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The sweet touch of lover’s lips was the confectioners masterpiece, and Leah had come to work with a tiny temptation. Mel stands just short of six inches tall and yet has found herself infatuated with her culinary partner, a giantess in comparison. Although the two initially attempt to remain professional, each quickly submits to their curious lust.
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A thick, creamy flow of icing was squeezed out over the cake as it slowly rotated beneath the decorator’s touch. The succulent desert was lemony and sweet, and a warm scent rose up from it’s bready pores, rising with the steam to dance upon its mistress’ face.



“Heavenly,” she said, inhaling deeply and allowing her eyes to flutter close as she reveled in the perfect sensation. “Ah…,” she exclaimed with a soft gasp. “We should add just a dash of those… lemon candy sprinkles here on the top.”



Leah slowly leaned back and rose away from the incomplete cake, casting her glance to the cupboard across from her. The woman seemed to be alone as she worked, but looked forward expectantly.



“The flavoring is in here too,” a small voice from the cupboards confirmed. “That LorAnn one you like-” The tiny feminine response was cut off by a clattering sound, as bottles and jars were jostled about within the cabinet.



“You in there with the door closed?” Leah walked around the table and the delicious-looking cake as she drifted towards the voice and opened the cabinet above the oven.



“It had… closed on me.” As the cabinet swung open, Leah looked to the tiny human that stood within, and smiled at her warmly. The kitchen light casts the little figure in a warm glow as she stands amidst the various baking ingredients.



Mel stood no more than six inches tall, though in the cabinet she was permitted a look at Leah at eye level. With some amount of effort the small assistant had managed to drag two containers to the edge of the cupboard, each nearly half her size. The little human figure leaned gently against the container of lemon candy sprinkles, glancing down at them in an attentive manner as the kitchen light now illuminated them, and their sparkling color was cast over the dark of the cabinet.



The smaller human’s eyes drift up towards her Leah as she takes hold of the other jar, which contained a liquid flavoring. Leah had soft features and a face that was expressive in an amiable and warm way. The dusting of freckles that adorned her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose and her seemed almost messy in its manner, as though whoever had baked her flicked cinnamon onto her features and allowed it to stick wherever it may land. Her hair, cast in gold by the kitchen light behind her, was a fiery orange. It cascaded over her shoulders in thick layers of perfect softness, adding to the gentle physiognomy of the decorator’s presented self.



Mel was not truly lithe in her proportions, though her small scale made her appear inevitably fragile and sprightly. Her hair was black and glossy, and although she wore it straight like her larger companion, it was shorter and did not match Leah’s in volume and softness. Rather, like Mel’s other features, her hair had a regal and reserved quality about it as it cascaded to her shoulders and no further, making the tiny human seem perhaps taller proportionately, if narrow.



“We ought to put one of those tap-lights in there.” Leah’s speculation was punctuated with a little gesture towards the cupboard. To better help Mel live with her in her regular-human sized home, Leah had installed small lights at accessible locations throughout the house. This was just one of many accommodating changes she had made to ascertain the tiny human was comfortable. Another was the small rope ladders she had hung from every counter and cabinet, which Mel had used to get up there from the floor.



Leah turned away from Mel with the flavoring in hand and went about measuring a teaspoon of the potent oil, pouring and stirring it into the creamy mixture of the icing that would adorn the top layer of the cake. So too did she add a few drops of coloring, the vibrant yellow strands of dyed frosting forming a beautiful spiral as she stirred the mix, before becoming more unicolor and consistent.



As Mel watched her giantess of a companion she used both hands to unscrew the cap from the jar of candy sprinkles that remained with her, and plucked out one of the little golden amber crystals from within. Her eyes locked upon Leah’s features as she popped it into her mouth. Just earlier that week they had prepared lemon hard candy together, and just a few of the sweets had been crushed and set aside for use in further desert endeavors.



The apron that Leah wore clung tightly to her form and accentuated her features in a manner that seemed to reaffirm that the red-headed woman was destined to be a chef. She was well suited for creation, and there were few times that Mel observed her to be more comfortable and content than when she was adding the final touches to a new piece of work.



When the icing had been adequately stirred, the decorator allowed her finger to drift down into the bowl and take a gentle swab about rim, gathering up a substantial fingerful of the lemony cream. As Leah drew the sweet concoction up towards her lips, a sizable globule fell from her fingertip and landed on the apron upon her breast.



Mel exhaled softly through her nose, allowing herself a small grin as she peered at her friend from where she stood in the cabinet. She couldn’t help but feel an almost voyeuristic pleasure as she stood in comparatively isolation and observed Leah. She rolled the lemon candy back and forth in her tiny mouth as she reclined against the jar at her side. Of course, it was in her nature to spy. Tiny humans ordinarily spent much of their lives observing their larger human companions from afar. In secret, they could realize all wonders of the larger world. But somethings are difficult to preserve, and fragile secrets do not withstand the risk-taker nature of love.



Her eyes drift down along Leah’s form in a steady way, relaxing onto her visage the way one might curl up by the fire. Leah had a comfortable look; her curves and her sizable breasts augmented her cuddly nature. Mel couldn’t confess how many times she had desired to find herself against Leah’s body, held cozily in her loving embrace; it was, perhaps, a childish and unprofessional fantasy.



