Jupiter’s voice rang through the house. All at once, the harsh buzzing of her microphone hummed in every room, urging Icy to return to her lab. The suddenness of her words sent a chill up the lizard’s spine as he sat in the living room, slumped against the couch cushions. He placed a nervous hand over his heart, feeling his balled-up muscle pounding away in his chest like a manic drum – a drum that quickly lost its rhythm when she called for him a second time, ending with a sultry murmur and a playful laugh that echoed in his ears. Before he could open his mouth to respond to her, the muffled brush of her mouth against the mic and a soft moan caught him off guard. Her moaning – sensual and enticing, soft as a warm breath dripping on his nape and trickling into his ear – quickly grew loud and uneven, building with lustful passion until erupting into a groan and a whimper over the intercom. A wide-eyed Icy rose from the couch without a word, his blue-scaled cheeks turning a tint of pale purple.

He was dumbstruck, and if nothing else, a little aroused: he had never heard her act this way before. He would have been worried for her, were it not for the sheer embarrassment he felt at the moment. With a gulp he walked across the room, staring at the door that lead to the basement, and from there to her hideaway. Icy wrung his small, shaky hands, thankful that Saturn didn’t hear her sibling’s teasing of him over the speakers: she would have pinned him to the floor in an instant, smothered beneath one of her heavy feet, or gagging on a massive jaw-breaking toe simply out of spite. The thought of her ire weighed him down as he held onto the doorknob, fearful she would appear out of thin air and crush him the instant he turned the handle. But when the old tumblers rattled and moved and the door creaked open, the darkness of the stairwell welcomed him instead as he took his first steps downstairs. He had to remind himself that Saturn wasn’t home today.
Amidst the shadows and dust, the swivel of Jupiter’s camera caught a glimpse of Icy from above and followed his swift descent. Even in the dark it kept pace with the movement of his legs in and out of the void, tracking them as his toes lightly touched each creaking stair until deep underground, he finally reached the intimidating threshold protecting Jupiter’s home-away-from-home. The camera zoomed in on him, regarding him carefully as his neck craned upward, struggling to take in the dizzying height of the fourteen foot high door of steel that stood between him and Jupiter’s chambers. Icy himself was only four and a half feet tall – it was hard for anything to not tower over him – yet the door may as well have been the sheer side of a mountain. He grew restless feeling the cold wooden floor against his bare feet. Not knowing what else to do, he reached out and tried to find her scanner. Failing that he could just wait her out, he thought. She always granted him access, even if she often made a game out of it. But the moment he reached out to touch the smooth gray surface, Jupiter’s abrupt and drunken giggling filled the narrow corridor, making Icy jump with fright.
“I love it when you squirm like that,” she said to him afterward with the same alluring tone from earlier. He felt his face grow redder still when that monstrous door slid open, allowing him into her sanctum.
Jupiter’s laboratory was dark. He was used to seeing a well-lit and sterile environment, neatly arranged alien contraptions and devices lined along the walls or row upon row in the center, all flashing a multitude of impossible colors. Or beakers of various concoctions of varying volumes; some placid, others bubbling, fuming and boiling over. None of those wonders were present tonight: all he saw was an empty chamber and the distant glow of a large monitor on the far end – along with the silhouette of an even larger being sitting before it. Her voice called to him again with a sing-song trill, coaxing him with a lusty whisper as she murmured his name. Icy’s chest tightened as he crept through her lab and neared Jupiter’s looming shadow. As he drew close, the screen flickered and came to life. He felt his eyes being sucked into the grainy black and white images, each cycling through a room from the house above: first the kitchen, then the living room, then the dark stairwell and then her lab, then finally on Icy himself. One by one, portions of the screen filled with the same stunned expression, each shown from nine different angles. He reeled back in shock, and nine little lizards danced in unison as another rumbling moan and a fit of laughter followed. Now thoroughly unnerved, he winced and pushed on, trying his best to steady his anxious limbs by focusing on the back of her chair. He hated, and at the same time, loved that chair of hers: it made him feel so small and insignificant – like a timid child awaiting punishment from their silent, authoritative parent. That imposing seat could easily fit three of him and still have room to spare. Or so he guessed: he never dared to try and confirm his theory, least an unaware Jupiter and that spacious butt of hers come falling down on top of him. The sharp and deafening crack of her tail against the tiled floor snapped him from his thoughts and back to her before she addressed him.
