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Content Warning



This two-book series contains…

Gender Fuckery

Women With Penises!

Characters changing gender!

Queer shit!

Sizeplay and Transformation

Giant Men and Women!

Characters Growing and Shrinking!

Breast Growth / Shrinking!

Muscle Growth / Shrinking!

Penis Growth / Shrinking!

Beautification!

Kink

Humiliation and Degradation!

Hypnosis and Mind Control!

Dominance and Submission!

Consensual Impact Play!

Speech Restrictions!

Ass Play!

Foot Play!

Choking and Breath Play!

Sexual Overstimulation!

And also

Fantasy Violence!

Furries!

Monster Fucking!

Sex Work!

Alcohol and Drug Uses!

Not to mention a WHOLE LOT OF SEX!

You have gained READER DISCRETION (Rank 2)!




Once Upon a Time...



I spent a lot of time unsupervised on the internet. Now I write kinky niche erotica. The line between those points is easy to draw. Every kink you see in this book was something I discovered while trawling some message board or another. And I never would have gone on that journey of self-discovery without the safety of a screen between myself and a harsh, cruel world.

Being anonymous is a wonderful thing when you're inexperienced and insecure. But these days, I'm loud and proud about my beloved collection of kinks. I have a community of friends and lovers that are accepting, and even celebrate me for them. Still, I doubt I would ever have stepped into the light without a safe place to get started. The internet was a "tutorial area," where PvP was opt-in and the penalty for fucking up was non-zero but low.

The erotica I read in those early days was a total mixed bag. It was the internet, you know? Meaning it was a collection of passion projects by dedicated perverts. There was no money in it back then – everyone was doing it for the love of the game. As such, there was a huge spread in quality. I don't say that to be judgmental, because a cool thing about erotica is that you don't need great writing to produce great work. All you need is a good idea, and the dedication to share it.

That being said, there were some stories that were just different. Maybe they sang with beautiful prose that inspired you to be a better writer, or they planted ideas that lived rent-free in your head for years after. But the big thing I noticed was that these writers knew what they were talking about. This wasn't standard internet porn, projecting fantasies onto fake people. These were hard-crafted stories by people who had actually been in relationships. As in they fucked, that goes without saying, but there was so much more. They had secret knowledge. If you paid attention you could find it between every line, like raw gold glittering on the bottom of a stream. Beyond what to stick in which hole and when, there were things about how relationships worked, how to talk to people, how to navigate big feelings, and too many subjects to mention.

I was a late bloomer. When I finally did step out from behind the screen and into the real world, I found that knowledge had prepared me in subtle ways. To lean into the metaphor of this book, I was ahead of the game. I was higher level than I had any right in being, and it made my life immeasurably better.

This book is dedicated to those writers who spoke from experience – who mixed vitamins into our sugary cereal and hid their smiles when we couldn't tell it was good for us. I've tried to write a book in that tradition. I mean don't get me wrong, it's about a submissive 18-inch maid with cat ears and a tail who grows into a giantess with a huge dick, and all of it is set inside a video game. The sugar-factor is very high. But it is my sincere hope that someone will level up from reading this book, and someday, find the courage to start a legend of their own.

Pseudoclever

7/16/2026
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Chapter 01 //The Legend of Zil



Zil sat alone on the human-size bed, her feet dangling high above the floor. The eighteen-inch maid was bright and attentive, her tail professionally straight. She had a dog-eared book balanced tenuously on her lap – A Comprehensive Manual of Manticores, 4th Edition, borrowed for the night from an obliging adventurer. She had been reading the same page for fifteen minutes, the words passing through her eyes without reaching her brain. To be fair, it was the sixth time she had read this particular book. Zil had bigger things on her mind than manticores tonight.

The inn was quiet – until the moaning began. Zil’s ears folded happily at the sounds of passion coming from the next room. In the little felidae’s opinion, Goddess Rowena’s moans were the sweetest music in all the realm. It was one of many things Zil adored about her.

Goddess Rowena was beautiful, but any fool could see that. She was blonde, busty, and as strong as a whole herd of aurochs. She was also enormous, even by the standards of common divinity. Goddess was nine and a half feet tall, so big that Zil’s head failed to reach the bottom of her kneecap. Zil counted her lucky stars that she was able to be in service to her particular Goddess every single day. It was wonderful to be so close.

Yet ‘close’ was a relative term. At the moment Zil was all by herself in the human-sized room, while Goddess moaned out her divine pleasure in the room next door. Rowena would return after reaping the rewards of yet another completed quest – Crescent Town had been saved from a bugbear this time. The job had only paid a few silver pieces, along with room and board for the night. But as all the realm knew, deities didn’t do quests for the money.

The village had an unusual number of attractive humans. Many had volunteered to be Rowena’s true quest reward. Goddess had deigned to pick two.

Zil’s role would be the same as always: to tend to her Goddess in the aftermath. She would clean the fruits of exertion from her skin, scrub cum and sweat from her body, and prepare her Goddess for bed. It was an enormous job for someone Zil’s size, but it was a job the felidae woman adored. If Goddess Rowena was in a good mood, she might even favor Zil with a story of her nightly adventures. And there was always the hope that if Zil pleased her enough, that Goddess might favor her with a kind word. Or a kiss. Or allow Zil's duties to transition to something far, far more intimate.

To say that Zil was willing was a vast understatement – it was the fondest desire of her heart. In the three years Zil had been Rowena's maid, she had wished for this every single night. Yet her wish, like the wishes of so many in this world, remained unanswered.

