try to bottle you up,” she said gently. Turning the melon in her hand, she smiled slightly. “I’ll help you crack open this prize. A sweet feast inside, for such as you,” she said with warmth. 
 
    The effort finally coaxed one little light back into view, and the glowing presence shot through the air once around Semes, and then flew directly to the melon, perching there. Semes held still and beheld the little figure, who looked like a woman made of crystal and light and was hardly three inches tall.  “It is for Mosa,” the little fairy stated. 
 
    Semes raised her brow, her gaze affixed on the tiny lady. “Mosa?” she inquired.  
 
    The little fairy turned around and pointed up the way, gesturing toward the height of the pass. “She sleeps, but when she wakes, she will be hungry.” 
 
    Semes followed her gesture with her eyes and then began to walk that way, and the fairy was disturbed from her perch, but seemed to trail the esquire from the air. She had only begun to walk up the last slope when she saw something ahead that gave her a momentary shock. It was the body of the giantess, reclined there at the top of the hill. Still so far off, she could be plainly reclined, even seen shifting in her sleep, and Semes carried on toward her after a short pause.  
 
    Reaching the top, she observed the scenario and was conscious of its humor, though she could not help but exhale an irritated sigh. Laid on the soft incline of grass against the highest rock-face, the giantess was splayed out down the slope, with her legs and feet put directly over the dirt path where travelers would drive their carts. She laid her head on a great bushy growth of moss and it was as though nature had overgrown her. Living vines and mossy strands adorned her verdant silky garb. Her drool was accumulating into a sparkling pool where some birds were bathing. 
 
    “I need Mosa to wake up,” Semes said, gritting her teeth as she announced her intention to her surroundings. Perhaps to compensate for her feeling of tininess, she strengthened her resolve and came at the task firmly. She strode forward until she stood just before the reclining giantess, who seemed perhaps forty feet in length. Her mass was gargantuan, though, and she no doubt weighed more than a hundred persons. Her hands and feet seemed large enough to grasp or crush a knight respectively, and her tits… 
 
    Semes was given a bit of pause at the consideration of her tits. They slumped in her leisure quite pleasantly, supported by the hill, but were marred with tiny red spots which might have been wounds. It was hard not to stare; Even as she tried to keep a hold of her poise in readiness of hostility, she could not help but be struck by the utter majesty of the giant woman. She seemed to have come from the unknown west. Not only a giant, she was a fae too and perhaps unique in her character. 
 
    “Why must you disturb her?” a fairy inquired near Semes’ ear, and she resisted the urge to impulsively swat. 
 
    “She took food from our farmers. Giants make us nervous, too. Is she a friendly giant?” Semes asked. The fairies didn’t rush to her with an answer, though she had the sense she was heard and that they might be chatting among themselves. She cleared her voice and spoke out as loud as she could without utterly screaming. 
 
    “HOH, THERE! Woman, wake up!” she called out. Silence again took the hilltop, and the sleeping giantess did not so much as stir. Semes looked to the hill and saw she could climb up to where Mosa was resting her enormous head. She walked there and had to step over the long matcha-green strands of Mosa’s hair, which lay like silky ropes over the hillside. Once she had come right up beside her head she pushed some of her hair away from her large, pointed ear, and cleared her throat to yell again. 
 
    In an instant, the giant woman’s arm came up and casually bumped Semes, sending her tumbling down the hill. She squealed with fury as she rolled, dropping the melon and getting prodded by her scabbard. She came up with her sword, only to see Mosa was still entirely asleep, having adjusted her posture to lay more so on her side. Semes took some heavy breaths, and a few motes of light encroached on her, circling. 
 
    “You will not harm our goddess. Foolish to try!” a little voice reprimanded her. Semes scowled and put her sword back into her scabbard, steadying her frustrated breaths. 
 
    “I don’t wish to. Sorry… I thought she did that on purpose,” Semes said, sighing. Mosa had rolled some and faced her now, but her eyes were blissfully closed. Semes felt some concern of being crushed, and again went slightly onto the hill and took a firm hold on a thick lock of Mosa’s hair. She wrapped it tight around her hands as though preparing for tug-of-war and then gave it a firm jerk. 
 