“I suppose you want some too?” Leah’s voice raised in the tone of an inquiry as she directed her gaze back towards the cabinet. Observing where the tiny human’s eyes had wandered, Leah took a look down at her chest. “Ah, ope,” she said, noticing the splatter of icing from before.



Having the attention drawn to where she was looking threw Mel off her trail of thought momentarily, as if it betrayed her eyes upon Leah’s tits. She looked up slowly and then immediately cast a glance over her shoulder to evade that eminent locking of eyes. The gesture occurred to her as anxious, and she scolded herself for it.



When she looked at Leah again, the decorator had already begun to walk towards her with her gaze direct down at the icing on her tit. She sucked the finger that she had been licking clean before gently dabbing up the frosting off of her apron, and taking it up on her spittle covered digit.



Although Mel did not find any words in that moment, she found herself giggling with her mouth full as Leah slowly brought her hand up to her in the cabinet, and offered the fingerful of icing.



“Oh, you’re eating,” Leah observed. She keeps the fingerful of frosting extended as Mel bit into the tiny fragment of lemon candy, and began to chew it up.



“Ahah - yeah, helped myself.” Mel said, glancing once between Leah and the fingerful of frosting as she finished eating the bit of candy in her mouth. “Should I just…” She leaned forward slightly and opens her mouth, miming eating the frosting off of Leah’s finger.



“Did you want me to get you a spoonful?” Leah inquired, smirking in a somewhat bashful, but somewhat amused manner at her smaller human companion.



“This is alright.” Mel finished with the candy sprinkle and then leaned forward slightly. Had it just been a quick thing, she might have gotten away with licking a bit of the frosting off of Leah’s finger and not transforming the circumstance into this overly intimate moment. But seeing as some time had passed, and the warm flush had accentuated Leah’s features, Mel couldn’t help but feel the connotation of the gesture was entirely different.



As she leaned down to lick icing from the glistening finger, her eyes drifted up to look at Leah in a bemused and playful way that matched her own mannerism. It was as though she would try to make a mockery of the moment of closeness, so as to more easily bear the sexual tension it created. But she could not keep her eyes on Leah’s precious smug face as she eats from her finger, and so she looked away shyly in that moment.



Mel found herself staring at the splotch of frosting that remained on Leah’s tit after the decorator had dabbed up the majority of it with her finger. It was just a little yellow stain on the apron. The tiny human assistant had never seen Leah nude, but she could imagine the heavy pale breasts that were concealed from her. She had done so many times before. The thought of a thick globule of frosting dripping upon Leah’s nipple caused a wave of arousal to go through the tiny human, and she attempted to prevent her features from betraying her by bringing her face down to the fingerful of frosting quickly, and ascertaining she did not meet Leah’s gaze.



The decorator tilted her head gently as the small raven-haired woman gently licked up a mouthful of frosting off the tip of her spittle covered finger. Of course, she had her own lustful fantasies for the tiny human. But in the professional environment of the kitchen, she had tried for the most part to be dismissive of them. In that moment neither of them felt any particular need to speak. The vague romantic connection between them was mutually understood, but intimacy and sexuality was not easily addressed.



A small shiver ran through Mel’s body as she remained bent towards the finger, lapping up the frosting. She took in nearly two full mouthfuls of the stuff before drawing away and making an approving noise. “Mm.”



“Pretty good?” Leah inquired. The taste of the frosting was heavenly; the flavoring was unmatched when it came to that perfect fresh lemony taste. Mel found herself almost remorseful as Leah drew her finger away, and took with it the rest of the globule of frosting. Mel was not inclined to fill herself up on the sugary concoction alone, but she had, perhaps, desired to clean the digit fully of frosting so that she might have a taste of Leah’s finger as well.



“It’s perfect,” Mel replied, slightly aflush. Of course Leah already knew she’d approve.



The red-headed woman drew the finger to her own mouth once again and sucked it clean of the remaining bit of frosting. Her plump lips encircled about her finger and produced a small
 pop
 noise as she drew it free of them. She looked at Mel attentively as she did rather than shy away as the tiny human had, and the flush on her freckled cheeks grew slightly warmer.



“Are you ready to help me with the details?” Leah inquired, filling the silent moment. She reaches out and picks up the bottle of sprinkles from beside Mel, granting her a short moment of close proximity. Mel can smell the scent of freshly baked cake on Leah’s hand and sleeve as though it was imbued in her. She always seemed to smell of something sweet.



“Oh! Sure. Let me grab my tools.” Mel looked across the room to where her kit was set. Being a tiny human was key to her role in assisting the decorator. She could sculpt the frosting precisely at a very small scale, allowing for some beautifully inscribed patterns and calligraphy. She heaved a small sigh as she looked out past Leah towards the cake and her kit. It was going to take her a bit to get over there.



Ordinarily it was a rather taboo thing to do, to ask to be held or carried. Of course as tiny human there were some circumstances in society where she would need assistance to reach something. She felt comfortable in that moment, however, and decided it was worth the awkward effort.



“Ah, Leah, could you take me over there?” she asked as the decorator began to turn away from her.



“Oh, you want me to carry you?”



“Yeah - if that’s okay. Sort of tired from climbing.” Mel gently nudged the cabinet floor with her foot, somewhat uneasy.