Someday it would happen. Zil was sure of it. Rowena would notice her devotion, and she would at last return Zil's affections. Until that day Zil would remain the hardest worker in all of Terrafirma, every drop of effort spent in Rowena's service. Tonight, as always, she had warm water at the ready. She had soft towels, and sweet-smelling soap that would 
 so delightfully over the supple skin of her Goddess. Zil had ladders too – a necessity to reach all the places Rowena needed scrubbing. At her tiny height, Zil needed a lot of help reaching. And Goddess Rowena never saw fit to kneel.

One of the smaller ladders had been placed strategically tonight. She had left it by the door to assist in the impossible task of reaching the knob in a human-sized door. Tonight, Zil didn't plan to sit idle and wait for Goddess to return. True there was an unspoken expectation that she should remain here, but that wasn't technically an order. Zil was above all things a good girl, obedient in every way, but in recent weeks she had rationalized a certain amount of rule-bending. She was expected to wait, but certainly it was alright if she waited even closer to Rowena. The better to serve.

◆◆◆

Zil slipped off her simple peasant’s shoes and silently dropped the long way down to the floor. She padded on bare feet, her tail swishing happily behind her. She paused before stepping through the door, trying to still her eagerness, and bent her ear into the hall. Apart from Rowena’s moans, the inn was dead quiet. Probably no one would come up to this floor for risk of irritating the Goddess, and that was good. Zil considered herself stealthy, but the Great Gods Above had made her ears, tail, and hip-length hair a vibrant hot pink. She practically glowed in the dark. And though her felidae features gave her a passing resemblance to a house cat, the similarities were limited to eyes, ears, and tail. She was otherwise indistinguishable from a tiny human woman. No one would be fooled if she started meowing.

Her heart thudded as she carried her step ladder out into the hall. She placed it outside the room next door. Zil hardly dared to breathe as she climbed up, and peered through the keyhole.

The room beyond was small-town opulent, done up special for guests. There were two women inside with her Goddess. One was a redhead that Zil had clocked earlier as especially cute. She had a beauty mark beside her chin, and she was very petite by human standards – though that still meant the top of Zil’s head would only reach the middle of her thigh. The second woman was more difficult to identify. Zil suspected she might be the tall brunette that had been particularly aggressive in catching Rowena’s attention. All Zil could see of her was her legs. Rowena was sitting on her face.

Zil took in these details as background. The vast majority of her attention was reserved for her Goddess.


Rowena glistened in the red glow of the oil lamps, sweat accenting every perfect feature. It ran in rivulets down her biceps, between her abs, dripped from her massive breasts. Goddess Rowena moaned low and constant, the familiar sound halfway between a laugh and the decadent noise a person made when tasting something sweet.

The nearly ten-foot giantess had the tiny redhead in a doggy-style position, forcing the smaller woman to face away from the Goddess and grip the beam of the headboard for dear life. Rowena mercilessly pounded into her with a quick and brutal rhythm. There were certainly ways to prepare yourself to receive divinity, but a small-town girl could only do so much. Rowena’s cock was much thicker than the tiny woman’s fist, and the Goddess was far from gentle with it. The redhead’s eyes had rolled back in her head as she received Rowena’s dick. Too far gone to scream, she could only breathe, and drool.

Goddess had once boasted of her size during a particularly fun cleaning session. She had told Zil that her penis was eleven inches long when fully hard, and three inches thick. But Rowena had made that claim months ago. Zil happened to know that these days, her true length was eleven point four inches.

Each time Rowena thrust, she lifted the redhead fully off the mattress. The bed creaked alarmingly, even though it had been made for this task. Zil suspected the redhead would break before the furniture. As Rowena pounded her way into the girl, the maybe-brunette did her best to pleasure Goddess from below, clinging to her tree-trunk thighs and fighting to keep her face at Rowena’s vulva. It was nearly an impossible task, and a physically demanding one as well. Zil only barely envied her.

Zil’s mouth was dry as she watched. Her tail twitched. For not the first time she imagined herself in the place of tonight’s lucky recipient, and felt herself soak through her panties at the very thought. As for dreams that would never come true, this one qualified as downright stupid. Rowena’s dick was almost two-thirds Zil’s height. It was more than half as thick as her waist. Yet how often is it true of dreams that the more impossible they feel, the harder they are to let go?

Zil sensed Rowena’s orgasm approaching. She knew it first by smell: the subtle shifting of her pheromones, sweeter than wildflowers in spring. The woman’s pale cheeks reddened, her pupils grew larger. Then suddenly her movements became far more brutal. She grabbed the petite woman by the throat and the hair. She threw her about like a toy, forcing herself as deep as she could into the girl as she came. It was far more than the redhead could take – she shrieked, and thrashed, and clawed wildly at the headboard. Yet Rowena never relented until she was satisfied. The moment she was she tossed the spent girl aside, and quickly replaced her with the brunette.

Rowena has gained a level!

Level 44!


It happened then, during the switching. Zil had been watching for it, still worried she’d imagined it, though she’d seen it a half-dozen times at least.

Rowena grew.