    “Mm.” A deep note came from Mosa’s throat, softly uttered but made forceful by her mass. It startled Semes, and she tightened her grip and pulled again. “Nuh,” the response seemed booming, and then, suddenly, Mosa pulled her head back and turned away, and Semes was yanked headlong onto her torso. Losing her grip, she was thrown down against the mountainous curve of Mosa’s breasts and then rolled from there onto the ground before her, her head cracking the watermelon.  
 
    “AAAAA!” Semes yelled with rage and rose with the fruit and no further intention of being gentle. She chucked the melon at Mosa, but it lodged directly between her boobs and just sat there. Semes marched a few feet to the right and heaved a hefty kick into Mosa’s belly, which did not seem to so much as tickle her. Finally she drew her sword and prepared to give her a serious poke. 
 
    “Hmm…” Mosa softly hummed and shifted in her sleep, her heavy breast slumping forward slightly. The watermelon burst into a red mist, utterly destroyed, and its fragments and juices slid down into the valley between Mosa’s breasts. Her face splattered, Semes decided stabbing the rather large woman wasn’t the best solution either and backed off trepidatiously. 
 
    But Mosa seemed to be waking now in earnest. She let out another loud noise like a moan as the cool sensation of the fruit seemed to bring her out of that deep sleep. Semes gasped, stepped back a little, and looked toward the sound, seeing her enormous lips part. 
 
    “Aaaah!… hh…” her yawn was loud enough to echo down into the valley, and her arms came up over her head, lifting with dangling vines and silk splayed over the hill beside her.  
 
    Still she did not open her eyes, but Semes felt she must be awake. “MOSA!” she yelled out. “MOOOOSAAAAAA!” 
 
    One sleepy eye peeked out from its lid and affixed upon Semes blankly. She felt held in place as it focused upon her, and then the other opened too, and Mosa smiled slightly. Semes was a little dumbstruck and all at once uncertain of what to say as the giantess apprehended her for the first, and she watched as Mosa brought a finger down into her cleavage and touched at the watermelon mush. “Did you bring this for me?” she asked, her voice still voluminous but controlled and surprisingly gentle. 
 
    Semes stepped back slightly and craned her neck to look at Mosa's face. The giant woman sat up slowly and seemed to study Semes with a pleasant and tired curiosity. “Uhm, I am Esquire Semes, Ranger of Lord Thesslock. I have come here to ask you to move,” she stated, her words little tactful,  
 
    “Move?” she asked, glancing slowly around the hill top. “I am quite comfortable.” 
 
    Semes pointed sharply at Mosa’s feet and where she covered the trail. “This is the way we take to get north. From where have you come?” she asked. “We rarely see giants and not ever of your kind.” 
 
    Mosa continued to hold a soft smile, and she seemed to find Semes' presence amusing or pleasant for some reason and had little haste in responding to her request. “You need not fear me. Oh, I didn’t mean to cause such a stir. I encountered men of your Lord and they turned me into a pin-cushion,” she said. Mosa suddenly shifted forward and gestured at her tits, where the little red wounds were. “That was what drove me this way. Are you also living to the south? Those were untamed lands, not long ago,” she mused, wiping the melon bits out from her cleavage. 
 
    Semes felt some apprehension to realize that her kinsmen had shot the giantess full of bolts already, although she seemed little harmed. Mosa displayed no hint of anger about it, which made Semes a little suspicious too. She determined not to mention her lakeside village at all. “Few live there. Some farmers. But you knew that already,” she said, folding her hands. “My regrets that you were attacked. You do not seem a monster, but our lands are not suitable for such stomping feet,” she declared. 
 
    “Stomping feet…” Mosa repeated, looking slightly hurt. She then glanced down at the trail and slowly pulled her toes off of it, doing the bare minimum to clear herself from the path before turning an innocent look to Semes. 
 
    “It’s not that really. Did you take all those fruits and veggies?” she asked. 
 
    Mosa turned her head slightly and sighed. “Oh, yes. I remember now that I did. I woke up with a terrible craving… and it was such a bounty to be wheeled up before me. I require much, for my health and growth…” 
 
    “It was not yours to take,” Semes said, but her tone grew gentler. “You may think yourself above the laws of this land, but with some consideration and respect for our ways, you could share in its bounty.” 
 