“Oh! Of course.” Leah seemed surprised that Mel desired it. Of course, it was always assumed that she would prefer to do things herself, and not seem unnecessarily dependent on her larger companion and partner. “I do not mind at all! Anytime you need uh - a hand.” Leah chuckled warmly, reaching out towards Mel slowly and turning her palm to face her.



Mel smiled at her affectionately. The truth was that she greatly enjoyed being held. There was something about the momentary warmth and closeness of it that made it not incomparable to a hug. It was perhaps the closest thing to a hug she could share with a full-sized human companion, small as she was.



Leah’s hands were gentle and soft, too, and she’d always shown proper care when handling the tiny human. Trust was quite important, as even a moment of carelessness could potentially cause Mel severe harm. Tiny humans were more durable than their size might suggest, but fooling around with one was no laughing matter.



“Go ahead and just grip around me…” Mel held her arms at her sides and prepared to be grabbed.



Leah gently took hold of the small human, easily wrapping her fingers around Mel’s small body. She made sure she had a good and comfortable grip on the human before lifting her up. Mel could feel four of Leah’s fingers as they curled around her back supportively, while the decorator’s thumb crossed her chest, resting just beneath her tits and pressing into her firmly enough to keep a good hold on her.



One way that being held surely differed from hugs was the threatening nature of it. With a squeeze of her hand, Leah could have easily harmed Mel. But when there was trust, the experience had the opposite effect. It made Mel feel secure as she rose gently through the air towards her partner. She smiled at her warmly as she is raised up, her hands remaining at her sides and held against her by Leah’s grip.



“Is that too tight?” Leah inquired. She did not rush to set Mel down quickly, but rather her held her close and spoke to her softly in a way that seems perhaps elated and playful.



“No - it’s fine. You’ve got… good soft hands.”



Leah laughed cheerily at Mel’s assurance. “Is it very odd to be held?”



Mel slowly wiggled back and forth, and worked her hands out from Leah’s grip. The larger human was careful to keep hold of the twisting body, releasing the pressure on her hands gently, but maintaining a grip with her other fingers.



“Ah, sometimes it is. Especially with strangers,” Mel explained in an amiable voice. She could feel the warmth of Leah’s hand working its way through her body in a comfortable way. “But it is alright for you to hold me. I’m not uncomfortable with it.”



Leah flashed a grin down at the tiny human in her hand as the flush returned slowly to her features.



“I do not know if it offensive to say that I have wanted to hold you.” Leah’s voice was soft as she spoke, and although her tone suggested she was just joking about, the attentive nature of her eyes exposed the reality of her thoughts. Leah’s words were a soft confession of something she knew was being scrutinized; it was the confirmation of an infatuated suspicion.



“It can be very uh, intimate,” Mel said, kicking herself for her choice of words before they have even left her mouth.



“Well I’d imagine so.”


“Sort of like a hug,” Mel rushed to explain.


“A hug that takes you somewhere.” Leah laughed cheerily, and her hand tensed, squeezing Mel gently.



Mel giggled with some warmth. “Yeah.” She had to wonder, momentarily, where being held was taking her now. Leah didn’t seem to be in a hurry to let her down. The tiny human looked down from her grasp at the kitchen tile below.



It was hard to make the first romantically move when she was so small. Still, she expected she must be giving Leah some mixed signals at this point. Perhaps she truly was intimidated by the prospect of sex with the larger human. She didn’t truly feel that Leah would accidentally hurt her, but it would be so unlike anything she had experienced before.



Mel finds herself staring blankly at Leah’s shoes for a short moment, and then her gaze begins to wander up the larger human’s body again. She takes in her curves in an admittedly lascivious way, allowing herself to be seen doing it.



“Do you… wonder what it’s like to be … regular sized?”



Mel met Leah’s gaze at the inquiry, laughing quickly as the uncertain moment was alleviated. “You mean a giantess.” She giggled shortly with Leah and then shrugs. “Yeah, I wonder a lot. I guess I figure it’s mostly just… nature that changes. The rest is just the world we build for ourselves.”



“Guess it’s not really evident until… somewhat smaller and someone bigger are brought together.”



“Mm.”



In the lengthy moment of quiet that followed, Leah seemed to become distracted. Her eyes flicked away from Mel in a bashful way. The unspoken question lingered between them both. Mel almost inquired if she’d set her down so they could get to work, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Her hand gently ran the length of Leah’s thumb against her, feeling the smooth texture of her painted nail.



The distance between them slowly began to close, although at first it was almost unnoticeable. Leah slowly drew her hand in, bringing Mel upwards and closer to her face.



“I thought maybe we could… take a break,” Leah suggested, the warmth of her breath rolling over Mel in her grasp. “And…”



When Leah went quiet, Mel also found herself without words. She filled the tense space in time with deliberate silence, and then her eyes drifted again - this time from Leah’s eyes to her plump lips. The uncertainty upon her features was evident, though in that moment it seemed more like anticipation.



Seeming to telegraph a kiss, Leah brought Mel forward gently towards her lips. Mel looked up at her with wide eyes in that initial moment, but then closed them and relaxed, accepting the gesture. Leah was unsure how to truly go about it, as her thick plump lips could entirely encompass Mel’s face. She gently nudged Mel’s head against her bottom lip, and then slid her in and upwards until the tiny human’s face was securely pressed between her thick lips.