It wasn’t much – a fraction of a fraction. Her growth was so slight that even an attentive lover might miss it, or believe it to be a trick of the light. But Zil knew her Goddess better than anyone, so often had she worshipped with sponge and bucket. And in the years they’d been together, those tiny growth spurts had added up. Rowena had been an average-sized Goddess when the two had met, perhaps eight feet at most. Goddess had been old enough then to be done with her growing. But grow she had. Her muscles, her breasts. Her height. Even her already-massive cock had grown in every dimension, far more than the increase in her body size should justify. And through their years together, Zil had noticed a pattern. Rowena wasn’t bigger after every time she rutted with someone. But there was a definite correlation.

So Zil had done her research. Common Gods and Goddesses – or ‘champions,’ as they were called in the literature – were well-known to grow throughout their lives. While none of the dozen books she’d read on the subject came out and said it directly, the answer was clear for anyone who knew how to read between the lines. Champions grew from sex. More specifically, from sex given as a reward for completing a quest.

◆◆◆

Zil didn’t stay to watch the repeat performance. She carried the ladder back to their shared room and closed the door behind. She stripped from the waist down, enough to be sure she wouldn’t make a mess of her only outfit, and imagined that someday she might be the one to make her Goddess grow. The thought, as always, flared bright in her mind. It took less than twenty seconds to service to herself. Zil might’ve screamed with pleasure, or called out to her Goddess at the top of her voice, and the woman still wouldn’t have heard her over the sounds of her own ecstasy. Even so, Zil played it safe and bit back even the tiniest sounds of her release.

Her want quenched for the moment, she set about to cleaning up. She wiped off with her worst towel, put on her panties and plaid-printed skirt, slipped on her shoes. The tiny felidae nimbly climbed back on the bed, heave her book into her lap, and waited for Rowena to return.

Zil barely had time to read a full page before the sounds of Rowena’s second orgasm came. Seconds later the door banged open. Goddess stooped double under the doorframe and stomped to the center of the room, the top of her head brushing the high ceiling.

“Clean me,” she ordered, unnecessarily.

Zil was already pushing her ladders into place. She climbed, wash bucket in one hand, sponge in the other, and began her happy work.


Goddess had really worked up a lather tonight. Zil could distinctly smell both the redhead and brunette on her, hidden beneath the overwhelming smell of Goddess’s own wet. She had finished so recently that she was still hard, and her pussy practically dripped down her thigh.

Tell me of your adventures, Goddess.

Were they good to you, Goddess?

Goddess, might I be your third this evening?

Zil imagined herself saying these things as she worked. Of course she spoke none of it – maids were never permitted to speak first.

“We won’t be coming back to this inn,” Goddess rumbled, not bothering to lower her powerful voice. “Terrible service, scratchy sheets. And my reward for tonight? Trash! A couple pillow princesses who couldn’t fuck their way out of damp thatch. Wet holes, that’s all I can say for them.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess.”

“You should be. Wasn’t it you that suggested we come to Crescent Town? You said to take the right fork in the road instead of the left?”

“It was,” Zil agreed, though she had never, would never be so bold as to have told her Goddess which way to go. The right fork had been Rowena’s decision. Zil did her best to forget this.

Something touched the back of Zil’s head – Rowena’s middle fingertip, Zil quickly surmised – and before she knew what was happening she being pressed face-first against Goddess’s rock-hard glute. She fought against her instinct to squeal with glee. This was clearly supposed to be punishment.

“We’re doing things my way tomorrow. These piss-ant villages are beginning to bore me. They’re not worth my efforts to save them.”

“Yes, Goddess!” Zil squeaked, still feebly trying to clean with a face full of Goddess-ass. One of the girls had kissed Rowena here – the redhead, Zil decided, based on the smell.

“The town of Jarve is a day’s walk from here,” Rowena went on. “It has an organized guild to handle quests, and a brothel with quite the reputation."

Zil nodded, nuzzling her cheek against the woman’s supple skin.

"You're thinking that I always avoid large cities,” Goddess said. “That I actually prefer these back country diversions. Perhaps that has been true in the past. Well, not anymore! It’s time I let my greatness be known.”

"Yes, Goddess!"

Rowena held her this way for a time, before losing interesting and letting go. Zil went back to cleaning the woman in silence. Her whole body vibrated like a struck bell. To her disappointment, Rowena had gone fully flaccid by then. Even so her girth was still impressive, easily longer than Zil’s thigh.

Goddess said nothing more through the rest of her cleaning. Zil demurely wiped down her shaft and labia, worked the warm sponge between the crevices of her abs, and climbed up on her tallest ladder to comb out the giantess’s flaxen hair. The moment Rowena had her fill of this, she stepped away. The sudden movement almost threw Zil off balance, but she was nimble enough to catch herself and scurry to the safety of the floor – though it was never entirely safe being underfoot near Rowena. She considered it Zil’s responsibility to get out of the way.

Rowena grumbled to herself as she got into bed. This small town wasn’t prepared to deal with a Goddess of her size, and so she was far too big to fit under the covers. Her legs draped out over the edge of the bed, her feet resting on the wooden floor. Zil had barely started to look for a corner where she might sleep, before Rowena cleared her throat.

“My feet will be cold tonight.”

“I’ll ask the innkeeper for an extra blanket.”

“No,” Rowena yawned. “You’ll handle it with your body. That’s your punishment for leading us to this Podunk town.”

The tiny felidae shook with eagerness. She stripped naked, carefully folding her black and white maid outfit to keep it crisp. She lay herself down, draping across the giant feet of her Goddess, pressing as much skin as possible against the woman. She closed her eyes, and tried not to purr.

