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  Crush Mail

A Paisley and Reid Story


Subject: Inquiry About Services  
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com) 
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com).
Dear Madame Jess,
I hope this message finds you well. I recently came across your company, Colossal Crushers, while researching a few rather unconventional demolition services. If I’m being perfectly honest with you, I’ve never interacted with a giantess before. I’m curious but also unsure what to expect, or even what I might want. Your website was . . . fascinating, to say the least. However, I also found it quite overwhelming.
Could you tell me more about what you do and what your team offers? I’m just exploring possibilities for now, so save the upsell, if you don’t mind!
Sincerely, Daniel Mercer.

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Inquiry About Services 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
Darling Daniel,
You’ve just taken your first step into a much, much larger world. I don’t mean that just figuratively. I’m Madame Jess, the newest (and biggest) addition to Colossal Crushers. At 300 feet tall, I now tower over even our beloved Paisley—and I bring with me not just curves, but charisma, creativity, and a touch of chaos. Yes, darling, your favorite eccentric director is now the main attraction. I still lead creative strategy, but now I embody the spectacle. Paisley and I perform joint demos that make history—and headlines.
What do we offer? Imagine a demolition company where the wrecking balls are attached to hips the size of your living room, where buildings tremble before curves, and where you, sweet little thing, can stand at the epicenter of gloriously orchestrated chaos.
Here is a breakdown of our most popular packages: 
🌆 Demolita Package
	1 Giantess (yours truly or Paisley)

	Standard structure takedown (2-hr session)

	Complimentary drone footage

	Light flair, maximum destruction



💣 Bombshell Tier
	Creative concept with costume/theme

	Client rides in cleavage, boot, or panties (harnessed, of course)

	Full cinematic video, drone footage, and private livestream access



🔥 Cataclysm Experience
	Full-day raze, immersive scenario

	Narrative arc: damsel, hero, villain, or helpless citizen

	Client POV embedded in bodywear (bra insert, panty pocket, belly necklace, etc.)

	Aftercare: private show, commemorative footage, even a keepsake from the site (twisted rebar, melted girder?)



Our pricing tiers begin at around $250g and go up depending on scale, concept, or customization. Remember, you’re not just buying destruction—you’re buying an experience. But don’t worry—we’ve just launched a First-Time Thrill Discount—10% off if you book before the next full moon.
Can you feel the tremble, Daniel?
Yours monstrously, Jess 💋

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Inquiry About Services (Follow-Up)
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com)
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com)
Hi Jess,
Thank you for that extremely . . . well, vivid reply. This is, admittedly, way outside of my comfort zone. I had no idea there was such a market like this, nor did I assume that services were so structured. When you think of demolition, you think it is a simpler event. Girl hits building. Building goes down. Do people really enjoy being present during demolition?
Also, do you have any examples of your past work? I’m not sure I can visualize what a ‘participatory demo’ looks like.
Still just . . . curious.
Best, Daniel

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Inquiry About Services (More Delicious Details) 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
Oh Sweet Daniel,
“Enjoy” is far too modest of a word for what our clients feel. They tremble with anticipation. I’ve seen some of them cry tears of joy. Some do it from within the warmth of my bra while entire stadiums collapse beneath my feet. Others cling to the lacy inner-lining of Paisley’s panties while she twerks a city block into memory foam. Being present during a demolition isn’t just entertainment. It’s an awakening.
Let me offer some vivid imagery for you to ponder: 
CASE STUDY: Collins Cliff Redux
Okay, so this one was my baby. We took a forgotten mountain town and transformed it into a classical myth. Paisley and I wore Greek goddess gowns—toga-style with gold-threaded straps. I carried three clients in a diamond-dusted chain hanging from my cleavage while she stomped the temple columns into dust. A drone circled high above us to capture all the action—all the stomping, all the crushing, all the bouncing of our hips and breasts. The clients later told me they came out of that demo feeling . . . reborn.
CASE STUDY: Khufu’s Curse – Encore Edition
Billionaire Brian Grier returned for me. This time, I joined Paisley in the destruction of a pyramid-themed rollercoaster park. We used our hips, thighs, and bellies to reduce it to a crater of steel and powdered concrete. Brian watched the whole show from a velvet-lined pocket sewn into my panties, nestled snugly against my left hip. For the finale, I lay across the rubble, rolling gently as he peered through the fabric. I put on quite the show for the audience—laughing maniacally like some kind of evil genius who’d just zapped herself with growth ray. That video? A hundred and fifty-eight million views and counting. 
So yes, Daniel. People more than enjoy it. They live for it.
My gut feeling tells me you’re the thoughtful type—the kind who’d like to feel the vibrations from inside. May I recommend our Immersion Bolt-On? It lets you be sewn directly into my undergarments, or Paisley’s, during a private warm-up session before the public show. Safety harnessed, of course. 
Talk soon, gorgeous.
Crushing conventions (and everything else), Jess 💋
P.S. I now hold the international record for ass-to-collapse ratio. One cheek per twelve-point structures. Paisley calls it ‘divine geometry.’

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: Inquiry About Services (Thinking It Over)
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com) 
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com).
Dear Jess,
I’m not sure what I expected when I first emailed you, but this certainly wasn’t it—and I mean that in the most jaw-dropping, eye-widening, pulse racing kind of way. You paint a picture that’s both unreal and oddly . . . personal? Mythical destruction with you towering overhead, clients swinging from your bra like Olympians. It’s ridiculous and strangely alluring.
I’ve never done anything like this. I’ve actually never even been near a real demolition site, let alone had the chance to be inside the bra of a three-hundred-foot-tall woman while she flattens a city block. I think the part that’s messing with my head the most is how seriously you take it. How professional and vivid and, yes, sensual, the whole experience seems. 
I’m not sure if I’m ready to be sewn into someone’s undergarments, but . . . the idea of being there, watching from that close, maybe tucked into a pocket on your hip or strapped into a harness between those giant curves . . . it’s something I can’t stop thinking about.
I have a small industrial site I inherited last year—it’s just rotting there. I suppose it could be a candidate for demolition. Not big, but . . . maybe good for a test run? How soon could something like that happen?
Curiously (and nervously), Daniel

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Inquiry About Services (The First Crush is Always Special) 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
Dearest Daniel,
You have no idea how much I love this stage—when curiosity starts to melt into anticipation. You’re so close to letting go and letting something truly wild and freeing into your world. And yes, sweetheart, your little industrial site? That’s more than suitable. In fact, it’s the perfect playground for a first crush.
Let’s talk logistics:
We have a petite demolition package we like to call The Starter Squeeze. It’s designed exactly for what you’re describing: a modest-size site, a cautious-but-curious client, and one fabulous giantess who knows how to make your first time unforgettable.
What’s included?
	One-on-one creative consult (I’ll call, and we’ll talk details—fantasy, comfort level, safe words if needed)

	Full site prep by our crew (Paisley’s husband Reid helps out with this one!)

	One-hour session with me: costume of your choosing (I recommend my ruby-red bodysuit)

	On-body client placement: shoulder harness, thigh strap, cleavage nest (yes, I’ll fluff the pillows)

	Post-crush debrief: champagne toast, a drone replay of the highlights, and a little keepsake (something I’ll pull out of the rubble just for you)



We could do it as early as next Friday. I have a morning slot open, and the weather looks dreamy—clear skies, light wind, perfect for dramatic debris clouds.
And if you want to try something . . . a little more adventurous? We can slip a bodycam into your viewing pocket. You’ll get a shot of yourself reacting as I flatten your site beneath me. Just imagine it: your breath catching as I descend, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on the camera.
The first time is always special. Let me make it perfect for you.
Ever yours, Jess 💋
P.S. I’ll make sure the harness doesn’t block your view. I want you to see everything.

