Vivian tipped the wide brim of her black hat lower to shield her eyes from the dense canopy of branches smacking her in the face. The gray shark stuck a plump lower lip out and came to a stop, annoyed by the amount of leaves getting stuck in her teeth and the sheer number of boughs slapping and cracking against her bulging chest and its expanse of pillowy cleavage. The slapping she didn’t mind; at least the impact felt nice against her breasts, a constant stream of thwack, snap, and crack that made her body wobble, almost like a massage. Nor did the scores of felled trees broken by the casual sway of her wide hips and long tail bother her either. It was the branches she disliked. All of their pointy ends stuck her black dress and threatened to tear holes in the delicate fabric; when they didn’t smack her breasts, they prodded the rest of her, hard; they got caught in her red hair and tried to knock her hat off with every step she took; and the leaves they dropped. So many leaves. Her chest seemed to be a magnet for them. They just kept slipping into her bosom, a loud crinkle and irritating scratching now accompanying their heavy sway. And worse, the morning sun was getting in her eyes. One bother after another. She took hold of the thick boughs in front of her, and one by one they bent and splintered under the pressure of her hands as she shoved them aside, allowing light to flood into the woods around her. The pointed tip of her hat stuck out of the opening she made, rising over the trees like a black fin in the green sea, but she herself could not see over their lush tops. She was still lost.
It would have been an easy fix. All it would have taken was a simple gesture – a flick of her wrist – then poof, she would no longer have a mouthful of tree, and she would be able to see again. No longer would she have to worry about tripping over gnarled roots or accidentally trampling bewildered wildlife and traveler alike under the treads of her leather sandals. All just because she couldn’t see over breasts larger than her own head. She could have altered that part of her figure and saved herself the trouble, but why compromise her assets for the sake of sight? It would have been easier still to simply swell above the treetops and survey her surroundings, or better yet, swell even larger and step over the forest completely. But this was out of the question. The last thing she wanted to do was to terrify the frightened villagers she was supposed to be helping, or gods above, accidentally crush them and their village underfoot and be out of her reward.
She really needed the gold. She always wanted a bigger home, a place where she could be herself. Her home was a tower much too cramped, too full of dusty tomes and magical scrolls, too many walls and shelves bursting with sorcerous books and artifacts. Living there forced her to be smaller than this, smaller than even her usual height. So it was relief at first to receive their letter of aid, to get out and return to her normal size, and then expand beyond it. But now she was lost in the woods, and getting more than her daily portion of greens. Alas, gold doesn’t grow on trees. She was still working on that.
Her destination wasn’t far, just on the other end of the forest. Or so she hoped. “I’m sure it was this way,” she caught herself wondering out loud.

Right, the letter. That told her where to go, what she needed to do. A quick dusting of thick fingers against her chest sent leaves flying before they dove into her cleavage, pushing aside the doughy gray walls of her flesh and the crushed vegetation that fell between them. Deep down there, she found and fished out parchment no larger than her fingertips. To her displeasure, it was much too small to easily read at her size. She forgot the letter wasn’t enchanted to grow along with her, like her clothing and footwear. But she remembered the gist of it: the village was under siege by someone who calls himself Lucas the Wicked, a monstrous being of immense size and strength. He appeared one day, crushed half the village and its militia under his heel, and declared himself ruler of the rest. Even the reigning lord was repelled time and again by his might, and was ultimately forced to abandon his lands to their grim fate. She then recalled the finer details – how best to deal with the menace. Conventional weapons were useless against him; all manner of blade and arrow shatter against his thick skin. But he has a weakness – a vulnerability to magic, no doubt the very reason they sent for her. Of course, she couldn’t forget the most important detail: whatever treasure he was hoarding is hers to keep, should she emerge victorious.
Holding the letter closer to her silver-gray eyes, the shark had to squint to read her destination. The village was due north.
Vivian stuffed the letter between her breasts, and plodded through the trees and the underbrush in the direction she hoped was north. The hard slaps of branches picked up where they left off, breaking against her breasts and hips, bringing a rosy flush to her cheeks. Her feet rose and fell upon loamy earth, thick grass muffling her thudding strikes, her chest and the trees swaying with the earth shuddering weight of impact. Soon she knew she was on the right path; her snout picked up the fragrance of burning wood, and the canopy around her was beginning to thin. She no longer had to hold her hands out to break their tapering limbs. Between the thinning trunks that cracked and broke against her heaving chest and those that fell and were crushed under rough leathery treads, she could see signs of life. Structures. Ploughed land. The village at last. She picked up the pace, crashing through the few saplings and shrubs that stood between her and open air and brilliant sun.
Bathing in the light and its comforting warmth brought a smile to the lips of the sorceress. The sun felt wonderful against her smooth skin. She took her hat off and breathed a sigh of relief before running a hand through her fiery curls of red hair running down her shoulders to get the more stubborn leaves and sticks out. Then, with her hat back in place on top of her head, she lumbered toward the settlement at a leisurely stroll along gently rolling hills of green. Why rush? It was a relief to escape those miserable woods and their sharp branches and bothersome leaves. She could see the outline of the village in the closing distance, and there was no giant stomping about. Their troubles can wait just a little longer. She didn’t look back at the forest or the literal path she carved to get through it, the meandering wake of fallen and crushed vegetation that stretched for miles from one end to the other. Vivian at last reached the edge of the village when she came to a sudden stop.
Its appearance confused her.
She expected crumbling ruins, smoldering lands, and struggling pastures withered by death and decay. Instead she found a humble gathering of wooden homes, untouched by war or heel, surrounded by lush fields and meadows and their well-tended bounty. Furrowing her brow and glancing around, she could not find any suggestion at all of the cratered battlefield or the scattered bodies of the militia or the lord’s men or the footprint that wiped them and half of the hamlet off the map. All she sees are a fair and happy folk, plump and joyful, smiling and laughing with one another as they go about their day, oblivious to her or the danger they were supposedly in. There wasn’t a single sentry or guard posted to protect them.
“What?” was the only word she could summon. “This can’t be right. This can’t be the place.”

