

I live in a city, and not in the nicest part either. I always dreamed of living in the city. So you do what you gotta. I live where I can afford, where my finances allow. And sure, it’s fun being in the center of it all. All the different venues and different places to explore. But sometimes I want to be outside and just enjoy being outside, walking around on my own, seeing the world and thinking to myself. Unfortunately this isn’t the safest place for a woman like myself to do that sort of thing. So I saved up as much money as I could, affording myself a little trip away. A trip some place where I could just be out on my own and get lost in wonder.

It took some time to save up enough money but I finally managed it. Saving up enough for a secluded cabin in the redwood forest. I had to go without a few amenities for a bit but taking that first breath of fresh air made it all worth it. I didn’t do much the first night I arrived other than sleep. Catching up on all those sleepless nights I lied awake in the city, working my time away. But now I was well rested and ready to face the day. A completely clear day. Both the sky and my schedule. I was free to do as I pleased here. This was my first real day off in as long as I could remember.

I stretched my body. Breathing in deeply, loosening all my tense and aching muscles. A little outdoor yoga to start the day. Not that I knew much about yoga. But I needed to stretch and breathe, and I think that’s all there really is to it anyway. I spread my legs wide and pressed my palms into the ground, connecting with the earth. They don’t have grass like this in the city. I sat my booty down and pressed on my inner thighs, stretching out my hips. I looked up, and they certainly don’t have trees like this. Massive sequias standing hard and strong, penetrating high into the blue.

After I got my body feeling nice and right. Feeling loose. I was ready for it. Ready to go on a nice walk and see what this place was all about. Away from all the noise, and technology and all the distractions from what is real. The sound of the woodland creatures kept me company. I brought a few canvases and paints  and such with me. I was hoping I could find a little inspiration out here. Not that I’m a painter or an artist, but I thought it would be fun and relaxing. And there was a lot to get inspired by out here. I felt like Walt Whitman or something, except nowhere near as poetic. I can’t tell you how the flowers compared to the mass of desperation that I had felt before coming here.

The walk did me some good. Helped clear out the toxins built up in my body and mind over the course of years of living in a city polluted both in environment and thinking. I was free from all that. Free from the dilapidated buildings with loose trash sticking to the curbs. Free from the hectic need to constantly perform, to do. Here I didn’t have to do, I could just be. Be here and nothing else was expected.

I happened upon a rather inspiring scene. Very picturesque. I saw red and white speckled toadstools sprouting from the ground in a neat circle. When they grow like that, it has a name, but I can’t remember what. Probably not important. I’ve never seen one of them in real life before though, so I was quite enamored by the sight. I approached the circle desperate for a closer look at it. I got down on the ground before the mushrooms. Inspecting them. They all looked healthy. I wanted to pluck one and hold it in my hand. But not yet, I had to enjoy ithem as they were first.

Perhaps I was feeling a bit silly. A good thing if you ask me. I stood in the center of the circle and twirled around inside it. I imagined myself as an ancient druid, part of some sacred celtic order. And as such it would only be right to perform the appropriate ritual. A ritual for the earth, and spirits that resided here. I don’t know if I really believed in that sort of thing but sometimes I like to, it can be fun to play with the idea.

I was the only one here, perhaps the only person for miles. I didn’t have to worry about behaving, keeping in line, in order with what occurred around me. Break free, that was going to be my motto for this trip. Whatever that meant, that’s what I wanted to do, break free from my old thinking and into something new and different. So I gave this little ritual of bodily movement up in prayer for that desire. This was my ritual and my prayer, and I chose the way to perform it. I didn’t have to say some pre recorded words, or speak only to the culturally accepted belief systems. I could speak to one of my own designs.

I twirled and danced in the circle, the warmth of the sun bathing my skin in its glow. Birds fluttering from tree to tree above me. Unconcerned by the strange movements I made that delighted me so. In the city I’d be the crazy woman on the street corner, here I was just another creature naturally going about its business, unquestioned by the squirrels and other critters. I began to sing, just letting out whatever words and sounds came to my mind as they came. Giving thanks to the trees and grass, the birds and the bees, asking for this sense of clarity to last forever.

I was really feeling myself in a good way. I had nothing to worry about, nothing to concern myself with. I wanted to take this ritual further. I removed my shirt and pants. Dancing for a moment in my bra and panties. The sweet air caressing my skin. I decided to screw the underwear as well. I didn’t need it. I had nothing to hide and no one to hide it from. I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the ground. I slid my panties off my legs and tossed them aside. I was a free woman out in the open. Surely a pleasing sight to the spirits. I had a beautiful body. Slender but curvy. Nice full tits, that I now had my hands lifting and playing with, removing the unnecessary restriction from them.