A life of service was difficult sometimes. It had its rewards. And tomorrow, for the first time, Rowena would take her to a city! Zil had never thought to wonder why Goddess avoided them, and even if she had she would never have questioned any decision the woman made. But between the excitement of their impending journey and the softness of the massive feet that were her bed for tonight, it was a long time before Zil fell asleep.







Chapter 02 //Side Quest




Goddess Rowena slept late the next morning. Zil was hesitant to wake her. They were further delayed when Rowena discovered her armor was too small to fit. Her magically-enhanced leather breastplate had become overly tight around her chest and shoulders. Zil did her best to adjust the support straps, with Goddess haranguing her to hurry. The little felidae was able to let it out by begging for twine from the innkeeper, but she reported this was a patchwork fix at best. They would need to visit a tanner and have it restrung – the binding was under too much stress, and it was bound to snap.

Goddess threw a boot at her in thanks for the news. Then she demanded Zil return said boot, and help her put it on. They were leaving this stinking town behind.

The two didn’t make it past the village gate and onto the High Road until almost noon. Rowena berated her as they walked, the tiny woman jogging to keep up with her giant strides. Zil accepted the blame with quiet dignity.

The town of Jarve was a full day’s walk, even with an early start and a quick pace. The sun was getting low before they’d even made it halfway.

Rowena sipped from her canteen, emptying the last drops. Goddess was beginning to fidget, as she often did when she was getting horny. “At this rate there’ll be no time to complete a quest when we get there.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess.”

“It’s been a week since I’ve been laid properly. Do you know how frustrating that is?”

Zil wet her lips. “I know about frustration. Um. Goddess? Forgive me for being so forward. But, if you need to be laid so badly, I would be more than willing to–”

“Shut up,” Rowena snapped. “I’m thinking.”

The nine-and-a-half-foot giantess remained silent for almost a minute, tapping her foot, rubbing her inner thigh. Zil waited.

“The Enchanted Forest,” Rowena said at last. “The path through it is at the next fork. It’s a shortcut.”

Despite years of training in being agreeable, Zil almost objected. The forest was known to be dangerous even for people as powerful as Rowena. Travelers regularly disappeared, especially after dark.

But Goddess was single-minded when she wanted a fuck. And so Zil followed behind, staying as close to the woman’s massive feet as she dared, praying the woman would protect her if they met any trouble.

Twilight was already upon them as they entered the forest. The path took a hard turn a short way in, and then even the little sliver of light behind them was gone. It grew darker. There were strange sounds – insects and night birds, the calls of unknown animals. Zil felt her hackles raise. Her tail involuntarily grew bushy as her anxiety increased.


A branch snapped. Something howled. But still Goddess went on, not bothering to slow, or even to light a torch.

Zil could see well in the dark, though she almost wished she couldn’t. There were shadows moving out there. They were insubstantial, but not a trick of the light. Zil observed them first a way off the path, gathering together in twos and threes. Their numbers steadily increased as the two women marched deeper into the woods. And whenever the wind quieted, Zil could hear them whispering. They were coming closer, and closer….

“Goddess!” Zil hissed suddenly. “Ahead there, on the road!”

The figure was completely enshrouded by a glossy black cloak, not a scrap of a body visible beneath. Even so, the shape was clearly a woman – and a curvy one at that. As they approached she turned to face them, lowering her hood to reveal long blue hair done up in pigtails framing a warmly smiling face. Zil’s blood ran cold. Perhaps she had imagined it. But for just a moment, while the woman’s face had been in full shadow, Zil thought her eyes had glowed a deep, coal red.

“Hail and well-met,” the mysterious woman called. “My, aren’t you a tall drink of water? I was hoping I’d meet someone like you tonight. Don’t suppose you’re in the mood to do a good turn for a stranger?”

“A good turn?” Rowena repeated, as though the woman had spoken in a foreign language. “Do you mean a favor? Not hardly – unless you’re offering rewards.”

The woman’s ruby lips curled in a smile. She was beautiful – gorgeous, Zil decided. She was tall for a human woman, perhaps a few inches short of six feet, and her skin was all but flawless. Yet something about her felt wrong. The woman brushed a lock of sapphire hair from her cheek, and stepped into a shaft of moonlight. “Payment comes in many forms.”

Rowena smirked. “As all the realm knows, there’s only one that interests a Goddess.”

The woman laughed. The sound was the caw of an ill-tempered crow. The strange woman was close enough now to reach down and touch Zil, yet all her attention was for Goddess. “The payment I’m offering involves the two of us going someplace soft and private, without our clothes. That’s what you’re after, isn’t it?”

Silence fell between the blue-haired beauty and the Goddess. Each waited for the other to say something. The shadows still whispered from the woods, beginning to surround them in a great circle fifty feet from the road.

At last, Rowena sighed. “What’s your quest?”

The woman cocked her head, obviously not understanding.

Rowena gave Zil an impatient nudge with her foot. “Explain.”

The woman looked to Zil as if noticing her for the first time. She smiled kindly, and put both hands on her knees to peer down at Zil. Her eyes were a deep, blood red.

For a moment it was all the little felidae could do not to run in fear. With a great effort, Zil composed herself. “You stand before the Goddess Rowena. She is a renowned champion, in service to the needs of the people. She also has a well-earned reputation as one of the greatest lovers ever to grace the empire of Virago. I believe she is amenable to the arrangement you suggest….”

Rowena grunted in agreement.

“...but as a champion, she is honor-bound to complete a quest before she can accept your offer of, ah, physical attention.”

