


Stacie was contemplating about just much she loved her perfect 
life. Everything just seemed so easy. High school was almost 
over and had been a breeze, being easily the most popular girl in 
school. Girls wanted to be like her, boys wanted to be with her 
and teachers wanted to be far away from her—Stacie could 
basically do whatever she wanted. Never had her parents received 
a note from a teacher. Not that they would have noticed, though, 
being abroad on business trips most of the time. Recently, her 
parents attempted to make up for their absence.

They hired not one, but two housekeepers. To Stacie it was a very 
successful attempt, up to the point that housekeepers might not be 
the correct word anymore—they spent more time taking care of 
Stacie’s personal needs than they spent keeping the house, making 
her life, yet again, even easier. Everything from cooking, cleaning 
and laundry to fetching her drinks, filling her bath and forging 
her parents’ signatures was on their list of daily duties. Life as a 
teenager certainly is a lot easier if you’re six and a half foot of 
stunning beauty and powerful muscles.
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Doll, get 

over here!

If she were to be completely honest, Stacie had to admit not 
thinking of her housekeepers as housekeepers. Even more, she 
doesn’t even think of them as equal human beings. In her young 
mind, it’s very simple: she is beautiful and strong and they are 
not. In comparison to her, she probably hardly even thinks of 
them as worthy human beings. And thus, she treats them as such. 
To her, they’re more like servants. Smaller, weaker creatures that 
don’t seem to have any other purpose in their little lives than to 
make hers better.

It’s not that she’s an evil girl or that she has malicious intentions, 
neither was she raised poorly in any way. It’s just that, with the 
way things are, she doesn’t really have a reason not to think like 
this. Despite her young age, she’s physically so superior that it 
wouldn’t do her incredible body justice being considered equal to 
them. And so, on the rare occasions that she’s bored, her days are 
filled with (ab)using this superiority, enjoying herself by having 
them do more and more chores—each one even more degrading 
than the last. And now, it seems like she has a new plan.
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The nickname doll wasn’t picked out of thin air. The small 
woman barely stood 4’10” tall, didn’t weight an ounce over 80 
pounds. Her uniform and haircut were only assigned later. She 
didn’t really question Stacie’s demands. From the first day doll 
arrived at her new job, she was mesmerised by the young girl 
living there. She had never seen such a tall woman or bulging 
muscles, let alone on a beautiful, blonde, teenage girl. And thus, 
whenever this incredible specimen of beauty and brawn started 
asking her to do chores, no questions were asked.

She wasn’t really afraid of Stacie—she hadn’t even seen her angry 
a single time. This just seemed to be the natural pecking order, 
blindly obeying was her defence mechanism. At first, it was 
mostly innocent stuff. “Do the dishes.” “Get me an iced tea.” 
Then came the uniform. With every new assignment, it seemed 
like Stacie wanted to take her unquestionable superiority over the 
small adult a step further. She was keen on figuring out just how 
far she could take this. How far could she take her demands 
before being met with an attempt at resistance?

yes… ma’am?
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Whenever Stacie heard the small, older woman call her ma’am, it 
sent a small shiver down her spine. She’d never had to actually 
use her body to establish authority. She’d never had to raise her 
voice or ask a question twice. Yet, the beautiful teen was now 
called ma’am by her adult housekeeper, who was wearing an 
actual maid’s costume and executed her every command. She 
knew that it was simply the sight of her beyond perfect body that 
disabled these weak creatures from even daring to disobey her. 
That is true power.

True power that the young amazon loved to demonstrate. She 
was everything but shy about flexing her gargantuan biceps in 
front of inferior people, fully aware of the fact that they’d feel a 
similar shiver down their spines, albeit it for a different reason. 
For them, it was a combination of fear, admiration and curiosity. 
It was hard to wrap their little heads around just how  massive 
this girls’ muscles actually were and how strong they looked. For 
Stacie, it felt like a rush of power. And so, as the small woman 
was summoned, she flexed her bulging young bicep and spoke 
softly.