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: Inquiry About Services (Starter Squeeze)
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com) 
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com).
Jess,
Okay… wow.
Next Friday actually works for me. Let’s do it.
I’m still wrapping my head around all of this, but . . . I think I want to see it for myself.
Just tell me what you need from me to confirm.
—Daniel

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Inquiry About Services (Confirmed and Customized) 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
My Dearest Daniel,
Oh, the thrill in your voice! I can hear it even through text. That blend of disbelief and budding desire—it’s my favorite part. I promise you, next Friday will be a day you’ll revisit over and over in your dreams . . . and in your drone footage. I’ve talked to Paisley about it and she’s just as excited.
Let’s lock it in. Your Starter Squeeze is officially booked for next Friday, nine a.m. sharp. I’ll be freshly polished, well-rested, and dressed to destroy. Unless you have another wardrobe request, I’ll slip into the ruby-red bodysuit you almost picked—it hugs my curves in ways the skyline won’t forget.
Now, a few details for our big day:
📝 Client Intake Form – I’ll send this after this email. Just a little peek into your comfort levels, placement preferences, aesthetic tastes (yes, you can pick the color of your harness, how cool is that?), and any physical sensitivities we should be mindful of. We tailor everything, even the tremors. We’ll also have a nurse on staff who can provide you with any vertigo medication, should you need it.
🎧 Creative Consult Call – Shall we chat Thursday evening? I want to hear your voice. Get a feel for your rhythm. Maybe even tease you with a few spoilers about how your little buildings will meet their end. I love a little tension before the crush.
🎥 POV Options – Would you prefer the cleavage nest, the thigh strap, or the shoulder view? All have their charms. The cleavage, of course, offers warmth and dramatic closeups. The thigh lets you feel every stomp. And the shoulder? The perfect vantage for a king surveying his doom-bringer.
💡 Custom Touches – If there’s anything symbolic at the site—an old sign, a stubborn structure, a place with history—I’ll make sure to give it special attention. A long, slow sit. A slow-mo grind. Or, if the special spot is sentimental, I’ll be sure to save it for you.
💋 Aftercare – Post-crush champagne will be chilled and waiting. I’ll wrap you in something warm and plush, replay the footage on our private screen, and if you’d like, I’ll press you to my belly as we watch it back together. Clients call it the softest place on Earth.
No need to bring anything but your courage. And maybe a change of clothes. Just in case you feel things a little . . . too strongly. (hee-hee)
Let me know your call time preference and POV placement by tomorrow night. Then it’s just you, me, and a date with gravity.
With devastating affection, Jess 💋
P.S. Did I mention I sometimes hum during the final stomp? It helps with the rhythm. That, and the screams.

      [image: image-placeholder]Call Log: Pre-Demo Consult – Jess & Daniel Date: Thursday, 7:32 PM – 8:09 PM Medium: Encrypted Colossal Line Audio
Daniel: “If you don’t mind me saying, you sound sexy. Not big, though. I figure you’d sound . . . different. Like you were talking from the top of a mountain.”
Jess: “Darling Daniel, you sound adorably nervous. I want to bottle that hesitation—it’s pure vintage. You have a voice that trembles in the most delicious way.”
Daniel: (laughs, awkward) “I’m still adjusting to all of this. It’s a lot to process. You’re . . . more than I expected.”
Jess: “Three hundred feet of unexpected delight. Don’t worry, baby—I’m very experienced in first-time crushes. I take pride in guiding my clients through every quake, every groan, every teasing tremor. Speaking of, have you decided where you'd like to ride?”
Daniel: “The, uh . . . cleavage nest. I think. That sounds . . . manageable.”
Jess: “Mmm, excellent choice. A view unlike any other. You’ll feel the beat of my heart, the thunder of my feet vibrating through you. Like drums under velvet.”
Daniel: (quietly) “That actually sounds kind of amazing.”
Jess: “Oh, it is. Especially when I lean forward for a ground shake and you tumble just slightly deeper into my curves. I always say: the safest seat is the one that jiggles.”
Daniel: (clears throat, then chuckles nervously) “I can’t believe this is real.”
Jess: “Believe it, love. It’s happening. And I promise I’ll make your first crush gentle . . . but unforgettable. Now, red bodysuit still good? Or do you want me in something more . . . revealing?”
Daniel: “Stick with red. Definitely. I don’t want to get too distracted.”
Jess: (laughs, low and rich) “Too late, sweetheart. You’re already distracted. I bet your palms are sweaty right now. Are they?”
Daniel: (chuckling) “Yeah. You could say that.”
Jess: “Good. I want you on edge, breath caught, mind racing. That’s exactly how I like my clients the night before. Let it simmer, Daniel. Let the anticipation stretch long and tight until the only thing that can release it . . . is me.”
Daniel: (a moment of silence) “. . . Wow.”
Jess: “Sleep well tonight, my delicious little spectator. Dream of swaying hips and tumbling buildings. Tomorrow, I walk into your life—and you’ll never be the same again.”
[Call Ended – Recording Saved to Client Archive]

      [image: image-placeholder]Demo Day Field Report  – Daniel Mercer: Starter Squeeze PackageDate: Friday, 9:00 AM – 11:00 AM Location: Decommissioned Mill Site, Western Edge
Client Position: Harnessed, nestled in Jess’s cleavage nest, stabilized with thermal gel lining and whisper-sensitive mic.
9:00 AM – Arrival
The earth quakes before she even crests the ridge.
Daniel’s breathing spikes as the sound of her footsteps roll through the valley. Trees shake. Drones activate. Then she appears: a towering silhouette in ruby-red. The morning sun catches along her curves with a strobing lens flare.
Jess doesn’t announce herself with words. She lets her hips speak first, each sway deliberate, sensual, a rhythm of pure power. The industrial site, rusted and forgotten, suddenly feels sacred—offering itself up to a goddess of ruin.
9:07 AM – Lift
Jess kneels.
Two gloved fingers, each the length of a sedan, reach down with practiced delicacy. Daniel is scooped into a padded container discreetly stitched into her neckline. A soft push. He settles into the plush center, hugged by warmth, engulfed by the scent of her skin.
9:14 AM – Demo Begins
Jess rises, slow and cinematic. Her first step sends a jolt through Daniel’s chest. His view: an endless expanse of collarbone, the slope of her neck, the distant movement of her glossy lips.
“Ready, my little man?” her voice echoes through the chest cavity, playful and breathy.
She begins.
Her feet come down like thunderclaps. Buildings explode into plumes of dust. A warehouse crumples beneath her left heel. Jess giggles as a trailer flips sideways from the impact.
“You feel that? Good. We’re just getting started, My Dearest Daniel.”
9:21 AM – Intensity Increases
She steps over a loading dock, planting one heel in the parking lot and the other in the middle of the dispatch office. The building crumbles. Jess bounces slightly, grinding the remains beneath her boot like a pestle.
Daniel’s harness vibrates. From his nest, he sees the full arc of her destruction—hip, thigh, red-gloved hand raised like a dancer, and below, chaos.
9:32 AM – Cleavage POV Shift
Daniel’s pod shifts slightly, realigning for a fuller view. From his spot, he sees the wide swing of Jess’s hips, the bounce of her chest, and the crumbling aftermath in all directions. She spins once, her foot grinding into twisted metal. The sound is incredible, nothing like what this valley has ever heard.
9:40 AM – Vocal Interplay
Jess leans forward, her voice lowering into a sultry hush.
“Do you feel my rhythm, Daniel? Every step tuned to your heartbeat. Every stomp, every pulse. You’re not watching me destroy things from afar—you’re inside it.”
A long, slow crouch crushes an electrical substation. Daniel gasps.
9:50 AM – Finale
Only one structure remains: the central tower.
Jess lowers herself until her breasts hover just above the building. The shadow alone seems to make the concrete feel weak.
“Goodbye, little stubborn thing,” she purrs.
She descends slowly, sensually, letting the tower disappear beneath her cleavage. A muffled boom. Dust geysers from either side. Daniel is shaken—but cushioned—watching the final collapse from a private nest made just for him.
10:15 AM – Aftercare Session
Jess reclines across the remains like a victorious goddess. A hand lifts Daniel gently from her chest and into a silk-lined pouch near her navel. There, she sips from a wineglass larger than a car while replaying aerial footage.
“You were perfect, Daniel. Did you feel your heart beat with mine?”
He nods, overwhelmed.
She smiles.
“Good. Then I’ve done my job.”
[Session Complete – Client Review Pending]

