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Since women all over the world had started growing, the dating scene had been revolutionized. Dating apps added a height setting that would allow women to indicate their size, although sometimes the giant ones liked to surprise their date.

You heard stories of men hooking up with some beautiful stranger on an app, only to find her, minutes later, outside their apartment building, picking them up straight from their balcony and popping them in the middle of their cleavage.

Natasha had never done anything like that; she was always forward about her size. She thought back to how her descriptions had changed through time.

At 30 feet tall she would write – Looking for full-time companion who’s not ashamed of only coming up to my skirt.

Back then, she still thought in the old-fashioned way: she should have a stable relationship. A serious one. But as she grew larger and larger, she naturally started seeing men as lesser beings, unworthy of her full-time dedication.

At 200 feet tall, she found it incredible that she once liked taller guys. Back when she was an average height woman, she would write warnings like 'Minimum 6 feet'. So, to honor her old taste, she decided to add the restriction to her new bio, too. When a guy inquired why a woman so large even cared about the height of her men, she replied: "I couldn’t date anyone who doesn’t come up to my ankle.”

She soon would have to change her mind, because the more she grew, the smaller everyone else became. And while some women grew along with her, men couldn’t ever hope to catch up.

Having just grown to 500 feet, she would lazily open the apps and start browsing them. She still had fun chatting with men, even when their personalities didn't mean so much anymore to her. She knew she could have any man delivered to her house had she wanted to. But she still liked flirting with them before, as some old habits stuck with her no matter her size.

She updated her bio to reflect her latest growth and giggled.

500 foot tall, single, looking for some fun – must be agile and athletic and unafraid of the dark ;) and yes, I will let you climb on those mountains ;)

Then she watched the messages pop in. Horny guys would waste no time trying to chat her up, and if her size made her intimidating, her beauty more than made up for that.

‘Here for the mountain climbing’

‘Feet pics pls?’

‘Eat me babe – let me turn into nourishment for those big boobs.’

Once she weeded out the perverts, Natasha quickly arranged to meet with a man from the nearby city. When she was normal-sized, she would be pickier with her dates. But now... Why would she care how good-looking, rich, or fashionable the guy was, when he was only going to end up in her panties?

Besides, Natasha was quite eager to try out the new gadget she had built in the garden: her private airport.

She arranged a jet to pick up her date, and then went to the kitchen to make some tea. Then, about an hour later, she received a notification that the plane had arrived outside.
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“I would advise you to keep your seatbelt on,” the pilot said.

“Why?” Otto asked. “Didn’t you just stop the plane?”

“The boss is about to come to pick you up.”

Otto quickly understood what he meant as the girl’s footsteps began shaking his surroundings. Natasha was huge and uncaring of what her footsteps meant for the little people below. The closer she came, the stronger the footfalls were.

Meanwhile, she eyed the landing platform on the corner of the garden with a grin. She always dreamt of owning her private airport, but now that she did, it looked a little... insignificant.

And the plane too... Her slipper-clad foot was long enough to completely cover the puny aircraft. She twirled her toes, their tips barely popping out of the grey fur patch, as if to greet her guest, who stared back at the giant’s polished nails from the window.

“Thanks, Wesley, you may go,” the girl sang to the pilot. She saw the bug-sized man rush out of the aircraft and say goodbye to her with a polite bow.

Then Natasha bent down to pick up the toy-sized jet, and her light blue eyes peered inside to spot the lone passenger who would come with her on the way back to the house. He couldn’t see further than the gigantic eye straight outside the window, but she was licking her lips in anticipation of her fun playtime.
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“Please come out,” Natasha said as Otto realized the plane had been moved to the woman’s living room. He was still nauseous from the walk to the house, which had been bumpier than the actual flight, but he didn’t dare to make the colossal girl wait.

She saw him coming out with a smile, and he looked up to her in awe.