    Mosa smiled at her intently. “How I should like to live among you humans. Ancient is this land and rich in life, but it is not where I will finally dwell. I go south to territories you can not yet call your own, for we fae have given terra over to mankind,” she said. Semes’ eyes widened slightly and she considered Mosa closely. “I would not abuse you smallfolk. I apologize for helping myself to your food,” Mosa said. 
 
    “Ah well… it is of little consequence, so long as none are harmed. You go south?” she asked. The giantess coming right past the village at Ganse might send them into alarm. 
 
    “Yes. Is that where you’ve made your home? You may tell your lords I will not trouble about here much longer,” she said, and then reclined back onto the hill with a soft sigh, seeming intent to get a bit more rest. She looked at Semes however and smiled at her again. Her look was so tender and affectionate that Semes felt it hard to berate her further.  
 
    “Who are you, exactly? The fairies call you Mosa.” 
 
    “I figured you had been chatting with them. My glitter, my little specks. That is my name. I am a daughter of the earth and a druid of the ancient world,” she explained.  
 
    This wasn’t the kind of giant Semes had been expecting. She saw there was no peril in her task. Everything would soon be well for the tiny village and its simple folk, although she felt she should attain some sort of assurance to carry back with her. 
 
    “Mosa… you are quite fascinating. I mean, I will say, you invoke the fear of Gaia in me,” Semes said with a hearty laugh, putting her hands on her hip. “Oh you seem pleasant enough now, but can I trust you when your stomach’s rumbling? From what our veggie farmer described, I thought I’d find a fierce earthen golem here, climbed with roots and mud and held aloft by wicked vines,” she said. 
 
    “Hahaha!” Mosa burst out in a hearty laugh, her pale ears flicking as her face lit with delight. “You have a funny little tongue, esquire. And I can see you are rightly fixed, like a well-fletched arrow,” Mosa said, putting a finger to her pale chin as she continued to study the little woman. “I am sure you are looking for a chance to prove yourself,” she stated, her eyes laxly focused on Semes. 
 
    “Even if just to myself,” Semes agreed amiable with a smirk. “We little humans can do what we set ourselves to,” she said assuredly. 
 
    Mosa sang out an amused note. “Ahh~ of course you can. I like your style, steady Semes, it's clear little can stand in your way. How about then, I give you a quest?” she asked, her lips pursing in a small grin. 
 
    The word invoked some interest. Semes’ quest had been to get the giantess to move, but that hardly seemed a proper quest to secure her glory and knighthood, now. “I’m not opposed. Seeing as you look like you might have a sizable reward,” Semes said. 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “I’ll make it worth your effort. First, clean this up,” Mosa said, her pale, slender finger pointing down into the dip of her cleavage, and at the splatter of pink juice drying against her breasts. 
 
    Semes froze up and blushed, her eyes flicking between Mosa’s tits and the sleepy, smug gaze of the giantess. “Is that your task for me?” she asked with a little huff. 
 
    “It’s a start,” Mosa told her, and slowly reclined back against the hill again. She straightened her back and let her enormous breasts part, slumping away to bare the little watermelon stain. The giantess did not bare her teats but the display of her skin filled Semes' vision, and she could only look up at her ponderously, wondering just what Mosa expected. The lazy giantess, however, afforded no further instruction and laid back so laxly that Semes feared she would go back to sleep. 
 
    “Well, I’ll give it my best effort. I mean, that’s a sort of fun quest. You got a real pair there, uh - quite a bit to clean,” Semes said, and laughed playfully. Mosa’s lip curled with a small grin and she suddenly surged forward, her hand reaching out to grasp Semes about the body and hoist her up. 
 
    Feeling a moment’s alarm, Semes quickly relaxed to the gentle embrace of Mosa’s fingers, sensing that despite her strength and size she could be mindful. She was lifted up and deposited between Mosa’s breasts, and squawked a little note under her breath as she came up on her knees there, feeling enclosed on either side by a mountainous swell of tit. “Yes I do. But I think you’ll find a way,” Mosa told her. 
 