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: Post Demo Thoughts (And a New Idea)
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com) 
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com).
Jess,
I don’t even know where to start.
That was . . . unreal. The feeling of being so close to something so massive, so powerful, and yet completely safe—it messed with my head in the best way. Watching you take down that site from inside your bodysuit felt like watching the universe rewrite its own rules.
I’ve already watched the drone footage three times. I’ve shared the video with so many friends. But it’s the memory of your voice—reverberating through your chest, calling me your little man—that’s going to stay with me longest.
So, um . . . here’s the thing. I may have something else.
There’s a corporate tech campus just outside the city—six low-rise buildings, big plaza, a weird giant abstract sculpture in the center. It’s vacant, bankrupt, and honestly a bit soulless. But maybe that’s why I want you to be the one to tear it down. Give it some meaning on the way out.
Think we could schedule something bigger?
Gratefully (and still recovering), Daniel

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: Post-Demo Thoughts (We’re Just Getting Started) 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
My Sweet Daniel,
You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear those words.
The best clients are the ones who linger. Who keep replaying the crash. Who close their eyes and still feel the echo of my steps in their ribs. And now here you are—offering me a whole tech campus to destroy? Oh, you do spoil me.
But this time, I won’t be doing it alone.
For something this expansive—six buildings, plaza, sculpture—we need a duet. Yes, darling, I’m bringing in Paisley. She’s eager, a little wicked when provoked, and she’s been dying for a tag-team session since my big debut. We’ll make an event of it.
Here’s my proposal:
🌐 Corporate Carnage Theme
	We play rival CEOs—hyper-sized femme titans who “disagree” over ownership of the abandoned tech empire. A dramatic stiletto-versus-combat-boots scenario.



📸 Client Perspective
	You ride in a shared thigh strap that loops between both of us—a literal front-row seat to every stomp and strut.



🗿 Sculpture Finale
	We save that weird abstract monolith for last. I’ll lower onto it slowly, hips-first, while Paisley steps up behind me. One of us will finish it. The other will grind it in. We haven’t decided yet. You’ll help us choose.



🎁 Bonus: Since this is your second session, I’ll include an outfit switch mid-demo. You’ll feel the moment the satin turns to leather.
Let me know your ideal time window—we can prep this within two weeks. And Daniel? I want you closer this time. We have a cleavage cradle deluxe we’ve been waiting to try on someone brave. And you, my dear heartbeat, just volunteered.
Eager to ruin something big with you, Jess 💋
P.S. Paisley says hi—and warns you not to blink. She’s a fast stomper.

      [image: image-placeholder]Call Log: Pre-Demo Consult – Jess, Paisley & DanielDate: Wednesday, 8:04 PM – 8:41 PM Medium: Colossal Crushers Conference Line Audio
Jess: “Daniel! Our favorite client returns for round two—and this time, you get double trouble.”
Daniel: (nervous laugh) “Yeah . . . I still can’t believe I asked for more.”
Paisley: “You did though, didn’t you? And we love that. Welcome back, Daniel. Ready to get wrecked again?”
Daniel: “Honestly? I think I missed the feeling. The rumble, the scale of it all . . . and a giant woman.”
Jess: “Mmm, he is sweet when he’s a little shaken. So! Let's talk positions. This shared thigh strap loop—we’ll sandwich you between us. Front-row seat, bouncing with every stomp. Excited?”
Daniel: “Terrified. But yeah. Definitely excited.”
Paisley: “You’ll be snug in the middle. I wear my strap a little higher than Jess—gives you the best of both our worlds. Left cheek. Right cheek. Building rubble flying past both.”
Jess: “We’ve even added little view ports this time. Peek-throughs right in the lace. You’ll see what we feel.”
Daniel: “What are you two wearing, if I can ask?”
Jess: “I start in a black power-suit romper. Structured shoulders. Deep plunge. Midway through, I swap to red leather.”
Paisley: “Combat boots. Tight denim shorts. Half-shirt that says ‘HOSTILE TAKEOVER.’ Think Wall Street gone wild.”
Daniel: “That’s . . . so much. In the best way.”
Jess: “We’re saving the sculpture for last, darling. One of us lowers, the other grinds. And you? You choose who.”
Paisley: “So pick carefully, cutie. One of us is slower. One of us bounces more.”
Daniel: “No pressure, huh?”
Jess: “Sleep tight, Daniel. Tomorrow you’re the prize in a turf war.”
Paisley: “And we always fight dirty.”
[Call Ended – Recording Saved to Client Archive]

      [image: image-placeholder]Demo Day Field Report – Daniel Mercer: Corporate Carnage Experience Date: Saturday, 11:00 AM – 1:30 PMLocation: Vacated Tech Campus, Bay Ridge District
Client Position: Strapped into shared thigh harness between Jess and Paisley, POV cradle with viewports at each hip.
11:00 AM – Arrival
Jess arrives first, all sculpted menace and control in her tailored black romper. She stalks the plaza with slow grace, each step cratering the walkway. Her voice echoes from above:
“I feel power, Daniel. Pure, glorious power. You know what my ass can do now, don’t you? This campus won’t survive a single thump.”
Moments later, Paisley thunders in—smirking, fierce, midriff bare beneath her battle-worn tee. She punches her fist into her palm, eyes scanning the towers like they’re prey.
11:12 AM – Positioning
Daniel is gently slotted into the thigh cradle. The pressure of the two goddesses' bodies, one on each side, is overwhelming—heat, scent, fabric, and tension. Through the lace peek-holes, he sees the plaza stretching below, glass windows trembling at Jess’s approach. He is visibly nervous to be suspended so high. The cradle feels awkward, as it has to compensate for two different-sized bodies.
11:20 AM – Opening Shots
Jess steps forward first, her heel puncturing the edge of the administration building. She giggles. “Oops. Did they need that?” Then she twists, her hips gliding left—and the entire west wing crumples inward.
Paisley follows with a running start, boot crashing into the central pavilion. “Sorry, I’m late for the meeting!” she shouts.
11:35 AM – Rhythm Established
The two women alternate strikes, hips and thighs becoming rhythmic tools of destruction. Jess lowers onto a cluster of glass offices, moaning softly as the floors crumble beneath her curves.
“Darling,” she coos to Daniel, “I don’t even need to stomp. I just sit, and the world obeys.”
Daniel feels it. Every seismic bounce. Every ripple of dominance.
11:55 AM – Midway Outfit Change
With a theatrical spin, Jess peels off the romper—revealing deep crimson leather that hugs every curve. The fabric creaks as she bends low, her ass hovering over the executive wing.
“I hope you’re watching this,” she whispers. “Because my ass is about to crash a board meeting.”
She slams down. A shockwave knocks loose panels from three nearby structures.
12:12 PM – Sculpture Standoff
The finale begins. The two women circle the bizarre abstract sculpture, trading glances. Paisley drops into a crouch. Jess raises a brow.
“Daniel,” Jess purrs. “Who gets the honor? My hips, or her hammer stomp?”
12:14 PM – Client Vote Logged
Daniel mutters Jess’s name into the mic.
Jess grins.
“Oh, darling . . . brace yourself.”
She backs up. Winds her hips. Then—drops.
The sculpture disappears into leather and metal.
12:30 PM – Aftercare Lounge
Jess lies reclined on the ruins, Paisley beside her. Daniel is nestled back in the plush pouch near Jess’s navel.
“You chose wisely,” she whispers, stroking the curve around him. “That sculpture never stood a chance against this ass.”
Paisley chuckles. “You sure know how to close, Jess.”
Jess smiles. “You bet my ass I do.”
[Session Complete – VIP Tier Upgrade Pending]