The shark was too busy pulling the paper out of her bulging chest to notice the curious villagers approaching her. She was too absorbed with squinting and rereading the tiny letters over and over to see them warily stepping into the shadow that swallowed their hamlet and them. By the time their furtive whispering reached her ears and she tore her eyes away from the letter, the village had emptied. She heard screams, and was startled to see more than a dozen little heads running out from under her breasts when she lifted a sandaled foot to investigate. At last, she met the villagers. And from what she could tell, none of them reached her knees.
“Good day to you, fair lady!” called a cheerful voice from beneath Vivian.

The sorceress had to lean forward to see the tiny waving fingertips over the edge of her chest. The weight of her overflowing mounds strained the plunging neckline of her dress to its limit, a gray and pink avalanche of flesh and nipple stopped only by the groaning fibers of black cloth flowing down to her stomach, allowing her to see the man to whom the voice belonged. He was an older canine with a scraggly coat of brown, the tips of his muzzle and head turning white with the years. A simple green top and matching leggings hugged a body that was a rounder that the rest of the villagefolk, though not by much. His short, round ears perked up when her eyes met his, and that small bushy tail behind him waggled excitedly. Vivian realized that he and many other men were gazing at her bulging chest and the ample cleavage she put on display for the residents. She didn’t mind, but the livid bitch next to the old dog did. Fists on her hips, the canid woman shot him a cross glance. His tail and ears drooped on command.
The old dog coughed, and spoke softly to the shark. “What brings you to our humble village?”
“I was supposed to deal with a giant problem,” Vivian ventured, “but I think I ended up in the wrong place.”

“We didn’t have a problem until you showed up,” the grating voice next to him shrilled back. “Go wobble on back where you came from, and put some clothes on, you overgrown lump of blubber!”

Vivian frowned. Now it was his turn to give the woman an ugly look. “Edda, dear, please…” It did nothing to console or rein her in, so he turned away from his stick of a wife with a resigned sigh and stared at the broad pillars that was the shark’s legs. His eyes climbed the heavy curves of fat thighs far taller than himself, all of it stuck in a too tight dress that revealed to him the span of her wide hips and the unsubtle curve of her ass. He thought he saw the dull shine of a bronze belt buckle lost somewhere beneath her immense bust, smothered under their great mass. Her breathing puffed them up even larger, twin mountains rising like warm loaves out of that low cut top, competing for space with every measured breath. They obscured her eyes at the top of her breath; with the stranger soaring so high and wide and himself so small, he was free to ogle without judgement. Or he would have, if a certain someone wasn’t judging him that very moment. He gulped, then stuttered, “W-We don’t have a giant problem, I’m afraid, but we could always use an extra mound on hands – I mean hands on the mound, er… hands in the fields.”

Vivian pursed her thick lips together, and the massive chest of the sorceress swayed when she shook her head. “I’m not really interested in gardening. There was supposed to be a village that needs my help.” Her eyes dart to the letter between her fingers, then back to the dog. “Unless… this is that village? The one north of the woods?”
The old dog’s eyes widened as his head followed the pendulous movement of her heaving bust. He clenched his teeth and nodded in the affirmative, trying his hardest to keep himself from panting and waggling that bushy tail.
Her expression grew to a blend of confusion and disappointment with his response, her mind racing for answers. Why was everyone so cheerful when they were in the middle of a siege that apparently doesn’t exist? Where was the destruction? The carnage? The misery? The monster she was supposed to defeat?

She was afraid to ask. But now she had to know. “You didn’t write this letter, did you?”

He shook his head, his voice low and ashamed. “I’m afraid not. We can’t even write or read.”

Her heart sank to the pit of her stomach. All that pointless trudging, her valuable time wasted wandering the wilderness for a hoax, and she nothing to show for it but the sticks in her hair and the leaves in her tits. Her brow knotted in anger, and she grit her fangs, all sharp as daggers. Embers began to leap around her clenched fist and the letter crushed within. Paper curled, shriveled, and turned black, becoming ash in the wind.
“Are you going to there, too? To see Lucas?”

She blinked, and the cinders died. “What?”

“Well, he—” the old dog stopped mid-sentence to turn and point behind him to a faraway and rising hill that overlooked the village itself. A towering castle, ivy worn and ancient, quietly sat at its crest. She quietly cursed herself, now upset with her stunning lack of awareness. She was so occupied with the village that she didn’t bother to look beyond its pastures. How did she not notice something so large on the way here? “He lives there. A huge shark, as big as you. He passed through our village years ago and settled in that old place. We hardly see him, nor do we dare visit him.”

Now the sorceress’ brow furrowed with concern, rather than anger. “Why? Has he done something to your village?”