“Ah, I get it,” the blue-haired woman said, nodding vigorously. “But like. I’m just trying to fuck. Is all that crap necessary?”

“Are you fucking serious?” Rowena groaned. “You must be the dumbest person in all of Terrafirma!"

“A quest,” Zil said, speaking diplomatically, “is an absolute necessity before any such rendezvous.”

“What, for like religious reasons? Is she superstitious or something? Why do we gotta jump through hoops when I just want to get down and dirty?”

Zil paused a beat, unsure how to answer this. “It’s just… required? I’ve literally never heard of any champion doing otherwise. The quest itself can be almost anything – provided it’s worthy of Goddess Rowena’s power and stature. I’ve seen her perform feats of strength, slay foul creatures threatening a village….”

“No dragons,” Rowena put in. “And I’m not fighting anything bigger than me. Pus I hate getting my feet wet – I charge extra for that.”

The blue-haired woman had left her disconcerting red eyes fixed upon little Zil throughout all of this. Slowly, a shrewd look came across her face.

“I suppose I do have a quest,” she said softly. “Yes, indeed. See. There’s a witch in these woods. A dark, dangerous, feral beast of a woman, who preys upon unsuspecting travelers. I want her… handled.”

Rowena considered. “A witch. Is this some old crone who’s going to turn me into a frog for my troubles?”

“Oh she’s not a crone. That’s part of her danger. She leads men on by the leash of their desires, makes poor little damsels soak through their panties at the mere sight of her. As for what she’d do if she got you in her clutches?” Here the woman reached high, and lightly scratched the center of Rowena’s chest with her long-tapered fingernail. “She’d make a meal of you. But I know her secrets. With my help she’ll go down for you, easy as can be.”

“Goddess,” Zil whimpered. “This doesn’t seem right. I don’t think⁠—”

Zil yelped as Rowena kicked her, sending her sprawling into the dust. The giantess cracked her massive knuckles. “Your reward better be worth it. If you turn out to be yet another dead fish in the sack, a little cock sleeve who can’t handle a woman like me, I’ll make sure you meet the same fate as this witch of yours.”

The woman grinned. “Where bedroom stuff is concerned, I have a reputation myself. You won’t regret laying down with me. Not as long as you live.”


◆◆◆

In short order, Rowena and Zil were following the woman deeper into the forest. The shadows went with them but no longer crowded around, and followed at a respectable distance. Zil tried to draw them to Rowena’s attention, but Goddess never spared her a glance.

They had traveled a small way before the blue-haired woman took a surprise turn. She stepped confidently off the road, and into the raw wilderness beyond. Even with her sharp eyes Zil couldn’t discern so much as a game trail. Rowena was forced to brush aside branches, and push her way through deep snags of thorns and prickers. The blue-haired woman had no trouble finding a path. Zil supposed part of this was because she was smaller than Goddess. Yet even for someone only eighteen inches tall this was hard going, and the human was somehow getting along far better than even tiny little Zil.

They traveled off road for nearly half an hour before abruptly emerging on a clearing – a soft-loamed meadow roughly the size of a town square. Moonlight and fireflies provided eerie illumination. In the precise center was a cottage, uncanny but neatly-kept. Through the window a fire glowed.

“The witch,” Rowena rumbled. “She’s in there?”

“Hold on, I’ll go check.” The blue-haired woman walked out into the clearing and strode confidently up to the cottage. She peeked inside, then returned a moment later, smiling apologetically. “Oh shoot. She must’ve heard you coming. Looks like you scared her off. Quest complete, I’d say. Why don't we go inside? Looks like she's got freshly-changed sheets, a bottle of wine on ice….”

“But the quest was to kill her!” Zil blurted, before sense could stop herself. “And won't she come back as soon as we leave?”

The human shot a look down at Zil. Her mouth was suddenly full of sharp, canine fangs. Zil flinched back – but in the space of half a heartbeat the woman was smiling at her again, with normal teeth.

“My little miss, quite clever you are. You’re right of course. Rowena needs to drive off the witch. Thankfully, I know just how to do it.”

There was a stand of trees toward the edge of the clearing, a little wood pile beside it. The blue-haired woman hefted a rusty axe, and offered it to Rowena. “This tree is the source of the witch's power. If you cut it down, she’ll be gone for good.”

“Which tree?” Zil asked – there were three of them all clustered together, and they looked like regular old oaks as far as she could tell.

The woman thought for a moment, then pointed. “That one.”

Rowena smirked. She lifted the axe, preparing to strike.

“Um. Goddess?”

The giantess sighed dramatically. “What is it now, Zil?”

“I have misgivings about this.”

Rowena spat in the dirt. “Tell me tomorrow.”


Zil panicked. “Uh… but what about your chest piece! I only repaired it this morning, it's still fragile! You're liable to break it if you exert yourself chopping wood⁠—”

"Easy enough to solve that problem!” With some difficulty the muscular woman shrugged her way out of her leather armor, dropping it to the forest floor. The amazon stood naked from the waist up, so tall that the human beside her only came up to her belly button. Zil admired Rowena, trying not to be caught staring.

The blue-haired woman was far less subtle in her appreciation. “Damn girl. Those are some serious pecs. And those quads? Like, fuck. Always did have a thing for a girl who could crack my skull like a walnut.”

“Be careful what you wish for.” Rowena drew back her axe.

“One more thing,” the human added, licking her teeth. “You should probably try to chop that tree down as quickly as possible. The witch will be, you know. Impressed. By your feat of strength.”