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: Debrief and Congratulations (The VIP Welcome) 💋 
From: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com) 
To: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com).
My Dearest Daniel,
Paisley and I haven’t stopped talking about the way you held your breath right before the final sit. The way your little voice whispered my name into that mic—I felt it all the way through me. Don’t be surprised if that audio makes it into our private training archive. It's what we call “inspirational material.”
You’ve officially been bumped to VIP Tier, and let me tell you, that unlocks an entire new dimension of indulgence. More access, more personalization . . . and yes, more of my ass.
Here’s what’s included:
🔥 Private Two-on-One Sessions – Choose your mix. Jess and Paisley. Just Jess. Just Paisley. A third? You’re on the list now.📽️ Cinematic Playback Package – Fully edited drone footage, close-up wearable cam POVs, and my personal commentary over your best reactions. 
💌 Physical Keepsake – One steel-and-silicone mini chair made from reconstituted rubble, perfectly shaped like the spot I sat on. Signed, of course.
Oh, and Daniel . . .
Paisley’s already planning something even bigger. A stadium. Something televised. She said your reactions are too good to keep to ourselves.
But if you want something quieter, more intimate next time? We can do that too. Just you, me, and a few stubborn buildings.
Now let’s talk future fantasies.
We’ve been toying with the idea of a “crush cruise.” Picture it: a mock city built across a luxury barge, drifting into harbor with you as the centerpiece. I’d step aboard from a custom dock, heels clicking across the deck before I start crushing entire city blocks . . . and maybe sit right over the ship’s engine room, just to see if I can sink it. Paisley says she wants to leap off the crane onto something important. We’ll need to find a sponsor for insurance.
Or if that’s too wild? How about this: a sunset grind session. One-on-one. I wear something sheer and shimmery, you pick the playlist, and we raze a glass structure shaped like a heart. Real slow. Just for us.
There’s more to this than just destruction. It’s intimacy. It’s performance art. And you, Daniel, are becoming one of our favorite muses.
With a curve and a quake, Jess 💋

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: RE: The VIP Welcome
From: Daniel Mercer (Daniel.mercer@triforcemail.com) 
To: Madame Jess (madamejess@colossalcrushers.com).
Jess,
I . . . wow.
I don’t know how you do it—how you make it feel like I’m the only person in the world while you level entire city blocks. You and Paisley both . . . I just keep thinking, “What did I do to deserve this?”
Whatever’s next, count me in. My calendar’s open. My heart’s pounding. Let’s crush something else.
Yours, Daniel

      [image: image-placeholder]Internal Memo: Colossal Crushers HQ To: Demo Team Leads From: Operations Director Subject: VIP Client – Mercer, Daniel – Codename: “Heartbeat”
	Client has been escalated to Top Priority Roster.

	Future demos involving Heartbeat should include enhanced intimacy modules.

	Jess has requested override access for special commissions involving Mercer.

	Paisley has submitted joint proposal for “Titan Clash: Stadium Showcase.” Pending.

	Media team preparing “Client Feature” doc. Footage: confidential.



Additional Notes:
Jess Commentary:
“Daniel’s not just a client—he’s a pulse. He reacts with awe, not fear. It’s rare. I want him close for all major demos. Ideally between my thighs again, but I’m flexible.”
“Also, the sculpture collapse? Put that in our next reel. I’ve never felt a sit resonate like that. My ass still hums when I think about it.”
“We should consider a full-day Immersion Tier. I want to build a storyline around him. ‘The Volunteer’—someone who signs the waiver and never looks back. Multiple POV cams. Live pressure sensors. Real-time reactions synced to heel placement. Oh yes, we can go deeper.”
“And for the record? That man made me laugh mid-collapse. I wasn’t expecting someone to ask, ‘Is that the HVAC or her ass?’ on the mic. Keep that clip.”
“There’s also potential here for longform content. Maybe a serialized crush-log. Daily updates. Confessionals. A dome-mounted camera inside my bodysuit, right beneath the collarbone. Heartbeat Diaries, anyone?”
Paisley Commentary:
“This guy gets it. I hate to be on record with this, but he reminds me of Reid! He doesn’t just watch—he feels. His mic feedback during the pavilion drop gave me chills. That’s art.”
“I’m down to co-lead the stadium event if he’s involved. Might even let him pick my boots. He’s earned it.”
“He’s responsive. Not frozen or panicked. That means we can escalate. I say we try a four-tower takedown with alternating hip drops. We choreograph it like a dance. And if he flinches? Jess gets to tease him for a month.”
“Also, we need to reinforce the thigh cradle. That guy melts into the harness. Which is hot, sure—but safety, people. Safety.”
“I’d love to run a ‘Disaster Date’ with him. Set up a fake café scene, then demolish it mid-flirt. Watch his reactions. See if he keeps sipping his espresso as I take out the roof with one cheek. I bet he would.”
Action Items:
	Approve VIP welcome package shipping.

	Schedule Jess + Paisley dual demo brainstorm for Q3.

	Prepare titanium-grade POV cradle prototype for increased pressure tolerance.

	Create choreography map for stadium demo: ‘Twin Impact Ballet’

	Test lace viewport clarity under high debris conditions.

	Begin conceptual art render for “The Volunteer” limited series.

	Draft outline for “Heartbeat Diaries” digital experience stream.

	Investigate dome-cam tech integration for immersive crush POV.



End memo.

      [image: image-placeholder]Closing Note: (As submitted by Staff Liaison Marla V.):
During cleanup at the Bay Ridge site, I overheard Jess and Paisley in the lounge. Jess had kicked off her heels and was sipping from one of the reinforced mugs, her bodysuit half-unzipped and a lazy smile on her face. She said—“You know, I used to dream about being big. Now I dream about being seen. And Daniel? He sees me. Every ripple, every shake, every breath. That’s what I crush for now.”
Paisley was straddling an overturned pillar like a barstool. She raised her water bottle and replied, “Damn right. Let’s build him something worth breaking.”