He shook his head again. “No. The only time we ever see him is when he brings us letters and gold and gems. He pays us to take them to the market along with our crops. That’s when we see strangers like you coming here – adventurers, I suppose. They were always well armed and armored, asking all sorts of questions about him. Then they go to the castle, and, well… that’s when he comes back with more letters and gold. He always seems a little bigger every time. I, uhm, again extend the offer to stay here. For your own safety, of course.”
The daggers of her teeth disappeared behind a puzzled frown. None of this was adding up. She came here expecting to find a besieged village, but the only trouble these folks seem to have on their hands was a shrill harpy and her horny old dog. But if he was telling her the truth, then Lucas really did exist. The letter, the village, and he, were all connected. All of it too large a coincidence to dismiss. Either this was a very elaborate ruse made up by a very bored village that would soon become a very flat village if it was one, or there was a grain of truth buried within the lies. She decided to pay Lucas a visit.
Vivian smiled a smile the dog couldn’t see. “Thank you for the warning, sir, but I’ll be fine. He may be big, but I doubt that any of his visitors were as big as me.”
“Don’t rub it in,” muttered the female dog as her eyes screwed tight, fixing to thrust daggers into the back of her husband’s skull while he watched the enormous sorceress turn away. He was spellbound by the hypnotic sway of Vivian’s wide backside, all that juicy thickness stuck inside that tight little dress, too absorbed in the wobble of her huge ass to notice the back end of a broad tailfin sweeping his way. Were it not for a well-timed tremor that knocked him and his wife to the ground, the empty whistling of air and a long scar of upturned soil would have been all that remained of the couple. The slap of her fin would have sent them sailing into the next kingdom.
The village sank into the sloping hills behind Vivian, the toothed spine of the mountains rising in the distance as the shark plodded on to the castle. Closer now, she could better see the invasion of flora creeping along derelict stonework rising above her, green thrusting through gray, tall spires wreathed in flowering vines. The wall that enclosed the keep, or what little of it that still remained, had long been eaten away, its stones smoothed by rain and wind and time. The place would have been an unnerving sight on a gloomy night, but on a pleasantly warm and cloudless day like this, it was just a quaint ruin sitting on a hill. She passed through a hole in the ramparts that surpassed even her, and stopped before a massive wooden door that could admit true giants. Her head came halfway up the sturdy entrance. It must have been mind blowing to see the threshold through the eyes of an adventurer, to marvel at vastness stretching from one end of their vision to the other, to see the ancient walls and verdant spires climbing higher and higher until they touched the sky. Leaning in a little, she pressed her hand on the old gate, and spied a gap at the base of the enormous door, narrow enough to allow smaller folk to slip through. The sorceress thought of taking advantage of that opening. Then quickly reconsidered. If the part of the letter mentioning his size and ferocity had any merit, then she would not stand a chance against him if he caught her off guard. And as potent as her spellwork was, it would do little good against a mountain of a shark if she was only a flea to him. Shrinking herself was out of the question. But there was another way she could get inside. The sorceress took a step back, took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and began to mutter an incantation. It didn’t take her long to feel warmth building in her chest, her power welling up from within her before she directed its flow outward to her fingertips. Even though her eyes were closed, and the heat and the light of the sun were beating down on her skin, Vivian could perceive the glow, the intensity, of her own magic dancing from claw to claw, as though it was an extension of her own self. And it was. With the smallest of gestures, her magic – her reach – extended to the gate itself. And the tug of her magic, her power, was what pulled hard on the ancient wood, its rusted hinges whining with exertion as it was slowly pried open.
Vivian crept into the keep, her footsteps, her heartbeat, and the flickering fire dancing with the shadows on the stone walls the only sounds punctuating the stillness. She took a moment to glance up at the rows of sconces high above her, letting her eyes adjust to the embers leaping from the torches they held, surprised to see that they were already lit, that someone was capable of lighting them. But as high as they rose, even their healthy light couldn’t pierce the ominous shadows of the lofty rafters. The doorless thresholds to her sides were not as massive as the gate soaring behind her, but they were tall enough and wide enough to freely admit her. Something she usually had trouble with, no matter the size she chose. A curious peek into one of the side rooms revealed to her a dining hall larger than her own home. Burning chandeliers lazily hung from a vaulted ceiling, lighting the large room and its dusty furnishings. But the chamber itself was dominated by an enormous table and its array of chairs, far larger than any she had ever seen, all a mellow brown wood nicked and aged by cutlery and time. The sun’s rays poured in from three narrow openings high the far wall, afternoon immersing tarnished silverware, plates, cups and cutlery in a dull metallic shine. The shark raised an eyebrow, both impressed and a little envious. With a little tidying up, this castle wouldn’t be so bad of a home, she thought. Shame it was currently occupied.

Pressing deeper into the oppressive darkness of the main corridor she is rocked by the sudden explosion of laughter all around her, the violent shuddering of the keep itself stopping her cold. The sorceress can only wheel around, terrified by its strength and suddenness, listening to the walls of old stone groaning in her ears, desperate to hold itself together against the howling waves that tore through its insides. Loosened bits of the castle rained on her head, pelting her body and the floor in gritty chunks, adding to the horror of that deep, resounding bellow. And as suddenly as the blast and shudder began, the air and the walls grew calm, and Vivian stared into the void beyond as sconces ignited row by row, pushing the shadows away. The blaze revealed the hollow heart of the keep itself, an immense chamber of overwhelming size and solitude save for its three features: the rising staircase at the other end, which lead to a grand seat, and the towering behemoth large enough to enthrone it.
All the half-truths of the letter and the old dog’s warnings did not prepare Vivian for what she faced. Before her sat a living mountain of a blue and silver shark that filled the wall behind him with his sheer size. She only caught the barest glimpse of his immensity when the air grew cold suddenly. The flickering tendrils of the fires around her began swirling towards him, being lifted from their torches as his bare chest filled, drawing the flames to his jagged maw with the heavy suction of air. Then the sound of movement, the spring loaded muscle cords of the giant, tugged at her ears as he hunched low and swallowed the light around him, just to see the terrified woman cowering at his feet. Within the encroaching blackness she is forced to gaze at him, at his sapphire eyes, eyes as cold as the rictus grin that lines his face, all full of butcher’s knives. They glittered wickedly in the dying light. Air moved, and the walls trembled once more with feral growling. Her skin, the chamber, and the sconces grew warm with the heat of his breath, the whole keep rumbling as though a beast called from long hibernation. In the resurgence of light, his lips come together and room stills itself. She saw fang being shut out by the firmness of his unsettling smirk; his smile did nothing to relieve the tension she felt at seeing him in the flesh. His eyes swivel and fix on Vivian, then narrowed. His harsh snout went hard and tensed, muscular upper body leaning forward to one side, and then the other, as he tried to look around the shapely shark that stood below him.
“Isn’t there anyone else?” the rumbling boom of his voice demanded.

His question puzzled her. But she took a step forward, and summoned the courage to answer him. “I came alone.”

The chamber rumbled with a frustrated sigh that blew around Vivian as the giant slumped into his seat, agitated. The rush of wind whipped her hat and hair around as if she was standing in a strong breeze. “Were you in so much of a rush that you couldn’t ask a friend or two to join you?” He thrust a clawed finger to a corner of the empty room. “They did!”

The sorceress followed, and gasped at the mountain of bone piled as high as herself. A crude burial of ruined weapons and shattered shields still clutched in the hands of the fallen, crushed armor adorning the ribs and hollow skulls of the warriors in death. But what caught her eye was the gleam of gold and gems sparkling in the mound, a thousand eyes of flickering fire in the armored carcasses. Two more truths. Another room shuddering groan flowed through the chamber, forcing her eyes to return to the titan before and above her. The length of his long blue tail grazed the ground it rest on, the nicked fin swaying like a cat on the hunt, intense, curious, fearless.