“You know why I called you here, right?” she asked him. The richness of her amorous voice caught him off-balance again; without the harsh crackle of her speakers marring her voice, Jupiter’s smooth words seeped into his ears and made him all the more anxious. He simply shook his head in response. An elated and knowing chuckle from the massive reptile and the heavy groan of her over-burdened chair filled the silence as Jupiter turned to face him. “Or need I remind you?”
Icy dared to look up, and his eyes went wide. Nothing could have prepared him for what he saw – an unobstructed view of Jupiter’s heaving rack from below, her huge breasts straining against her loose lab coat and the red, skin-tight shirt hugging her chest. He could hear the poor fabric creaking with her deliberate movements; the constant ripping and tearing of fiber strands scratched at his eardrums as the horned lizard leaned in to examine him. The gleaming lavender scales of her engorged bust nearly spilled from the top of her too tight outfit, exposing her supple cleavage to the smaller reptile as her mischievous blue eyes looked on with glee. Then she drew in a deep breath and her tremendous bosom stretched outward still. Little black buttons – now mere trembling, fraying dots – wobbled along with her swelling breasts in feeble resistance, twitching before his eyes, threatening to release their growing load. Yet Icy stood there for what seemed an eternity, entranced by her mounds as they bloated and bulged and obscured her face before she finally exhaled. Her swollen orbs gradually returned to their absurd proportions while she rest her back into the chair, a satisfied grin on her lips appearing moments later. “I hope you remember now.”
She raised a finger, beckoning him to come closer as his eyes fell to her plump toes. Her other hand slipped beneath her lab coat; he whimpered at the pleasured moan dribbling from her quivering mouth. The look of ecstasy on her face was hidden from him as her head shot back into the headrest, her hands groping her own chest. Jupiter’s clawed fingers dug in, mashing a large, doughy breast against the other, filling and spilling from her overeager palms before suddenly pulling away. Icy only caught the last part her lewd act when he looked up to the fourteen foot tall Jupiter again, staring at the lascivious body that craved his attention.
Icy felt the blood in his veins rushing to his head and his loins, yet he still had no idea what was going on. Jupiter was never this obvious with her arousing mannerisms. She would try and act coy when she teased him with the gentle brush of her broad foot against his body – maybe even let him sneak a peek down the top of her shirt if she caught him looking too long enough, or even up her skirt if he trailed too closely behind her. Even the latter display of affection was nothing compared to this.
A weak smile formed on Jupiter’s features before her long, serpentine tongue fell from her lips and went limp between her breasts. The purple scales of her cheeks flushed red; mixed pleasure and embarrassment crossed her face as it slipped into her deep and unending cleavage, lapping the sides of each glistening breast with long, deft strokes before returning to her mouth with a satisfying smack.
“I apologize for the sudden change in my behavior,” she began with an airy pant, letting her words escape on quick breaths. Three long fingers dipped into the breast pocket of her lab coat and she shut her eyes and stifled a purr. Her digits became distracted, fondling a puffy half-erect nipple instead of fishing for the item she sought. Then her body tensed up; it took a moment for her to collect herself and resist the urge to continue playing with her chest before she finally produced a small vial filled with a familiar green fluid.
“I remembered the fun we had with my previous miscalculation, and I was eager to improve upon it.” A wry grin lit her face as she eyed him hungrily and licked her lips. “I only had a little, but I saved the rest just for you. Care to join me in… furthering my research?”
“I- I…” Icy stammered, unable to string a coherent sentence together while she crossed her arms over her chest, accentuating her voluptuous assets even further.

“I won’t bite,” she said in a reassuring tone, moments before shutting her huge jaws, teeth clacking together into a wide and predatory grin. “Much.”

As if to entice him, Jupiter shook the container between her fingers. Her fluttering eyes gazed upon Icy, watching him inch toward her one uneasy step at a time, his own dumbstruck expression fixated on hers, to the point he nearly tripped over her tail. His foot brushed against it, and it coiled in response, lashing out and twisting around his waist as it caught him in its powerful grip. Her elated laughter thundered through the lab and drowned his startled screaming as she dragged him from off the floor. Higher and higher into the air he sailed, clawing at thin air as he hung upside down, forced to look at her feet from above, unable to see the exaggerated pout on her lips.
“Don’t keep me waiting,” she pleaded with a hint of playfulness. “I worked so hard on this batch. I just want to show you how much I improved it. You’ll love me for it!”