    It was hard for the typically brazen esquire to keep up her poise as she had never been exposed to such abundant and excessive wonders. She was conscious of Mosa’s half-lidded gaze calmly attached to her, and felt herself rising and falling with the breath of the giantess. 
 
    An odd place to be, Semes thought to herself. Internally she had a strange elation. Catching glimpses of fairy motes dancing in the breeze, she could not help but feel enchanted. A fresh living aroma of garden greens seemed to waft up from the softness she perched upon. But there was something more to Mosa’s presence than what Semes could sense: The giantess shone brilliantly in the plane of spirit. Her vital pure energy was seeping through Semes and all around, bestowing them with blessing unseen. The little fire in the esquire’s heart was kindled to burn brighter, and she felt herself welling with confidence as she set about this new task. As with all things, she’d do it foolhardy, she’d throw all of herself into it, and see it through. 
 
    Semes cast off her green tunic, and let the fabric flap in the wind. Her slender form was only clothed in a bit of white-washed wool, her slightly toned belly cooled by the air.  Like a maidservant she went to her knees and used her tunic for scrubbing, pushing in with her hands to wipe up the mess she’d made. Despite such mass, Mosa's body had an exquisite softness, and Semes was keenly conscious of how it felt under her hands. 
 
    A fairy came up, and then a second. As Semes uncorked her canteen, the little fae began to slurp and lick at Mosa’s breasts, drinking the watermelon juice and apparently helping clean her. Semes laughed and used her water up trying to get the last bit of the sticky fruit-juice off, and handed off a little chunk of melon flesh to a fairy. In all, it was really no effort, and she was feeling a little happy. “So, there?” Semes asked, looking up at Mosa for approval. 
 
    Mosa sat upright, and Semes yelped as she was suddenly cast down into her lap, landing there between her thighs as Mosa looked down at herself appraisingly. “Yes, that will do,” she said, and turned her eyes down at Semes. In a moment, her hand came to gently straighten the squire out between her thighs and then stroke ticklishly over her belly. Semes couldn’t help but let out a tiny squeal as that huge soft finger slid the length of her modest toned form. Mosa seemed to handle her like a doll, and without her noble tunic, she felt exposed indeed. Still she couldn’t help but grin and allow for some exploration as Mosa seemed to look at her like a precious thing. 
 
    “You should be my little squire,” Mosa told her, her finger rising to gently nudge against Semes’ head.  
 
    “Well… serving you does seem a little fun,” Semes said with a soft smile. 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoy it. For the next part of your quest, clean my feet,” Mosa told her, and after a short moment, she picked Semes up again and lazily deposited her onto the hill. 
 
    “Feet?” Semes asked, getting her footing and then striding down the slope to walk the length of Mosa’s body toward them. “Is there something the matter with your feet?” she asked. For some reason she felt herself blushing intensely. Why should this give her pause when rubbing at Mosa’s breasts hardly did? Yet she felt suddenly apprehensive. “How many parts shall this quest have?” 
 
    Mosa chuckled at her warmly. “That’s the pleasure of a quest. You never quite know where it will take you,” she teased. Semes huffed and skipped down the rest of the slope to the trail. Mose had straightened her feet out and their toes loomed over Semes’ head. 
 
    “The barbarians of the west might fall and dote on you. I imagine you are accustomed to that,” Semes said, standing and staring at the two massive feet before her. They were clean but for a few little specks of gravel and twig. “Though loyal and true, I have never been cast as a worshiper,” she remarked. She put her hand against Mosa’s foot and began to brush it clean, feeling the soft wrinkly flesh shifting under her palm. Mosa’s toes curled and she seemed amused by her small companion. 
 
    “I will not reduce you to such. Nor need you prop me higher than I already lay,” Mosa told her. “Still I will be to you a benefactor, and you shall bear my accolade,” she said. She straightened out her foot over Semes as though to squash her, her sole sliding against the top of Semes’ head. “If it is not too great a burden,” she said with amusement. 
 
    Mosa made her apprehensive even though she did not fear being crushed in earnest. All the same the giantess was toying with her, and already Semes felt compelled toward some end. Hints of greater work had been laden in their play, but she could not yet look ahead and felt rather consumed by the moment. She was given pause at the consideration of what to do then, and Mosa lifted her feet to either side of Semes, shielding her with them. She enclosed the little esquire but did not press on her, and Semes looked up to see Mosa’s legs parted and bent, and a contented smile upon her face. 
 