“I suppose I shouldn’t judge you so harshly.” He kept those cold eyes on her, and slowly rose from his throne. Long black hair flowed down his shoulders and back while his head climbed the wall, only stopping just inches below the rafters, wood teasing the tips of his ears. And she followed along with reddening cheeks, ogling the athletic body that was now on full display. She was drawn to the toned bareness of his silver chest, his visible abs, the blue-gray defined smoothness of strong shoulders and thick arms, all tensing and flexing with the steady flow of his breath. An ill-fitting pair of black leggings was the only clothing he wore. The overstretched fabric betrayed the size and strength of his legs, and the prominence of a bulging crotch. Her chest was beating faster, hammering, when she saw the tug of a jagged smile, and the glitter of sharp blue eyes lost in the darkness of his hair – the bad boy image she never knew she craved. And with a force that makes even the sorceress tremble, he took his first step down the short flight of stairs. The keep quaked with his descent, more debris raining down on the both of them as stone shook to the deafening impact of heavy feet, one thundering step after another setting off rippling waves in her ample flesh. He cannot help grinning at the sight of her huge chest wobbling just for him. He loomed, consuming all in her vision, her neck craning when he came to a stop a mere step away. He looked down at Vivian’s cleavage; she was looking at his crotch. Being eye level with this junk made her cheeks burn even brighter.

Low growling poured into her ears. “It must be difficult finding others like you. It’s been so long since I’ve seen anyone larger than the pebbles beneath my feet.” A long fingertip reached out to stroke her face. Smoothness gliding on smoothness. It slowed, and caressed the plumpness of her lips before touching the other reddened cheek, the sorceress finding it difficult to resist the urge to kiss his finger when it passed. She felt her head turning, presenting more of herself for him to touch; her neck, her ears, hair. Whether she moved to accommodate his wandering finger, or he simply moved her himself, she would never know.  Then he dared lower, dancing on a shoulder before sinking to her left breast. The sharp point of his claw thrusting her sensitive mound made her shiver, and that shivering turned to weak-kneed squirming when he toyed with the plunging neckline of her dress, and danced at the edge of her cleavage, teasing her, before diving in. She let out a breathless moan, and did nothing more to stop his lewd display of possession. The sound of her voice and her squirming acceptance excited him. His long tail was swaying with greater intensity. The bulge of his huge crotch throbbed in her face. “That’s why you came alone, wasn’t it?”

The fibers, and his junk, brushed Vivian’s snout. Her heart fluttered. It took everything in her to not break down and give in to his desires. To not forget why she came all this way, what she had to do. To not give in to her own cravings, and caress his lustful pillar of a digit. She strained to voice her protest, but all that came out was a stammering mess. She had to bite down hard on her lip to keep herself from mouthing, ‘Yes.’
Then she shut her eyes suddenly, raised her hand, and shoved the huge finger out of her breasts. The larger shark only smiled at her feeble display of willpower, and watched her back out his shadow to put distance between them. But he did not pursue her, nor did she run away. He felt a ridge of goosebumps prickling on his spine when he sensed the air around her stirring, growing warmer, then all of his skin broke into tingling when she ignited the arc of magic crackling to life on her fists. The keep roiled with his laughter; the muscle under his skin ripples as the giant hunched lower, dipping into a predatory stance. He licked his lips in expectancy.
“Of course,” he said. “You did not come here to play, you came here to slay Lucas the Wicked.” The sorceress’ power intensifies, arcane fire blazing in defiance. Her threatening display only makes his eyes and fang-filled maw widen. “You’re only one shark – a very beautiful shark – but I can smell the magic on you. Don’t disappoint me.”
The instant his heel rose from the stone was when Vivian launched her assault. A barrage of flame, the liquid and crackling inferno of molten globes, was hurled from her fists, but Lucas made no effort to avoid the blow. His chest took the full brunt of the attack; he dropped to a knee, reeling, and for the briefest moment his skin ignited into a hideous flash of sizzling meat. But the giant shark only laughed and convulsed with pleasure instead of writhing pain. The blaze died, and his skin stretched as the heat soaked into his unharmed flesh, his upper half swelling with the bloating of muscle in his pectorals. Then the rest of him followed. The sorceress backed away, bewildered as size piled onto his body, one foot after another, more of him crowding the chamber now than before the fighting began. She could see engorged muscle bulging under the skin as he flexed his newfound mass, running a hand over his chest and his tongue over the knife edge of his fangs in surprised delight. She was looking more like one of the villagers with the way her head reached only his knees by the time he regained his composure and stance, looming over her once more.
“I actually felt that,” he moaned, his words dripping from salivating lips. “You’re better than the others already!”

In horror, she stammered, “What? Y-You’re supposed to be vulnerable to magic!”

“Oh, but I am quite vulnerable,” he insisted. “Can’t you see my knees trembling?”

She couldn’t. Her eyes were locked with the swelling erection in his now skin tight leggings, watching his bulge getting fatter, stretching the strained fabric between his thighs as more meat crowded his pants. Lucas rumbled with impish delight. “Well, a part of me is trembling.”

Her blushing cheeks blazed as red as her hair. She didn’t know how to respond to this failure. Another lie of the letter. He soaked her magic up, and he was getting stronger for it. What more could a sorceress do? Flee? Attempt another spell?
Her hesitation made him chuckle. It was like he read her mind. “Go on, try again. You’re the heroine of this fairy tale. Slay me.”