Her chest raced as she felt Icy squirm in her grasp. Watching at that delectable morsel struggle in vain, thrashing for dear life; his weak, impotent little fists beating against the thick scales of her tail drove her wild. She threw her head into her creaking chair, taking no effort to hide her pleasure this time as she shut her eyes and moaned out loud, back arched, enormous chest thrust outward. Her fingers dug into the thick leather armrests, scratching line after ragged line into the ripped upholstery. A pleased grin widened at the constant rubbing and tugging of her tightening shirt, fabric sliding against her scales and hardening nipples. Rising, billowing mounds of flesh pushed back and tore her overworked shirt at the seams as they rose like pitched tents. Her restricting top gave in like a flimsy broken dam, unable to hold back the swelling tide of her breasts as her expansive lungs quickly filled with air. When she exhaled, the end of her tail twisted and tightened around Icy’s feeble form even more, causing him to wince with pain. It raised then lowered him, jerking the smaller lizard about in its less than graceful descent toward her thick, grinding thighs. For a moment she felt him grow still, as if entranced by the fluid motion of her plump legs sliding back and forth. Jupiter chuckled. If only she could see the look of embarrassment on his face. He was so easy to tease.
And she was so huge. All he could see was the flesh of her lavender thighs; they must have been at least as long as he was tall, if not, somehow longer still. His head was swimming, awash with blood, fear and lewd thought as he bent his neck to catch a glimpse of the rest of her vast body. But the muscles in his upper body strained with the exertion; before he went limp and gave up, all he could find was more of the same: an endless sea of legs that stretched forever, and an all too brief glimpse of the hem on her short black skirt. It never dawned on him just how massive she truly was compared to himself, and she was still at her normal height. He knew Jupiter and her sister towered over him like the giants they were, and they never hesitated to remind him of that fact in their own ways. Being on the ground and looking up to meet their imposing forms them was an intimidating experience – being hung upside-down, inches away from Jupiter’s titanic body was another thing entirely. A content sigh from above poured into his ears as he felt her body shudder, then beneath him her purple legs began to part. The warmth of her nether regions washed over him as he felt himself being lowered into the dark, dangling six feet in the air between the two meaty walls that were her thighs. Hanging there helpless and terrified, he looked to his sides and then the floor below, wondering what the now silent Jupiter had mind for him. With a grin Icy never saw, she answered for him. Her tail unwound from his waist and let him fall. Before the lizard could feel the air rush around him, before his lungs could take in the air to scream, her legs came together with a fluid and deafening slap of flesh, and all at once there was darkness and an indescribable pain. The entirety of Jupiter’s one thousand pounds of girth had him firmly wedged between her legs, and all of it was grinding against every little bone in his body.
The entirety of her ample limbs rubbed themselves together and flattened his being, the sheer weight of her legs forced air from his chest. His lungs burned with the wind that she smothered out of them, leaving the pathetic reptile with nothing but the scant pocket of air she trapped him in. Even if he had the air to shout, her enormous bulk kept his mouth shut; the sound of her scales rubbing against his own and the delicate popping of his frame would’ve drowned out the whimpering anyways. The pressure against his skull forced Icy’s eyes outward, bulging from their sockets, yet he couldn’t see a thing save for the faint glimmer of light that came and went with the rhythmic movement of her wide legs. Jupiter squirmed in her seat, sliding her heavy limbs back and forth against the living lump that was Icy. She could hear his muffled cries of protest and his squeals of pain mixing with the sensual bliss dripping from her own lips. Her fingers crept lower as she put a hand to her leg; her mouth let out a pent-up moan when her digits touched sensitive length of her thigh, stopping only to grope the supple flesh of her hips or to put even more pressure on his tiny body. Squeezing her powerful limbs together, she felt his feeble little claws scraping at her thick hide in vain. The twitching of his flailing digits made her clench her toes as her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. In the throes of pleasure, her fingers slipped into the dark crevasse where Icy lay. She fondled his head, jamming a finger between his clenched teeth at times, groping whatever they could grasp. Then with all the gentleness Jupiter could muster she tugged at his body, pulling his head and shoulders free from her thighs and back into the cool air of the lab. The moment he tried to take in a breath of precious oxygen, a purple digit forced itself into his open maw. Icy’s eyes watered; he could only gag, sputtering as her saliva coated finger pulled itself out, only for another to quickly take its place. Bathed in spittle, Jupiter’s fingers moved to her own mouth, licking the tip of each while she stared at him with huge, loving eyes. Her other hand neared, still holding on to the vial, idly stroking the smooth surface while she watched him.