    “You are no great burden but a great beauty,” Semes told her. “Life laid a blessing in my way so abundant that I mistook you. I thought you a hazard or a hassle, but you are a purveyor of paradise.” 
 
    Mosa’s eyes slowly widened and she leaned forward some. The smile on her lips relaxed and she showed a playful glee. “So now you apprehend me, just as I see you.” She laughed and drew Mosa in, her toes against her back.  She set her hands lower on the hill and her messy locks cascaded forth. The silky strands of cloth and moss and growing thing all seemed as one, her living clothes flush with her life, though each shone its different hue. “Your third task shall also be the commencement of your reward,” she stated. “With more to follow, until we reach the limit to what blessings you can bear,” she said. 
 
    Semes continued to stare up at her and her eyes widened. She didn’t understand, and could not put to words, what strange familiar sweetness assailed her within. She felt adoration and closeness and her heart seemed to burn, but there was no ache or uncertainty, and she could not claim to be clear in her thoughts. She was uprooted and surrounded and the trees below even seemed to be swaying in celebration for the moment coming on high. 
 
    “Mosa… I have never known that this world afforded such fae as you, or that I could be shook awake by wonders so near to home. I feel as though here is where I was meant to be, but it was not complete without you.” 
 
    “You are worthy of your moment. You stand proud beneath the sky.” Mosa reached lazily to her torso, and then touched an emerald stone. The vines that bore her top seemed to snap and recoil away, and in a short moment her enormous breasts fell uncovered before Semes’ eyes. “Do not question how such a reward can be, your joy at its highest has always been meant to be.” 
 
    “My joy?” Semes asked, dumbstruck. Who was she, to be worthy, truly? In her heart she aspired to it, and her drive told her she was meant for great things, but what could this towering beauty perceive in her? “Dare I reach beyond my merit?” Her eyes dropped to dumbly behold those enormous tits. Their softness filled her view, and each was crowned with a wide, puffy areola and bulbous melon-sized teat. She felt beckoned forward. 
 
    “Esquire, you’re so funny,” Mosa told her softly. “Trying to find the way to make it clear, to put it in words, so that it might seem real. This moment is the answer: you need not strive any way from here,” she said with a little laugh. 
 
    Semes smiled at her but her little fiery will welled in opposition, and she stood straight and stared at Mosa with flourish. “Almost so but not quite right!” she stated, making Mosa lift a curious brow. “Bring me higher still, and I will find my place secure between your tender lips.” 
 
    Mosa reached and grabbed her, and she raised the esquire to the level of her eyes. They stared at each other and neither flinched. Mosa’s eyes were crystalline and deep, and as they studied Semes so near and tenderly, the squire could feel a pleasurable heat moving against her skin. 
 
    Kissing was familiar. It didn’t matter that Semes’ face was nearly swallowed up between the billowing pillows of Mosa’s mouth. In the instant they drew together, they were met with a rush of love that a true kiss will always ignite. Semes felt a shudder move through her body and she relaxed in Mosa’s hands, and her lips gently parted to taste the honeysweet gloss of Mosa’s plush lip. Her hair was tousled and a hot breath washed over her face, and Mosa’s nose nudged the top of Semes’ head. 
 
    Semes hadn’t known desire like this. She’d pushed herself after one goal and then another, but never felt help rightly in place, and not rushed from her joy into a new frey. A moment lingered between them and she felt herself craving and lusting, the new feelings swelling to life in her core. She trembled, and her eyes lolled back to stare upward, and where just a flutter of Mosa’s eyelashes could be seen. “Now let me kiss your breasts, Mosa,” she told her softly. 
 
    Mosa obliged her and slumped forward slowly, her heavy tits hanging and swinging forward like wrecking balls. She took the squire into her hand and cradled her there, smiling down at her tenderly. A warm smirk crawled higher on her lips and she guided her in, laxly drawing her palm to the underside of one of her preposterous breasts, and there pressing the squire up into herself. On the bed of her palm Semes felt the immense weight of too-much-tit smothering her, and her body was met with a heat that sank deep and bestowed vigor. She felt the thud of Mosa’s heartbeat making the softness around her tremble. 
 