I finished my bath and 
as you can see, there’s 
quite a lot of me that 

needs drying. 
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Stacie didn’t even bother asking what had to be done. She merely 
expressed it and relied on her little doll connecting the dots. The 
confused look on the adult woman’s face stirred up a little laugh, 
the cobblestones that are her abs visibly contracting with each 
snicker. It’s nothing out of the ordinary for a tiny woman not to 
know how to react if six and a half foot of glistening wet, 
powerful muscles are expecting you to rub them dry. After 
regaining her composure, she started shuffling, face down, 
towards the huge teen.

I could very 
well use some 
help with that, 

little one.

Even though the towel—and the small hands that carried it—was 
still a few feet from touching her body, this particular huge teen 
was enjoying every second of the situation. She loved how all it 
took to literally get a grown woman to do the most degrading 
things was to simply imply it. A flex of her colossal bicep and a 
glimpse of her majestic body did the rest. And now, that majestic 
body was waiting to be caressed by a pair of small hands, hands 
that were to finally explore just how powerful this young girl 
actually was.
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When she finally reached Stacie, the petite woman was closer to 
the amazonian teen’s exposed body than she’d ever been before. 
The difference in size between them was downright comical. 
Almost mechanical, like a small and soft robot, the small woman 
started slowly rubbing a single thigh that was much bigger than 
her entire torso. Even trough the towel, she felt every larger than 
life muscle in the young girl’s upper leg slowly coming to life as 
Stacie started flexing. She very well knew that the teen was just 
playing with her, yet, the experience was sufficiently shocking.

When the housekeeper’s hands finally touched her leg, Stacie 
shuddered a bit. She didn’t expect feeling the small hands 
caressing her huge thigh to be this exhilarating. It didn’t just feel 
like being dried off, it felt like being worshipped. Her strong, 
young muscles being worshipped by a tiny, adult woman. Stacie 
looked at the busy housekeeper and couldn’t help but almost feel 
a little pity for her. This feeling, of being mechanically obeyed yet 
still worshipped, was the simple reason why she hardly thought 
of these weak creatures as worthy human beings. 
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As the small woman slowly worked her towel, Stacie enjoyed the 
feeling of small fingers prying at her strong muscles. She knew 
that the thin fingers were trying to dent her burly legs, but, even 
in their relaxed state, they weren’t able to. Years of pushing those 
long legs to the limit using hundreds of pounds of metal, day 
after day, made her young muscles not only frighteningly large, 
but also unbelievably strong. And indeed, the housekeeper hardly 
believed that she couldn’t even slightly budge these massive 
muscles under the skin that she was supposed to be drying off. 
As for the drying, that didn’t go too quickly.

Stacie had hoped that this would happen, that the small woman 
would be so mesmerised by her incredible body that she had 
trouble functioning properly. Rhythmically flexing her legs was 
only making it harder for the small woman to concentrate. Two 
deliciously small and weak hands worshipping her majestic 
muscles just wasn’t enough, she needed more. It was time to 
move on to the next part of her plan. She looked at the petite 
housekeeper with a stern face and gave her next order. God, she 
was loving this power.

What exactly do 
you think you’re doing? 
You’re supposed to be 

drying those legs, not just 
petting them. you may be 
weak, but you can’t be 

that weak, right?
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With a simple flick of her wrist, Stacie almost sent the adult 
woman flying. Her small body offered virtually no resistance to 
the younger girl’s strong arms. Stacie wasn’t actually angry, it was 
just a role she was assuming. A role in which she might soon 
find losing herself. As the small woman stumbled away, from a 
slight push using a single arm, a hint of fear appeared in her 
surprised eyes. Stacie felt more powerful than ever. Never before 
had she actually used her power on her housekeepers, or anyone 
for that matter. Usually they, and the kids at school, just obeyed.