Her hands crackle and explode with the phosphorous blast of white lightning, a blinding flash flood of bolts screaming and twisting through discharged air. And just like before, Lucas did not budge; except to bend himself backward ever so slightly at the last possible moment, so that it all struck his crotch. The fang-filled jaws of the shark spasmed into an unsettling grimace; she couldn’t see his blue eyes rolling into his skull in that dazzling salvo, or that his cock and balls were growing in size. She couldn’t hear the stretching of his skin over the deafening roar of her potent spellwork as magic wove through twitching genitals, electrocuted meat turning iron hard with arousal and swelling larger in furious throbs, flesh fighting against the torn and burning fibers of his pants and his own ebbing self-control as expanding malehood and bloating sack are pumped fatter and fatter with every volt. His tongue lolled out of a drooling mouth, a long, vulgar moaning filling the shrinking chamber as she turned his surging member into a lightning rod. The lust and exhilaration riding his spine from prostate to skull bade him to tear his swollen member free, so he could feel it growing in his hand, against his body. So he could stroke it in front of his soon to be pet. Throbbing meat never felt so wonderful in his grip – and the fact that he could no longer wield his cock in one hand only added to his mounting pleasure. He had to squeeze both hands, and then his arms around it as it slithered up his stomach, spurting pre between his strong breasts along its climb to his chin, the ballooning sack sinking between his legs pushing his stance wider, deeper. His blatant display of eroticism was enough to end the barrage. She threw her hands up over her eyes and blushing cheeks so she couldn’t see that she had unwittingly transformed his ample endowment into a chest thumping, torso spanning slab that he had to hug against himself with both arms. Groaning twitches emptied out of the giant as his body soaked up the static in his tender member, all of him steadily growing taller and bulkier with the residual tingle of magic, more of his mass dominating the chamber, his back bending lower until he could barely fit himself in his own home. The back of his head cracked the rafters, still inching their way to the dark roof before her magic finally went inert.
“Why did you stop?” Lucas wanted to know, before he filled the keep with loud slurping, the sound of him stuffing his mouth full with his own engorged cock. He flinched, a muffled moaning spilling out of his aching jaws at the sudden pressure of his quivering knees squeezing into his own swollen testicles, something he had never felt before this. He could feel them billowing in spurts as the painful sensation shot through him, overflowing seed churning, skin pushing out against his thighs, struggling for more room to grow into. It made it difficult for him to move, he couldn’t see his own feet anymore under that still swelling sack. His clumsy toes and overfull balls bashed aside and crushed sconces and snuffed out fire beneath them as he knelt above Vivian, who had to alternate between shutting her eyes and ears to block out the sucking of his mouth, his moaning, the sight of his towering member, the groaning of the chamber and the crunch of pulverized metal and stone. Weak kneed and horny, Lucas ran greedy hands along the expanse of his flared, veined glans, nipping it to coax more glaze down his throat. He didn’t know he tasted so good. The tip of his aching member had become too wide for him to swallow. So he had to content himself with a kiss on his leaking head before turning his attention back to the gnat of a sorceress, who was no taller than mid-shin.
“You did not answer my question. You have given me more in minutes than they ever have in years. I don’t think I could ever go back to them after you’ve endowed me this lovely gift. It’s a pity you’re so small now, even for me. But I won’t let us grow apart so soon.”
Thick toes came up first. Lucas grunted and shivered as a powerful thigh flexed, brushing against his scrotum in its attempt to lift the rest of his huge foot over her head. Vivian gulped, mesmerized by the display of a broad silver sole, naked and exposed, plump toes wiggling above her ominously, rubbing and slipping against one another, flesh kneading flesh. The arch of his sole scrunched, a ridge of supple flesh breaking into wrinkles before it all came crashing down with a quaking whump. His sole struck the stone and Vivian’s body hard, flattening the gray shark with the ease of his step. His foot tried to swallow her whole, utterly bury her beneath his size and weight. The sorceress fought to keep his bulk from devouring her, that abundance of warm flesh from spilling all over her body, her head, her legs. But she shuddered and moaned out loud when his fat toes shifted and tried to crush her well-padded frame, only to be stopped by the fat of her absurd breasts. In that little black dress, she felt the firmness of his skin through the fine fabric, every wrinkle thrusting hard into the sensitive mounds of her chest, leaving her a writhing mess.
And as terrifying as it was to be trampled, his touch was pleasure, the scent filling her lungs ignited the skin and the nerves in pure ecstasy.