The moment was quick. Initially shocked, Mel felt a wave of warmth come over her as she was pressed against the soft red pillows. She had fantasized of something like this, but it came upon her so suddenly that the physical sensation was almost difficult to grasp. It was an almost surreal experience as she is pressed against the giant person; the difference in their scale was magnified when they connect. She could not effectively return the kiss, but she leaned her head forward against Leah’s mouth to embrace it. She wanted Leah to know that the closeness was wanted and accepted, even if she had failed to respond when the move was made.



Leah drew Mel away and looked down at her as if to ascertain that she was okay. Though she had held Mel before today, she’d never experienced such closeness with the tiny human, nor seen them experience that with another. Some part of her feared it would simply be unpleasant for Mel despite each of their efforts. Mel’s face had been ruffled by the kiss and her makeup was smudged, and yet she wore a large grin on her face that immediately relaxed Leah, and caused her to smile warmly in turn. The thoughts that began to assail her were lustful and explicit. Leah contemplated how they might have intercourse, if it reached that point. Her cheek’s grow bright red, and she chided herself. She figured she shouldn’t be contemplating such things when she didn’t even know what Mel desired.



“Is - is that very odd?” Leah inquired, entirely uncertain of what the sensation of the kiss must have been like to her tiny companion. She couldn’t help but sound apologetic as she observes Mel’s disheveled state in her hand.



Mel wiped her face gently and pulled back her hair, collecting herself for a moment. “It’s odd - very pleasant.” Her grin became a shy smirk as she spoke, looking up past Leah’s nose to her eyes.



The gentle confirmation was all Leah needed, and she capitalized on it. Leah brought her forward once more and kissed her again. This time there is less hesitance, and the warm mass of Leah’s lips collided with Mel’s face in a gentle but firm way. Mel could feel spittle wetting her face as Leah allowed her lips to part slightly. The tiny human reached out and set her hand upon Leah’s chin, supporting herself there and feeling the smoothness of her face.



Leah got a bit of a taste of Mel, as her tongue moved just behind her lips and gently nudged against the small human’s face. Mel could still smell the strong scent of lemon cream inside of Leah’s mouth, and taste it in her spittle when her tongue laps over her face. As Leah’s lips parted slightly more, and Mel found her face sliding partially into Leah’s mouth, she managed to actually get a breath of air from Leah’s own lungs.



Soon enough, Leah withdrew Mel from her lips and permitted her a chance to recover. A strand of spittle hung between Leah’s plump lips and the face of the tiny human she held a breath away, gleaming with the kitchen light. Leah let out of a soft chuckle as the strand of spittle draped down between them and fell upon her apron.



“I admit I don’t truly know what to do…” Leah’s voice was a soft confession, and she smirked tentatively.



“Ah - sorry I can’t really kiss you back.” Mel said, grimacing smalley.



“No! That’s okay. I only mean, I don’t really know what is… nice for you.” Leah reached up with her free hand and wiped away a bit of spittle from her chin.



“Ah - well… I like kissing. And I like being held… close.” Mel fumbled over her words as she talked. She was hesitant to invite sex so directly, although the approach of it seemed inevitable. Leah was her boss, and the differences between them would always disrupt their efforts to romance. Admittedly, she could not yet relax to the idea.



“I can sort of cuddle you.” Leah looked upwards as she seems to contemplate it.



“Sure - just, gently,” Mel said, her tone but excited and slightly nervous. She glanced down at Leah’s apron-glad bosom. A small shiver ran through her as she imagined being pressed in between those massive and soft breasts, and held against Leah’s chest. Mel wondered if Leah’s big pale tits had a dusting of freckles the way her face did, or if her nipples tasted as sweet as she smelled.



“I figure I should take the Apron off.” Leah seemed to notice Mel’s gaze again. Mel wasn’t used to
 bigs
 paying so much attention to her. Her tiny face usually got away with looking where it pleased.



Leah reached out slowly to the counter and sets Mel down gently. Leah couldn’t help but draw her hands around herself as the comfortable worth of Leah’s grip was taken away from her, momentarily.



Sitting down on the edge of the counter, Mel let her little legs dangle towards the floor far below.



“Actually I’ve liked you quite a while,” Mel said, forcing casual confidence into her tone.



“I thought you were cute too. I wasn’t sure how to get a good look at your face without being obvious about it.” Leah chuckled warmly as she said that, leaning in real close to Mel to show what she meant.



“Yeah aha - I’m not so used to being right up close to people.” Mel paused. “But looking forward to it.”



Leah reached behind herself and began to untie the apron. Mel was unsure what else to say in the moment. She doesn’t want to just silently stare at Leah as she disrobed. But when she looked up to see Leah’s own eyes upon her, she felt even more paralyzed. Leah’s look was tantalizing. It was a look that was impassioned by and accepting of Mel’s own scrutiny. Her partner wasn’t shy, she was excited for this. She wasn’t worried about harming Mel, and some part of that gave Mel confidence in turn. This had been something they’d both wanted for a long time, and now it could come to fruition. Slowly all of Mel’s hesitance fell away like spittle, or a globule of cream, or an apron.