But this, this was something new. Stacie very well knew that she 
was stronger than virtually all people around her, she knew that  
most people feared her muscles once they got a look at them. But 
she never realised actually exercising that strength, actually using 
these muscles, would be this thrilling.  Seeing the fear in that 
woman’s eyes, fear of the brute strength that this young girl 
possessed, was an experience like no other. The conclusion was 
simple, she needed more of this feeling. She wanted to exercise 
her strength on people, not metal.

go get the other shrimp,  
maybe together you can 

actually manage to dry a 
single fucking leg!
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Not much later, they appeared. As the pitiful duo neared the giant 
teenager, she went into a double biceps pose—to emphasise the 
ridiculousness of the situation. Two massive mounds of muscle 
appeared on her already gargantuan arms. Each of her biceps 
seemed larger than the heads of the small people approaching. 
Stacie loved flexing her big muscles, especially in the vicinity of 
others. She kept her arms like that as they approached, trying to 
pump up her biceps even more. Seeing the small adults in front 
of her, her biceps seemed even larger than usual. Realising she’d 
soon be able to use them, a smile appeared on her youthful face.

The tiny housekeepers were shuffling, rather than walking. Seeing 
the beautiful amazon like that, flexing those huge, shining 
muscles, made their legs even weaker, as if they’d stop working at 
any moment. A smile appearing on her face, which was not a 
very good sign. Their gazes were quickly redirected at the 
ground, showing a mix of inferiority and dismay. The two of 
them realised very well that even together, they didn’t stand a 
chance against the power that this teenager possessed. They 
realised very well that in front of them didn’t sit no ordinary girl. 
In front of them sat a goddess.
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When the small housekeepers arrived, they 
didn’t waste any time, hoping for this 
humiliating experience to be over as soon 
as possible. Seeing the young girl already 
made them feel inferior, but the whole 
situation was simply on another level. She 
had them, two adults, wearing gothic 
maid’s dresses as uniform, each drying one 
of her massively muscular thighs. Feeling 
those thighs, their size and strength, made 
them feel even smaller. Feeling the hard 
muscles, the small man was wondering if 
together they’d be strong enough to handle 
just the leg he was scrubbing. He tried to 
rub a little harder, but couldn’t dent her 
muscles even the slightest bit. No, they 
definitely wouldn’t be strong enough.
Stacie watched him struggling against her 
strong legs and smiled. He looked so small 
and so weak. How did he ever get any 
work done with thin arms like that? She 
started flexing her own gargantuan arm and 
made some mental comparisons. It was 
hard figuring out how many times both of 
his small arms would fit in a single one of 
her massive arms. Easily two times. 
Probably three times. Maybe four times. 
Even his chest looked small compared to 
her arm. She really was huge—even more 
so compared to these small people. As the 
small man was almost finished with her 
thigh, she couldn’t help but notice the 
humiliation in his eyes.
The small man started wondering if she’d 
actually have them dry her whole body. 
Hopefully, she’d get tired of it after they 
finished her massive legs and this cruel 
joke would be over soon. He glanced over 
at his colleague, who looked back at him. 
She was thinking the same thing and, for a 
brief moment, he actually felt connected to 
the pretty woman. Unfortunately, Stacie 
noticed their moment.
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When she noticed the humil iated 
housekeepers lovingly looking at each 
other, Stacie burst out laughing, her 
cobblestone abs flexing in the process. If 
any of her housekeepers delicate little 
fingers were to be between these rock hard 
bricks of muscle, they might have snapped. 
This day was just getting better and better 
by the minute. The little halflings had 
actually taken a liking for each other while 
obeying her. Maybe they thought that 
together, they’d get through this situation 
easier. Maybe it was the joint suffering that 
brought them together. Maybe it was just 
love. Stacie didn’t know, but Stacie also 
didn’t really care. They might not look like 
it, but they’re adults, adults who can decide 
for themselves who they like. Apparently, 
they like weakness. To Stacie, that’s what 
they are: weak. Weak little humans that she 
can control with her inhumanly strong 
body. Weak little humans that she can 
(ab)use to her liking. Right now, she was 
using them for a bit of innocent pleasure. 
If only she’d realised sooner how awesome 
the feeling was of having four small hands 
caress your titanic body and hard muscles. 
A feeling that the poor housekeepers will 
never get to experience. Stacie, on the other 
hand, will never get to experience the 
humiliation that the small people were 
going through right now. They didn’t quite 
know how to react to the gigantic teen’s 
maniacal laughter and the bulging of her 
muscles that came with it—other than 
silently agreeing that it was a sight to 
behold. As difficult as it was for the two 
adults, they tried focussing on each other 
and not on the young girl that they were 
made to serve. The young girl that up until 
now—at least in her opinion—had only 
been toying around with them, but was 
about to start toying with them.