  
  A Rocky Bedroom

A Paisley and Reid Story


Reid wasn’t sure when it became so hard to concentrate. 
The book lay open in his hands, the pages softly lit by the small lamp on his nightstand, but he’d read the same passage several times. He only half-registered them over the quiet pulse of Paisley’s breathing next to him—deep, slow, each exhale a vibration through the enormous frame of the bed.
Paisley shifted, the mattress groaning softly. Her movement stirred the air enough to lift a few pages from his book. She must have noticed his eyes weren’t moving.
“You’re not really reading,” she said.
“No, I suppose I’m not,” he said, smiling faintly.
The giantess lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling, arms crossed over her stomach. Between them was such distance, and seemed to grow more so every day.
Not long ago, their nights were alive with noise—her laughter, his heartbeat thudding as she held him in her hand, the low hum of talk that carried them until morning. Now, the silence had become a kind of etiquette—what both seemed to prefer over talking.
He’d only just gotten home. While Paisley’s business had lots of helping hands, Reid could never quite let go of the reins. And now, he felt more at home in the office than he did in his actual home. 
Paisley shifted, the motion making the bed sigh again.
“You didn’t eat dinner tonight,” she said.
“Wasn’t hungry.”
“You never are anymore.”
Reid closed his eyes and shut his book. “I’m tired, Paisley.”
“So am I,” she said, voice quiet yet vast. It filled every corner of the room, brushing against him like a tide. It was the beginning of another rough patch—he could feel it in his bones.
She turned her head toward him and the lamplight caught the faint bruising along her jawline—pressure burns from another week of training with her newest fad—using her jaws to demo things. The sight of the blemish made his stomach twist.
“You got hurt again,” he said.
“I didn’t.” She touched the mark and smiled, eyes and mouth without humor. “Just stretched it too far. I’m opening wide to get some really big stuff in there. Full pressure. It’s so good for the videos.”
He used to love listening to her talk about work but even that was boring now. Whenever she mentioned a new and exciting venture for Colossal Crushers, his mind floated away on paperwork, insurance, and a million other things to bog down the enjoyment.
“Yeah,” he said, and forced a laugh that sounded like coughing. “Good for views.”
Paisley’s face softened. “I like that you still care enough to notice.”
I notice everything that might cost us money, he thought, but didn’t say. He wanted to tell her that every time he saw her bite through metal, he saw something else—the dark flash of what her mouth could do if control slipped for even a second. That thought used to exhilarate him. Had the novelty of Colossal Crushers worn thin? 
“You should rest,” he said. 
“I am resting,” she said, an attempt at being playful.
He nodded, then turned over.
A little while later, he felt her finger gently nudging him in the back. It took a long time for her to learn control—when they first met, a nudge would send him rolling away.
He turned back and eyed her with a mix of curiosity and irritation. 
“When did we stop touching?” she asked. 
He swallowed hard. “I don’t know.”
“Was it . . . after the accident?”
“Maybe,” he said, but knew this feeling likely predated that incident.
Paisley had just started using her jaws for entertainment. The girl could bite through anything—an overlooked talent for so long. One day, she was filming a demo that involved biting parts of carnival rides. She easily mangled the metal with her teeth and powerful jaws.
When she went to bite down on the magician’s stage, she didn’t know there was a canister of propane hidden between the boards—probably for some kind of pyrotechnic stunt. Her teeth came down on it and the whole thing exploded, sending shards of wood into the roof of her mouth. 
After that, Paisley had to eat through a straw for a few weeks. And the mouth that he’d fallen in love with, the mouth he adored watching take down steel girders as much as hamburgers, no longer ‘did it’ for him. He felt bad about that, but wondered how he would get past it.
“Go to sleep, Paisley. We’ll talk in the morning.”
“That’s what you always say but we never do.” She didn’t wait for a reply—she flipped off the lamp and turned over.

      [image: image-placeholder]Reid had the next day off, so he slept in. But even after the sun had come up, he woke to Paisley’s antics in the living room. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but it was noisy—the grating of metal, the buzz of power tools. He wasn’t sure what was happening. 
When he sat up it was just in time to see her float into the bedroom, looking far more upbeat than she’d been the night before. She was already dressed for the day—in fact, she was dressed for a job, though he knew she didn’t have one scheduled until another week. Yoga pants and a tight t-shirt, an outfit that showed off her beautiful curves. She saw him waking and her eyes lit up.
“Good morning, sleepyhead! I have something fun planned for today.”
He yawned into his fist. “Paisley, what’s going on? I just wanted a quiet day at the house. Is that so much to ask?”
She frowned, her eyes going distant for a moment before snapping back to reality. “You won’t be needed to do much today, love. Just relax and watch.”
He rolled his eyes, but Paisley wasn’t about to lose her enjoyment. Whatever she’d been planning, she’d certainly built it up in her mind. 
Gently, she lifted him off the bed and carried him to the living room. Normally, she didn’t use two hands to cradle him, but she did this morning—only because she wanted to use one hand to shield him from the surprise. She placed him on a stepladder—one meant for her, then took a step back.
Below him, the floor of the living room had been cleared. Chairs and tables—each the size of cargo containers—were pushed to the sides. In the middle sat a metal cube the size of a bus, dented and scarred. Out from it, several metal pylons, making the entire contraption look lethal to the touch. 
“You built all this?” he asked. 
“Had it delivered overnight,” she said, pleased with herself. “Didn’t want you to see it. Been planning this for a while, now. These things came from that radio station I wrecked a few weeks back.”
Reid frowned, half-awake and half-anxious. “What exactly are you planning?”
Paisley brushed dust from her palms and grinned—the grin that used to make his knees weak, the one that now made his chest tighten for a different reason. “I think you’ve lost your desire to see me crush things with my mouth because you think it’s too dangerous. I’m going to prove that this is not the case with this demonstration.”
“Demonstration of what?”
“Of control.” Her tone softened, voice sounding almost defeated. “Of what I can do . . . for you.”
She crouched, and even the gentle motion sent a warm gust of wind his way. Her scent, alluring as ever. Why did he throw up such a wall? He didn’t like the person he was becoming. Still, he decided to watch her demonstration. 
For starters, Paisley put on music. She swayed her enormous hips to some kind of reggae pop—not his style, but he couldn’t help but stare as her ass moved like a tidal wave in her yoga pants. When she spun to face him, her breasts were likewise untethered, swaying back and forth like mountains. Nipples pressed against the material. 
She lifted the metal cube and carried it close to him. Her presence with the metal was so off-putting that he took a step back. “Reid, you always said it wasn’t the strength that scared you. It was not knowing where the power ended. So watch.”
“Paisley . . .”
“Just watch,” she said gently.
Her jaw opened slowly, like the drawing back of a curtain. The tendons along her throat flexed, catching the light, and the subtle pop of her hinge echoed through the room. She placed one of the pylons between her teeth. For a long, still moment, nothing happened. And then—
Crack!
The sound was deafening. The steel rod snapped clean in half. Sparks jumped like fireflies from the break, scattering across her chin. Her teeth, perfect and shining, were like little compactors that were impossible to blemish. She smiled, mouth perfect as ever.
Paisley held the halves apart, breath steady. “See? No debris, no spray. Pure control.”
Reid’s mouth went dry. “You—okay, not bad.” Why couldn’t he give in? Why couldn’t he be proud of her? She obviously wanted his approval. 
Next, she moved to the cube. This one was thicker, no way her jaws could so easily wrap around it unless she unhinged like a snake. Her lips parted, eyes flicking toward him, watching and waiting for a reaction.
“This is the part you used to like,” she said, voice nearly lost in the echo. “The precision.”
Then, she bit down.
Boom!
The cube’s side crumpled inward like paper. She may as well have been eating an apple for how effortlessly her teeth passed through it. The echo roared in the room, glass panes trembling in their frames. Reid took a step back, in awe over his wife’s power. One would think he’d be used to it by now.
“Did I scare you?” she asked.
“No,” he said, rather quickly.
She smiled, but the brightness had dimmed. “You flinched.” Something in her face changed and she placed the ruined scraps of metal back on the ground with exaggerated care. “You used to cheer.” Her voice was soft as feathers. 
“I did,” Reid admitted.
“And now you don’t.”
He opened his mouth to say something but no words came out. 
“Come on,” she said, and held her hand in front of him. “Let’s talk. Please?”
He hesitated, then jumped across until he was on her palm. She brought him close to her face so she could see his expression—this was something he could never escape. There was no hiding your feelings when you were face-to-face with something as large as Paisley.
“I miss when this made you proud,” she said, her breath warm and sweet across his body. It sent tingles through him. “When you’d brag that your wife could bite through a freight train.”
He tried to smile. “It’s still impressive, Paisley.”
Her eyes shifted downward. “Impressive isn’t the same as wanted.”
Again, why couldn’t he bridge this distance? What kept him from making things better? On paper, this should’ve been so easy. 
“I thought if you saw it up close again . . . maybe you’d remember the good parts.”
When he didn’t have any sort of response, she quickly placed him on the floor, then rushed back to the bedroom, feet hammering the floor like thunderclaps.