The apron landed on the kitchen tile with a soft airy whish, leaving Leah clothed only be her tank-top and black tights. Mel’s eyes locked immediately upon Leah’s massive breasts. They were barely held back by the thin white fabric of the tank top, and her perky nipples were so visible through the fabric that Mel could even know their color: A perfect strawberry pink.



“Sorry, nippin a little,” Leah observed unshyly. Her hand raises up to gently nudge one of her firm nipples through her tank top.



“Ah! Don’t be sorry. Sorry for staring,” Mel said quickly, making a little frantic apologetic hand gesture.



“I’ve got big tits but I figure they’re like… a whole different thing to you.” Leah laughed noisily, moving her hand to cup one of her massive breasts and jiggle it up and down within the tank top. Mel could see her freckled cleavage bounce up and down so vivaciously that a boob could almost get free of the confining piece of clothing, if Leah wasn’t careful.



“Yeah, they’re something else.” Mel scooted back from the edge an inch or two and stood up gently as Leah moved closer. She stood near the counter so that Mel had to look up to barely see her face past her massive tits. “Very comfy looking.” The compliment was an invitation, of course. It was no secret she wanted to see if they were as comfy as they looked.



Leah reached down to gently take Mel in her hand once more, and lift her from the counter. As Mel rose up in Leah’s grasp, she was treating to a bird’s eye view of Leah’s cleavage.



“You really like them, don’t you?” Leah asked, sounding amused. Mel tosses her head back and giggles indignantly.



“Sorry. I’ve just never gotten a good look.”



“I suppose I’m usually wearing my apron. Covers my tits up well.”


“It ought to. That’s where the food would land.”



They both chuckled warmly, and Leah’s grip on Mel relaxed gently, as her fingers adjusted to support the tiny woman’s back.



Leah leaned forward once more and gently set her plump lips upon Mel. She held her in hand at a tilted back angle as she stooped gently over her. When she pressed her lips gently against Mel, she braced her tiny human companion’s head against her finger, and pressed her to her mouth. Tickled by Leah’s tongue, Mel lets out a muffled giggle from within Leah’s plump lips.



Leah’s eyes crossed as she looked at Mel’s squirming little body beneath her kiss. She was such a precious plaything, and Leah couldn’t help but revel in the freedom to play. Mel had always been a tiny temptation to her, and now she had her in her grasp. She peckered the little body with kisses, planting them quickly on Mel’s face, chest, stomach and crotch as rapid little pecks. Mel giggled wildly, flopping about in her hand under the assault of kisses and feebly trying to fend Leah off.



“That tickles!” Mel managed to cry in a short moment that she was not smothered beneath Leah’s lush pink lips. The larger human pulled her face away and licked her lips as she stifled a giggle.



“Ha ha ha! You’re so small!” Leah said in an exaggerated and playful manner, stating the obvious almost mockingly.



“Don’t I know it,” Mel replied. She reclined comfortably in Leah’s hand, breathing heavily as she stared up at her giantess companion.



“I know not what we should do,” Leah pondered wistfully.



“Ah, cuddle?” Mel suggests, as Leah had mentioned it a moment before.



“Mm! Yes. I ought to put this away.” Leah gestured at the bowl of frosting on the counter, and then walked over to the counter it rested on. Holding Mel securely in one hand, she opened a drawer beneath the counter and pulled out a cardboard box that contained a roll of saran wrap. She looked between Mel and the task ahead, judging how she might best employ her single free hand. “Let me just…” she brought Mel against her chest gently, orienting the smaller human so that she faced outwards and set her down between her breasts at the upper hem of her shirt. Mel quickly secured her feet against the fabric of Leah’s tank top, and stands there in her cleavage, looking out over the counter. She can feel the radiating warmth of Leah’s massive breasts on either side of her, and tries desperately to keep her eyes forward.



Leah acts as though what she had done was the most casual gesture, as though she had simply set aside something to take backup in a moment. Mel shivers gently as she stands unsteadily between Leah’s breasts. Though she resists staring forward for some time, the glowing warmth of Leah’s freckled tits soon demand her gaze, and she finds herself casting a look into the shadow of the tank top and observing Leah’s sideboob from an intimate proximity.



Leah casually applied a layer of the plastic wrap over the frosting, ascertaining it’d remain fresh for the evening, and then lifted the bowl. She began to walk towards the fridge, and Mel clung tightly to the hem of her shirt at her cleavage, being careful to not slip down into her larger companion’s shirt. In that moment she did not truly feel humiliated, despite the circumstances. Leah’s comfort with the situation was encouraging to the tiny human, and she had no desire to indicate that this was not pleasurable for her as well. She would be quite content to ride around in Leah’s shirt and feel the intimate closeness of being nestled between her massive pale breasts. As the decorator began to walk, her heavy breasts bounced gently up and down, and Mel found herself sliding more snugly between them. Her feet did not maintain perfect traction on the soft white cloth of Leah’s shirt.



Mel found herself slowly tugging down Leah’s shirt as the larger human walked towards the fridge, and opened it. Soon enough one of Leah’s perky pink nipples slid out from under the cloth just beside Mel, and jutted towards the open air. Mel found herself fixated as she stared down at the tender pink areola and resisted the urge to lean in and put her face against it. Leah, for the moment, does not seem to notice the slip.



“We could sit and cuddle together once I’ve cleaned up here,” Leah suggested.