Ahahahahahah!

This is just 
golden! the little 

shrimps actually like 
each other! Oh, you’d 

make the cutest 
couple.. of 

dolls!

ahahah!
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—Before they could react—not that it would 
have had much effect—she grabbed both of 
her victims, her large hands easily covering 
more than half of their little heads. Having 
established a good grip, she slowly but 
deliberately started pushing them towards 
each other. At first, they struggled a bit to 
cooperate, but soon realised that their 
struggles didn’t have any effect. Her 
bulging arms and hands were just too 
strong for the small adults, biceps not even 
straining from the effort of controlling their 
weak bodies. When their faces were an 
inch from each other, she just held them 
there and enjoyed the view of the little 
people squirming in her big, strong hands. 
One of them put a small hand on her calf, 
not even able to cover a significant part of 
it. All of their four hands together would 
maybe be enough to completely encircle it
—maybe. Stacie loved the feeling and the 
thought. She also loved that the doll’s 
matchstick thigh rubbed against her other 
calf, which was significantly larger—about 
two or three times. What she loved the 
most, though, was watching the confused 
and scared looks on their faces. They didn’t 
know how to react and what to do, and 
Stacie loved every second of their 
helplessness, all by the power of her 
invincible muscles. She noticed that each of 
her incredibly developed breasts were at 
least as large as their small heads and 
chuckled at the thought that even the 
weakest part of her trained body could be 
lethal to the squirming adults she was 
holding. Snapping back to what she was 
doing, it was time to continue playing with 
her little dolls. With some encouraging 
words—without her help they might not 
find the courage to do so—she brought 
them closer together until their small 
mouths touched.

Let the big girl 
help the little 
fellas a bit.

There we 
go!
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Stacie was in complete ecstasy. As soon as she brought the tiny 
heads together, they started kissing. Partly because they wanted it, 
partly because they didn’t dare to object their titanic tormentress. 
Knowing that they like each other, but could only get together if 
she allowed them to, yielded an immense feeling of power. A 
feeling so incredible that it took her a great deal of willpower not 
to get carried away in it—she didn’t want to face the 
consequences of letting her invincible muscles loose on the two 
frail housekeepers.

The moment their mouths touched and they started kissing, the 
amorous adults briefly forgot the situation they were in. For a 
moment, they didn’t feel as if they were mere puppets controlled 
by a muscular puppeteer. For a moment, they even hardly 
registered her taunting words. They just felt another pair of small, 
soft lips touching their own and stopped minding the large hands 
holding their heads together. Unfortunately, as is often the case 
with brief moments of bliss, it wasn’t meant to last long. A lot of 
glistening, wet muscles had yet to be dried off…

Now it’s up to you, little ones!

Isn’t it awesome that I, a 
teenager, can do this to you, 
two adults? that you can’t do 
anything about it? That I can 

control you Just because I have 
these bulging muscles, and you 

have virtually none? I 
certainly think that’s 

awesome!
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This time, each of Stacie’s little helpers were assigned a different 
part of her body. She didn’t want to grant a male—especially not 
such a pathetic one—the pleasure of touching her magnificent 
breasts, and so he was given the task of drying off her abs. But 
even this proved hard for the little man. Hard to focus, for one 
part, as he’d never seen such magnificent abdominal muscles in 
his life. Each of them was as large as his little hand and way too 
hard for him to budge. Even the slightest flex made his fingers 
get stuck in the deep ridges between granite blocks of muscle, 
literally making it hard to do his job.

As Stacie’s chest also needed drying—quite a lot of it, actually—
the doll’s delicate hands were required to touch one of the largest 
breasts she had ever ever seen, let alone touch. Both of her small 
hands together didn’t even come close to completely covering one 
of the teen’s giant boobs. Feeling the soft but firm flesh, proudly 
held up by massive pec muscles, the older woman couldn’t help 
but feeling a tiny bit of arousal. By no means was she a lesbian, 
but these breasts were simply out of this world. Stacie obviously 
noticed the reaction and marvelled at the effect of her amazonian 
young body on these little grownups.
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one? 