“I love it when they squirm, and there’s so much of you to smother.” The clenching of his smaller toes into her heaving bosom yielded another pleasured cry. She was so soft. So plump. His. “Don’t worry. I’ll let you live. As long as you do one thing for me, whenever I ask…”
The keep rumbled with his command. “Feed me. I know you’re loving this too. You want more of me. I saw it in you when you first caught a glimpse of all this.” Lucas happily purred and stroked himself as he pressed harder, leaning forward a bit to observe his captive’s struggling. She squealed when he shifted his weight, his toe tips sliding forward to touch the softness of her lips, brushing red hair away from her eyes. She kissed his toe when he couldn’t see her face; when he spread his digits, down there, between the walls of his toes, the unimaginable pressure of his foot, and the massive pillar in his arms, she could see red on the giant’s cheeks. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “It’s too bad you’re no better than a foot toy now. But that’s alright. I’ll treat you well.”
His glee grew to wide-eyed excitement upon sensing another surge of magic building in Vivian, the arcane sensation teasing the wrinkled skin of his sole like the tickling of ants. But his eagerness gave way to agitation when the tingling suddenly stopped, and nothing happened to him. Lucas thrust down hard on the sorceress in irritation, only to find more of her pushing back. He couldn’t see his feet over the enormity of his bloated member or the swollen roundness of his huge sack, but he could feel it, the touch of wild magic at work – in her, and not him.
That made him sigh. “And you were doing so well. I never told you to stop.” Eager to feed, the giant raised his heel and twisted his ankle, driving more of his bulk onto her chest, attempting to goad his stubborn pet into obedience. But every thrust was met with more of that rising lump spreading under his sole, as though it fed upon punishment. He had to stop when he no longer felt stonework beneath his toes. Then he leaned forward, snarling, only to reel back in shock when he saw Vivian’s body swelling beneath him, bathed in the soft glow of magic. The doughiness he was stomping on was her breasts. They had blown up massively with all of the force and pressure they absorbed, gray mounds spilling out from under the sides of his meaty foot. And with the way they were wobbling, they had not finished their growing.
His stunned stillness was the opening she needed. Another burst of magic and the sudden abundance of spreading flesh was enough to push the giant shark off-balance. His rising foot allowed her to free a hand, and catch one of his toes. But her fingers weren’t large enough to fully grasp it. Nor did she try – her eyes were closed, body and mind focused on expansion, freedom, and even Lucas, as huge, and as enormously endowed, and as… distractingly handsome as he was, would not break the sorceress’ concentration. Though her will was strong, even steel can bend in the flames of temptation. She could feel her resolve wavering, warping as her expanding bust grinded against firm sole, her sensitive skin and puffed up nipples rubbing and sloshing against the breaking waves of wrinkles, all of her quivering with delight. And when his thick toes clenched a nipple in the scuffle, her spine went liquid with his unwitting pinching, herself unable to stop the pleasured scream from oozing out of her plump lips. The weight, the pressure, the size and softness of his fat toes, the feeling of her head and her skin and her breasts on fire, her squirming beneath him, heavenly. ‘Oh god, not now,’ she begged. Her life was at stake, yet the gears of the darkest corners her mind were already churning with the revelation she could no longer avoid: she was getting turned on by this, aroused by the thought and the reality of finally being smothered by someone larger than herself. The few flames she had were but insects; no bigger than the village folk. And to love them, she had made sacrifices. She had made herself smaller to satisfy them, or her breasts larger, so her cleavage could devour them whole, carrying the knowledge that they would never satisfy her the way she satisfied them, that they would never embrace her body so fully. So much of her went unloved, neglected. It would have been so simple. All she had to do was stop growing. Let him bury her.
But the drive to survive won the internal struggle. Another surge of her bloating tits spread faster than Lucas could react. He tried to step off of her, but the lack of space, the awkward size of his genitals and the shoving of her breasts under his foot were the tipping points that drove him and his heel backwards. They, momentum, and the heaviness of his member against his chest toppled the giant, and he came crashing into his throne and wall at the rear of the keep, collapsed stone shuddering and raining down on top of him as daylight flooded into the gaping hole he left. It took Lucas a while to recover. He was still reeling in pain when he clutched his throbbing head, the pieces of his keep tumbling off his arms and skull, groaning, wincing in the light as his not so little toy continued to grow. Lucas lost his composure. For the first time, his face displayed something other than smug satisfaction; he displayed fear. All of her had grown massively bloated, the flesh and fat of her enormous breasts and hips flaring twice his span, wobbling like gelatin as her fraying dress and footwear fought to contain her. Fabric tore as it mended itself anew and tore again, losing the battle of decency as those tree trunk thighs kept puffing and pumping up wider than her own torso, and all the sagging of her breasts spilling closer to the floor, all of it too much for her own arms and dress could carry. All the enchantments in the world couldn’t win against melons nearly as wide as she was tall. Still they grew, faster than her tattered dress could repair itself, a task made all the more difficult now that she was half his height and gaining.
Her body quivered, the muscles under the fat and skin of her thighs bulging as she tried to stand tall and face her stunned tormentor, his face and cock flushing and throbbing at the sight of growing gray walls. But now, even the sorceress struggled to control her ever expanding mass. She was losing herself in the cascade, the intensifying ecstasy of the feedback of growth and bliss. The smallest nudge of his leaking shaft against her chest set off moaning and rippling waves of rolling flesh, her over-engorged tits wobbling and sloshing and bumping and spilling into each other, the cobblestone floor, and eventually Lucas himself. No amount of his desperate clawing and struggling made her heaving bosom relent – if anything, the bobbing of his cock and the frantic scratching of nails against her sensitive mounds only triggered louder and more elated cries of joy, and another spurt of growth that pushed her to his size and beyond. That was when she fell and swallowed Lucas beneath herself, pinning him between cold stone and the heat of her spasming, panting bulk. The fall knocked the air out of him. In that breathless daze, he saw the sorceress’ face before she buried him. They locked eyes for the first time – blue and gray gazing into each other as she clawed and clambered over her own breasts to take him into a passionate kiss. The strength of her jaws pried his mouth open, her warmth, her love, filled his lungs, tongue trying to twist around its surprised partner. Her hands groped blindly around the fat of titanic breasts to squeeze him as hard as she could, the rumble of her throat filling the wrecked chamber. Her body writhing on top of his, she kept swelling, wanting nothing more than to envelop the giant just as he once overwhelmed her.
She broke the kiss and bit his neck. He convulsed at the plunge of daggers breaking his skin, pain shooting through his head at the touch of her tongue running along the red marks. “God, you’re hot,” the gray shark panted in his ear before licking the beads of sweat and blood from the wounds, drinking in his flavor. Her inadvertent lover shivered, his sapphire eyes rolling backward into his skull as his pillar of meat throbbed somewhere between her massive tits, lost in the jiggling flesh of her sloshing mounds, rubbing against her yielding stomach, her fat thighs grinding the span of its thick base, the breathless purring of his throat giving way to a scream when white hotness seared his skin. “And I want more of you.”
The sorceress’ hands blazed an intensity rivaling her passion, flooding him with a volume of magic he never imagined. She pressed herself against him, as much as her smothering breasts would allow her, so she could press her lips against his and feel his skin shudder. His trembling sent her bloated ass and tits wobbling, then he began swelling faster than ever. Her spell set his limbs on fire, a rapid expansion of muscle growing sculpted and bulging like veined melons as they grew fat on her power, the rest of him pushing back beneath her, trying to find more room for the feast she provided. Her head struck the ceiling of the keep, his stuck out of the growing hole in the back, their powerful, thrashing tails slapping the distant walls with deafening thuds that crushed stone. Her legs and feet rest on his thighs and scrotum, his invaded the dining hall and the chambers beyond, racing through his own home, demolishing his own furnishings beneath spreading heels. His brain reveled in sensual destruction, yet his hot throat and quivering lips gurgled in mute protest, muffled by her kiss.

“H-Hey,” Lucas managed at last, when his mouth rose higher than Vivian could reach. The walls around him buckled; the dying groans of the failing structure forced him to raise his voice. “W-We don’t need to wreck my home on the first date.”
She wasn’t listening. The gray shark’s snout was buried in his chest, her hands still blazing, burning, gorging his muscular frame ever larger, even as stones bigger than men ineffectually pelted her body. Her voluptuous form absorbed what little impact those half ton slabs possessed, all of it bouncing harmlessly off her absurd tits and jiggling ass. The constant thrum only heightened her arousal, puffy nipples grew hard at the sensation, her back arching, tail swaying wildly with the pleasure they brought. It reminded her of the forest and the branches.