Jupiter’s wet digits returned to Icy’s head and held him firmly in place. Her heavy thumb pushed against his head, then her index and middle finger pried his mouth wide open as her other hand neared, thumbing the rubber cork off the vial with an audible pop. He caught a whiff of the overpowering mixture wafting in the air – a saccharine scent that tingled his nose as he felt his mouth watering in an instant, longing to taste the concoction again despite the ill effects. Yet his brain resisted the urge, throbbing with the same blend of dread and anticipation he felt when he first drank it. The smile on Jupiter’s face broadened – she took notice of his hesitation as well.
“Open wide,” was all she said before pressing the vial against his mouth. Jupiter could hardly contain her excitement as she felt him wiggling between her legs again, gagging on the sticky mixture being crammed down his throat, the excess dribbling from his lips. She lowered her voice to a whisper, just barely heard over his hacking cough. “Drink up. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

Her thumb massaged the muscles in his neck as he tried to swallow the fluid. The rest of her fingers lay on his shoulders. Their gentle touch made him wince as their girth slid across his upper body and touched his clothed chest. He felt the tips of her claws prodding his breasts like huge daggers as they ripped holes in his shirt, tearing into the fabric with glee, stripping him of his top and scratching his torso. Sputtering on the liquid churning in his stomach, Icy went limp when Jupiter touched his bare chest, scale against scale. She exhaled and slowed her movements to long and loving strokes.
“It’ll take a minute or two for the formula to kick in,” she murmured to him, seconds before her hand tightened around his upper body and plucked him from her thighs. “I need to make sure you’re prepared for your role in our procedure.”

Icy could barely see between her fingers as he dangled above her legs, her hand and himself shooting upwards past her waist and obscene rack. Then Jupiter’s maw came into view. Like a warm breeze, her breath filled the lungs of her hand-held captive as she pressed her plush lips against her fingers, trying her best to slip a fat tongue between them. Giggling filled the air when her tongue slithered fit through them and touched Icy’s body. He flinched in her grip; his legs kicked in the air as a wet and slimy lick coated his face, drenching every bit of his head with a thick helping of saliva. He spat up strands of drool from his mouth as her fingers pulled away from his eyes, and for the first time that night he had an unobstructed view of Jupiter’s blushing features.
She stared at him in silence for what seemed an eternity, and he could only stare back in turn, unable to still a beating heart, quickening with the chemicals in his body. He felt her fingers trembling around him, shaking as if they struggled to hold a great and delicate weight in place. Her lips pursed together, quivering as her nervous hands brought him closer still. Jupiter took a deep breath, shut her eyes and pressed her lips against his, smearing his mouth against the supple wall of her plump lips. Her mouth widened and engulfed the end of his snout; a hot and eager tongue lapped at his lips and flared nostrils as a gurgle of satisfaction rumbled in her throat. The sight of Jupiter’s cavernous maw edging closer to his own eyes frightened him and set his mind on fire as it tingled with fear and arousal. He struggled. He was powerless, and he loved it. If Jupiter wanted to devour him then and there, he couldn’t stop her even if tried – how could he stop her anyways? She was a fourteen foot amazon and drop dead gorgeous: plump feet and juicy toes, long legs that stretched for days and a fantastic ass. And those breasts! How he wished he could just reach out and touch one of those mounds, those gorgeous overstuffed pillows, if only to feel his arm being swallowed whole. Maybe she’d let him dive in and get lost in them. She wouldn’t know if he did anything lewd down there. He wanted to grope them, squeeze them, lick them, hump them, fuck them. She’d probably egg him on too, that dirty—
Icy shut his eyes and screamed through clenched teeth, trying to shut out his growing urges. A part of him wanted to stop, to slip away and hide; yet the rest of him – his loins in particular – clamored for more. Soft growling cut his dilemma short and a taunt from Jupiter filled his ears. “Don’t fight it,” she urged him. “I know you want this, Icy. I know you want me.”
She pulled away and licked his head, starting with his moist snout and ending at his neck. Her flexible tongue grazed his throat and chin, taking care to wet every inch it could. He grew embarrassed as he found himself craning his neck at her touch without protest, allowing her to go where she pleased. She spoke to him again in a softer voice. “I’ve seen how you stare at me when you think I’m not looking, what you say to yourself when you think I’m not listening…” The world spun to the right as she turned her chair around and faced the glowing monitor once more, each portion of the screen still focused on different angles of her gigantic body while she fondled him. Her tongue wavered and went lower, pressing itself against the growing bulge in his pants. Icy’s eyes rolled back into his head at the touch; his groin was on fire, burning with need, unable to resist the urge. Then in the corner of his eye the images changed to a recording, and a familiar scene appeared: it was Icy’s room, with him in his bed. The blankets over his lower body moved up and down, slowly at first, then faster and faster, his face twisted with bliss. Then the audio cut in: his voice began as a whisper, then a moan, each breath carrying into the night and the hidden microphone a single word – ‘Jupiter.’