“Ah, sure! Are you… expecting anyone to come by tonight?” Mel failed to detach her eyes from Leah’s exposed tit as she talked, but the decorator’s eyes were directed on the fridge interior.



She leaned down and slid the bowl of frosting in beside a completed pie, and her breasts swung forward to press snugly against Mel’s back and pin her to the white cloth of the tank top.



“Mm, no. I figure I’m all clear for tonight. Got a good grip there?” A wave of cool air flowed out from the fridge when it was opened and washes over Leah’s partially exposed chest. She gasped softly as the chilled wind touched her exposed teat, and glanced down quickly to see the slip. Mel was clinging tightly to the cloth between her large hanging breasts, and it was obvious what she was staring at. “Oops!”



As she rose, Leah reached up and quickly tugged the fabric out, and then up and back over her exposed tit. Of course in the process Mel was granted a full view of her nipple. She closed the fridge and righted herself again.



“Ah - it’s alright. This is neat.” Mel leaned back against Leah’s chest between her tits and tried to stare up at her, but she could only really see her chin and neck.



“Neat,” Leah repeated, sounding amused. “Pretty comfy?”



“A little hard to hold myself out. They… move around a lot.” Mel gestured vaguely towards the massive mounds of Leah’s tits, and Leah giggled heavily with a flush.



Leah gently twisted her torso back and forth, holding her hands up at her sides as she jiggled her breasts. Mel swung and back and forth between them as the large plump tits pushed her around. She giggled noisily, struggling to maintain a hold on the hem of Leah’s shirt. Eventually her grip slipped, and she lets out a little shriek as she slid down Leah’s shirt along her soft stomach. She frantically turned around as she fell and tried without success to grab hold of Leah’s smooth soft flesh. Leah’s hand rushed to her crotch and barely managed to pin Mel to herself there just as she fell out from the shirt.



“Sorry!” Leah gasped noisily, holding Mel tightly against her crotch, the tiny human’s face pressed into the fabric of her tights. She slowly oriented her hands so that the tiny human faced outwards again.



“AH!” Mel let out a little frantic scream as soon as she was able to, the shock of what just had happened to her coming all at once. From this distance the drop wouldn’t have killed her - tiny humans are somewhat more durable than you’d expect - but it was surely dangerous. Not to mentioned she’d just been pressed forcefully into Leah’s crotch and held there.



“I’m so sorry!” Leah said again. “I was just trying to be playful.”



Mel gasped for air and then giggled loudly. “Ahah! It’s fine - just, carefully. You got me.” Mel quickly relaxed as Leah slowly drew her up again.



“I suppose I need a bit of practice at this,” Leah admitted softly.



“Ah well - we can… surely practice it together.” Mel’s voice became sweet as recovered from the momentary scare. Leah turned her around so that they faced each other and looked warmly upon her disheveled features.



“I figure I could hold you… quite often. And help you around the kitchen, if anything.” Leah’s practical suggestion carried with it a curious warmth, as though these new possibilities were astounding her.



“Just gotta take things slow.” Mel reached down to her chest and fingered at the top button, as she watched Leah’s face as the decorator held her around the legs.



Mel slowly began to unbutton her jacket. She knew that she wore nothing beneath, but was not shy to show Leah her body. She wanted to move the engagement forward and experience even more closeness with Leah’s body. She was ready for it now, as a few initial uncertainties settled.



Leah’s eyes locked upon the tiny human’s chest after the second button came free, and peered at her partially exposed breasts. Mel held the jacket around herself even as the last button popped loose, drawing out the reveal.



Leah said nothing, but patiently stared at Mel in a blatant manner. Her look was expectant and intrusive, clarifying Mel’s next action as though the tiny human herself had forgotten. It was a curious way to dominate her, the visual order causing Mel to feel a sensation of tension as she made herself pull back the jacket and expose her perky little breasts. Leah’s lips curled up into a pleased grin as she took in the detail of the little lady’s form, and drew her closer to her face.



“Perfect little tiny titties,” Leah observed softly. She took her time observing the tits closely, and held Mel just a few inches away.



“They’re big, proportionately,” Mel claimed. Her tits did not match Leah’s - not by a long shot - but they were not particularly small in terms of ratio to her body. But to Leah, each was just the size of a blueberry.



“I don’t know many other tinies to compare to.” Tinies were hardly a commonplace thing.



“Well for the most part our bodies are just like yours. Just like, imagine me bigger.” Mel said, extending her arms slightly to her sides and holding herself up and straight so that her chest puffed forward.



“It’s sort of hard to do.” Leah smirked warmly. She drew Mel in closer and lowered her towards her mouth once more.



“Probably will get easier as we’re… closer. I find that a lot of the times, it’s more about distance than size - in terms of how we think of each other.” Mel had speculated on the complexity of tiny-human-big-human relationships, and observed the primal simplicity to the differences between their natures.



“I think… I have never looked closely enough at you.” Leah said softly, her tone a sweet confession. Mel felt the warmth of the larger human’s breath wash over her as they shared in the intimate closeness. The smaller human’s concerns and uncertainty had begun melting away with the warmth of the decorator’s closeness and touch. “And you’ve always been here, right under my nose.” The sentiment was a bit more literal than Leah may have intended, and yet it was a perfect representation of the untouched potential that had rested between them.