He tried bending his neck to tell her again; her breasts pushed his head back onto the grass. “I’ll build you a new one,” she told him, grinning as her arms wrapped around his column of a cock, teasing it with a slow lick its twitching shaft. She couldn’t lock her fingers around its width, a testament to how large he was getting. All Lucas could do was stare at her in muted bewilderment as she squeezed his meat in her glowing claws. “I like my men big,” the sorceress then declared, before setting his cock on fire. “And you’re not big enough.”
Lucas cried out and grabbed Vivian by the ass, not to push her off of him, but to press more of her into his mammoth erection as it seared with her magic, growing longer, thicker, harder in the blazing inferno as though pumping bigger with the furious beating of his heart. His greedy cock bloated beyond his head with all the magic it absorbed, scorching meat swelling through the stone strewn lawn, its flesh continuing to stretch outward in every direction faster than his frame could ever hope to compete with, flowing veins pulsing in the heat of the setting sun. Leaving the rest of him to feed on the scraps. His hugeness dominated his vision, throbbing silver and mottled blue his world, the orange sky and gray shark hidden from his sight. Until her hands and her breasts worked together to adjust his angle. Gray fingers struggled to sift through the weight and the size of her flesh to feel for the iron base, to cup his scrotum. Eyes screwed tight, all of him gasps and spasms uncontrollably as his sack ballooned at her touch, painfully splitting his legs wider and wider, their mass lifting her with them in their ascent; he swore his seed was bubbling with the heat. With a grunt from the sorceress, her remaining hand heaved her massive tits against his towering rod, smothering the base to help propel his leaking monstrosity’s rise over the teetering spires of his keep. But gravity and sheer size conspired to drag it earthward, until his sharkhood fell upon the verdant towers, momentum carrying his mass as he tore through his keep and sent debris crashing to the earth. Neither of them seemed to notice the destruction.

The flood of magic into him slowed, and then stopped. Vivian shuddered when she redirected its torrential power into herself. She surged across the ruins of his keep and himself, the audible crunch of and pop of stone smothered beneath her body as she raced to catch up with his member, her bloating breasts swelling and spreading across the grass, his struggling lungs aching for air to breathe when she pinned him under her and his cock, his arms, his chest, buried by her warmth. As her growth slows, she looks down at Lucas, who was still a little taller than herself; but her body was far wider. Only his head and feet are free to flail and beat against her and his own met. Under her own massiveness, Vivian’s knees squeeze a testicle larger than her own head, her cheeks blazing as she lewdly fondles him.
“Now we’re getting somewhere,” she heard herself murmur over the sudden crackle of flame, steam pouring out of her mouth like the proverbial dragon with every syllable as her lips burned red and glowed like embers. A languid tongue ran along their fiery plumpness; sparks leapt, her flesh hot, her teeth numb. Lust brought out a new side of her – a wicked witch, a seductive lover, pulling tricks even she did not know she could do. She kissed his chest, and Lucas shuddered and swelled, both pectorals sizzled and swelled with burning as she inflated them larger, one after the other, bigger and stronger with hot kisses. He groped her breasts, his fingers lost in her doughy vastness, desperate to get his arms around his cock before it smothered him completely; she struggles to hold on to his met when his glans flopped to the earth beyond his head, falling against a mountain side. That made him blink. Mountains? Even for him they were a good half hour’s walk away. Was he really that big now? A dwindling part of him wanted to protest, tell her to stop, but the rest of him drowned reason out with a growing desire for more. And why should they stop? She loved him, she loved making him bigger, and he loved this feeling of gluttony, of being engorged and stuffed so terribly full and thirsting for more of that bottomless ocean of power. He resolved to drink her dry, even if it ended with the world being buried under him.
Squeezing her hands around his burning cock sent a dollop of pre oozing down the slope of the mountainside – a deluge to the hapless animals fleeing from the alabaster avalanche that tore through boulders and towering pines alike as more of him breached the peaks. Ten long lines scarred the land as his claws tore through the earth, coming together in fistfuls of dirt and tree and hamlet, missing the village north of the woods by mere inches, inches relative to the miles of earth in his clutches, mounds rivaling his former keep, more of him leaking, aching, writhing, rising. There was no part of him that did not know pleasure. He didn’t know why he settled for those miserable specks that passed for mages – this was so much better. They’d only give him a few inches to a foot at best, before they’d cease their casting to cower or flee. He likely would have gotten more out of them had he not crushed half of them in frustration, or smashed the rest with his dick in the midst of foreplay, but that no longer mattered; he had her now, and with her love, he would grow in ways that he had ever dreamed of.
“M-More,” Lucas sputtered, his gurgling whisper the explosive crack of thunder to the hundreds of fearful little ones scurrying in every direction away from the expanding titan, their pastures, their homes, and inevitably, themselves crushed in the throes of ecstasy under his spreading back, his thickening legs, his bulging sack.
“More,” the sorceress agreed, grinning from ear to ear. “I’ll fill you until you blow.” Her power intensified, feeding the monster she swore to put down. But she didn’t care about that anymore. She didn’t care about the gold, her home, the villagers, the world that was being snuffed out by the crushing blue mass of her lover. She found her true prize, but what good was it, the newest lewd thought went, if she couldn’t enjoy her treat?
The back of his skull struck the mountains, rocks and rubble getting lost and tangled in his black hair, his swollen chest rising and falling with his short, labored pants. He had gotten so huge, and still he hungered for more. God above she was a catch, smoking hot, huge ass, huge tits, and a great pair of lips; he only wished he could fill her, that’s the only way this could get any better. Now he winced at the vast weight against his monstrous sack, and now he feels Vivian crawling and dragging her tits over his miles long cock, her fat lips pressing into it, peppering his hardness with more kisses of burning sparks. Red hair tangled with black strands, her lips on his again, the pent-up cock between them throbbing with need, coursing with blood and begging for release.

“Now you’re approaching respectable,” her voice thunders across the land before she nips his ear.