In a moment of lucidity, Icy wanted to die. The record played again, the color fading from his face as it went on, her laughter echoing in his head and the touch of her finger firmly placed against his still throbbing erection. A soft growl from Jupiter demanded his attention before the speakers were muted. The images still moved in silence, yet he couldn’t shake of the sound of his own voice calling her name in the throes of pleasure, forever etched in his brain. “The things you do when you think I’m asleep. You’re a naughty little boy.” The massive reptile breathed deep and exhaled, spilling her hot and heavy breath all over him. “Don’t you agree?”
Icy tried to hold still, fighting back the one word that welled up in his throat like a swollen lump. He couldn’t deny it, she caught him red-handed; the evidence was right there, replaying again and again and again. He knew there were cameras all over the house – for security, she once claimed – but in his room of all places? He didn’t know what to do: she had him in her grasp, pawing at his dick, just waiting for him to admit his guilt. His cheeks were on fire as he caved in and nodded sheepishly, lips spreading apart as he uttered a barely heard “Yes.”
The screen returned to the image of Jupiter and Icy, each portion of the monitor still looking at them from different angles like before. Jupiter turned Icy toward herself and kissed his bare chest. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”
“N-No…” Icy stuttered, lowering his eyes in cowed submission.
She smiled. “To think you had all those lewd thoughts rattling around in your head.” Her lips went lower, nipping at the growing damp patch on his pants. “It must be so frustrating to live with me.” No kidding, Icy thought – it’d be frustrating for anyone to live with a pair of gorgeous sisters that were three times bigger than you. And that was at their normal height: who knew how big they could get? Every time they’d pass him by, he’s forced to look up at them and their long, sculpted legs and towering physiques, hoping they’re vaguely aware of where they step. Neither were afraid of throwing their weight around, especially when he was involved. They loved to taunt him with their bodies, knowing he could never reach them, Jupiter especially – Saturn would just step on him on purpose. If the latter was in a foul mood he was forced to massage her foot with his face. Jupiter would just look on, roll her eyes and tease him for being so careless. Oh yes, it was very frustrating.
Jupiter’s breasts rose and fell with her breathing as she wrapped her arms around her chest, enveloping Icy within the softness of her gigantic bosom. “I don’t care what you think about my meat-headed sister. This is about us, this is about me. Show me how much you love me, Icy.” Icy fell face first into the jiggling cleavage of her bulging breasts. His claws sank into her scales as he tried to steady himself, her sensitive chest quivering with his clumsy touch. He groped more of her ample flesh between his little fingers, squeezing each handful, her mounting lustful whimpering filling his ears. A weak smirk crossed his lips at the sound of her moaning, himself groaning when his loins came into contact with her chest, sinking into her soft lavender cleavage with a growing heat. In that moment a pent-up urge arose within his chest; there, nestled in her arms, cradled in her rolling hills was where he always wanted to be. He wanted to touch them so badly with every part of himself. He breathed in, her scent burned his nose with its sweetness. Nostrils flared, overwhelmed with her divine essence, his snout dove into her heaving cleavage and again breathed deeply, forked tongue flicking, licking beads of sweat from her scales. He planted a tender kiss upon each mountainous curve, his entire form embracing her jiggling mounds as he gave both drooling licks and a quick nip. God, she tasted so good, felt so immense and so lovely beneath him! He wanted it all, he wanted her; blue and black scale against glistening purple scale, lost forever in her chest. Tongue and claw grabbed and suckled every part of her trembling flesh they could reach, teeth biting tender breast, belly rising and falling, slapping against her chest, the scratch of his claws against of her mounds, the rhythmic sway and thrust of his hips; his denied groin ramming against her puffy nipple – she was his, he madly proclaimed in his head. ‘She was mine! – mine, mine, mine!’ Jupiter squirmed in her seat, shifting her legs atop one another while her tiny lover worshipped her engorged chest. She licked her lips and joined in on the fun, fondling his buttocks as he began to hump her left breast; she could feel everything: his thrashing tongue, scraping claws, clamoring feet, his hard, pulsing dick. Oh, of only there were two of him, she pined, holding onto him with one hand. The claws of her hand touched his toes and back as they worked in tandem to pleasure her. Jupiter’s mouth hung open, tongue lolling to one side as she leaned back in her buckling seat, groping her other breast while a pleased gurgle filled her throat. With each breath she took, her titanic chest stretched outward, Icy holding on for dear life as he pounded away at her torso, her rack pushing through the alphabet. She couldn’t help but loose a drunken giggling as her torso grew heavy, her mind tingling with pleasure as she egged him on.