    “So much, Mosa!” she squawked, half-smothered. It took all her might to push Mosa’s breast up enough that she might speak or draw breath. Slowly the giantess slid her up from there, and Semes watched with wide eyes as a massive, soft pink swell surrounding Mosa’s teat seemed to come over the horizon of her breast and slide before Semes face. The giantess guided her along all too easily, but to Semes it was a rollercoaster of sensations, and she could only giggle heatedly as she found her lips settling gently against a single bump of Mosa’s areola. 
 
    Somewhere fairies laughed, the sight of Semes slurping and licking away at a great pink circle undoubtedly amusing to them. The esquire could not be distracted by spectators; as Mosa had said, they seemed a part of her. Her eyes slowly closed and she stopped the wild motions of her tongue, and listened to Mosa breath, kissing her tenderly on the tip of her teat. 
 
    “Take…” Mosa softly offered the word, and then after a moment's breath continued. “Indulge… unhurriedly. Your joy is my wonder, my ah…” she exhaled, and with great softness in her tone, finished, “my peace.” 
 
    Mosa kissed her and hummed a song so warm and joyous. The heat between her face and Mosa’s teat seemed to twist the air. She opened wide and took what of Mosa she could between her lips, and lovingly stroked her with her tongue. She kissed her there as she would her lips but then began to loll her tongue on the rounded ball of her nipple, feeling it balloon against her attention. 
 
    “Don’t worry~” Semes said playfully. “I’m gonna get to every bit,” she said, and smirked as she dragged her tongue on a long circular path around Mosa’s peak. 
 
    “Oh, so you’ve got it all in hand,” Mosa said with a hearty giggle, her breast shaking against Mosa. “You wield your little mouth well, but I will be tempted to help you along,” Mosa said, smiling at her intently. The tiny tongue against her delighted her, but the sense of it seemed ticklish. Slowly she brought Semes up before herself again, and admired the little gasping squire. She plucked away her underclothes and tossed it all aside like pieces of candy wrap. Semes suddenly felt very exposed, and she blushed as the large emerald eyes of the giantess peered so intently at her. Semes was pretty but she felt then much like a toy or doll in comparison to Mosa. 
 
    “Yea well, I’ll give you my all!” Semes declared, giddy. She swang her body back and forth as Mosa held her by her arms, and danced for her in the air. 
 
    Mosa hummed a deep and satisfied note in her chest. “Accepted,” she stated, and then, slumped back against the hill again, her body pounding the hill and sending a gust of air across the grassy field. Semes felt herself being lowered down Mosa’s body though she was held carefully as the giantess got comfortable. Taken beyond her lap, Semes was deposited into the dip of the high part of her thighs. She supported Semes so that the esquire wouldn’t roll away, and laid such that she was posed above her still, her body rising like the hill. 
 
    Semes looked over her, from her face and down the soft curve of her belly. The silks and woven vine that draped over her hips were shifting, and down the middle, her clothes parted down to the groin. Semes watched as Mosa slowly bared herself, the living and enchanted material of her panties folding slowly away, dragged by many tiny vines. First Semes was shown lush pale green hair, braided so ornately that it must have been done by tiny hands, and then Mosa’s fat, luscious pussy, which seemed to drool a sparkling nectar. A warm breeze pushed against Semes and she felt her lungs filled with Mosa’s warmth. Her body tensed, and she could not control herself a moment longer. 
 
    Semes leaped at Mosa’s pussy, colliding with it with a tackling embrace. She began to lick and kiss with fervor, her body twisting this way and that. She heard Mosa’s surprise turn to moans of delight and bore no moment’s hesitation. The taste! Semes felt maddened, and immediately reached the end of what her little body could do, as she just rubbed and cuddled herself against that long drenched slit and filled her mouth with the sparkling nectar. What a rush! 
 