“Ah well… you may have been looking up while I was looking down.” Mel reached out to set her hand gently against Leah’s chin and hold her as they locked eyes. Mel had been too shy to initiate this type of connection in the past, and Leah’s ambition and focus had resulted in an oversight of something even greater.



“I’d been tasting treats. Teased by tiny temptations. The true treat was your tiny titties.” Leah guffawed heartily at the alliteration of her remark, and Mel couldn’t help but burst into a fit of giggles in turn.



“What a poet!” Mel exclaimed, throwing her hands up in a celebratory way, ecstatic.



Leah leaned in towards her slowly and her thick lips parted to free her plump wet tongue. Mel brought her hands down and rested them against Leah’s supporting fingers, keeping her arms out of the larger human’s way as her mouth approached. Slowly, the large pink tongue set upon Mel’s chest and slathered an inch across her torso, soaking her with spittle as the larger human tasted her.



“Mmm…” Leah seemed to enjoy it. She lapped her tongue across Mel’s body again, this time dragging it wetly over her tiny tits. Each of them was easily pushed about by the dancing touch of her tongue as Leah continued to lick clumsily at her boobs, vivaciously slurping and lapping Mel’s upper body. Mel had never experienced stimulation of this manner and struggled to comprehend the sensation of Leah’s textured tongue upon her sensitive breasts.



Leah’s tongue softly touched against the underside of my Mel’s breasts as the larger human began to lick with more precision and focus on stimulating Mel’s soaked tits. She lifted one of the tiny blueberry sized tits tenderly with her licking motion. Mel let out a soft and squeaking moan in response to the strange but pleasurable feeling of the texture of her tongue against her body, the mounting pleasure quickly overwhelming her. Leah seemed encouraged by the response. Leah’s tongue lolled gently across the small human’s tits. Mel gasped sharply and struggled to maintain any degree of composure.



Leah’s tongue licked along Mel’s arm and then against her breasts once more, the tip of it gently teased each of her perky mounds in a thorough way. Her hand remained snugly around the smaller human’s body as if Mel were a tasty treat for savor.



The larger human dragged her tongue along Mel’s stomach, then between her breasts, and then up gently in a curling motion to nudge the tiny woman’s chin up. Then her tongue retreated into her mouth, and she pursed her lavish lips in a contemplative way.



“I should take this off,” Leah said as she cast a glance down at her tank top. She didn’t even bother looking for a place to set Mel down this time, instead opting to simply stick the tiny human into her mouth unceremoniously. Mel let out a little squeak as the top half of her slid quickly into Leah’s mouth, the giantess’ thick lips running half the length of the tiny human’s body. Mel could feel the semi-flat surface of Mel’s wet tongue against her torso as she feebly struggle within Leah’s mouth.



Leah was content to capitalize on the tiny human’s secure confinement between her lips, and used the opportunity provided with free hands to pull her tank top over her head and cast it aside onto the floor. Finally, her plump pale breasts hung freely and exposed from her chest. She spent a moment more gently licking Mel inside of her mouth as the little human began to wiggle more frantically, before drawing her out of her mouth and permitted her a chance to breathe.



“Ah… fuck.” Mel exhaled a shuddering breath as she took in Leah’s massive breasts, staring at them attentively in an undeniably longing way.



“Have you undressed me with your mind? You must have really wanted to see these.”



“I could never imagine them so great.” Mel was enthralled by the smooth perfection of Leah’s tits, and looked down at them from her grasp with some amount of focus. The swollen pink areola around Leah’s nipples appeared unnaturally smooth and Mel longed to set her face upon it. Her wish would soon be granted, as Leah slowly began to lower Mel towards her breasts and direct the tiny individual's head towards one of her nipples.



Mel collided with one of Leah’s plump breasts and immediately slathered some of Leah’s spittle upon it. Her body was still soaked from the thorough licking. Leah rubbed the tiny human against her tit tenderly, wetting it and stimulating her nipple with Mel’s moving body. When she quit moving Mel so actively, Mel secured her hands upon Leah’s nipple and began to feel it’s texture. Leah released a small gasp as the tiny human put their hands upon this sensitive place. Mel’s movements were precise, and the motion of her hand against leah’s tit stimulated her to an almost uncomfortable extent.



Leah allowed the tiny human to draw herself forward with her meager strength and move her face slowly towards her teat. Mel felt a rush of anticipation flow through her as that perfect pointed nub of flesh slowly came forward to meet her lips. She could smell the heavenly scene of Leah’s flesh strongly as she nuzzled up near the summit of her boob.



Mel produced a soft anticipatory moan as she put her mouth around Leah’s nipple. It was a struggle to fit the little pink protrusion of flesh into her mouth, and Mel found herself almost gagging as she worked her mouth down over it.



Leah moaned out passionately as the sensation of the tiny human licking and sucking her nipple overwhelmed her. Her hand rose up to settle upon her free breast and stroke the nipple there feverishly, adding to her pleasure. She was surprised that a human so small was able to do so much for her in this way, and her imagination was only revealing yet more possibilities.



Mel ran her hand along the tender areola, stimulating it as she continued to suckle Leah’s nipple and gently tug it with her mouth. The tiny human felt herself growing wet and looks down at her slacks as she remained cuddled up against the breast. She reached down with the hand that was not attending to Leah’s tits and began to work the pants off, wiggling her little rear as her hand slide between the fabric and her side and began to work the piece off.