Rowena swung the ax. The tree was a grand one, its trunk four feet thick at least. Yet Rowena's strike was powerful enough to split it almost a third of the way through.

The blue-haired woman moaned.

Rowena swung again. And again, the swipe of her axe elicited a cry of ecstasy from the human. Zil guessed it would've taken an experienced woodsman at least an hour to chop down this tree. Rowena managed it in only five swings. By the time she had finished, the blue-haired woman was panting. Her eyes were crazed, and Zil could smell how wet the display of strength had made her.

“That completes the quest,” she said, already loosening her cloak. She shot a fierce look at Zil. “Right?”

Rowena was staring at Zil as well, her eyes cold and hard.

Timidly, Zil nodded.

Rowena cupped her giant hand on the back of the blue-haired woman’s head. Together, they walked off to the cabin. The door slammed behind them.

Zil suddenly found herself alone in the clearing. Mist rose from the ground. A cold wind began to blow.

The shadows were closing in. Dozens, if not hundreds, all around her. Zil backed away, trying to look in every direction at once, her pointed ears flicking toward every new sound. Could she knock at the cabin, ask to be let in? No. Goddess would refuse, and punish her severely for even asking. She could grab the ax, try to defend herself – but it was twice the length of her body, and at least four times as heavy. And something told her those shadows wouldn't be vulnerable to such things anyway.

Those shadows were obviously in league with the blue-haired woman. And the woman herself? Well, it was obvious. If there was a witch in these woods, Zil would bet every meager possession she had that it was the woman herself.


Inside the cabin, something fell. There was the sound of shattering glass, a cacophony of small objects hitting the floor. The entire building shook as something heavy slammed against the wall.

Any thoughts of her own safety flew out of Zil’s head. She sprinted toward the cottage and gracefully jumped into the air, bracing herself against the stone wall, and hauled her way hand over hand up to the windowsill.

The two women inside were naked – and in the midst of a struggle! Goddess was clearly winning. She had one giant hand wrapped around the witch’s throat, had her pinned high off the floor, her feet dangling. But the witch was smiling, and….

“Darling! Is that all you’ve got?”

The blue-haired witch stroked her hand up Goddess’s muscular arm. “I told you there’s no need to be gentle with me. Go on. Throw me around like a rag doll, use me to your heart’s content. It's what I'm here for, and I promise I'm tougher than I look."

Rowena peeled back her lips in a sneer. “You don’t know what you’re asking, you little fool. If I showed you even a fraction of my true strength, I’d break you in half.”

“Threaten me with a good time.” The witch licked her teeth. “I’m not joking. Do your worst. Or what, are you some kind of weakling? Can you really not handle a poor, defenseless little⁠—”

The giantess slammed the smaller woman on the simple country table, shattering it to toothpicks. She threw the witch against the cottage wall hard enough to crack the stone. She scratched, and bit, and pulled at the witch’s hair.

Yet the witch wasn’t hurt. She showed not the slightest sign of injury. On the contrary, she looked entertained – but only passingly so.

Rowena was gasping for breath, dripping in sweat. And she was fully hard. She choke-slammed the witch down on the bed, and pressed the head of her massive cock between the girl’s legs.

“Cry for mercy,” Rowena growled.

“Mm, no. Not unless you can make me.”

The giantess pressed her fingertips down on the woman’s thighs, forced the witch’s legs fully apart, and went to work taking her reward.

Rowena was not gentle. Rowen never was. But tonight was especially bad. She had been antagonized, and she was starved for a good fuck. She plunged the head of her titanic dick between the woman’s thighs, and without hesitation pounded with all her might.

And the witch looked… bored. Even as she allowed Rowena to use her, to force every inch of her massive cock inside to the hilt, there was an element of disappointment in her expression. It was as though she’d traveled a long way to experience a renowned delicacy, and now that she was tasting it, she had found it didn’t live up to her expectations.

Who was this woman, Zil thought, to be able to take a full-strength pounding from Rowena, to accept the entirety of her dick, and to be not just undamaged but unimpressed? The shadows were still closing in as Zil watched, but in her curiosity she was no longer afraid of them. She stared unabashedly, and though the night was cold, she found a warmth beginning to kindle inside her.

Then Rowena shifted the woman, slammed her down in a new position, and as she did the witch’s gaze happened to fall toward window. Her red eyes locked upon Zil’s.

The woman smiled.

“That’s enough,” the witch drawled, as Rowena crashed into her cunt. “If I wanted to be mindlessly jackhammered, I have toys at home that could do that. They vibrate, too.”

Goddess coughed. “You smug bitch. I say when we’re finished, and I say we’re not finished til I spill my seed, claim my reward.”

“Fine, whatever. Let’s speed this up then.”

The witch lightly brushed her hand across Rowena’s cheek. At once Goddess stiffened, and screamed. She was clearly in the sudden throes of an orgasm, but it was one unlike Zil had ever seen. Rowena arched her back as she came, her body contorting, before her face went vacant and her muscles slack. It was as though the lifeforce was being torn out of her. In three seconds Rowena was finished and slumped bonelessly to the floor, an empty grin plastered across her face.

Through all this, the witch’s gaze had never strayed from Zil’s face. “Well well. Where I come from, we have an expression about curiosity and cats. Why don’t you come inside, kitten? I’m in the mood for dessert.”

The shadows were all around her. Zil jumped down from the window, dodged between them, and ran.