    “There you go~” Mosa said like a purr, laughing and then huffing an excited breath. She reclined her head back and stared at the sky. Pleasure did not usually rise in her this swiftly, but Semes’ passion could not be overcome. “Give me a good smooch,” Mosa instructed, her fingers coming down to pull at her folds, and somewhat draw back the hood of her clit. Semes had to push up from Mosa’s thigh to stuff her face against that tender nub and nuzzle it. She rubbed her face against the velvety inner folds of Mosa’s sex and the heated pink skin above her clitoris. The giantess bucking beneath her felt like the wobbling of the world.  
 
    “I’m goin’ in,” Semes declared. She was so caught up in her lustful play that she came across as goofy. It was hard to be regal and poised before Mosa. Semes’ body was slick with sweat and sparkled with Mosa’s cum, and she felt enchanted. She was made to dance as she gave pleasure, her arms and legs spasming to no music but Mosa’s sighs of delight. 
 
    “Yes you are,” Mosa told her with a heated giggle. “Fill your tiny lungs, why don’t you?” Mosa asked. Semes was gently pressed into the mound above Mosa’s pussy and felt as though she laid on a bed of grass. She inhaled deeply and closed her eyes, and felt Mosa pull her back and then push her into the most wonderful enclosure of warmth. Semes shuddered as she was gently embraced on all sides by the wet cushioning softness of Mosa’s pussy. Her body slid deeper, and she could hardly see a thing, but she could feel Mosa’s pleasure as though it reverberated around her, and her heart and breath both rising in pace. 
 
    She danced, slowly moving her body about. She knew not just where she was. She pressed this way and then that, and she moaned with Mosa. She called out loud with her voice with delight, hoping the giantess could hear her. She wiggled and strove to move even deeper, and felt Mosa’s fingers feebly playing at her toes. Everything shifted around her in a sudden jerk as Mosa seemed to shift her weight forward, and then Semes could feel the canal vibrating as the giantess worked her fingers against herself at an intense pace. 
 
    Suddenly everything tensed around Semes, squeezing her so firmly she had to gasp. The flesh around her tensed and relaxed, and then thunderously tightened again, and a sudden rush of sparkling fluid illuminated the crimson interior of Mosa’s pussy and washed over Semes, completely bathing her. 
 
    An energy met her from Mosa’s cum, and she felt her thoughts estranged. Images of fae and fairies flew through her mind, and the pleasure was orgasmic. For a moment it all made sense, though she would never be able to put to words, what glimpse of unity and love was revealed. It had only seemed a side effect of Mosa’s release, and Semes was swooning in joy. The rising pleasure soon brought a powerful and enduring orgasm upon her, making her writhe and spin and buck against the pleasure that met every inch of her skin. 
 
    She got lost in that delight, and when she next had a hold of herself, she felt the sun upon her skin as she was being slowly dragged out from Mosa’s pussy. The giantess was slowing her breathing, and she held a satisfied gaze upon Semes’ little drenched form. The tiny woman had proved quite capable, and Mosa knew she would be able to handle more yet. 
 
    “Rest in splendor, my little love. Your work is done, and all will flourish through you,” she told Semes gently, cradling her against her breast. Slowly, the living material of her dress enclosed over Semes, tucking her into the Mosa’s bra such that she could hardly be seen. With the esquire tucked away, Mosa finally stood up, and stretched her arms high over the hilltop, squealing out her contented bliss. 
 
    “You may ride my shoulder, and come down the hill like a conqueror. Now that my energy is replenished, I will bestow a boon of life on the lands of your farmers, each along the way,” Mosa said. 
 
    Semes mumbled some tired nonsense against Mosa’s tit, and the giantess began to slowly walk down the hill, her heavy breasts swaying as though to rock Semes to sleep. 
 
    “They will remember me for the richness of their food for many years. And may all that live here know shortened sickness and fuller life,” Mosa blessed. “You will tell the tale, so that these people might know fae and giants better. And then…” Mosa gently pressed her hand against Semes through the living cloth. “I will take you south, and show you the wonders of the untamed land. You will be my dame, and together, we will make a way for others to follow.” 
 
    Semes felt no protest at the thought. Already Mosa had claimed her loyalty and devotion, and she could perceive no greater work than what she might do by her side. She laughed as she imagined how she would explain this to the village, and the way they’d tell the tale when she was gone. 
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