He couldn’t see her taking hold of his cockhead, lifting it from the glazed peaks, their tops shimmering with a thick layer of pre that oozed into the valleys, trees and rivers, and hamlets drowned in waves of shark spunk. The giantess scoops his cock into her arms, pinning it and him against her, the soil of the kingdom groaning as she raced to reach the glans, her swaying tail and clenching toes the scythes of destruction sweeping away the land, the body of Lucas growing smaller compared to her and his maleness as she scoops it into her mouth. Hot seed bubbled in her throat, and her jaws already aching with his massiveness, but still she crams more of him down her gullet, greedily devouring as much of his rod as she can endure. Lucas gropes her tits as they trap him again, teasing a nipple with his fingers as he bites down on the flesh. So soft, so juicy. She is more than a pet to him, she is love.
“Fill me!” he screams with a voice that rocks the kingdom and sends the land shuddering with his buckling hips and her busy, burning hands, stroking his skyscraping sharkhood through wobbling tits as she gobbled his dribbling head. How big as he gotten? A mile? Two miles? Ten? What about the rest of him? She was too much for him and still he kept swelling, bigger and bigger over the world. None of that mattered. It was not enough. He would obliterate everything in his bottomless hunger if he must, until all that remained was them.
“Gods” he groaned. He rapidly struck his peak, and he was a slobbering, drooling mess of sex and shark, and she was so good at gobbling all of him in her soft tits and that mouth and her lips and tongue. They were too much, too soon. ‘Not yet,’ he begged, ‘please’. But his body could not endure her love. Roaring, mind and body blasted into the void of pure bliss he exploded in her mouth great torrents that filled her cheeks and stomach, his balls churning to release his hot seed, what she couldn’t drink spilling down the miles of his twitching, spasming shaft. Her eyes watering, rolled back in shared ecstasy as his seed rained on the countryside in globs, splattering all over him, her, the miles of scarred and cratered earth, leaving dents in the mountains and holes in the green sea of the forests, and the kingdom that the sorceress called home, whose castle only rose inches from the ground compared to her heel, which touched the heavens. She murmured with a mouth full of cum she tried swallowing. Her belly, round and sloshing, falls on top of him and his spongy member. Lucas breathed hard, and kissed her, licking up cum that came sputtering from out of her lips. She looks at him with bedroom eyes, all full of glass eyed love before they close and she lays her head on his chest, exhausted. “You’re amazing,” he whispered before kissing her on the forehead, falling asleep drenched in his own seed.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I wish I could write to you under fairer circumstances, but alas, this letter comes to you begging for your assistance.
Our humble village has been under the heel of the foul creature that calls himself Lucas the Wicked. He is a terrifying monster of awesome size and strength. The king’s army has been singlehandedly crushed by his display of might, and I fear that His Highness has forsaken us to the wicked one.

I beg you, save us! The beast demands tribute in gold, men, and women – all are taken to his keep, to never again see the light of day. Many have fallen attempting to slay the beast, yet I tell you...
Something soft bumped into Lucas’ back. His pen faltered, then fell from his knuckly grip, leaving a serpentine trail of ink across his parchment. The impact tipped his inkwell over, trail and paper swallowed by a growing black puddle. Vivian’s breasts grazed his back, skin on skin, her claws resting on his shoulders, snout lost in his hair. He could hear her breathe, felt her breasts rising, her lungs filling with his scent.

“You said you were going to help me,” she told him, before kissing his neck.
He wiped the ink off of his fingers with a bit of cloth, then placed a clean palm on Vivian’s hand. “You seem like you’ve got it handled.” The blue shark thumbed to the long procession of suitcases, scrolls, and tomes floating into the chamber behind them, sailing along a glowing current of magic blowing into the keep currently in the midst of repair. The morning sun streamed in from above, pouring shafts of light into the room, driving away its former gloom. She insisted on more windows. He didn’t put up a fight. Whatever she wants, she gets. Especially when she was the one putting the place back together. She planted another kiss on his neck, her nostrils flaring as she took took in the smell of his body. Warm. Fragrant. Hers. Vivian sighed pleasantly, then she leaned to one side, peering over his shoulder. He felt the weight of her large body bearing down on him as she got on her toes, the back of his creaking chair struggling to bear her weight as well as his own.
The sorceress tuts. “More letters?” She tried to sound serious, but the smile playing on her lips did not help. “We talked about this.”

Lucas sighed, carefully stood, and embraced his lover. He wasn’t much bigger than her, just two feet taller. It was her request; she loved to rest her head on his chest. “I know.” A blue hand caressed her breast, cupping the side of her mound in his silver palm as he nosed her snout with his own, teasing her red hair, before pulling her in for a kiss of his own. “No more letters. I don’t need them when I have you.” The touch of her lips made his still swollen groin wince. Although his body mostly receded of its own accord, he still found it difficult to walk or sit with his balls dominating the bulk of his movement. He still shivered whenever his legs grazed them, when the slightest breeze teased them. Now with her standing there, squeezing her thick thighs into them, the frisky flicker of her tail against their backside, he couldn’t stop their churning, or the rise of his over-endowed member.
He coughed nervously, to get her back on track. “It’s an old habit. I’m happy you were the one to come and slay me. Even if you only managed the lay part.” He chuckled at that, but a playful nip to his neck put a stop to his mirth.

“We didn’t do that part yet. But I’m glad I met such a handsome stud. You’re the first person I found that can grow as big as I can. Even if we didn’t get that far. But it was a promising start.”

He looked away, embarrassed. “I-I blew my load early, that’s all…” That was a lie. She rocked his world and blew his mind.
A sensual purring slipped into his ears, and the digging of her knees into his crotch made his smooth skin break out in goosebumps. “Are you telling me you won’t this time?”

Lucas took her hand, guiding a finger over the row of teeth that makes up his jagged smile before licking it. “That’s a promise. I never got the chance to show you what I can do with this beast.”
As though on command, the beast stirred and rose to attention, smacking the sorceress between her fat legs with a loud thump that made her breasts and butt jiggle. Now it was her turn to squeal with delight. “Ooh, more spells for my big man.”

“But, uh, could we…” He was blushing hard, she looking up at him expectantly. “Could we do a… a little role playing with the adventurers, just one last time? With you and me as the big bad couple rampaging through the countryside.”

Vivian pouted. “No more letters.”

He put a finger to her lips. “No letters. The real deal. I don’t need a piece of paper to tell everyone you’re the sexiest shark in the whole world when I can just show them.”
Her mouth opened and closed around his finger, sucking on his digit in thought. “How about you and I fight again,” she proposed after some time, “with me as the lovely heroine and you as the big bad shark. Just to see if I can beat you before you smother the kingdom? Maybe some heroes can help me help you.”
His cock quivered at the suggestion, his mouth all tooth and gums. “Well, they better hurry if my sexy sorceress wants a happy ending.”

And with all the strength he could muster, Lucas swept Vivian off the ground, his limbs flaring with her in his arms as he carried her out of their keep. Held aloft, the sorceress threw her arms around her lover’s neck, planting kisses of fire on his expanding chest, wondering whether a hapless batch of meddlesome adventurers would help her save the day.