I don’t think 
your weak body 

could handle the 
weight of these 
babies, though.



While the pitiful duo continued working, Stacie watched them in  
amazement. As much as they were amazed at how big she was, 
the young girl was amazed at their tininess. She was used to her 
big body and being taller than everyone around her, but these 
two were something else. These two were really petite, not even 
breaking the five foot mark with their thin—almost bony—
bodies. She wondered where her mom had found not one, but 
two of such little people. She also wondered if there were even 
more of them, and how much of them would be needed to take 
her on. Comparing her body with theirs; many.

Stacie absolutely loved comparing herself to them. Even sitting 
down, she simply towered over the two adults. She noticed how 
her huge breasts were each at least as big as their heads—and a 
lot heavier. Comparing her arms with their limbs, they’d have to 
put all eight of them together to simply have any kind of 
comparison. Each of them could sit on one of her big shoulders 
and still have plenty of space left over. Her bulging young legs 
were much bigger than their torsos—probably containing more 
muscles than their whole lithe, little bodies. Stacie couldn’t get 
enough of comparing and wanted more, and better.
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Luckily—for Stacie—her wide back still needed drying. She didn’t 
know what to look forward to most: four little hands prying at 
her massively muscular back or the standing comparison between 
her glorious young, naked body and the two housekeepers 
obeying her every command. Servants is definitely a more accurate 
description. Stacie liked the sound of that, she liked the idea of 
being served. Without any sign, she started slowly standing up, 
the muscles in her legs bulging with every movement. Much to 
the servants surprise, her beautiful body kept and kept on rising, 
towering more over them with each second.

Stacie looked at them in turns, greatly enjoying the surprised 
looks on their scared little faces as she stood up. They were so 
deliciously small and she was so incredibly large. Still hunched 
over, her shoulders already rose above the tops of their heads. As 
her muscular arms passed in front of their faces, she flexed them, 
loving how the firm globes of bicep muscle grew to inhuman 
proportions right in front of their smaller heads. She was just a 
teen, yet these adults looked like starving little kids compared to 
her magnificent young body. A magnificent young body that was 
built to be worshipped.
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When she reached her impressive height of six an a half feet, the 
tops of their heads barely reached the bottom of her ample 
bosom. Without saying a word, she stepped forward and crossed 
her arms, flexing an impressive set of lats right in front—yet 
slightly above—their amazed faces. Her amazonian form simply 
eclipsed the two small beings now standing behind her. She 
wasn’t going to tell them what to do, as soon as they regained 
their composure—as far as that’s possible—they’d know what to 
do. For now, Stacie just stood there, towering over them, enjoying 
the complete feeling of superiority over her little servants.

Servants who had a really hard time fully realising the sheer size 
of the teen standing in front of them. Her height alone was 
impressive, but in combination with her musculature it was almost 
too much to take in. They just stood there, mouths agape, staring 
at the widest back they had ever seen. A back that was waiting to 
be dried off by them, they soon realised, as they saw the 
impressive muscles, all of them clearly visible, still glistening with 
water. As soon as they came back to their senses and their small 
bodies started working again, the two housekeepers picked up the 
towels and vigorously started wiping.
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Given their height and short arms, reaching the higher parts of 
Stacie’s incredible back was not an easy job. Enjoying their 
struggles too much, she didn’t show any intention of lowering 
her body to make it easier for them. Even though she couldn’t 
see them, hearing their puffing and feeling their weak bodies 
bump in to her as they tried reaching her shoulders was enough 
to make her feel surged with power.

Trying their best not to get too close to her, they couldn’t help 
bumping into her from time to time. It felt like hitting a marble 
statue, her rock hard muscular body completely immovable, yet 
covered in silky smooth skin. Minutes earlier, each of her hands 
had covered a large part of their thin backs. Now, their small 
hands failed to cover a significant part of her back. They couldn’t 
even properly count how many hands they would need to 
completely cover her broad back. Their hands felt like insects, 
crawling all over her body, not knowing where to run next.