My body bounced and jiggled in all the best ways. It’s been awhile since I moved my body like this. It was exhilarating but also damn tiring. I sat down in the center of the circle to catch my breath. Although I was alone here, I didn’t feel alone, strangely enough. Maybe it was because I had my own company. And with the world quite enough around me to see who I was, I actually enjoyed my own company, enjoyed myself, I was rather fun.

The grass tickled my naked body as I rolled a bit in the grass. I looked over the toadstools again, this time inspecting them much more closely as I laid on the ground, my feet in the air behind me. Pretty little things, I carefully poked the spongy top of one, and giggled. I poked another one, it bounced off my finger before returning to its original position.

“You're so cute I just want to eat you,” I said to the mushroom, I thought this over for a second, “but if I did you’d probably poison me, huh?” I shrugged my shoulders. Of course I knew better than to eat a mushroom I knew nothing about.

At this point however I couldn’t help but atleast pluck one of them out of the ground. The impulse to do so would just keep eating away at me until I finally gave in. Best to get it out of the way now. I pinched one of the mushrooms between my thumb and forefinger and popped it out of the ground. I looked the little guy over and then tossed him away into the grass. As I did I thought I heard a voice, but I couldn’t have, I was the only one here, wasn’t I?

Then I heard it again, a tiny voice. Almost like squeaking. But where was it coming from? And what was it saying? Then it sounded again.

“Okay, okay, I definitely heard something that time,” I said aloud, “I’m not crazy, where are you?” I looked around but didn’t see anyone. To be honest I wasn’t so certain that I wasn’t crazy. I mean I was sitting buck naked in a ring of mushrooms, that could be construed as kind of crazy, can it not?

“Down here,” said the voice. Okay, that one was loud and clear. Well maybe not loud, but soft and clear. I traced back the trailing voice searching for its source. That’s when I saw a tiny little something sitting on top of one of the mushrooms.

“What do you think you’re doing?” It asked.

“Sorry?” I said, taken off guard for the moment.

“That was my home you just chucked into the ground,” said the little thing, tapping its foot against the mushroom.

“I’m… I'm sorry, I didn’t know,” I said.

“Apparently not…” it said with a bit of snark.

“I apologize but… what are you?”

The little thing on the mushroom began to grow. Not such a little thing anymore, but a full grown woman just a head taller than me and just as naked as me. Which suddenly made me rather self conscious. And damn she was gorgeous, unbelievably so. Curves on curves type of gorgeous. Thick in all the right places. Long hair down below the shoulders. Sweet Lips. A beautiful woman, and as I looked her over she wasn’t just any woman. Not like me or any other I’ve known. She didn’t have a vagina between her legs but instead had a cock, a wonderful and smooth cock. Who was this person, what was she, did she really just come from a mushroom.

“I’m an inhabitant of this forest, and you are an intruder,” she said, giving me a flick with her fingers right between the eyebrows.

I clasped my hands over my forehead, “ow, you just flicked me,” I said.

“Yeah I did.”

“You think you can just go around doing whatever you want,” she said.

“No, not really.”

“You humans are all the same, a bunch of gluttons fine… here eat this,” she bent down, her massive breasts hanging freely from her chest, picking a mushroom from out of the dirt. She shoved the mushroom into my mouth and held her hand over my lips until I swallowed.

“There…” she said.

I smacked my lips, it tasted like dirt, “umm.. Okay,” I don’t know what that was all about.

But I was about to find out.

I felt a slight sting and tingling on my skin, a very odd sensation to say the least. Not entirely unpleasurable but not all that comfortable either. Weird, just all too weird. Oh well, none of this made a bit of sense anyway. Little people don’t just pop out of mushrooms, so the potential for suddenly and spontaneously having skin cancer didn’t seem like too much of a concern of mine.

However it wasn’t skin cancer, the reality of it was far more terrifying. At least skin cancer would have made sense, albeit a suckish occurrence. This however did not make sense. Not one bit of it made any logical sense to me. My body shrunk down, smaller and smaller until I was but the size of a child’s doll. I was just a tiny plaything now.

“What the hell did you do to me?” I asked from on top of a mushroom.

“Nothing. You did this to yourself, mucking about where you shouldn’t go mucking about,” she said.

“Well change me back,” I demanded.

“I can’t.”

I sat down in a huff and crossed my arms. She was a giant compared to me. There was no way I could force her to do anything, I was helpless.

“I can’t stay this size forever. I have to go back home eventually,” I said.

“Well there might be one way to change you back.”

“Anything.”

She reached down and plucked me off the mushroom holding me between her thumb and forefinger, my legs dangling in the air.

“If you insist,” she said.

She stuck her tongue out, holding me over her mouth. Her long tongue licked starting from my feet and up my whole body, coating me completely in her spit, until I dripped with it.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“If you want to change back I have to get hard first. So you can work the remedy out of my cock. So you might want to get to work.”