Chapter 03 //Terrafirma Taxonomy




Felidae, as the literature insists, are not cats. In most civilized spaces it is frowned upon to refer to them as such. It is true they share limited physical similarities: their pointed ears capable of articulation; their long tails used for balance; the soft fur that covers these parts. Their tiny size is also coincidentally near that of a domesticated cat standing on its hind legs.

But apart from these features their bearing is most similar to that of humans, and ancient genealogical studies confirm the races are derived from a common ancestor. Felidaes are far closer to humans than to gnomes or faeries, races also commonly known for their tiny size. Felidae are also rare among the sapient species of Terrafirma in that they are able to crossbreed with humans – requiring the dedication to match little parts with big ones – and romantic relationships between these races are often known to develop.

Felidae are usually hairless apart from their heads, tails, and genitals. They have human-style hands and toes, which lack cat-like claws.

They are not known to climb trees.

Zil was climbing a tree.

She ascended quickly, fear making her forget the near-impossibility of what she was doing. She had never climbed anything except a ladder, had never conceived she could haul herself up raw bark without even a hint of a hand-hold, but what other option was there? The edge of the forest was miles from here. And those shadows were all around, murmuring excitedly as they rushed toward her.

She was up to the first branch, ten feet off the ground, before the cottage door banged open. Zil curled into a ball, put the tree against her back, and prayed the blue-haired woman wouldn’t see her in the dark.

The forest had gone completely quiet. The shadows had stopped whispering; there was no wind. In the sudden stillness, Zil’s heart sounded as loud as a bass drum.

Crunch. Crunch. The sound of a woman’s bare feet in dry grass. Snap. A twig breaking underfoot.

Zil prayed. But the only Goddess who would answer her prayers was unconscious. The witch had done something to her. Zil had to fight back, to rescue Rowena, but she was frozen with fear, and….

“What’s your name, sweetie?”

The woman’s glowing red eyes were staring up at her. The witch was still naked, though this didn’t seem to bother her in the slightest. The axe Rowena had used to fell the tree was balanced upon her shoulder.

Zil said nothing. She looked around, trying to decide if she could jump to another branch, or perhaps sprint to the cottage ahead of the woman, revive her Goddess⁠—


“Things can go one of two ways between us,” the woman drawled. “Tell me your name – please. If you don’t, I’ll just have to cut down that tree.”

“Ha!” Zil said, forcing daring she didn’t feel into her voice. “As scrawny as you are, I bet you can’t even handle that axe properly. Even if you can, it would take a human like you an hour to chop down this tree. By then Goddess will be awake!”

Taunting a witch was a terrible idea – Zil knew it even as the words passed her lips. Her nimble mind had conceived a plan, and it relied on making the woman angry. Angry people did stupid things. They made mistakes. That was her only chance against such a powerful opponent.

But the witch didn't seem angry. She merely sighed, and came to stand at the base of a different tree – the one closest to Zil's. It was the largest tree in this small grouping, much larger than the one Rowena had felled. The woman held up the axe as though she was an actress in a play, making sure Zil was watching. Abruptly she turned, and swung one-handed.

There was a horrible ripping noise, a rising cloud of sawdust, the sound of startled birds taking flight. The tree swayed, cracked, and began to fall. Zil watched, wide-eyed. It hadn’t been as though the woman was using an axe at all – for the damage she’d caused, she might as well have hit the tree with a boulder from a catapult. And there was no way she could’ve done that with such a weapon. The axe should’ve shattered in her hand.

The ground shook as the tree crashed to the ground, leaving behind a jagged, spear-pointed stump. The woman smirked, and pet the rusted axe head with her fingertip. “So. Gonna tell me your name, cutie-pie?”

“I’ll… I’ll jump if you try to cut my tree!” Zil said, knowing this was stupid. “I’ll run into the forest. You and your shadows won’t find me.”

“Yeah, and you probably could get away. But if you did that I’d get real spiteful, and instead of chopping trees I’d chop your Mistress. Sure would be easy, what with her little sex nap….”

“Don’t hurt Rowena!”

As easily as she’d climbed up, Zil scrambled back down the tree. She hopped off a foot from the ground, and stood staring up at the blue-haired demon. She tried to put on a brave face, to think of a way to save Rowena, but fear was choking the breath from her lungs.

◆◆◆

“W-what do you want from me and my Goddess? Why are you doing this?”

The woman strolled closer, not stopping until her kneecap was almost pressing to Zil’s lips, her naked blue-trimmed bush high above Zil’s head. “We're still on names. What’s yours, kitten?”


“Zil,” said Zil. “A-and don’t ever imply that a felidae is a cat! It's offensive!”

“Oops, my bad, I didn't know. Here's a little make-good gesture – I'll get rid of the set dressing.” The shadows had gathered around, and seemed to be gawking. The woman waved her hand, and they blew away like smoke on the breeze. “Anyway my name is Lilith. Pleased ta meetcha.”

“Charmed.” Zil swallowed. “Pardon me if this is impolite, but considering you might kill me at any moment, I want to know if I was right about something. Can I try to guess what kind of monster you are?”

“Heh. Shoot.”

“Um, thanks. Well at first I thought you might be a witch, from all the bread crumbs you were leaving in that direction.”

The woman drummed her nails on the axe head. “I was laying it on pretty thick, huh?”