“Is this how my naughty Icy wants to claim me?” she breathed, kneading her breasts along with Icy in her hands, mashing him between her palm and her tit, fondling his back and buttocks in his maddened lust-fueled frenzy. “Claim me, love, make me yours!” Icy needed little encouragement from her: he would do anything for her, anything to please her, anything to make her love him. Throwing his head back, he looked into Jupiter’s eyes, his own clouded with ecstasy as she lowered her tongue and licked his neck. He clenched his teeth, and thrust harder, fucking that swollen, monstrous tit for all he was worth. It was heaven, no, more than that: she was heaven. Icy’s body convulsed at his climax, biting down hard on her breast, causing her to moan at the top of her lungs, crushing him against her chest beneath her hand. She was so strong. He could feel his bones grinding and popping against his muscles and tendons in that moment of bliss. If only she could do this to him in his dreams. Jupiter gripped his waist as his body convulsed, her hand cradling his head against her chest while he came to, feeling the growing warmth and wetness in his pants. She felt his chest hammering away against her breast – rising and falling, pumping with sex and adrenaline – slowing now to a brisk beat. The larger reptile cooed and stroked the little one’s head. Icy craned his neck to feel her finger running against his scales.
“I didn’t know you loved them so much,” Jupiter said, pressing his head into her breast with her hand. “But what is it about me you really love, I wonder: what do you desire most of me?”
Icy’s drug-addled mind was conflicted. Her question gnawed at his brain, which oozed with new lewd musings. What did he love about her? What didn’t he love would be easier for him to answer – it was difficult for him to pick just one thing. Her breasts – her enormous rack – he could live among them forever, lost in her jiggling bosom, nestled between her wobbling tits. They were so warm and so very, very soft. And they tasted so sweet to his tongue. What about her fantastic ass, he thought, lowering his gaze a little. He felt guilty for neglecting her wide rump; he never having the chance to touch her buttocks or hold onto those full figured hips. On the other hand, Jupiter hardly wore pants: she gave him a good peek at times, intentional or not, so that was small consolation. He might have to give that chair idea a try someday. Then her feet popped into his mind. Her huge, lovely feet. He practically worshipped them, dreamt about them, fawned over them, salivated at the mere scent of them. He wanted them badly. He wanted her to shove them in his face, crushing him to a twitching pulp like her sister does to punish him. Punish me, he desired. Punish me that way.
He turned his head from her cool blue eyes and looked down, glancing away from the large clawed toes scraping against the tiled floor, trying his best to not stare directly at them. But in the corner of his eye, Jupiter’s digits danced in the air as if to tease him for his predictable choice. Her toes flexed and relaxed, scrunching and smoothing out, wrinkles and lines appearing and disappearing all at once along her heavy and broad sole. It was a show he couldn’t see and it made him whimper. The horned lizard’s foot thumped against the ground, sending little jolts through her sloshing breasts, his body rising and falling with the tremors.
“Hm, those?” she answered with amusement before leaning forward. Her swollen breasts swallowed him up, enveloping the lesser reptile within their warmth. “But I thought you were having so much fun up here with me.”
Her hands pulled him from her cleavage, lifting him higher until he met with her lips. She then gave Icy another affectionate kiss. “You really want that? To be a bug beneath my big, soft toes?” He nodded wordlessly. Then a fiendish smile spread across her lips.

“Then you’ll have to do what I want first.” Icy winced when he felt something hard brushing up against his penis. It was her finger, nudging and tracing along the damp patch on his rigid groin, already tenting again at the touch. Her mixture was far more potent than before – he could feel it throbbing already.
“Strip,” she urged him with a whisper. “If you’re going to be a helpless bug, you should dress for the role.”
Icy’s trembling fingers grasped the leather of his belt, fumbling with the buckle just as the last tattered shred of his self-control kicked in. He cursed at himself and his hesitance: a horny Jupiter caught him jerking it to her and made him cream his pants in the space of ten minutes, yet being naked in the same room with her is where he drew the line? He wanted her, she wanted him. ‘You’re living out your fantasy, just do it’, he kept thinking. Jupiter noticed his pause. She simply smiled her smile and pulled at his pant leg with a tug of her fingers.
“Now, now, there’s no room for modesty here, Icy. I’m a grown woman and I know what men have.”