She dropped me onto the tip of her tongue. My legs dangling off the edge. Well I guess I had no choice but to get to work. And I might as well enjoy it in the process. I rocked my hips back and forth, grinding my pussy on the fullness of her tongue. My pussy easily soaking in her saliva. Gliding with a smooth ease. I moaned a soft moan and gripped my thighs.

She flicked her tongue, sending me into the air and then caught me, holding me before her.

“If you make this all about yourself, you’ll never work that remedy from out of my cock,” she said. She let go of me, my body falling through the air. The fear of hitting the ground sent a shock of adrenaline through my body. I landed quite softly however, on her large pillowy tits. I held on tightly and crawled toward her nipple. I latched my mouth onto her stiff nipple and sucked and licked for her.

She petted the top of my head with a single finger, “Now that’s a good little girl,” she said, “Look what you do to me.”

I looked down, feeling a bit dizzy for a moment when I saw just how high up I was. Her cock throbbed and twitched with excitement.

“Keep this up and you just might get your fix.”

I went back to sucking on her nipple, and grinded my clit on her soft flesh. I was now just as wet from my own juices as I was from her spit. She lowered herself down, sitting on the ground, spreading her legs. She grabbed between her legs and held to her thick cock. As she stroked, I had no choice but to hold on tighter as her body quaked.

This wonderful giant really seemed to enjoy me. Well, I guess she wasn’t a giant, I was just much much smaller. It’s all relative I suppose. Today was full of shattering expectations. And you would think having my expectation of being normal sized shattered to be the biggest one, but it wasn’t The biggest one was how much I enjoyed this big woman. How much I loved holding to those large soft tits and sucking on her nipples, crawling around her body. And if I loved this part so much I couldn’t wait to find out how much I might love her massive cock. A cock that I would have called large back when I was normal sized, but now it was something otherworldly. Truly deserving of my worship.

I carefully crawled down her breasts and over her tummy. She let out a hearty laugh as I did.

“Your little hands tickle,” she said. The movement of her stomach almost tossing me off of her.

“Stop laughing, so I can get to your cock,” I said.

Crawling on her body was like scaling down a mountain. I was not prepared for this at all. But my desire to wrap myself around her hard cock gave me the strength to press on. I made my way between her legs, and took in the sight of her cock standing strong and erect before me.

I wrapped my arms around it first giving it a nice big hug. It looks like those days of rope climbing in gym class had some use after all, who knew? I lifted myself up and next wrapped my legs around it. Clinging fully to her cock. She gave it a twitch, her cock rocking back and forth. I dug my fingers into her skin.

“Ouch, not with the nails, stop that,” she said.

“Then stop moving it so much.”

“I can’t help it, you feel so good.”

I loosened my grip, not wanting to hurt her. I wanted to please her. I also wanted to please myself. I scooted my body up, using my pelvis. Her dick felt so good rubbing against my clit. As I slid up the underside of her cock, I had my tongue out, licking as I moved up.

She thrusted her hips, as one might if they were fucking a pussy. My touching and tasting so precise, hitting individual nerve endings, sending tiny waves of pleasure that managed to overwhelm all the same. And as for me, having such massive pressure on something so small, well it was more than I could handle but in the best way possible.

As she thrusted into the air, unable to contain herself; I hugged, and grinded, and twisted, all up and over the head of her cock. I saw her excitement growing. I just had to pull the last of it out of her.

“Come on, I need you to cum for me,” I begged.

She wrapped her hand around my body, encasing me against her cock. Using me to stroke herself. She moaned and thrusted and fought after her orgasm. And I did the same, yelling my pleasure as loudly as this soft little voice allowed.

She stopped stroking, her hips still bucking. I could feel the eruption swelling from inside her, then shooting from the tip and into the air. Warm cum rained down from above and onto me. Sticking all over my body. I was drenched in it. My hair, my face, my tits, just all of it, coated in cum, sticking together. I loosened my hold on her and slid down her cock like a firefighter, greased up with cum, down the pole. The last of it dripped down her shaft and pooled at my feet.

I took a moment to catch my breath and then spoke, “Well, is it going to change me back?”

She picked me up, sticking to her hand, and placed me between her tits. I rested my back against her cleavage waiting for her to respond.

“Well, I could change you back. Or I could keep you like this and have you meet my friends,” she said.

“There’s more like you?”

“Lots more. All over the forest. What do you think? Want to stay little for a little while longer. I promise I’ll change you back whenever you want.”

I thought this proposition of hers over. I had no real reason for changing back so soon. I was on vacation after all. And I wouldn’t mind exploring more of the world in this form, I wanted to experience so much as a tiny person. Not just the sexual. But yeah, I also wanted to experience more of that.

“I think I can do that,” I said.

“Perfect, let’s get you to the river and cleaned off,” she placed me on her shoulder and the two of us continued to the river. A river, I’m sure would be more like an ocean to me now. I couldn’t wait to see it.
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