“Also you can summon shadows, and you cast a spell on my Goddess. But witches aren’t supposed to be physically strong, so that trick with the tree doesn't fit. You’re not a champion like Rowena – you’re too short. You might be a shapeshifter, a lich, or a dragon in human form, but based on what I've read, none of those quite fit.”

Lilith laughed. “Yeah. I thought you might be the brains of this outfit.”

“My best guess is that you’re some kind of high-ranking lust demon, a Succubus Queen or something like that. Am I close?”

“Oo, Succubus Queen! That's got a nice feel to it. I’ll admit I’ve been called a demon more than once, usually by my exes, but no your first instinct was right. I’m a witch. Not the sort you’re used to meeting in this dimension, but as witches go I’m pretty powerful, not to toot my own horn.”

Zil muttered something under her breath.

Cold metal stroked almost lovingly across the felidae's throat – the flat of the axe. “Care to repeat that, munchkin?”

“I said. That there’s no way you’re as powerful as Goddess. You only beat her because you took her by surprise.”

“Hah! Sweetie, I’m sorry to break it to you, but your Mistress isn’t very strong. She⁠—”

“Goddess!” Zil shouted. “She’s not my Mistress, she’s my Goddess! And you’re wrong! She’s the most powerful person I’ve ever met! Even among the other champions, she towers over all of them by head and shoulders!”

The woman abruptly knelt down, bending until her long blue locks were falling into Zil’s face. To her surprise the witch was smiling kindly. And the scent of her body was decidedly pleasant when she was this close – especially because she still smelled of Rowena.

When Lilith spoke, her voice was gentle. “I made the same mistake as you, sweetie. I got all fixated on her size. It’s true she’s taller than most champions. Better hung for sure, and ‘stronger’ in the sense that she’s got big muscles. But as for actual power? She’s pretty low on the totem pole. Like she's only level forty-four, super not impressive for how long she's been playing. And when you consider the whole champion class is just DLC, pay-to-win bullshit, she's actually kind of pathetic. Your girl's basically the video game equivalent of a nepo baby.”

Zil shook her head, trying to clear it.  “I read somewhere that witches tend to go insane over time. I guess it’s true. Level forty-four? Nepo baby? What in the name of all the Great Gods Above are you talking about?”

“Do you honestly not know?” Lilith grinned wider, her face filling Zil’s vision. “It’s how your entire world functions! Have you seriously missed that every adult in your world has a class, and a level, and that they gain experience?”

“You mean they have jobs, and they get better the more they do them?" Zil scoffed. “Is that not how it works where you come from?”

“Okay fair point, I’ll give you that one.” Lilith thought for a moment. “Here’s a weird question. Have you ever noticed your boss in there like, getting bigger? Taller I mean, and maybe her dick and muscles growing along with her?”

“I mean, yeah. But everyone knows Gods and Goddesses grow over time.”

“Sure,” Lilith said, booping her on the nose. “But that’s not something that should happen just because you’re good at your job. And she doesn’t grow when she’s fighting a bear or whatever – it happens when she’s fucking. Right after she’s done fucking, right?”

“The literature is extremely vague on that point. No scholar would dare put that idea down in writing. I mean….” Zil scowled. “Yes, you’re right. I've been reading everything I could on champions for years, and watching Rowena closely, and I only recently discovered the trigger of her growth. Okay, Miss Lilith. You’ve got my attention.”

“Good. So. Want me to tell you why fucking makes her grow? And how to make her grow even faster?”

Zil bit her lip. She nodded.

◆◆◆

Lilith leaned in closer, lowering her voice to a seductive whisper. “Simply put: growing and getting stronger is what happens when champions level up. I guess people in your world call them Gods and Goddesses, and given how big and sexy they are, I get why. But it’s totally a try-hard class choice, meant for people who don’t want a challenge. It makes the game too easy.”

“The game?”

“It’s how I’ve been thinking about your dimension. The laws of physics here basically make your world one giant video game, and I came here because I wanted to play it. But don’t get all existential about it. You’re flesh and blood, not bits and bytes.”


“Bites?” Zil experimentally snapped her teeth.

“Don’t worry. The point, Zil, is that everyone in your world can only improve by doing certain actions, depending on their class. Compare that to my world, where we have things called ‘exercise’ and ‘practice.’ Do you even know those words?”

Zil bristled. “Of course, I’m not stupid! They’re legal concepts. You exercise your rights, and a lawyer has a practice.”

“Okay, cutie. Anyway. Everyone in your world levels up by doing things related to their class. The harder the challenge you face, the more experience you gain, and the more you level up. Champions like Rowena level up in two ways. They get stronger by completing quests. But they grow when they fuck. Being big is a superficial sort of power, though I’ll admit it has its uses. Considering your Goddess is real big but not very strong, I'd guess she's been doing a lot of very easy quests then convincing some pretty skilled people to fuck her. Am I right?"

"I mean... Goddess is planning to go the city now, and there will be harder quests when we get there but... um... yes I suppose you're right. Rowena spends a lot of time in small backwater villages. And she tends to put most of her attention toward her, ah, carnal rewards, rather than the quests themselves."

"By carnal rewards you mean fucking?” Lilith winked. “Yeah. So if you want her to grow a lot, just help her have good sex with the highest-level people she can. Turns out it's gotta be sex given as a reward for completing a quest, guess it would be broken if champions could just fuck in the streets and grow all feedback loop-style but, yeah, that’s pretty much all there is to it.”

It was a mystery that had fascinated Zil for months – and Lilith had so casually given her the
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