      [image: image-placeholder]She’d been here before, she reminded herself. Paisley and Reid had weathered such things in the past, though this time felt different. This time, she couldn’t make him understand why his lack of appreciation bothered her. 
Despite having their whole day planned, despite having an idea for bringing him back to her, Paisley felt defeated and afraid for their future. She rolled over and gripped her enormous pillow, then buried her face. Within seconds, her warm tears streaked across it.
She was so aware of her surroundings that she knew he was walking on the bed behind her, his soft footsteps nearly inaudible. At once, she dried her eyes and flipped over so she could see him. Without the tears, her hard stare made her look angry. It paused Reid where he stood.
“You’re taking this personally, Paisley,” he said.
She wiped her nose and sat up, the motion nearly toppling her husband. “How else am I supposed to take it?”
“It’s not . . . you. It’s just . . . this whole thing has grown stale for me. It’s not anyone’s fault.”
“Really?” she said, voice now with an edge. “It sure sounds like someone’s fault. What’s it going to take to get you out of this funk, Reid?”
He shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe . . . maybe I should go stay somewhere else tonight.”
That notion terrified her. The last thing she wanted was to be left alone. It was bad enough when he went on business trips—that last one changed her life, as well as the life of a would-be robber. There had to be another option.
“No, please don’t,” she said, voice breaking down. Now, it was impossible for the tears not to fall. She couldn’t believe how easy it was for her to become upset. 
Reid stared at her, lost in thought. “Maybe we should just do something different than Colossal Crushers. We’ve made enough money to retire. I’m sure Jess would buy out our half of the company.”
Madame Jess was the other giantess employed by Colossal Crushers, although her work was far more sporadic and mainly for show. It was Paisley who kept the company running, and without Paisley the whole thing would likely collapse.
But she was tired and could tell they were getting nowhere. “Fine. I’ll see what I can do about that in the morning.” And without saying goodnight, without even a peck of a kiss, Paisley flopped over. 
She waited to see if Reid would say anything else, if he would say that selling off the company was too drastic and that he loved her and the way things were going. But of course, he didn’t. His footsteps faded as he left the room, leaving Paisley to cry again. 
She would never sell off Colossal Crushers. Deep down, she didn’t think Reid wanted that, either. No, she would just make him remember what he loved about it . . . and her.
The cube and pylons weren’t the only things she’d had erected in the house . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Reid woke to the taste of metal in his mouth.
He rolled over and realized he wasn’t on his bed—the one he slept in whenever he and Paisley were having issues—the same one that seemed to be his place of rest more often than not. Now, he was on a piece of metal, long and flat and cold. 
When he sat up, he realized this was a completely enclosed metal box. Floor, walls, ceiling. The only thing that showed any character and not a sterile environment was the slatted windows, high up. Through them, he could see the guest room ceiling.
“Paisley?” he shouted, voice echoing in the small box—no, not a box, a prison. “What’s going on, hun?”
“Oh, you’re awake,” she said from outside the box. She looked in, eye filling one of the windows. Even without seeing the rest of her face, he could tell she was angry. What was she doing?
“Why am I here?” he asked. 
“You’re going to play a little game with me,” she said, and then she wiped her nose and sniffed back tears. She was visibly upset, and an upset Paisley could be an erratic Paisley.
“Okay,” he said. “How about you let me out of here and we’ll talk.”
The way her eye curved—it was a smile. “I tried talking to you last night. But don’t worry, I’ll let you out, sure. Just not the way you want. You see, I don’t appreciate you wanting to sell off the company we worked so hard to build. That tells me you don’t care about me.”
“Paisley, you know bet—”
“And if I have a husband who doesn’t care about me, why have a husband at all?”
Before he could refute her words, a metallic screech sounded on the opposite end of the room. The wall was sliding into the ceiling, revealing a dark hallway beyond. 
“Let’s talk about this,” said Reid, eyes darting between the exit and Paisley. 
“Oh, we will,” she said. Her eye was no longer at the window—only her mouth. It was twisted into a grin. “If you can get to the end, that is.”
“Paisley . . .”
“Talk later,” she said, just before her mouth opened so wide that the space outside the windows became black holes, like a night sky. A moment later, the screech of metal and the whole cube bowed inward. The ceiling ripped apart—steel becoming nothing more than rice paper beneath Paisley’s powerful jaws. 
Just as her upper teeth entered the box, he dashed toward the opened door. Already, the room was shrinking—compacting with her force—and he had to drop to his hands and knees to leave it.
The hallway ahead was dark, though tiny slats of light entered through narrow windows. If not for these, he might have run into a wall. As he ran, he noted that the grinding sound behind him vanished. When he reached the end of the hallway, he found it broke off into two directions. Without thinking, he took the righthand path.
And made it only three steps before the entire corridor in front of him crushed together. Paisley’s giant mouth entered, her teeth biting down on the metal as if it were air. She spit the pieces out and turned her full face toward the gaping hole—and smiled. 
“Better go another way,” she told him. Reid was already spinning on his heels, taking the only path left to him. 
Again, her mouth closed around the corridor, just inches behind his feet. Reid picked up speed and dropped his head as she chewed again. She bit, spit, and bit again, taking his hallway piece by piece.
At the end of the hall, he entered another large chamber that seemed to have no exit. But then, a portion of the roof peeled away, revealing the way out. It was at the end of a ladder—a dizzying ladder that must have gone up fifty feet. 
Light flooded into the room as Paisley bit into the doorway from where he’d just entered. Reid stumbled forward and mounted the ladder. Quickly, he started to scale it. Below, Paisley laughed. It made his heart thump and filled him with—what? Fear? Excitement? There were a lot of things going on inside him right now.
“Better be quick!” 
He felt the room vibrate as she took another bite. The sound of screeching metal beneath him was too much to bear but he couldn’t hold his ears when he needed both hands to climb. Finally, he felt the bottom of the ladder come untethered and when he looked down, he saw why.
There was no floor, only Paisley’s mouth. It was like looking into a giant black hole. From this angle, he could see all the way down her throat, distant as it was. She grinned and easily bit off the bottom few rungs of the ladder. 
It was clear she was toying with him. If she wanted, she could bite down on the whole ladder and take it all in her mouth—with him included. Reid kept going up, hand over hand, and then the worst thing happened—his palm was too sweaty to grip the next rung and he slipped.
Down he fell. He twisted around just in time to see Paisley spit out whatever metal she had in her mouth, then open again, her soft tongue waiting to accept him. Still, he blew past her enormous, sharp teeth, which unsettled him more than anything. This was a side he rarely saw of his wife.
And deep down, he was loving it.
He crashed against her tongue and she closed her mouth. It was silent inside, save for the sound of slick saliva running across her inner cheeks. Reid was directly on her tongue, trying to keep himself upright and calm his heartbeat—a difficult task considering what he’d just been through and where he ended up.
“Okay, Paisley,” he said, tapping her wet tongue. “You’ve had your fun. Now let’s talk.”
He waited, but nothing happened. The world outside remained a mystery while he coasted back and forth on her tongue. When the saliva became too great, she swallowed while keeping her throat rigid, as not to take him down with it. This lasted for ten minutes—in ten minutes, she’d not opened her mouth once. 
“Okay, honey, you made your point,” he repeated. “If you want to talk, we’ll talk.”
Again, nothing, at least not at first. Reid waited for another twenty minutes before she opened her mouth. This time, it was to the wonderful smell of food. She slid out her tongue, revealing she’d placed her head near the table so he could step out. Once he was free and feeling the cool air on his skin, she stood and turned to face the stove top.