He heard and felt the slickness of the damp patch sliding against his scales, the warm wetness still growing with his excitement. She was stripping him, peeling away his shell, exposing him for what he was – a shy and very horny little lizard. One pant leg came off, and then the other, then his stained and tented underwear. His stiff member rose to attention, flopping free from its prison, glistening in the dim light. Icy flushed with embarrassment, his groin tingling with the brush of her hot breath. She touched the tip of his raw shaft, shooting a pleasurable chill up his spine, eyes rolling backward at the sensation.
“Ooh, it’s so cute,” she cooed, taking delight in his humiliation. Her digits, as huge as ever, carefully pinched the end of his rod, causing him to whine pitifully under her ministrations. Her fingers moved lower, her face blushing as her digit traced along every vein, feeling them pulsing, drumming with his heartbeat. Her hand was so soft, was all he could think, his mind on fire with her poking and prodding. His hips begun jerking back and forth in response, moments before Jupiter pulled her hand away. “If only you stayed up here with me,” she teased, letting him sink into her tits again while she licked her fingers. “We could’ve had more fun.” Icy winced at her response, his body feeling deflated as it squirmed against her breasts. He loved her feet, but she loved him right where he was. Jupiter leaned down and kissed his head afterward, as if to forgive him. She knew her body was irresistible to him – her feet simply won his attention, that’s all. Icy moaned, his loins quivering under the flesh they were buried under. She tutted and released him from her grip, setting him on her knee. “Oh hush, you’ll get what you want. Climb down and claim your prize.”
The descent was short but all too awkward. Icy gripped her trunk of a leg as he climbed down, careful to not let his sensitive member brush against her shin and set him off again. He looked down at the ground and then her wriggling foot as it tapped against the floor, enticing him with its graceful movement. Then he glanced up at the immense chest that hid her face, watching her now idle fingers cradling them, teasing her flared nipples and the rolling mounds of her chest. He wanted climb back up and touch them again, give them another tender lick and show them more love, but he was so close to her feet and those squeezable toes. When he reached a safe height, the lizard hopped off her leg and onto the floor next to her foot. The moment his eyes met with her toes he could feel the lust within him building anew. He knew Jupiter had big feet, but they were huge now, far larger than he remembered them ever being. The length alone, from the end of her smooth curved heel to the tips of her fat digits, was enough to smother him entirely with a careless step if she wished it. Maybe it was the chemicals in her mixture messing with his head, or his pent up libido exaggerating and distorting the things he desired, but he couldn’t care less. He fell to his knees before them, wrapping his shaky hands around her middle toe, and jammed his snout against it. He inhaled deeply, filling his lungs with her wondrous scent, her own smell; a blend of dirt from the carpets upstairs and a trace her sweat. Such an aroma made them all more her. Breathing in again, his nostrils took in a whiff of lotion this time, a sweet smell – as if she knew this day would come, he kept thinking. He was loathe to exhale; he only wanted more for himself, to fill him up like a balloon, but the dizziness was getting to him. He breathed out through his mouth, blowing gently on her foot before licking the side of her toe. He felt her body shudder, along with his own as his saliva traced a line along her scales. Every line and wrinkle he found he made known to himself, his tongue growing intimate with the subtle slopes of her succulent flesh. Her other toe pressed itself against his reddened cheek as he went deeper. The warmth of her body and her taste and smell only grew more intense as he reached the darkness between her toes. The weight of her huge digits squeezed on his head like a vice, trapping her poor lover in that hot crevice while he worshipped her. Jupiter’s lips tingled as she licked her mouth and applied more of her girth against his small body. She felt him squirm, felt his hot tongue thrashing in response, neither letting up while her foot came to a rest on the floor, pinning his body against the tiles.

“Pick it up,” she whispered, letting more of her giant foot spread over his body. Her wide toes drummed against the floor, hammering away at his face, smothering his flared nostrils with their firm undersides. “Don’t let me crush you just yet.”
Icy was an indent – a living, twitching and barely breathing lump beneath her sole. The world was black until she raised her middle toe, then all he could see were purple scales. She let it flex in the air above him, hanging suggestively just inches away from his face. The smaller lizard’s tongue tried to reach his coveted prize, now barely out of reach. As if she knew, her digit moved higher. His muscle could only stretch so far before giving up and falling limp outside his mouth. It was only then that her toe came down again, slamming into his face with a soft thud, trying its best to wedge his mouth open as she smothered him. Her teasing was truly down to an art. Icy managed to pull his arms free from under the sides of her broad foot; the muscles in his limbs strained with her weight as he tried to push back. Jupiter laughed and pressed her foot downward, amused with his feeble struggling.