“Let me help you with that.” Leah said, taking her hand from her breast and bringing it back to Mel. She gently held the human and pinched the end of her pant leg between her finger and her thumb. Leah dragged off Mel’s pants with ease and dropped them to the ground far below. Mel wore some dark blue panties and helped Leah get them off as well, wiggling her tiny body on Leah’s palm as she was cupped against the breast and aided in undressing.



Leah looked over Mel’s fully nude form with great attentiveness and evident lust. She exhaled softly from her nose and allowed her eyes to grow half lidded as she appreciated the tiny human’s body.



Leah adjusted her grip around Mel to hold Mel more loosely, and guided her pinky-finger between between the tiny woman’s legs. Mel stifled a small gasp as she felt her approach. Even Leah’s little finger was too large for Mel to take, and for a moment Mel fearfully imagines her shoving it into her sex. But Leah is gentle, and merely strokes along Mel’s slit ever so slowly with the tip of her finger.



Mel bit her lip gingerly.



The larger human observed her expression and tries to judge what motions were causing there the most pleasure as her finger gently ran the small length of the tiny humans slit with the smallest motion of the finger. Leah then took Mel up in both hands. Each of them gently held a side of the tiny woman’s upper body. Nestling Mel’s arms between her thumb and pointer finger, Leah tilted Mel back slowly as she brought her towards her mouth. Mel can only loll back her head and allow her mouth to fall agape as she anticipated what was to come. Leah wasted no time bringing the tip of her tongue against Mel’s sex. Mel felt the large wet presence pushing apart her legs tenderly and lapping at her in an imprecise manner. With Mel’s legs guiding her, Leah soon narrowed her focus so that the tip of her tongue played upon Mel’s labia and clitoris in perfect strokes.



Mel’s high-pitched moans grew louder and faster as Leah worked her tongue against the tiny human’s crotch, stimulating her in a rapid way. Her legs rested on either side of Mel’s mouth and began to straddle her tongue as it continued to work in and against her crotch. Leah produced a savory noise like she had when she tasted the frosting, taking great pleasure in Mel’s taste upon the tip of her tongue. Mel closed her legs down against the tongue and grinded against it, using her strength to thrust back and forth on the wildly moving tongue even as Leah tried to lick her.



“Ah fuck that’s good.” Mel said. She struggled to form a proper sentence as the immense pleasure washed over her, and she felt her arousal pushing away all other thoughts.



As she wiggled and grinded against the larger human’s tongue, Mel slid one of her legs between Leah’s tongue and her lips, slipping partially into her mouth. Leah adjusted her grip so that she could hold the top half of Mel and allow the bottom half of the tiny human to slide into her mouth entirely. Mel has a full body shiver as her nude form slowly slid along Leah’s thick lips and into her mouth. She wildly attempted to place her legs somewhere where she would not slip down the larger human’s throat. Leah produced a noisy gagging noise as her tiny human companion pressed against the back of her throat with her foot, but continued to lick up at Mel and pleasure her pussy with her gigantic tongue.



Leah closed her lips around Mel’s stomach so that Mel was kept from sliding deeper into the larger human by the jutting presence of her breasts, which came to rest against the outside of Leah’s mouth. Leah’s thick pink lips remain enclosed around the tiny human, who secured her hands on either side of Leah’s mouth to brace herself.



Steadily, Leah’s rhythm increased and Mel began to feel a pulsating surge of pleasure creeping over her body. Her entire body was drenched with a combination of spittle and sweat as it was quite exerting to hold herself up as Leah so easily played with her body.



“I’m going to cum,” Mel gasped out frantically, the intense pleasure catching her by surprise as she found herself unable to stay off the approaching orgasm. Leah moans noisily in response and only hastened her efforts, licking about Mel’s crotch with intense and relentless speed.



Mel produces a noisy and sharp squeak as the orgasm takes a hold of her. She pressed down against Leah’s lip with her hand and squeezes her tongue between her legs as she convulsed.



Her body rocked to the rhythm of the larger human’s licking and her eyes slowly drifted up in her head. A pulsating sensation of an intense orgasm whited out every thought from her mind but pleasure as she succumbed to the larger human’s ceaseless licking of her pussy. When at last the overwhelming pleasure begins to subside, Mel gasped out for air and weakly whimpered.



Leah continued to lick Mel’s extra sensitive sex, but slowed her pace and applied less pleasure as the tiny human recovered. She looked with fond eyes upon the tiny human’s drenched body, observing how her little firm tits glistened with spit and sweat before her eyes.



“Oh fuck that was good,” Mel exhaustedly said, her eyes fluttering open to look upon Leah’s features as she laid limply in the larger human’s mouth. Leah reached up and drew her out of her mouth, and looked upon her with an ecstatic expression and spittle drizzled off of Mel’s body and onto the larger woman’s chin and chest.



“Seemed like it was good!” Leah playfully poked Mel beneath the tits as the tiny human reached up to wipe her face and fix her hair, still breathing heavily. “I think we’ve just uh… discovered something worth investigating.” She added, guffawing in a hearty manner at Mel’s baffled face of agreement. The new realm of pleasurable possibilities between them would be free for their exploration, and they would be the designers and decorators of the next treat they shared.
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