Natasha had barely dressed for the occasion. This was another change in her attitude since the ‘old days’. Back then, she would have dressed up, spent a long time perfecting her makeup to make sure she looked her best for her date, but today she hadn’t bothered with fancy clothes, and was only wearing a plain but tight outfit that didn’t fail to outline her statuesque curves.

But despite her lack of preparation, Otto was still star-struck by the giant and beautiful lady. If she was pretty in the pictures, in real life, she was... angelic. Her genuine charm was making him weak in the knees, or perhaps it was her massive size that scared him.

Speaking of massive size, her breasts were putting a serious strain on the fabric of her shirt. Although the material was elastic, it seemed like it could rip apart at any moment. The fit was so snug that the outlines of the bra below were clearly visible.

Otto’s shocked and awed reaction made Natasha giggle. “All you little guys are the same,” she said with the confidence of a woman who had been in this situation countless times already. “You just freeze as soon as you see me. Relax... I may be big, but I’m just a girl. I don’t bite... especially because it would kill you on the spot!”

She cracked up at her crass joke, realizing it didn’t necessarily make the tiny man more at ease.

But did it really matter to her now? Hell, if he was a little nervous, that would only make him more electric when she would drop him in her panties.

Natasha smiled capriciously. “I would offer you some tea,” she said. “But I already had some, and besides, I didn’t make you cum here to drink tea...”

She winked, knowing he would get what she meant. "But please, don't think I'm a rude host," she added. "You will have all the warm drinks that you want where you're going..."

She stood up, her big tits bouncing along, and then he was offered a ride in her hand.
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Once he jumped into her warm palm, Otto was wrapped between it and her fingers. This ride was quicker than the previous one, and it ended with a softer landing.

Sitting on the expansive surface of the blanket, Otto was delighted to see the giant girl stripping. When she took off her shirt, releasing her boobs from the tight embrace, her embroidered bra showed up, supporting the large globes in all their rounded firmness.

Otto was simply trembling with adoration - this girl had boobs larger than her head... and her head was larger than most buildings.

When she kicked away her slippers and bent down to lower her pants, he was still focused on her incredible breasts, dangling lower and lower as she pulled her pants past her knees and shins. Then, only wearing her bra and panties, she walked before the minuscule man and enveloped him in her shadow.

"You're not taking these off?" she asked. "To me it won't make much of a difference, but to you it might..."

The little Otto accepted her suggestion, and she patiently watched the bug-sized man go naked. Even when it was so small, she could see his wand sticking out proud and straight, just like she expected it would. Not that it would make much of a material difference to her... but she liked to have proof that he was excited, too.

Once he was ready to plunge, he was picked up between two fingertips and hovered to the height of her navel. Her free hand went to pull the tip of her panties, opening up a space big enough for dozens like him to get in. And then she just let him go.
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Otto’s descent into Natasha’s womanhood mirrored his flight in her private jet in many ways.

The airplane carried him into the unknown lands of the giant woman's house, and now he was about to drop into an actual dark and warm environment.

It took some courage to enter that airplane that morning, knowing he was going to land in the colossal, mountain-sized woman’s house. He still went along because he wanted to meet her; and now, he was about to get into the heart of the matter: her waiting pussylips.

Natasha gently brushed her crotch through the fabric of her panties, finding Otto’s outline. The little man was pathetically trapped between her panties and her giant pussy, and he was unable to climb further. The woman knew he was going to need a little direction to go where she wanted him to be, so she slid in her index and middle finger.

She began sighing as she pushed the man across her lips. One finger spread them open, and the other lifted him up. Then, going through her creamed skin, she directed him to her clit.

“Mmm...”

Her little moan was both delighted and amused. She wondered if this man she had inside her pussy was even bigger than her whole clit. Certainly he was a better fit for the tiny organ than he was for most parts of her gigantic body.

“Don’t be so shy,” she sighed. “I need you to move a little...”

Her words echoed distant and undeniable. Otto, having been shoved face-first against the
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