She leaned forward over her breasts and stared at Icy, tilting her head to get a better look at him while her mouth twisted into a wry smile. “You’re about to be smushed, little bug.” Her heel dug into his groin, pressing against his twitching member, forcing an airless gasp from his throat. “Or was this what you wanted?”

‘Yes’, was what he wanted to say to her, scream to her at the top of his lungs, but a weak, throaty moan and a pitiful thrust of his hips was all he could muster. Her foot pressed down against his body, forcing the air from his burning lungs as it flattened him with ease. What little air he took in was her smell, her sweat and her scented lotions, mixing together in his aching chest, sending him over the edge. A wet tongue licked the winkles of her foot with the strength he had left, quickly digging into the ridges between her toes. He felt her body shifting more of her weight onto his pathetic form; several hundred pounds of focused, excruciating pain – all of it just for him, radiating outwards in agonizing waves that seared his bones and muscles. The pain would only grow and grow, burning the joints and tendons as they dislocated and popped out of place under the overwhelming stress. All Icy could do was bite on her digit as his eyes rolled backward, watering with agony. But he wanted more: pain was the threshold to pleasurable suffering under her foot, suffocating on the smell of her big, fat toes as they crushed his head into a smear the floor. His hips thrust all the harder, ignited by his perverse masochism. Twitching fingers sunk under her sole, scratching helplessly at her thick scales as everything went dark and his senses blended together in a muddled, swirling mess as he screamed his toe-muffled scream. The crushed reptile’s torso throbbed; shuddering as if it were about to burst from the pressure. The sensation surged through his veins – now a sudden weakness, then a numbness that robbed him of the feeling in his limbs. The pain lessened and wilted away as nothingness set in. Gradually all he felt was her foot, every part of it: the smoothness of her perfect sole spreading all over his insignificant frame; the mouth-watering taste and smell of her foot rubbing itself all over him, the scent replacing his own as it covered his mouth and flared nostrils. It all felt more acute – more intense. He didn’t care. He was hers now, a part of her body, now and forever stuck to her perfect foot. It’ll step on him wherever she desired – soft wooly carpets, sterile tiles, coarse dirt, dirty concrete – he didn’t care, he would be there until the end of time.
Jupiter smiled. She felt the writhing of his body lessening beneath her foot, dying down as the twitching indent his body formed steadily diminished. He wanted to be the little bug stuck between her toes, she reminded herself, wriggling her digits in the air as she felt his form shrink. What little movement he made grew still and became nothing as her foot finally made contact with the smooth floor once again. There was a warm patch on her toes, faint and wet, no doubt his furious licking and worshipping of her, Jupiter mused. She was surprised at how small he became: perhaps she was a little overeager with the mixture, Jupiter thought. He’ll just have to mind her footsteps for a while.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hours later, Jupiter reclined in her creaking chair, still basking in the afterglow. Her eyes were closed; her fingers traced lines along her areolae, teasing her pert and aching nipples. At times they caressed her overgrown breasts, each easily over twice the size of her head. They enjoyed the attention of her touch and the sensual massage of her fingertips. The simple motion of her hand grazing the scales of her chest caused them to swell ever-so-slightly with every gentle stroke. Her other hand rest in her lap, idly rubbing her naked thighs. She couldn’t resist the urge of outgrowing of the rest of her clothing. It was liberating to finally be rid of them. If only Icy could see her now.

She pressed her toes together, letting them dig into one another as she gently shook her head. She was beginning to feel a little more herself again as her formula wore out. The reptile murmured and looked at her feet, watching her toes as they flexed and relaxed, feeling warm indent were her lover once rest. He was there somewhere, lost in one of those countless unseen and subtle folds of her soles; a mere speck that was now a part of her, at least until his mixture wore off. Jupiter bit her lip and blushed before lying back in the headrest of her seat, staring at the ceiling above her.
“You’re a wonderful friend, Icy,” she whispered to herself, her cheeks reddening as she spoke. “No. You’re more than that now – more than my willing guinea pig: you’re my reason to stay here with you.” Jupiter looked at her feet again and touched her toes together as gently as she could. “I don’t know if you can hear me, or if you’ll ever remember any of this, but… I love you, Icy.”
Deep down in the scales between her toes, she felt something; something small and barely felt – a faint warmth that quickly came and went. Jupiter smiled and closed her eyes, and sighed happily to herself. “I love you, too.”