Make sure not to 
miss a spot!
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By now, Stacie was in total ecstasy, starting 
to get a really hard time controlling herself. 
Only we would like to know what would 
happen if she completely lost control. 
Luckily for her twerps, she didn’t. The only  
thing what was out of control was the 
sheer size of this young girl as she 
rhythmically flexed her massive muscles. 
Her thighs expanded, muscles popping out 
everywhere, the vastness of them clearly 
dwarfing the two little people trying to do 
their job. Her abs contracted as she 
shuddered from excitement—any fingers 
stuck between them would come out a lot 
more flexible than fingers are supposed to 
be. Even her biceps expanded, mashing 
those two perfect globes of soft breast 
tissue hard into each other—fingers, or 
even small heads, stuck in there wouldn’t 
be met with an enjoyable fate. Unless, of 
course, you’re into that kind of stuff. The 
only two people—we should still call em 
that—definitely are not into that kind of 
stuff. Right now, standing there, trying 
there best to dry off some amazonian teen’s 
back, the only stuff they were into was 
getting this over with as soon as possible. 
Maybe then they could get to know each 
other for real, not under the control of 
some musclebound, slightly sadistic, blonde 
cupid wannabe. For Stacie, however, this 
could go on forever. She didn’t think of 
herself as cupid, more like an Aphrodite: 
the goddess of love. Seeing a scene like 
this, there’s no denying that she’s a goddess 
amongst little people. A goddess whose 
upper back was starting to near the point 
of being acceptably dry, which meant 
they’d have to start on her lower back—and 
other lower regions. Yet again, for reasons, 
it was only Dolly who was allowed to 
touch the lower reasons, but even she was 
mesmerised by what she felt next.

just.. keep.. 
going!
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The small woman was confronted by a 
rollercoaster of emotions. First, there was 
plain surprise; the young girl’s impressive 
bottom was barely more than a foot away 
from her own face, about level with her 
tiny chest. Then, as she started rubbing, 
came admiration; even though the skin 
surrounding it was silky smooth, rock hard 
layers of muscle could be felt beneath it. 
Just these glutes probably had much more 
muscle mass in them than her own entire 
lower body. Next, came jealousy, as she 
realised that this teenager had a more 
beautifully shaped butt than she could ever 
dream of. She was jealous of its size, as 
even comparing the girl’s individual 
buttocks to bowling balls wouldn’t do them 
justice. Jealous of its firmness as, to the 
little Doll, it felt just as hard as bowling 
balls. Jealousy was followed by acceptance, 
as the adult woman accepted her fate was 
not to possess, but worship a butt as great 
as this one. And finally, acceptance quickly 
turned to honour, as it was definitely 
honourable, being allowed to touch these 
round orbs of muscular perfection. And so 
her delicate hands continued caressing the 
young girls giant gluteal muscles. Plenty of 
rubbing was required, given their 
impressive size, as opposed to the petite 
hands working the towel, both of which 
together couldn’t even properly encompass 
just the upper part of one of the 
amazonian teen’s sizeable glutes.
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Stacie was ready for the grand finale. She was ready to truly 
show how incredibly superior she was to the little people she 
wittingly coaxed into being her servants, rather than 
housekeepers. Without saying a word, she moved her large hands 
to her sides and grabbed the top of their heads. Yeah, like actual 
grabbing—as in, grabbing melons from a fruit stand—made 
possible by her large hands easily encompassing their small 
heads. Having established a firm grip, she moved them outwards. 
Not knowing what was happening, the poor adults tried to resist.

Obviously, all resistance their weak bodies tried to offer to the tall 
teen’s massive arms was futile. To Stacie, they could have simply 
been mildly stubborn melons, and she would have hardly noticed 
the difference. When they were in position, about a foot from 
Stacie’s sides, they figured out what was up next. Cocking their 
small head fully backwards, they both saw a large arm proudly 
flexing massive slabs of pumped bicep muscles right above them. 
The skin being strained by those muscles was still shining wet, 
and so the small housekeepers knew what they had to do.