“Well that was intense,” he said.
“Did you like it?” she asked, a measure of playfulness back in her voice.
“Not really,” he said, flatly, unsure of why he was continuing with the lie. Paisley’s body language said it all. Her shoulders slumped, her head dropped. 
“Made you breakfast,” she said, then deposited an omelet in front of him. These were rare because at his size, it was nearly impossible to craft them with any sort of accuracy. He’d seen Paisley use an eyeglass and toothpicks to construct them before. Considering how expertly put together it was, he assumed she’d done it again.
“Thank you,” he said. She wordlessly served herself—a her-size omelet—and took a seat in front of him. 
For a long time, neither spoke. But he had a feeling this was by design—she had given him a spot, front and center, to watch her eat. 
Paisley speared a large chunk of the omelet—egg, sausage, peppers, and cheese. She let the gooey cheese wrap around her fork before lifting it, slowly, and placing it into her mouth. Lips closed, she pulled the fork back out, clean and shiny. 
“Careful you don’t bite down on the fork,” he said, with far more playfulness than he meant. 
She chuckled and raised an eyebrow, then sat back as she chewed her food. Watching the muscles in her neck and face move was like watching a concert. Everything had its place, everything had meaning, everything worked to make the process effortless. 
When she swallowed, he tracked the food as it moved from her mouth down her throat. The large knob of it paused at the sphincter and then moved on toward her stomach. 
Over and over, she forked food into her mouth, letting him watch it in real-time, as if he were viewing a football game and not his wife’s slow and deliberate chewing.
Toward the end of her meal, she cut off a large chunk with her fork, then picked it up with her fingers. She held it directly in front of him. It looked like a giant suitcase compared to Reid.
“What?” he asked. 
“Take it,” she said. 
He nodded and stood at the edge of her plate, then held out his arms as if he were receiving a stack of boxes. She placed the food gently in his grasp—it was heavier than he thought, but the eggs were fluffy, as Paisley often made them. 
“Now what?”
“Now, feed your wife.”
He breathed a sigh as Paisley got into place. She put her chin near the edge of the table and outstretched her tongue—the tongue he was swimming with only a little while ago. She waited patiently, eyes sparkling.
Reid moved over to the edge and placed the food against her tongue. Rather than take it, she sucked in air which was enough to send him flying forward. Once the food—and his arms—were inside her mouth, she closed it, her soft, pouty lips holding him at the biceps. This forced his face against her.
“Okay, mind letting me go?” he asked.
She didn’t answer—she just kept her lips pursed. He felt her tongue on the other side, flicking away at his arms and the food. Just when he was about to ask her what she was doing, her mouth opened, revealing the food was gone.
“See? I have total control. You just don’t trust me.”
“I trust you,” he said, rubbing his arm. 
“Then what’s the damn problem, Reid?” she said, sitting back and banging her fist on the table next to him. It was so sudden, so jarring that it made the fillings in his teeth vibrate. 
“I’m worried that something might happen to you!” he screamed. She blinked. “I love our life, and I love what you do but it’s not meant to last! It’s dangerous work, Paisley, and the public keeps wanting more and more.”
He waited for her to reply, but instead she grabbed him with both hands and lifted him off the table so quickly that he felt his stomach drop. She cradled him close to her chest, her massive breasts squishy against his body.
“You act like I don’t know when to quit,” she whispered down at him. “That I’ll go until I’m dead.”
“It is a concern,” he said matter-of-factly.
She carried him into the bedroom and lay on the bed, her long hair spilling close to where he perched. 
“It’s just a stupid job,” she said. “When it stops being fun, I’ll stop. And I’m never going to truly put myself in danger. That with the carnival was a freak accident and we’re so much more thorough now because of it.”
He nodded. That would have to do. “Okay,” he said.
She arched her back which meant her breasts lifted, and so did Reid. Now, they were more eye level and she looked to him for some sort of clarification, for some hint that things would go back to normal. 
“I don’t like how you’ve been,” she said, voice shaky.
He shrugged. “I haven’t really cared for it, either. But . . . I’ll try to be better.”
She nodded. That was the good thing about Paisley—she didn’t drag him through the mud. There wouldn’t be any underhanded jabs. They would be better again—in time.
“Do you have any more metal?” he asked. 
Paisley beamed with pride, a powerful grin tugging at the corners of her mouth. “It just so happens that I do.”
She reached into her nightstand drawer where she normally kept her toys and pulled out a trailer and a semi-truck as if they were made of plastic. 
“All of the fluids have been drained out of it,” she said. “Why don’t you hop inside for a . . . better view.”
She placed the truck on the bed and allowed him to slide down her breast until he was on the bed next to her. Quickly, he ran across the thick comforter to the truck and pulled open the door, then hopped inside.
“Buckle in,” said the giantess, smiling deviously. She unhitched the trailer so she only held the truck and brought it close to her face. She stared at him through the windshield. “There are safety goggles in the glovebox. Put them on.”
He beamed, realizing she’d thought of everything. Reid found them, slipped them onto his face, and waited for the next step. 
“Now what?”
“Shield your face until I tell you to stop.” She opened her mouth and rested her teeth on the truck’s bumper. Then, he covered his face and felt a shift, followed by an explosion that made him sit back hard. When he looked, he found both airbags had been deployed and were currently deflating like popped balloons. 
“Now that we have those out of the way,” she said, voice a purr. It had been a while since she sounded so confident.
“I’m a little nervous,” he said, half joking. “First time being in a truck with a giantess outside.”
“And definitely your first time with a giantess about to chew that truck to bits.”
Reid’s eyes went wide and he gulped, which was precisely the reaction she wanted. 
She opened her mouth, thin spindles of saliva attached between her teeth, then bit down on the hood of the truck. As she applied pressure, the horn blared, then quickly tapered off until it was silent. Though the horn didn’t make any noise, the rest of the truck certainly did.
Metal, glass, plastic, and fabric exploded beneath the pressure of her jaws. She bit the entire front and ripped it away as if she were a carnivore tearing meat from a bone. A moment later, he felt a draft and noticed the entire cab had been removed, right up to his legs. She had such control to be able to wreck the truck without even bothering the man within it.
She angled the truck down and Reid was thankful for the seatbelt. Her jaws clamped the roof and in one fluid motion, ripped it away like a Band-Aid. He was completely exposed now, sitting on a small hunk of metal. 
To finish the demonstration, she bit the trailer in front of him, treating it like a massive piece of corn on the cob. Within minutes, it was littered with teeth marks and by the time she finished, it was barely recognizable.
“What did you think?” she asked, using a single finger to snap the seatbelt. Reid pitched forward and she caught him. 
“I think I’m sorry for how I’ve been.” He hung his head in shame. Using the same finger under his chin, she lifted his head.
“You always stray. Just make sure you always come back, and we’ll be fine.”
He couldn’t argue with that logic. 
“Deal.”
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Jess Hart knew three things with divine certainty: Love deserved ceremony, fantasy deserved architecture, and she deserved a crown. 
Not the glittering, storybook kind, of course. She’d worn those already. Her new crown was made of attention, applause, and the breathless hush whenever a giantess stepped into a world designed for her. 
And today, Colossal Weddings blessed its first kingdom of lovers. 
Banners unfurled, drones purred in the skies, and reporters whispered her name. Jess adjusted her silk gloves, lips curling into a sharp smile. 
“Weddings,” she murmured into the champagne sunrises, “are just myths people choose to live in.”
And she intended to write better myths.

      [image: image-placeholder]From: Tabitha 🌸To: Jess HartSubject: 💒 Our wedding… but make it colossal
Jess,
I want a wedding that feels like . . . if Olympus merged with Comic-Con. Beautiful, emotional, monstrous . . . only a little. I want to be worshipped AND adored. I want Julian to feel like he married a goddess and a kaiju all at once.
Can you help?
xoxo
Tabitha.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jess smirked. Of course she could.

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: 😈 The Monster Bride Awakens
Yes, darling.
Consider the heavens reserved and the ground trembling. Let’s build a love story that shakes the earth. 💘🦖✨

      [image: image-placeholder]Tabitha stood in the sunlight like a warm, shimmering skyscraper made of freckles and blushes and today . . . nerves. Three hundred feet of soft power. 
And beside her, tiny Julian in his sharp suit, earnest eyes, and every inch of him the loyal knight to his colossal queen. 
The estate trembled gently—the polite kind of quake that meant a giantess was approaching—not attacking. Jess Hart appeared over the treeline like a sunrise with attitude—thirty stories of silk, heels, and effortless menace-glamour.
Helicopter entrances used to be her thing, back when she could fit inside of one. Now, she preferred entrances that matched her new . . . presence. 
“Darlings!” she called, voice rolling like thunder. Her attention turned to Tabitha. “Look at you, you perfect avalanche of bridal radiance.”
Tabitha squealed over her silly phrasing. The sound was like a delighted thunderclap. 
“I brought swatches,” she said, holding up a notebook the size of a billboard—covered in color codes, fabric samples, doodles of castles and mechas and cathedral veils. “And spreadsheets. And mood boards. And—”
“You brought your heart,” Jess interrupted warmly. “That’s all I ever need.”
Julian stepped forward, hands politely behind his back. “Hi, Miss Hart. Thank you for meeting with us.”
Jess leaned down, lips inches from him. “Sweetheart, if you call me ‘Miss Hart’ again, I will absolutely put you in a champagne flute at the reception.”
Julian blinked. Blushed. Tabitha giggled like a rolling mountainside. 
“Jess . . .,” Tabitha whispered playfully, biting her lip. “Please don’t tease him too much.”
“Darling,” Jess winked. “I live to tease.”

      [image: image-placeholder]They sat—Julian in a human-sized velvet chair with Jess and Tabitha on an oversized lounge, reclining like a couple of goddesses. They couldn’t have picked a better day for such a thing. 
“So,” said Jess, leaning across the table where Julian sat in his chair and pulling out a mega-sized bottle of champagne. “I suppose the obvious question is . . . what do you want?”
Tabitha inhaled, a tremor of vulnerability passing through her titan frame. She smiled and turned to Julian before answering.
“I want him to remember this day when we’re ninety. I want romance, elegance, and . . . that feeling from old fairy tales. Except in mine, the dragon is the bride.”
Julian smiled up at her, gentle with a worshipping awe. “You are my dragon.”
Tabitha’s massive hand hovered above him, trembling with affection. So much power, so much destruction she could cause if she had a mind for it. “And you’re my brave little knight.”
Jess felt the pulse between them, the unmistakable fierce loyalty. She longed for it, as well, but was content to see such a happy couple—a couple she would go to the ends of the Earth to make even happier.
After a moment’s thought, she said, “I think it best we divide your wedding into two acts.”
Both Tabitha and Julian leaned in, curious how such a thing would play out.
“Okay,” said the groom to be. “I’m interested in this.”
“Good,” said Jess, then stood, her towering form like a skyscraper come to life. She paced as she spoke, as if she were a general plotting a war. “Act One: Holy Vows. Cathedral gown, flowers, music that would make the gods cry.”
Julian and Tabitha exchanged a look, enjoying Jess’s animated delivery.
“This leads us into Act Two: Divine Havoc. The dress tears down like a chrysalis. You transform, a city built just for your steps. Julian plays the hero. The world witnesses your extreme destruction. You said your brave man likes it when you . . . how did you put it on the questionnaire . . . Hulk out?”
Julian hid his face behind his hand, stifling a smile. It was embarrassing for someone to know their most intimate details, but if anyone had to know, why not the wedding planner?
Tabitha’s eyes widened. “Jess . . . that’s perfect.”
“Of course it is,” Jess said with a wink. “I’m constitutionally incapable of mediocrity.”

      [image: image-placeholder]From: Tabitha 🌸Subject: Bridezilla Dreams 🌆🦖💗
I want the moment where he sees me and thinks: “That’s my giant. And she loves me.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Subject: 😌 we’ll make him worship & weep
Darling, love this big deserves a roar.

      [image: image-placeholder]A few days later, Julian and Tabitha were sitting in the villa, waiting for Jess to send over more samples. As part of her package, they were guests at the Colossus Wedding compound. It was a nice place, the lap of luxury. He enjoyed having a quiet morning with his soon-to-be bride.
While they lounged on the sofa with Julian resting on her breast, a commercial came on the television for Colossal Crushers, which then quickly merged into Jess’s PR firm, showcasing a collection of beautiful, towering women. It spurred a question for him.
“So . . . remind me again why every woman in PR turns into a mythical she-beast?”
Tabitha giggled, which he already prepared for by putting down his hands and keeping himself steady. A good chuckle could cause him to roll right into her lap—sometimes he planned that, too. 
“No one really knows but there’s a theory,” said Tabitha. “Extreme emotional states seem to be the trigger, though this is different for everyone. For someone like me, it’s probably due to empathy and nurturing.” Just then, Paisley came on television to show off her new demolition wardrobe. “It was probably the same for her, though her trigger changed halfway through. Remember, she had a growth spurt that the news followed.”
“That’s right,” said Julian. “So what triggered the second one?”
“Ambition, boldness. Owning desire and attention. A refusal to shrink socially.”
“This sounds like Madame Jess.”
She nodded. “And I would say it’s exactly her trigger. We call these Omega-X and Alpha-X pathways. Scientists aren’t even close to figuring it out, but they try. Personally, I think a feeling of completeness is the catalyst. When a woman is truly content, she becomes . . . more.”
Later, twilight draped across the estate. Tabitha sat in their vast bedroom, garter sketches around her like fallen petals, fiddling with veil designs and nerd references—Godzilla and Sailor Moon transformation sparkles.
Julian, who’d moved to her lap, walked up to her knee and turned around with his arm held up. This was his indicator that he wanted to touch her. Tabitha pulled her hair across the opposite shoulder, then leaned down so he could stroke her cheek.
“Hey,” he whispered. “You good?”
She exhaled slowly, massive shoulders dropping. “What if it’s too much? What if I look silly? Or overwhelming, or—”
Julian gently kissed her cheek. “You’re overwhelming in all the right ways that make life worth living.”
She inhaled sharply and that’s when it felt like he’d been dunked under a facet. A single tear rolled out of her eye, down her cheek, and on top of his head. 
“Sorry,” she said as he backed away. 
“It’s okay,” he said, and took off his shirt and dabbed his soaked hair with it.
“If I wanted to stomp a city into dust and then eat you . . .”
“I’d still love you for it,” he joked.
They both laughed, breath mingling across sizes. The saltiness of her tear permeated the air. She gently picked him up, then lay back. After pulling out her snug top, she placed him next to her nipple, then let the material hold him down.
“Your safe spot,” she told him, just as he curled up against her nipple. His touch—his little hands and mouth—felt so nice, as always. This was therapeutic for them both.
“Anywhere on your body can be considered that,” he said, applying soft kisses to her rising nipple. 
“In that case,” she said, then pinched the fabric of her shirt and held
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