Out you come, 
little ones. Time for 

the final part!

aaarrgghh!
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Stretching their matchstick arms up as high as possible, they 
started their pathetic attempts of drying those glorious, muscular 
arms looming above them. The arms that had controlled them so 
incredibly easy moments earlier, arms that wouldn’t shy away 
from a comparison to their bony chests, the arms that they 
obeyed, but most of all, arms that were too high for them to 
properly dry off. They tried jumping and finding a grip, but 
Stacie’s steely muscles where way too hard for their small hands 
to grasp and dent. And so they had to keep on jumping, each 
time attempting to reach a new piece of skin.

Stacie had to admit to having anticipated this situation. She 
wanted the small people to have to jump to reach her arms, their 
small hands prying at her invincible arms. It was a beautiful, yet 
paradoxical sight, having them appear as if they were longing for 
the limbs that they so fear, that could destroy them in seconds.
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But Stacie’s plan was not over yet. Much to the surprise of her 
little assistants, the colossal biceps were suddenly within reach. 
They weren’t easy to reach, but with a little effort, the 
housekeepers managed to get their small hands around the top of 
these inhuman mounds of teenage girl muscle. Feeling the 
hardness and girth of this young girl’s arms sent shivers trough 
the small adults spines. Not the kind of shivers Stacie was feeling, 
however. The kind of shivers you get when scared. Scared of 
something beyond your control, for example. Or scared of the 
sudden realisation of being completely under control.

Controlled by the powerful muscles of a blonde teenage girl. In 
their defence, those muscles would put most people’s bodies to 
shame. But as the housekeepers were carefully selected to be no 
more than five feet tall—Stacie’s mom knows how to spoil her 
daughter—the comparison was plain comical and the small 
people realised instantly that disobeying those muscles wouldn’t 
benefit them. Being controlled is still a far better option than 
being crushed. And so they dutifully kept drying off those 
immense arms, locking their fingers around the steely flexed bicep 
that they were glad they could now reach. But not for long…

www.amazonias.netwww.amazonias.netwww.amazonias.net



A s S t a c i e 
slowly stood 
on her tiptoes, 
t wo t h i n g s 
happened. On 
one hand, her 
a l r e a d y 
bulging calves 
ballooned in 
size, diamond 
hard muscles 
t h e s i z e o f 
large melons 
stretching her 
soft skin to the 
l i m i t . T h e 
v a s t n e s s o f 
t h e m e v e n 
dwarfing their 
thighs, which, 
h a d n ’ t t h e 
second thing 
o c c u r r e d , 
wou ld have 
been p re t t y 
close to them. 
But alas, no 
c o m p a r i n g 
t h i g h s t o 
calves, as the 
t w o l i g h t 
housekeepers’ 
s m a l l f e e t 
slowly left the 
floor, lifted up 
in the air by 
only the power 
of a young 
gir l ’ s ankles 
and the flexing 
of her swollen, 
g a r g a n t u a n  
biceps.



This was the moment Stacie had been 
anticipating. The two adults appointed to 
looking after her, were now literally 
dangling from her biceps. Their puny 
bodies hanging next to her massive one. 
Stacie loved everything about this moment. 
Not only the visual comparison of their 
physiques, the adults combined not even 
c lose to making any compar i son 
worthwhile, but also the vast difference in 
strength. These people were nothing 
compared to her strong, young and still 
growing body. But from this moment on, 
they were her nothings. She knew that after 
this feat of strength, the poor halflings 
would be even more devoted to her. As 
much as they feared her strength, they’d be 
eager to witness it time after time. They’d 
be eager to watch it increase even more 
and they’d be eager to help her. And 
through their shared devotion to their new 
goddess, maybe something will bloom 
between the two meagre adults—that is, of 
course, if their goddess would allow such a 
thing. Stacie, with the two grownups 
hanging from her flexed biceps, did feel 
like a goddess. Because of the adrenaline 
rushing trough her pumped up, amazonian 
body, she almost didn’t feel the little people 
hanging from her strong arms. This was 
the most amazing she’d ever felt in her life. 
A life that would only get better and better 
as she would continue using her power on 
her tiny servants—the worker little ants 
crawling around her house—obeying her 
six and a half foot of growing muscles. As 
she realised how great life could be, how 
great it could be to be tall, strong and 
beautiful, how vastly superior she was to 
the world around her, Stacie let out a one 
last primal scream.

“I’m a goddess!”

RW
AARRGH!
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